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CHARACTERS

Mike and Gretch

Not married, but dating for a good long while. Two comedy writers just at the edge of love, that strange and delicate space where the act of sharing can be so dangerous. But they’re two cool cats and they’re sure they’ve got it all locked down. They call her ex-boyfriend from college, Atticus Hawke, a guy who has in the years since their breakup, and before Mike, been a reliable booty call for her.

Sean and Courtney

Sean’s a Type-A stick of dynamite. A rocketing studio exec, competitive and driven, he shares an incredible bond with his gym-toned wife. Courtney is all-in for the new game she and her handsome husband have devised. Their ten-year-old daughter is out of the house and away at boarding school. They’ve planned a one-year commitment to one another about honesty, openness, and exploration. They’re going for broke. Their new thing? Sean likes to watch and Court likes to be watched. They’ve found a guy online. He seems too good to be true. A guy called Finch, endowed, muscular, handsome like a fashion model. Courtney’s been working out and she’s going to put this stud through his paces.

Steve and Becky

Becky’s a headstrong X-Ray technician who landed herself a multi-millionaire tech investor husband thirty years her senior. Steve loves to be dominated and he found the girl of his dreams in Becky. She’s got an iron will and she loves her husband. Loves him enough to lock him in chastity and keep him abstinent for months on end. It’s okay, don’t worry about Becky, she gets a regular visit from a drop-dead gorgeous man named Finch. He keeps her satisfied. Sometimes, if he’s been good, she’ll even let her husband watch.

JJ and Amy

Two young country bumpkins just arrived in Los Angeles. JJ wants to live a lifestyle he’s only dreamed of and this city is part of it. He’s married to the sweetest little nineteen-year-old outta Jackson Pond, South Carolina and he’s sure she’s on a fast ticket to stardom. She just needs her first big break. While they’re waiting he’s got a fantasy he wants to see lived out. He would do anything to see his little Amy with a man who’s got a big one, one’ll make her scream like those girls he watches on the internet. He found a guy online, one Amy didn’t make her vomit-face at. He’s got everything JJ’s been looking for and, thank the stars, he’s agreed to do it.

Atticus Hawke

Finch is his online name. His nighttime name. The one he uses on a site that puts him in touch with couples looking for a bull just like him. By day he is Atticus Hawke. You might have heard of him. You know the song from the eighties, ‘Going With That Girl’? No? You’d know it if you heard it. That was Atticus’s dad, Ricky Hawke. Yes, that Ricky Hawke. Now you know. Made a bunch of singer-songwriter hits in a time when all the kids wanted pop coming out of synthesizers and their stars to be pretty boys and have colorful hair. Ricky had real talent. So does Atticus. One of L.A.‘s hottest emerging Modern artists, his work commands a fortune. But it pales against his enormous trust fund. These days his real work is done at night. His masterpieces. That’s where his passion is. Watching and participating in intense psychological dramas in dark hotel rooms across the city. He gives women what they want. They’re a canvas, a medium. His audience: their husband.




Chapter 1

Blocks.

That was his thing since last winter. Blocks of thick wet oil in shades of steel, post-industrial landscapes, and the colors of dead soldiers in Posen-West Prussia. The color would drip and run, and if it worked, it stayed. If notâ€”linseed oil and heavy titanium-white paste would blot it out. Then more blocks pressed over top would erase its memory. Maybe the blocks made up a larger picture, or maybe they didn’t. Fuck, was it the ocean? It sometimes felt like the ocean. Right now, he was waiting for something to come into focus. Maybe make some sense. Blocks.

He was using a metal stamp, some sort of industrial form he’d found here when he rented the building. A sheet metal square attached to a sheet metal form that became a frame to cradle a handle; a wooden spindle worn powder smooth from use. He’d fashioned a leather pad to fit within the sheet metal square. He could attach different textures to the stamp, then apply it to the surface of the canvas. That was just the start. That applied square needed finessing, its big important message coaxed forward using more texture, more paint, more … just more.

Blocks within blocks, making up patterns, trying desperately to communicate a complex, ill-formed idea with crude texture and color. A message was being transmitted to him and it was impossible to convey it in words. The canvas was a sobbing, grief-stricken, disjointed Civil War quilt. Block edges like torn propaganda posters on the artillery-peppered walls of a dying, black-and- white Europe. Frayed like old denim; grayed, time-worn fabric. Yet somehow wet. Forever wet. It meant something. It felt tangible. Like an emotion you could hold in your hand. Youâ€™d peel up the corner of one of those blocks and discover a secret about yourself.

Atticus Hawke, twenty-eight years of age on the last sixth of June, had a gallery name now. Powerful representation. Bronk-Kaufmann Gallery on East 3rd sold eight of his works in the last seven months. $1,112,000 before the gallery’s take. He was on to something with this series. Sometimes he was gaining on itâ€”whatever it wasâ€”getting closer, ready to pounce, clamp on its neck and drag it down for the kill. And when he did, it would be over. He’d wash himself of the blood, stand sated and look for new prey.

The name Atticus Hawke came with cachet now. Each painting sold slightly higher than the last. This was the pattern over the last eighteen months. People were getting hot for him. Janet Kirshenbaum from the L.A. Weekly started her article for the weekend Culture section with: Drop-dead gorgeous son of a quiet and reclusive music legend. Six-one, tanned and fit, long silky blonde hair cut one length, hanging to touch his broad shoulders. He has soulful blue eyes, a rugged jaw, and a dimpled chin. Ever since the article, he’d become more important than the work. His enigma sold the art as well as, or more than, his talent. Such was fucking art.

  *

His own hands had prepared the canvas. Raw linen from Italy stretched and nailed over a spruce frame. Fourteen feet by seventeen. Painted blocks about ten inches by ten. Each block a separate idea, but contextual of the whole. One work made up of two-hundred and eighty-five ideas. Two-hundred and eighty-five blocks, each laid with careful decision.

There was a rolling platform he worked from, adjustable by hydraulics, that allowed him to work on any one part of the canvas he felt like. He could spend an entire day on one four-foot square idea, working and reworking each block until it made his heart content. He didn’t need to step away and examine. His work was always about the smaller pictures. He knew if the small pictures were true, the big picture would be as well. He didn’t have to keep checking.

The perfect afternoon light was waning. The bright sky was getting dim and orange as the sun descended toward the horizon. He had lots of electric fill-light that would brighten up his workspace, but he preferred natural daylight. When the sun set, it was time for other pursuits. Creativity he could pursue in the dark.

He stepped down off the scaffolding and unzipped his coveralls. He had worked up a sweat. His long blonde hair clung to him in wet strands. Grey-tinted oils stained his hands and his coveralls. He stretched, avoided turning to look at the day’s progress. If the work called him to return, he would. There were other things on tonight’s schedule.

He walked across the big empty factory space and headed for his things, arranged neatly on a long bench that came from an abandoned railway station they were taking apart on the other side of the District. He checked his phone.

There was a cold text there, forty-five minutes old.

MissProust: Is everything still on for Sat night?

He brushed the hair out of his eyes, blinked the sweat away. He typed.

Finch: It is.

She responded immediately.

MissProust: Are you for real?

Finch: I am for real

MissProust: Can we trust you?

Finch: You can. You will have the best night of your lives.

He tossed his phone into his leather hold-all and headed through the area at the side of his workspace petitioned by a long, low, half-wall in brick. The space beyond the partition was a wet area with drains in the floor and outside light coming in from only a long two-foot line of glass blocks running along the top of the wall where it met the ceiling. He stripped down naked and threw his coveralls into a bin with yesterday’s paint-dirtied pair.

He stood under a wide, white-painted, circular shower head that hung straight down from a water supply pipe, also painted white. Everything in his space was given frequent fresh coats of white. The shower head was a remnant of the building’s industrial past. Some previous use where dangerous chemicals were handled, and this now-battered shower head, the size of a trashcan lid, would have been necessary to save someone’s skin from caustic burns. It made for a comfortable experience once he’d put in a water heater.

He dried off and tied his hair back, put on some clean clothes. Stiff denim button-fly Levi’s from the 1950s, plain white t-shirt, and Air Jordan Retro 1 s, black toes with the engraved signature.

He went back to his phone and texted Gretch.

Atticus: See you at 10

Done for the day, he grabbed his things and shut the lights down, and headed for the battered old door that led out to the parking. He looked back at his work in progress spread out on the far wall behind his hydraulic platform. Low, orange light from the windows cast across it, lit it up in colors never meant to touch its surface.

He saw it differently now. It wasn’t the ocean. It was more than that. A storm coming. Moving across nameless water in the sliver-moment before the sunrise.

He locked the door behind him, made sure the battered shutter door was also secured. The building was a long, low bungalow in the Arts District. It had been a warehouse, a factory, and at one point they made children’s toys here. Now it was a quiet, chipped and fading Industrial remnant in the heart of a rapidly changing city. Paint peeled from its brick walls, wires and cabled crossed its surface in unplanned patterns. It felt like it was from another time. But there was something solid and indifferent about it.

He turned to the lone car in the small parking plot that held ten. A murdered Lamborghini HuracĂ¡n. Sleek and low, painted a flat black. Nondescript, colorless, revealing only form and deadly intention. Black aluminum wheels with legs like spiders, peach-painted calipers peeking from behind. Total asshole car. He liked it that way.

He fired up the ten cylinders, revved it until he felt the car want to twist, then roared down the narrow alley that snaked through the old re-purposed factories, chirped on to a side street and swung a right on to Alameda as the sun sank lower.

  *

Squatting was important. It built a chassis he could perform from. Girls liked the abs, but that was just from his diet. There had to be muscle underneath it all, so when he was lean there was something for them to see. He liked the power that the squats, cleans, and deadlifts gave him. He did a lot of high-rep stuff too, four days a week, just a fine tuning, pump up the muscle that was there, give it form and volume that reflected light and cast shadows well.

Hybrid Athletics was a brick walled gym that catered to hard chargers and toned stay-at-home parents. A new Crossfit for people who hated Crossfit. But it was still just Crossfit. It was in an old firehouse and if he got here late enough, he could avoid most of the clientele.

Today’s protocol: Deadlift, four hundred and five pounds, three sets of three. High rep barbell rows after that, some shrugs, some work on the neck harness. Play that by ear. Whatever felt good, whatever felt like a stretch and rushed blood into the muscle. Don’t overdo it. Then conditioning: tire flips. Four hundred and fifty pound tire, one flip on the minute adding a flip every minute. Seventh minute was seven reps, having already done six in the minute before, leaving no time for rest. Made it to eight minutes in the first round, seven minutes in the second round. Sixty-four flips in total.

He was done in an hour and a half. His phone had been dinging.

There were messages from Suzie Kauffmann at the gallery, another from Gretch, a response from MissProust, and an unsolicited random inquiry coming in from his public listing on an exclusive BDSM site.

He went to college with Gretch. Two rich L.A. kids out east together, hating the colder weather and the people at school. Gretch was a fan of his father’s music, but she didn’t realize Atticus was Ricky Hawke’s son until they’d known each other for two months. He added a reminder to his calendar: Call Dad.

He left Gretch’s text hanging. He’d see her tonight. Gretch had a strange request of him. She probably had been anxious before asking, not realizing how in line it was with his newest creative passion.

Suzie Kauffmann wanted to know if he was free to come by the gallery on Monday night. Wanted to work out his installation for next month. He texted her he would be there.

MissProust was the wife of a new couple who he’d referred to his private website after meeting them on Feather & Leather, the exclusive and upscale L.A. BDSM online salon. MissProust and her husband showed promise. Today MissProust sent another picture of her body. Toned and sleek. MissProust said she loved his pictures. She’d flicked through a library he had of good photos of his body and some of his scenes that he had on the private site. She’d clicked ‘like’ on a favorite. Bare-chested, abs very cut up and well lit. Leather pants unbuttoned and peeled open. His cock was half hard, plumped up and looking very thick under the leather. He had a nice cock. It was big. Not the biggest one out there, but it was also attractive. Too thick for some. Six and a half by almost six when he was flaccid, and nine and a bit by seven when he was erect. Uncircumcisedâ€”rare on a rich white kid from Beverly Hills. His mom, Silke, was a model from Norway, married to his dad back in 1986 to 1990. Silke had a lot of holistic ideas and she hated doctors. She wouldn’t let them sever the tip of her little baby’s penis. Good for her.

He assessed the new inquiry. If a new inquiry passed an initial exchange with him, he would provide a password to the private website where they could share more freely and discuss scenes they were interested in. Most of the requests were junk. But, frequently, he would get something interesting. A couple looking for a supreme Dorn who would do for the wife the dominant hand the husband was unwilling or unable to provide. Some wives wanted to be tamed, some to be treated. He could find artistry in his appraisal of the coupleâ€™s desires: like feedback from a canvas’s tension against the application of his brush.

There were things he’d picked up along the way. The more pictures they wanted to see of your cock and your body, the less they were really interested and the more this was just some sort of play and fantasy for them. The more they felt you out and tried to find out if you were an asshole or if they could get along with you, the more likely they were to be genuine.

He went through the pictures the new couple had sent him. He scrolled, growing disheartened. They lacked something. They were a little too old, a little too red-tanned. Bleached blonde and frizzy hair. On both of them. He didn’t like the man’s arm hair. Too light against the reddened skin. It was garish. There was a certain high-class, yet somehow Bakersfield Wal-Mart feel to it. They were artless. He deleted them.

There were subtle cues he looked for in the photos couples sent. He needed evidence of class or style, wealthâ€”or something else. People can hide a lot in a photo, but he had a telepath’s sense; a flaying Cthulhu tentacle awareness of the intangible. Sometimes it was what they showed, sometimes it was what they didn’t show. The quality of the material, the drape of fabric in the clothes they wore. Expensive lilt or a cheap stiff hang. If it was cheap, it could be done ironically, could be made exciting in context with another item. Or a sign of health. It wasn’t always money. Sometimes if a man’s wife displayed a particular vigor, that would arouse him. If she had something to claim: youth, vitality, a winning, white-tooth smile … one time it was just a man’s wife’s nipples. They were plump and delicate, raspberry, soft. He knew by sight that the husband loved them. Loved them in a way that Atticus taking them for his own would damage that man’s soul. Deliver a hurtful knife deep inside his existence. But it wasn’t always to hurt another man. Every couple was a new canvas, something blank which he could make something from. He didn’t know what it would be until it was under way.

He changed his mind and went back to Gretch’s text.

Atticus: looking forward to tonight

He liked it. Was it a statement or a question? Gretch would wonder. He hit send.




Chapter 2

He took an Uber to the club. Kobra Khan on Sunset. Stylish, gritty place. He stepped out onto the walk into a throng of young people, kids really. Backpacks and bright clothes disguising an underlying menace. Crowd seemed a little juvenile for Gretch but you never knew what the current thing was that caught her fancy. One time she took him to a Beanie Baby convention. She just wanted to steal things, though.

Printed posters plastered the black-painted, faceless, stucco front of the club. Colourful print-outs with a cartoon drawing of vampire teeth. They were disembodied and gold, studded with diamonds, like a gangster grill. They dripped bright red, oxygenated, comic book blood. In a chilling, melting font underneath it said, Blood, Sweat, and Smears Event. There was a list of bands. Dead G, WolfFang, HevvyHidderz, LeMont Cranston.

Horrorcore. Sixteen-year-old suburban Hollywood black kids who liked to rap about raping and murdering. Harmless themselves. Thug pretenders who’d never see the inside of a prison, probably end up at Google, but the crowd was questionable. There was a bubbling energy, surfaced with high-testosterone tension, something waiting to pop.

He was on the guest list. Gretch had pull at the club. A bouncer waved him through, didn’t check his list, seemed to know him by description. Atticus didn’t look like anyone else here. He nodded back and passed through the black-painted double doors and went into the club.

The music was loud, omnipresent. Chopped and screwed. Polyphonic buzzing, like a hive thrum, stuck inside the slowed-down dying heart beat of a metallic insect. Heavy metal sunken battleship doors opening and closing underwater, infinite suction. There was a kid onstage, mic in hand, convulsing, eyes rolled back so there were only whites under the brim of an oversized 50/50. All part of the act. Demonic possession.

Gretch was ahead, standing at the back of the crowd. The room was blue-hazy, stale remnants of theatrical fog swirling around the first person he ever believed in. She was looking out over the tops of the heads of the drugged-out kids, her hand clasped her boyfriend’s. Mike was with her, side by side, watching the show together. He seemed disinterested.

Gretch was thin like a model. Long and leggy. She was wearing a ripped and faded Metallica t-shirt with the sleeves rolled up to her delicate shoulders. Long, heavy honey-blonde hair piled up on her head and spilling down her slender back. She had loose black parachute pants that came to a cuff over a pair of old Kanye x Louis Vuitton high tops; hot-cherry pink soles, brass clamped tassels and wide velcro straps.

Mike wore skinny jeans and a denim jacket, all in black, checkered Vans and a Yankees ball cap. He was slight and stood artfully hunched, with piercing, dark intelligent eyes. He had a heavy Cowboy mustache and an otherwise short and unkempt beard. It made his chin look short.

Atticus put his hand on the small of her back. Warm contact, her firm body, images of a better present where they were a couple and tonight wouldn’t be the way it was.

She turned, the wet flash of her eyes killed his heart. Smiling wide, her eyes went sly and she said his name. He pulled her to him with his hand on her waist. He could feel her reluctance but her long arms went around him just the same and she hugged herself into his neck, kissed a cheek and broke away.

“Atticus, this is Mike,” she said, forgetting they’d met at a house party in Bel-Air in the spring.

“Hey, Mike,” he said and they shook hands.

He met Gretch at Farmingham. They dated off and on for two years. Lots of fights and bed-breaking make up sex. A lot of crying and smashing of lamps. On his part. He might have loved her too much at one point. She never loved him, though she said it once or twice. It was all a long time ago.

Gretch was smart and cynical. She wanted to be a novelist. When she got back to L.A. she wrote for two years for an MTV series before she was fired. She’d bounced around. Now she was on a writing staff. Token white female writer on a black comedy show for Fox. Someday she’d probably make that novel.

Mike was a Canadian. Gretch was a good land for him. He wasn’t bad looking but he didn’t command a room. He wrote at Fox too, primetime cartoon. Maybe Family Guy. Atticus couldn’t remember.

She yelled into his ear, “He wants me to fuck you now.”

“Now?”

“He wants me next to him knowing you came inside me.”

“Okay,” he said into her ear.

She took his hand.

  *

She closed the stall door behind them and they were face to face. Gretch was tall, probably five-ten. She didn’t like heels. She looked into his eyes.

Looking into Wretch’s eyes was like looking into his past. A window with a view over two painful emotional years of his life. Classes, learning to paint, learning he already knew how, youthful condescension, his first heroin, his first heartbreak; standing at the foot of something like a grey obelisk on a foggy morning, feeling its static hum, wondering if it was love.

He kissed her.

She turned her head, let his lips brush her cheek. She said, “Don’t kiss me. You can kiss me when he’s watching. Not now.”

She smelled like lemon twist and mint leaves and faint purple indica. His thumb ran over the tattoo on the inside of her right forearm. A stylized, one-color medieval warrior standing at attention, his sword point in the ground between his chain-mail legs. His face was grim. He had a broad mustache. Very much like Mike’s.

She asked him, “Like the band?”

“Very twenty-ten. Thought this was done. People still listen to this?”

“Ha ha, you don’t like it?”

“I like it fine. I thought you were cool.”

She showed him cynical. “What do you listen to?”

He ignored her, watched his thumb blot out the warrior’s face.

She said, “I like people who refuse to give up on something. There’s a tragic sort of sadness in their perseverance. That’s what I’m here for.”

The horde on the other side of the door was noisy. Music pounded under their yelling, inane voices, streaming in through the open bathroom door. They’d snaked their way through the crowd, Gretch leading the way holding his hand. She’d worked them through the crush, got them in the stall and closed them out. He felt alone with her despite the crowd.

She said, “Take your cock out.”

He stared at her, put a palm against the dirty, graffiti-scratched, metal door, one on either side of her head. He wanted to kiss her so bad his heart thumped in his chest.

Her hands went to his jeans. She unbuttoned them roughly, starting at the top and working down the worn brass buttons that had been handled by who knows who over the last sixty-five years. Her knuckles brushed his hardening flesh under the rough denim. He ached to feel her pretty hands caress him. She pulled the fly apart and his manhood tumbled out. No underwear. When her hand touched it, gripped it, his breath caught. He showed no expression. Wouldn’t give it to her. Inside his eyes had rolled right back. Demonic possession.

She smiled. Her teeth bit at her lip, tried to stop it from happening. Hated for Atticus to see any emotion from her. She turned it into a wry thought. “You do have the best cock I’ve ever had.”

He moved like he would kiss her, but he didn’t. He respected her wishes, let his breath tickle that long neck of hers, let his lips brush her soft earlobe.

“I told Mike about it. He likes the idea of me with other men. I told him your cock is so big I cried our first time.”

She did cry that night. He’d held her. Gretch told him she wasn’t a virgin their first time but he always thought she was. She bled a little on the duvet she brought from home laid over her dormitory single. It seemed special to her too. Emotional. As emotional as something like that could be to a sociopath like Gretch.

“Iâ€™m just a cock to you?”

“You’re just a big cock and a fantastic fuck tonight, Atticus. I don’t want to talk about what might have been.”

He kissed her neck. Closed his eyes and let his lips brush along the long beautiful tendon that dove into her slender clavicle. He kissed her under her ear where he knew she was sensitive. She moaned.

“Stop,” she whispered.

“Just because you enjoy it doesn’t mean it’s not for Mike.”

“Iâ€™m going to enjoy it. Don’t try and analyze me. My fucking shrink can’t even figure me out.”

His hands went under her shirt and then slid into the wide soft elastic waistband of her pants. He felt tremors in her tight tanned belly, she quivered at his touch. She would hate that he felt it.

Her hand stuffed into a pocket in her soft silky pants, pulled something out. She slid down, her back pressed against the door of the stall. His cock hung in her face as she squat between his legs. Her hands worked on something. The thing from her pocket was a small dark amber glass vial with an airtight lid. She popped it and sprinkled a small hillock of white powder across the top of his cock held out with her other hand. He watched her snort it. She pulled back, her eyes shut tight, her index finger stabbed into the side of her nose at the bridge in the corner of her eye. Her face twisted up. He touched the residue on his cock, rubbed his gum. It burned like bitter copper.

“That’s not fucking coke, Gretch.”

She laughed, tucked the vial back into her pocket.

He wouldn’t ask her for some even when he thought it was coke. That was Gretch’s way of controlling you. Getting you to ask for something so she could say no. He wouldn’t ask. Wouldn’t ask what it was either. Probably oxy.

Then her soft wet mouth was on him and he leaned forward until his head pressed to the metal. His fingers wound through her silky hair and he felt her lips gently work on him. He was getting hard in her mouth.

“Ah, Gretch,” he whispered.

Her silver-ringed hand gently stroked and squeezed his shaft where it emerged from his old denim. Her lips gently tugged and pulled on his thick foreskin, then plunged over him, sucked his large glans into her mouth. She worked him like that, stroking and plunging. It felt wonderful but oddly detached. Her movements were all an effort to produce just enough sensation to arouse him to hardness. She wasn’t using her skills to thrill or impress or to please. It was a means to an end. A dictionary definition of a good blowjob but one that lacked passion.

It was working. As much as he ached to feel her own excitement in her touch or to sense a desire in her he was stiffening. He knew she would have him hard as could be. Just the thought now of what it was going to feel like to slide himself inside her tiny, pink pussy had him on his way. She felt amazing to be inside. She was tight and smooth and her body was magic under your fingers while you fucked her.

She was stroking him now, he’d caught her admiring his cock. She always did love his cock. Her eyes were on his glans watching it peek at her as she rolled his foreskin open and closed in her loose grip. He leaned back and watched her. She let her mouth go over him one more time for good measure, diving down and taking him as comfortably deep as she could from that position. Then backing off, holding his thick cock upright and letting her tongue slide along his underside, wide and flat, coming to a point at his glans. The tip of her tongue pressing then forcefully into his urethra. He moaned.

She raised up to him again, sliding up to meet him, her eyes locked on his. Both her hands gently stroked him.

“I’ve missed you, Gretch.”

“I know.” That and a smile were all she had for him.

He said, “You’re cruel”

“You don’t have to fuck me. I won’t make you.”

“You know I want to.”

“You really want to fuck me, don’t you?” She held his eyes and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pants, shimmied them down her hips slowly.

“Turn around,” he said.

She did, put her loose fists up on the metal door and looked over her shoulder at him. Her pants fell softly to her thin knees. His hands wandered, enjoyed her feel. He ran them across her soft skin, felt her tight flesh. He coddled her cheeks, watched them yield to his touch.

“Just hurry up and fuck me. We’re missing the show.”

He forced his hand between her warm legs. Her sex was hot to the touch. She was hairy again, letting herself grow, and she was sopping wet. He pumped his palm against her, let her hear her own sexy, wet sounds. It made her gasp, high and bright, surprised.

“You’re so fucking wet, Gretch. Too wet for a girl doing this only for her boyfriend.”

“Fuck off, Atticus.”

“I make you wet.”

“Atticus-”

“Tell me I make you wet.”

“You know you do.”

He teased her with his big, blunt end. Stroked it against her slippery folds. Let his tip part her swollen, honey-glistened lips, teased them, let them know they were about to be spread. He went up and down, getting himself wet from her. Gretch had started to gyrate against him. He had her aching for it. She didn’t even realize it.

She said, “Come inside me.”

“He wants that?”

“Do you need a condom?”

“No. Do I need a condom?”

“TouchĂ©. No.”

He let his cock go, held in place with the tip gripped by her girl muscles. He held her shoulders and pressed his chest to her back. Her cheek was against the metal door, her lips pouted and breathless. He let himself slowly sink inside her. Her tightness resisted him.

“Ah-oh, ow, careful,” she hissed. “It’s been awhile.”

“Mike have a little dick?” He slid in another half inch, like slipping into a scalding hot tub.

“Mm, ahâ€”no, he’s ss-normal…”

“Fuck, Gretch. I miss this pussy.”

She moaned, loved hearing about her perfect pussy, her hand came up over her shoulder and held his wrist. Her eyes clamped shut and her mouth hung open.

He slid in deeper until he felt stuck. He backed it out, the cold bathroom air stinging him where he was wet. He plunged in again and she yelped. Her nails scratched at his wrist.

Someone laughed on the other side.

She was rejecting his full length, squeezing tight against his penetration, recoiling with his thrusts so that he could only get halfway in. She was sore but she was hot and wet and into it.

He found a stroke she liked and he had her gasping, her breath creating brief condensation against the cold door. It felt so good to be with her again. She was so bad for him but there was something about himself when he was with her that made him feel vulnerable. Uncertain. It hurt but it glinted like a shiny thing of value in a ruined landscape of ash.

He listened to her slick, wet, girl sounds as he parted her flesh; echoes of dormitories and res advisors, bleach cleaners, solo cups…

“Whose idea was it to fuck me?”

“Ah-ah…his…â€�

“You told him you wanted me?”

“You’re…hot.”

“He doesn’t care we have a past?” His hands roamed up under her shirt. Gretch had a killer body and when you fucked her it was like there was a complete, sexy, Grey’s Anatomy under your fingertips. Everything she had inside her close to the surface aching to be touched.

All the hidden things that made her a woman were roiling below, wanting to be known.

“I told him all about how I used to love your cock. I told him how I loved your body.”

He stiffened inside her. Felt himself harden to the point of aching, her tightness resisted him harder and he felt like he was hurting her. It aroused him at the same time he felt compassion. He held his size for her, let her wriggle gently on it. Her tightness sucking on his glans as strong as her pouting mouth would.

“Fuck, Gretch. That pussy…”

“Ah, mm,” she wriggled and gyrated, her head tossed, her hair swished against the sides of the stall.

When his hand dove between her legs and found her button swollen hard and rising wetly from her folds she cried out. Another laugh from beyond.

“You talk dirty to him? Tell him all the terrible things we did together?”

“I tell him how we would…fuck all night long. Remember when we…stayed with Casey at Princeton and we…watched the sun come up from her bedroom and we…were both so sore we couldn’t walk all day? We’d fucked…for four hours straight…”

“We stayed in bed and read.”

“Ah-”

“We were so good together”

She gasped, “Ungh, long time ah-ago.”

His hand buzzed between her legs. He’d made her come a thousand times in their lives together. He knew her body. She’d never been shy telling him how to get her off. She’d been a dirty girl. A wide open, foul-mouthed heartbreaker who knew what she wanted.

“Oh, fuck, ah-Atticus. You feel…so fucking good.”

“You have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever had.”

“Oh…ah, tell me…”

He whispered in her ear, “I dream about this tight, little pussy.”

“Oh, shit, don’t…stop…”

He was so hard he felt like he would burst. She spun and squeezed on him, her thighs clamped together, his hand pinched between them. His fingers mashed her hard dit up against her soft folds, pressed it against where his steel-hard cock had skewered her painfully wide.

She said, “Tell me you stroke it to me…”

“I fucking do, Gretch. I fucking do, all the time. I think how I’ll never get a better fuck…”

Her head thrashed harder. She hissed, “Oh, Atticus…”

They’d fucked at least once a year since they broke up. She wouldn’t come over if he asked

but when she was single and horny he was a phone call away. He would come right over. He’d tell himself it wasn’t about her. It was about being twenty again, finding that youth in his soul when they made love. He wasn’t so sure. This was the longest they’d been apart. She was with Mike for a year and a half. She wouldn’t usually call when she was seeing someone. Eighteen months without her was particularly palpable.

When she came he felt an enormous strange emotional release. A sizzling tungsten cord that travelled from his heart to hers. His heart pounded for her. His eyes closed and every synapse he had thought about her tight insides collapsing on his girth, her sweet insides tickling his sensitive glans. His foreskin had peeled right back inside her as she fell back on him. His bulbous glans was bare, exposed to her velvet interior. He was going to come. He felt it building. He pushed against it. Resisted it. Right now he wanted to feel the shining chrome edges of her pleasure, run his fingers over the polished lip of her orgasm, cherish it, hold it and examine it so he could recall it all later when he was alone and desperate for her.

She cried out, loud and brittle, unabashed. Her salacious, heaving siren set him off. He buckled as he erupted inside her. He fell against her, pinned her to the door as he launched his seed inside her. She cried out with each stream. She felt him, felt his white-hot wet streaming into her, filling her up. She felt his desire and his passion. She felt his evidence. He gripped her hips tightly and forced himself not to drive his full size inside her, bury his cock to the hilt like he wanted to.

Someone clapped now over the other side.

He was filled with a frustration that bordered on rage. His arms ached to pull her to him and kiss her neck, run his fingers through her hair; he wanted to hold her, be with her. That time was gone. Seven years gone, now. This lascivious thrill was all he had. Fucking her from behind in a dirty bathroom because the man who had her heart thought it was hot. Getting a 2 A.M. text from her when she was drunk and horny, calling him to fill her up with his big dick while she got off running her hands over his body. He’d lost her somewhere along the way and he wasn’t sure how it happened.

“Please, Gretch. One kiss on your lips or I swear I’ll punch a hole through this stall.”

She exhaled a laugh. “You brute,” she said.

She kissed him.

It was brief. Her lips were soft and pouting, unadorned with chemicals, unnecessary application on true, youthful perfection. They pressed against him delicately.

He felt a spark in his heart with their soft touch. He let her break away.

“Thank you,” he said. His inner fury was calmed.

Her hand soothed her pussy where his cock spread her. His heart beat pounded in his cock. Slowing, but still a powerful pumping. She said, “Okay, take it out slow.”

He drew it out of her carefully. She hissed quietly, turned to face him when it was free and swinging.

She held his eyes, bit her lip. “Don’t make this too hard on him. He wants it to happen. Please don’t hurt him, though.”

“Whatever you want, Gretch.” He kissed her smooth forehead. She closed her eyes.

She said, “I don’t want him to think I still love you.”

“You never loved me.”




Chapter 3

Back out in the buzz and flash of the show Gretch got ahead of him and she put her arms around Mike. She startled him, he turned, his face was tense but then seeing her open sexy charm he melted to her, held her, his arms slinking gently around her slim waist and holding her like he really truly loved her. They kissed. She whispered in his ear, and he drew back, his face aghast but filled with an obvious carnal lust. He whispered to her and her foot came up as she bent her knee. Mike had slipped his hand down the front of her pants and he was checking to see how wet her pussy was. Atticus had left her very wet. They kissed and she laughed and pulled his hand out of her pants. Then he hugged her side and they turned to watch the show together. Atticus went to her other side and watched her profile lit up in the bright white halogen and haze of the club.

She was alive. Her eyes buzzed with electricity, she was intense, riding out something inside her and he wished he was the one she wanted to tell every secret to. She knew he was watching her and she smiled for him, her glistening lips breaking wide and flashing her teeth in the dazzle of the show. Her eyes slowly, slyly peeked to him under her lashes. She held a hand out and he took it. The three of them watched the show together, holding hands, excited about what might happen later.

What would she think if she found out that this was nothing new to him? That he frequently fucked the wife or girlfriend of another man while the man watched. Would she get it? See the humor, the art, the tragic psychological performance being enacted there? She probably would. He wouldn’t tell her just the same.

It was around 12:40 A.M., just as LeMont Cranston was halfway through his second song, Brain Soup Kurrrmchee, when two shots rang out on Sunset.

  *

There was a man face down on the sidewalk. Maybe twenty years old, pencil thin mustache, reedy build with heavy joints. His legs clawed slowly and lazily on the walk like he was on a Versa Climber. One arm was bent awkwardly, the back of his blood-spattered hand pressed against the concrete. His eyes were open and he was breathing but he was at the end. His blood pumped out below him, two wide, glistening streams pouring to the gutter edge.

Gretch called him, pulled at his arm, “Atticus, Uber’s here.”

Atticus watched the man take his last breaths. The crowd filmed on their phones, someone was saying they saw the guy that did it, he ran that way. Someone else said they saw it but the guy ran the other way. Sirens picked up their cry across town. He heard a girl say it was a drug deal. But she also said it was an execution. He stepped backwards through the crowd, let it fill in his space.

“Atticus, let’s go,” Gretch yelled at him. Mike was holding the door open on their Uber. A black Lexus SUV at the curb, Gretch stood between him and the car, waving him to hurry. Atticus got in first, then Gretch, Mike closed the door behind him.

“Venice,” she told the driver and he headed off. They made brief small talk with the young Persian guy behind the wheel. He was a musician or he wanted to be, he did the Uber for some cash and so he could keep his schedule clear. His story was well-rehearsed. He asked them what happened back there.

They told him they didn’t know.

Mike said, “Did you notice how quiet it was? I thought if someone got shot there’d be screaming or crying.”

“No one knew that guy,” Gretch said.

“Yeah, I guess,” Mike said, looking out the window as they crawled along Santa Monica Boulevard through Beverly Hills.

Gretch put her hand between his legs and she fondled his bulge. He looked to her. Her eyes watched her hand squeeze him, then she looked up and she couldn’t help smiling. He undid the buttons on his Levi’s quietly, pulled the fly apart and she squished her hand in and gripped his cock, pulled it out.

He closed his eyes and felt her firm hand stroking him. He felt himself get harder in her grip. She played with his foreskin. She pulled it, stuck her index finger inside it and watched it move under there. She stroked his glans.

She tapped Mike on the leg, then undid her seatbelt. He looked over puzzled. She lowered her mouth between his legs. His head went back as he felt her lips wrap around his cock. He closed his eyes and felt her sucking him off. He could feel Mike watching them. He had a tense, painful energy.

She sucked his glans, pulled his foreskin through her teeth and tickled it with the tip of her tongue. No girl on the planet was more familiar with his cock than his Gretch. She’d done just about everything you could do with it. He’d fucked every hole in her body. She watched him fuck her bent knee one night when she was too sore. She’d jerked him off with her feet held together in a bathtub in Paris. She knew how to touch it. How to make him come, how to make him hard, how to keep him from coming, let him dance on the slippery edge of a huge orgasm then pull him gently back.

“Do you taste your own pussy?” Mike whispered. He was watching intently, squeezing himself between his legs. Trying to see what Gretch had in her hand, in her mouth. Trying to see what Atticus was packing, what he had fucked his girl with in the dirty, crowded bathroom of Kobra Khan. It was too dark.

The driver said, “Please, dudes…come on, don’t have sex in my Lexus, please…”

Mike laughed, said, “Gretchâ€”your Uber rep…”

She pulled her lips off him, said, “This whole ‘reputation culture’ can suck my tit. Fuck my Uber rep.”

The driver said, “I’ll have to ask you to get out if you’re doing something back there.”

“I’m tired. I’m sleepy. I just have my head in his lap. Honest.”

Mike said, “Gretch, c’mon, I don’t want to walk.”

  *

Gretch shared a tiny, one-bedroom beach cottage with an actress on Street Justice just off Abbot Kinney in Venice. Her car was in the driveway, a gold turbo diesel Mercedes 300 from the eighties. The same big sedan she’d always had since he met her when she was nineteen.

The garden grew over the gravel walkway that led up to the porch, a huge stuffed Marlin was mounted over her front door. Gretch had a bedroom in the front house, but she shared a kitchen and living space with the roommate who had the back house, a separate one-room cottage an arm’s length from the main house.

The actress was there, Melanie, in the kitchen eating cereal at two in the morning in a tank top and short shorts. She was pretty in a Mid-western way, blonde hair and a milky, voluptuous body. Gretch had said she struggled with being an ‘artiste’ in a horribly commoditized and saturated business obsessed with celebrity and You Tube stars. She was letting it get to her.

“Hi, guys,” she said, bubbly words but she was morose.

“You just get in?” Gretch asked her, moving into the little kitchen, touched her cheek to hers and grabbed a bottle of Jack Daniels from the cupboard.

“Yeah,” she said, “we were shooting until midnight. It was so cold.” She hunched over her Corn Pops, leaning the small of her back against the wooden countertop.

Atticus took a wicker chair in front of a glass coffee table in the front room. Mike sat in the love-seat, very comfortable in Gretch’s home.

Gretch said to Melanie, “You look so tired, Mel,” and put a hand up to her cheek and felt her temperature. “You coming down with something?”

“Iâ€™m all right,” Melanie said. She looked over and saw Atticus now. She stood up straighter and put her bowl aside.

“Oh, hey. Melanie, this is Atticus. Atticus, Melanie. He’s an old friend from college.”

“Hey,” she said to him and he nodded to her. She pulled her hair back over an ear. Then her face went blank and she said quietly to Gretch, “I’m going to go my house, okay? Have fun,

I’ll see you in the morning.” She kissed Gretch’s cheek then she took her bowl of cereal and went out the back door. “Bye, guys,” she said softly before the screen door closed behind her.

“Night, Melanie,” Mike called after her. His eyes fell on a cruiser bike leaning up against the wall by the front door. “Gretchâ€”why do you have a bike in the house?”

“I got it out of storage. I gave it to Melanie.” She came and sat next to Mike on the love-seat and she twisted off the cap of the whisky bottle. “MTV gave em to us when we won the Emmy. Bike company sponsored the show one episode. We wrote em in.” She took a swig from the bottle and passed it to Mike.

Mike held the bottle, said, “In lieu of pay?” then he took a swig and passed it to Atticus. He declined.

“MTV did not pay.”

“Fox pays,” Mike said.

“Fox does pay,” she agreed, took the bottle from Mike and took one more gulp.

Mike turned to Atticus, said, “Can you picture Gretch on a bike?”

“Yes. I’ve seen her ride a bike.” She had one on campus at Farmingham.

Gretch said, “I gave it to Melanie for around Venice. She gave up her car.”

There was shouting outside. Running footsteps, a man yelling, pleading. It sounded like he was being chased down by more than one pair of sneakered feet. They swore and it sounded like he was being kicked, then the sound of feet running off.

Mike went to the window, looked out sneakily. He said, “Heâ€™s all right. He’s getting up.”

When he sat back down he said, “You’ve got to get the fuck out of Venice.”

“I like it here. I’ve got money.”

“And a roommate,” Mike said.

Gretch shrugged and smiled. She hated any kind of responsibility and he was quite sure that all the bill-paying and landlord dealing fell to Melanie.

Mike said, “Don’t you think she should get a gun?”

“Gretch with a gun?” Atticus asked.

Mike said, “I keep telling her Abbott Kinney is played out…” He leaned to her and hugged her, pulled her against him. He should know better than to even suggest how she should live her life. She was humoring him for now but you could never tell Gretch what to do. Mike added, “…and dangerous.”

“I’ll be fine,” she said and the matter was dropped.

“Where do you live, Atticus?” Mike asked.

Gretch said, “He’s in Bird Streets.”

“The Hills?”

Atticus nodded, “Just above Kobra,” he said.

Gretch got up and took the bottle across the room, said, “Let’s go into my room.” She’d changed the subject. Acting now like she was just wanting to get the party started. But it seemed like she didn’t want Mike asking too many questions. He wondered if she’d told him everything. Told him about more than the wicked sex they’d had for years. That was just the dirty parts that turned Mike on. Did she tell him about other things? Did she tell him about Europe? About the abortion? Did Mike know who Atticus really was? Would she tell him that his father was Ricky Hawke? Maybe Gretch was all right with Mike knowing her ex-boyfriend was a good-looking guy with a big cock because that was fun, but the fact that he was a multi-millionaire with a famous father and a burgeoning art career might be too much for her little boyfriend. And when put into context with their full and fateful history Mike would never let him set foot in her life again. Never, ever let him touch his girlfriend and make love to her and put his lips on hers. He wouldn’t let him conjure up the spirits of their past and let them dance for his troubled girl.

“Hey,” Gretch said, urging them to follow her. She stood in the doorway that led to the bedroom that was hers, enticement on her face and a bottle of whisky in her hand. They followed her.




Chapter 4

Gretch put her whisky on the night table and sat down on the bed. She opened the drawer and brought out a black bottle of lube and threw it on the bed, then a vibrator. She sat cross legged now, crinkling a cello wrapped candy she’d brought out as well.

Her bedroom seemed an exacting recreation of her dorm room at Farmingham. Messy, scattered, the work of an unkempt mind that was constantly challenged and chased, always at work and had no use for organization. Her clothes were on the floor, didn’t care that she had worn panties laying out where her male visitors could see them.

The room wasn’t big, but it was pretty. The walls were white-painted pine panelling, glossy, reflecting the lampshade light at the side table. She had a window open and you could hear the ocean out there, smell it too, and the breeze wafted her light white curtain. She had dirty laundry piled up on a comfortable looking upholstered chair at the foot of the bed. Atticus pushed the clothes aside and sat in it. Mike sat on the corner at the foot of the bed.

“Death Star?” she asked them. It was a weed gummy in the wrapper, an orange candy shaped like a starfish. Atticus shook his head No.

“What is it?” Mike asked.

“Five-hundred,” she told him.

“Give me half?”

She smiled, bit off way more than half, and then held out a star-leg for him. He opened his mouth and she put it on his tongue.

“Thanks, babe,” he said. “You didn’t want any?” he said to Atticus.

Gretch said, “Atticus is too cool for edibles.” She got off the bed and walked to him. She straddled his thighs, lowered her rump to sit on his lap. “Aren’t you?”

“I like to alway know what I’m doing.”

She said, “I like not ever knowing what I’m about to do.” She leaned slowly towards him, let him anticipate it. Her soft hair, like silk, played on his neck and arms. His heart swelled. She kissed him on his lips. He kissed her back, felt a nostalgic tremor rumble through him. She was soft and cool and he pulled wetness from her, his tongue pierced her and searchedfor hers. Her hands cradled his face, scratched at his neck and into the back of his hair. She pulled back and looked in his eyes.

Mike was watching them intently. Leaning forward, eyes wide, his elbows on his knees. He said, “How did you two meet?”

She held Atticus’ gaze, said, “We were the two who most hated everyone else at that artfucker commune. Our union was inevitable. Our black souls	were drawn together. We	got caught up ineach other’s heavy, deadly orbits.”

  *

Mike watched the girl he’d fallen in love with work open the button fly of her ex-boyfriend. She was about to show him this incredible cock she’d told him about.

Gretch was the hottest, smartest thing he’d ever encountered. She was funny, wicked, and beautiful. He had no idea what she saw in him but his time with her had been a wonderful whirlwind. Eighteen months. It took him sixteen before he could reveal his fantasies to her. She was the kind of girl you could do that with, though. She was fun. She loved sex and she loved perversion. They’d danced around the idea, a lot of dirty talk, but when they started to carve reality-sculpture out of the fantasy-marble they both got excited. He wanted to watch her with another man.

She was so sexy, the idea of watching her face in ecstasy while she was with someone else made him crazy. She’d told him she had a hook-up. An ex-boyfriend from college who she’d broken up with long ago but would call when she was horny. That made him sad, thinking of his little Gretchen all alone and needing it. Sad and fucking A-1 aroused. Gretch told him this guy was a stud. Handsome and built and the biggest cock she’d had. It hurt him to hear about it. Hurt him but somehow made him so crazy at the same time. When she told him that it was all he could think of. Couldn’t wait to see them together. Couldn’t wait to see his Gretch get down.

Her hand went into his open fly and brought out the thickest un-erect penis he’d ever seen. Holy shit, that was her ex-boyfriend’s soft cock? Atticus was fucking hung.

A hard swirling globe formed under his stomach, somewhere near his bladder and he hunched forward involuntarily and his face squinted painfully. It was so hot to see her hold it. He had a sudden flash of her in love with this boy when she was just a girl away at college, every story she’d told him about them flashed instantly anew with the lurid knowledge of the tremendous organ the girl he loved had interacted with. This was her boyfriend at one time. Little Gretch away at school, young love. They’d fucked for two years. She made it sound like every day they had their hands all over each other.

She stroked it and it flopped around, huge and heavy in her petite grip. It had a big thick foreskin. She touched that with her tongue. His neck cramped with an incredible tightness. He was holding his breath and he had to make a conscious effort to breathe. Just breathe, Mike. This was hot. He hated that this was hot, but fuck was it ever. He wanted to fuck her, fuck her hard.

Atticus pulled his pants down a bit, made the fly wider. He pulled his balls out of the tight denim. He fed them to her. Held them out and she kissed them and licked them, ran her tongue all over them. She put them in her mouth and sucked on them. She was so bad. He’d gone hard as a rock in his pants.

“Oh, Gretch,” he said.

“What do you think?” she smiled to him.

“I don’t know if I’ll ever to be able to eat a Burrito Supreme again,” he said.

“Aw, and you love those,” she laughed, then stuffed Atticus’ big, semi-hard burrito into her mouth. He watched her pretty mouth stretch around it. His cock squashed with her efforts, pulled long, let go and bounced. She ran her hand through her hair, tossed it over the other shoulder so he could get a good look at her face while she sucked another man’s cock. His tool was incredibly thick. It looked huge in her slender hand. She had pretty hands. Long and thin with elegant fingers. No nail polish on, maybe just a clear coat. Atticus’ cock was paler than he thought. He had tan skin and his cock was just about the same color. Not veiny either. Kind of smooth and rubbery looking. Gretch worked it in her mouth. Got him harder and harder. Her hand held him from buckling and she sucked on his glans. His foreskin stayed covered and she sucked it too.

Mike went to her, knelt behind her. Put his knees on the carpet on either side of her and let his hands feel her tight body while she worked. He scooped his hands around the front and felt her firm belly, let his hands slide slowly under her waistband, ease their way between her legs. She spread them for him. She wanted to feel his hand there. She was wet. Wetter than he’d felt her. Atticus? Or anticipation of having a crazy fuckfest with two men tonight? Either way he loved the feel of her like that. Loved to know she was so sexual. His girl before Gretchen was a prude. Frigid. Nowhere near the beauty of his Gretch and he was lucky to get it once a week. No blowjobs. Now he was with this wonderful freak who was going to have a threesome with him. She’d told him she’d had threesomes before. This was his first and his heart was pounding.

He pushed her pants down over her rump, then slid them down her thighs. She knelt, Atticus’ big cock still stuffed in her mouth. He pushed them down to her knees and she lifted each in turn so he could get the pants down to her ankles. He pulled them right off and threw them aside. His hands went over her again. Fuck, she was so smooth and sexy. He dipped a hand to the front and teased her from there. His other hand got bold, slid right down her crack, between her perfect cheeks. She moaned when he tickled her there. Moaned around that cock when she felt his finger probing her tight, brown hole. He let his middle finger puncture her. She hissed in pleasure, rose up off Atticus and it made him smile. Atticus’ cock lay on his belly, shining wet from his girlfriendâ€™s mouth.

Atticus was watching Gretchen’s face as she felt that enormous, dirty pleasure. He reached out and took the bottom of her Metallica shirt and slid it up over her head. She was completely naked now between the two of them, still in their clothes. She looked so young and pretty and slim and sexy. Completely bare and vulnerable between two guys who cared about her so much and were wanting to make her go out of her mind with pleasure tonight. He got a warm feeling of love rushing through his body. He played with her hard, plump button at the front and held his finger firm in her anus, let her wriggle and squeeze on him whatever way it would feel good for her. He could feel her little butt muscles sucking on his finger. His dirty girl liked it back there.

He pushed her forward, guided her toward Atticus’ cock. She fell forward again. He watched her take it up in her hand and attack it with a renewed passion. It made Atticus close his eyes and fall back into the chair with his lips parted.

Mike grabbed both her round cheeks in his hands now, squeezed them, examined them. He pulled them apart, looked eye to eye with the world’s most perfectly formed anus. He touched it with his tongue. She thrust it back at him. She wanted more. He did it again, sliding it up and around, working up her crack, devouring her. He thrust his pointed tongue against it, parted it slightly, felt the heat of her interior. Then dove down, hit her slippery folds, pushed them apart, and tickled at her. She smelled hot and dirty. He smelled her familiar sexy musk, smelled remnants of her bathroom encounter with her hunky ex, smelled her sweat, her perfume. She was overwhelming. Absolutely the hottest thing he’d ever encountered. He worked her up and down, heard her excitement above him, heard it bubble around the fat cock in her mouth. She came off it gasping. Holding it and stroking it, her closed face turned up to the ceiling enjoying everything he was doing to her. Her mouth was smeared with saliva, a string connected her to her ex’s cock.

She spun around to him. Her dirty cock mouth went over his and he swallowed her tongue. She was gulping him. She was desperate for sex. They had her so hot right now. His hands went over her bare body, up and down her sides, pulled her light lean frame into him while he sucked on her tongue and her hands scratched at his clothes. She unbuttoned his pants while he sat with his back to the bed, his knees up, his hungry girl pressing into him, pushing against him. He shimmied up the bed, came to sit. She followed, her hands getting his tight jeans undone. He helped her, got them open and unzipped, then lifted himself off the spread and pushed them down to his knees. That was as far as she wanted them. She grabbed his cock, hard as steel right now, stroked it twice then plunged him deep in her mouth. His cock wasn’t like Atticus’. Nothing to be ashamed of though. Never any complaints. Average size. Gretch could take it all the way down to his balls. His cock disappearing past her lips until his pubic hair brushed her perfectly shaped nose. It felt so good at first he almost let it all go inside her after two bobs of her head. The whole situation was so arousing he was almost overcome. He held it together though. Thought how embarrassing it would be to come in three seconds when there was a real stud in the room. Right in front of your girlfriend. Show her what a little boy you were. He took off his shirt, watched Gretch’s slim back move as she worked her head on his cock. She was wagging her hips, pushing her bare rump back at Atticus who was watching, coolly slumped still in the chair his big package sprouting from his tight Levi’s. She was showing him her bare sex, showing him her wet pussy. God, he must have been so familiar with it. He gazed at it, watched her dirty parts sway in his face. He was off somewhere else, mesmerized by her dirty beauty. That hurt his heart. Were there feelings there? And, fuck, how much had they shared?

Atticus stood and Mike watched him. Watched him undress as his girlfriend probably had done a hundred times. Laying in bed and watching her Adonis disrobe. It hurt him in such a strange, exquisite way. It crushed his heart, made it work harder to pump blood through his body but he could feel his cock between her lips strain against the skin. Showing his sweet Gretch every inch he had; this was his hardest he could be right now.

Atticus pulled the shirt over his head and his stomach muscles rippled. Big thick chunky hunks of mid-section muscle. He had a broad chest and big round shoulders. When he slid his jeans all the way down, his thick cock sagged between his legs. It was so thick and huge.

This was what Gretch had had for two years. This beautiful stud. So incredible she admitted to him that even years later she would call him out of the blue when she needed a hot fuck. He always came. Of course he did. Gretch was gorgeous. The two of them must look amazing together. He was going to bear witness. Tonight. But Gretch was his. He had her. He was sure of it. They were sharing this night together.

Atticus lined up behind her, his thick uncircumcised club looking like something that wasn’t meant to penetrate anything so soft and small and pretty as Gretch’s sweet pussy. But he knew that slippery little thing of hers right now was aching for it. Aching to feel her ex-boyfriends big fat cock part her wide and fuck her brains out. She swayed her ass for him. Presenting, in the animal kingdom. And tonight Gretch was a dirty animal. She was a filthy girl who was going to get violated the way she wanted.

Atticus stared at her rump. Something he had once possessed. Something that had been his and lost. His expression made Mike uncomfortable. There was a sadness there. He could see it. This hot hung stud felt the loss. He could see it in his face. He missed her. Of course he missed her. She was amazing. Maybe this was a big mistake. Maybe it was a bad idea to invite these long lost emotions back into her life. Maybe this was a scab best left alone.

Atticus slid that thing inside her slowly but deliberately. Pushed himself deep into her turned up exposed soft folds. Her head rose up slowly along Mike’s cock until she held the tip in her pointed lips. Then, as he sunk deeper, she came right off and his cock slapped his belly. Gretch turned her face way up. Her pain and pleasure shooting point blank into his face from just inches away. She was so beautiful. In that instant he felt joy for her, felt his heart swell for the erotic happiness she’d just been delivered. But he also knew this was a big mistake. This was a bad idea. There was no turning back now though. He was going through with this but he had to show her his love, show her how he could fuck her, make her feel like Atticus could.




Chapter 5

He was inside her again. Inside her hot, wet space. She felt so amazing. She looked so amazing impaled on him. She responded to his size. She loved the feel of his cock. Always told him she did. He could see it in the ways her body reacted. She took him deep now. Horny and primed, feeling safe with her boyfriend watching. She took him very deep in one slow stroke. She raised up, gasped, her insides tried to part for him, give up her interior without a fight. He held her hips and slowly eased himself in and out of her.

She got Mike’s cock back in her mouth once she composed herself, once his girth seemed less like an invasion. Mike’s cock was pretty average. She worked it liked she loved it. Like she was familiar with it. He watched her pink tongue dance up and down, tickle his narrow head and then plunge and bob, make her guy throw his head back. Gretch was so sexy. He’d never seen her with another man.

He’d got so accustomed to this now that it seemed all right when she’d asked if he would join them for a threesome. It hurt him now. Hurt him to see her being intimate with another manâ€™s cock. Another man’s lips. It hurt to think how she didn’t love him and how he’d lost her. He fucked her harder.

Mike scooted himself up the bed, drawing Gretch to him, luring her up on to the bed with him. She followed, bringing Atticus with her, his cock not wanting to be outside of her for a second. He walked with her, still inside her, as she climbed her knees up on to the bed. Atticus slapped her ass, got on his knees behind her. Mike stood on the bed to get the angles right. She was on all fours her head turned up, mouth open as Mike guided his cock into it. Atticus started stroking again and she gasped once before Mike slipped himself past her waiting lips. They went on like that for a good long while. Atticus gave her a good steady deep thrusting that she loved so much. She was wetter than he ever remembered her being. She was taking him all, taking him as deep as he would go. He held her hips and gave her a steady pace, feeding off her energy, letting her slight bounce guide his own speed. She sucked on Mike’s cock. She had to support her weight with her hands so Mike was doing all the guiding. Holding himself steady while Atticus’ thrusts rocked his girlfriend, bobbed her head on his hard cock.

She pulled away from Mike, she reached around and her nails clawed at Atticus’ hip. She hissed, “Harder, fuck me harder.”

He did, he braced her in his strong grip and he pounded her deep and hard. She cried out loud and high, trailing a long warbling sound that undulated with his powerful thrusts.

“Oh, ye-e-es,” she gasped, her head thrust forward, her hair whipped around. Mike got to his knees, his wet cock tangled up in her honey hair, and his hands slipped under her and grabbed her swinging breasts.

“Take it, Gretch, take it baby,” he said.

She cried out again, loud and long. “Ah, fuck,” she exclaimed at the end, a dirty, spitting snarl. She really let go, let a long warbling moan-cry as he pounded her. It was intense. “Fuck,” she yelled again as he slowed. Her hands grabbed fistfuls of bedsheets.

Mike gave her his cock and she sucked it, let him slowly stab it into her cheek. She moaned around it.

Mike said, “What?” and took his cock out.

She gasped, “Fuck my ass, Mike.”

Mike pulled her up onto the bed and she stood up with him there, the two of them kissed a moment and then she turned her back to him and got down on all fours, her hand grabbed

Atticus’ cock and she stroked him, ran her tongue over his tip. She was waiting for Mike. He got down behind her, lined himself up right and slid into her anus. She smiled.

Mike fucked her like that, she thrust against his hips and he clenched her slim waist. She stroked Atticus, tried to suck him, but he was a little big when her body kept being shaken by his thrusting. He watched her. Admired her beautiful form. Her perfect ass bent and skewered, flowing to her tiny waist. The moving musculature of her back, the shape of her ribs when she inhaled. She had the most beautiful body.

She was stroking him again, toying with his cock, touching it with her tongue and letting it glance along her cheek, her thin neck. She looked up at him and whispered, “I want this cock in my pussy,”

Atticus crawled past her on the bed, up to the pillows and turned around onto his back. She followed him, crawled away from Mike’s rear entry. She went up his thigh, clawing and then straddling Atticus until she was up over his hips. Atticus held his cock in a fist and brushed her soaking sex. He plunged it up inside her easily. She was so aroused right now. He pulled her to him. Grabbed her wrists and pulled her until her face was in the hollow of his neck. Now he had her in his arms and his cock was deep inside her. He closed his eyes and felt his heart swell.

“Gretch,” he whispered. He kissed her cheek, worked his way to her lips. She was reluctant but she let him. Finally grabbed his lips with her own. He sought her tongue, she put it in his mouth and he sucked on it. He slowly fucked her. Did it like they were making love and they were the only people in the room.

  *

Gretch felt funny with her lips on him. It didn’t feel wrong. It felt very right. Very familiar at least, if not entirely right. Atticus was the one constant boy in her life. The one she’d been with the most. Shared the most with. But it wasn’t to be.

She pulled away, turned over her shoulder to make sure her boyfriend was back there. He was down on one knee, straddling Atticus’ thighs. She reached back with a hand and grabbed one cheek and parted herself for him. She pulled her lips under her teeth. She was about to take two cocks in her body.

“Ah,” she gasped as Mike slipped himself past her tight ring. She could feel an uncomfortable tickle as the underside of his cock rumbled along the thick belly of Atticus’ cock, stretching out all her sweet vaginal space. It felt like he was in her tummy.

“Oh, God, that’s so fucking crazy,” she gasped, “Oh,” she said again as Atticus started to move. She was filled right up, pushed apart and spread. It felt incredible. Painful but so dark and dirty and intimate that a salacious thrill stabbed her in her belly and it made her tingle, made her get wetter if that was even possible.

She lifted her head from Atticus, pointed her chin to the ceiling. She’d love to kiss right now but Atticus always found meaning in something, was always looking for symbolism. He could become obsessed. She let him bite at her neck. Her nipples tightened to hard buds as he kissed his way down to them, put them in his mouth one at a time while they both fucked her.

“Oh, fuck, you two, oh, you’re amazing, ah, fuck me…fuck me harder.”

They both did, they slammed themselves into her, filled her up, Atticus shoved every too-thick inch he had deep inside her and she wanted to scream in exquisite pain. She bit her lips and her face contorted. Her hand dove down between her own legs without instruction, her long fingers found her swollen dit, felt it pushed up and exposed from being stuffed full of cock, and when she touched it, it was like a bomb had gone off. She’d just taken a look at it, touched a blue wire or a red wireâ€”the wrong wireâ€”and the whole thing went off in her face. She snorted and spit, choked as her mind went haywire and she saw cascading phosphorescent blobs trying to consume her whole existence in the dark of her clenched-eye blackness. She cried out, then let it fall to laughter because what she was doing was so fucking crazy.

  *

Once she came she was exhausted. He could see it in her. She was feeling good. She looked dreamy and listless. He’d seen her take a lot of drugs tonight. Her eyes were half-lidded and she seemed quiet and a little giddy now. She was still so into it but her energy was so gentle that both he and Mike responded to it. Slowed themselves and made their actions very sweet and sensitive.

Atticus was under her still, sideways on the bed now, and he was fucking her very softly, letting her control all the action. She was just easily, lazily gyrating on him. Mike was standing overhead, feet on the floor and Gretch was sucking his cock. Sucking it like it was time for him to come. She gripped the base with a thumb and forefinger and her head stroked up and down his length, her lips sucking and sliding along his shaft and tickling at his glans. He started to buckle and convulse, getting thrilled from her feel as he got closer and closer. Finally he erupted into her mouth. His hands clenched fistfuls of her hair as he shot into her. She sucked and swallowed until he was empty. Atticus watched it all from underneath. Dirty and sad. He watched Mike’s ball sack tighten and shrivel as he clenched his testicles to propel his seed into the mouth of the woman he once loved, watched Gretch’s pretty fingers squeeze and stroke his shaft, empty him out.

Mike collapsed heavily on the bed next to them with a pleasured groan. Atticus rolled over and lay Gretch on her back. Her head fell into Mike’s lap and he sat up and caressed her face and stroked her hair. Atticus got up on his knees and he watched himself softly plunge in and out of her. He watched that tight slippery pink thing of hers stretch and squeeze around his girth, watched her taut mound lift and spread to accommodate him. Gretch watched his face. She was sleepy and glassy-eyed. Her wet eyes explored his face and there was a million things going on behind those scary emeralds. He pushed her thighs back, exposed her sex to him. She put a foot up on his chest, the other leg draped over his thigh.

“You feel so incredible,” he told her.

“You do too,” she whispered.

Atticus said, “Does this sweet, little pussy miss my big cock?”

“Don’t,” she said. She frowned, then shook her head. She lifted her foot up to his mouth and she clenched his lips with her toes, grabbed at him to stop him from speaking. “Don’t,” she repeated.

He kissed her toes and sucked on them and she closed her eyes. He held her ankle and kissed the cool bare sole of her foot.

He buried himself all the way in her soft pussy when he came. He flexed and swelled while he launched his seed deep inside her. She gasped out because she could feel it too.

  *

Gretch watched him get out of bed at around five in the morning. The most physically beautiful boy she had ever been with. He was the one that went through her head when she buzzed her long fingers over herself late at night and lonely. She’d cried herself to sleep over him many nights back when she cared about love and held it like the pinnacle of passionate youth. Atticus was beautiful, deep and dark. But a shell. He had a shining light in there somewhere but a hard, sometimes sinister wall had partitioned it off behind that gorgeous facade.

Once they’d all come they lay in bed together and she’d joked around with Mike. He eventually fell asleep and she curled her back against him. Atticus lay next to her watching her. She looked him up and down in the low light of her bedroom table lamp. She looked at the way the light played along his round, muscular edges and that big sexy cock hanging between his legs. He regarded her plainly. His firm and serious brow, his steely, narrow gaze. His lips were plump but masculine, his jaw hard, his chin wide and dimpled. He had almost everything. She’d drifted off to sleep.

Now the night sky had lightened to a dawning liberty blue. Atticus walked around the room and picked up his clothes and got dressed. He was leaving again. Leaving her exhausted and beaten. Her pussy stretched and sore. Physically fulfilled. She lay over the bedspread on her stomach, completely bare, and as he went around the room she wanted him to notice her. Look her over and see her body. He did. Just before he left he stopped at the foot of the bed. Their eyes met. He looked her up and down and his gaze felt like his hands were on her.

She closed her eyes and felt arousal. She heard her bedroom door open and close.

  *

It was three quarters of an hour in another Uber getting from Abbot Kinney back to Sunset and then into the Hills. The city was just coming fully awake as the night sky grew blue, now dawning to grey, though a big part of it had never even slept.

He stepped out of the car and onto the gravel driveway of his faceless home high in the hills over Sunset. Birds were chirping, his wealthy neighborhood starting to come alive around him.

He stepped into his tree-sheltered bunker, beeped his security system with his passcode while it gave him a chance. He went to his bathroom, splashed his face with cold water in his hand-carved granite basin. He got undressed.

He felt empty. Inside him was a void. He sat on the edge of the bed. The smoggy sky blossomed in light beyond his panoramic window and he stood, stepped out onto the cedar deck. It extended like the prow of a ship, jutted out of his home and launched into the treetops of the houses below him on the hill. He stepped out and clutched the modern aluminum railing and looked out at the city and the ocean beyond. He shivered in that winking moment when it was night and day, the sun waking up the sky but the city still twinkling, shades of lingering indigo night, lights ochre with burnt orange corona.




Chapter 6

Atticus met MissProust at The Garden Bar on the third floor of The Concept Hotel in Beverly Hills. She was wrapped tightly in an elegant Gucci dress in a brilliant Santorini blue. One long glossy leg was crossed over the other, sitting on a tall mahogany chair at the white marble bar.

She had the tone, tan, and the glow of Los Angeles money. Dark chestnut hair, pulled back in a bun, gleamed under the creamy globe chandeliers. Gently glowing balls held aloft by long, white, metal tendrils hung on a chain from the high ceiling.

She was turned to face an empty chair, her body language letting others know she was expecting someone to fill it. It was 10 P.M., the bar was busy but not crowded. Its cavernous old-money- meets-Hollywood space filled up with many decorous voices. It was all polished wood and stone and leafy green tropical plants. He’d dressed the part. Steel grey Versace suit, slim-fitting and single-breasted, sky blue Sea Island cotton shirt, hand tailored, and buttery caramel leather slip-ons, also built by hand.

He stood to the side of her, said, “MissProust?”

Her quiet, pensive face turned cool, harsh, regarded him, softened and slid into bewildered. She took him in.

“Oh,” she said, paused, gathering herself, then offered him the chair. “Finch?” she asked him as he sat down next to her.

He nodded. She had an exquisite face. She was aerobicized and soul-cycled. Fit and thin, thirty-fivish. Dazzling but nervous brown eyes slivered with shimmering gold.

She held her hand out boldly but he could see a tremble in it. “Courtney,” she said, shedding the online name.

He took her hand and held it, felt her trepidation running through her fine, long fingers.

He kissed the back of her hand softly. He said, “Don’t be nervous.”

“I can’t help it,” she giggled awkwardly. “Isn’t this…don’t you think this is crazy?”

“You can’t think it’s too crazy if you’re here,” he said without a smile.

Her guileless charm receded. She said, “I want it to happen. Believe me. I am committed.”

“I wouldn’t have shown up if I thought you weren’t serious.”

“Can I get you a drink?”

He shook his head. “You can have another.”

“I think I might,” she said, then grimaced, wrung her hands together and looked to catch the bartenderâ€™s eye.

Courtney was polite and cutesy. Went to a public high school, suburban middle class, State college, met some handsome law student who went on to make it big. Atticus figured a studio exec. All, of course, just a hunch, but she gave a lot away. She could primp and preen and don the slippery skin of L.A. Elite but underneath she was wholesome. She’d been a good girl once.

The bartender shook her martini bar side, strained a practiced pour into a clean and sparkling glass, served it with a flamed lemon twist. A little showy for such a discrete meeting but he didn’t mind.

“You’re far more than I expected,” she said.

He said nothing, just regarded her coolly.

“You’re not a gigolo?” she asked fearfully.

He frowned. “I’m not a gigolo.”

She looked down at the bar. “Sorry. You are gorgeous.”

“Iâ€™m not for hire. I’m very good at what I do. You will call me again. If I like you I’ll answer.”

She bit her lip nervously, took a long sip from the crystal edge of her martini glass. She looked around, her eyes trembled.

She bit her lip nervously, took a long sip from the crystal edge of her martini glass. She looked around, her eyes trembled.

“Can you help me through this?” she said quietly.

“You’re nervous?”

She nodded.

“And you’ve never done anything like this before?”

Now she shook her head no. “Not really. Sort of,” she whispered. She was beautiful and stern, her hair pulled back tightly. She looked like a woman who could handle herself. But he could see that it was a facade. There was a weakness underneath. An uncertainty. She wanted this for her husband and herself but she wasn’t sure she could do it. He would show her she could.

A woman in a glittering evening gown crossed the room and she sat at the polished black grand piano. She smiled and nodded to some of the people who had gathered. She scooped her dress under her as she sat, smiled broadly, her lips stretching back her red-painted lips.

She prepared for a moment, her eyes closed, then her hands danced across the keys and filled the big room with elegant tinkling piano.

He looked to Courtney, and her mouth opened but she said nothing then it closed again. She had a beautiful mouth. She laughed softly to herself then turned to him again. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what to say.”

“You’re doing fine.”

Her face froze, eyes wide, pouted lips poised on her icy martini rim. “Oh, shit, oh, no.”

Atticus turned to see a sleek middle-aged couple being seated across the bar, framed between a wooden shuttered divider and a glossy, flowering Peace Lily. They waved and smiled but their faces showed concern. Atticus waved back.

“Don’t do that,” she exclaimed in a whisper.

He smiled to her. “Let them look. Don’t blush. Don’t show fear. Be happy. Be confident. This is part of the thrill.”

“They know myâ€””

“It’s part of the thrill, Courtney.”

She bit her lip, her brow wrinkled.

He said, “What will they think? They’ll struggle with the decision to tell your husband. It will hurt them. They’ll spend hours talking about what to do. They may fight about it.”

She nodded, still regarding their table over his shoulder. “They will, too.”

“They’re in on it now. Them knowing will drive your husband crazy every time he sees them. He’ll want them to mention it to him. He’ll be aroused by it. He’ll think of you. How bad you are. Trust me.”

“I don’t like it,” she said, put her emptied glass down on the bar.

“Yes, you do,” he said. He put his hand on her knee and left it there. She was fine-boned, sexy and capable. She felt wonderful under his grip.

Her mouth slowly parted. Her eyebrows rose. It was so wrong. She didn’t want him to touch her here where everyone could see. But, he could see it in her eyes, she liked it. She liked a young sexy man touching her with licentious intent. He knew right in that instant that she had gotten wet.

They walked the warm wood panel and plush carpet hallway of the Concept together. The ceilings were higher here, part of an atrium that jutted out the front of the hotel and held the bar at its crown. He wanted to put his arm through hers and walk as a couple but she wasn’t quite ready for that but he knew she would be. She would soon.

She said, “Don’t talk to him, he just wants to watch tonight.”

“That’s fine.”

“I want you to wear a condom.”

He nodded. They got to the stainless bank of elevators and he pressed the button for the penthouse floor.

Courtney said, “When we’re done, he’s going to want me right away.”

“Do you want me to watch?”

She looked at the lit elevator numbers, showing a car approaching. Soon they would be on their way to the room. She bit her lip. “I don’t know. Not tonight. Just let us have some time, I think.”

“That’s fine, Courtney,” he said.

There was a gentle bing as a car arrived at their floor and hissed quietly open to accept them. They got on, the only ones on board. The doors hissed quietly closed. Penthouse was pressed and she looked at him awkwardly for a moment.

He kissed her. Moved into her, took her lips with his own and dominated her. She fell back against the smoky mirrored side of the cab. Her hands went up weakly on to his chest. She kissed him back. His hand touched her thigh and she closed them, her feet apart but her knees coming in together to close off her sex. His hand glided up and under her expensive dress. She gasped.

He touched between her legs, felt her warm pussy under an expensive pair of embroidered

panties.

“Oh…ah…wait, don’t. Not now.” Her hand came and slipped between them she pushed his hand away with her forearm. “Please, don’t.”

“Trust me. He doesn’t know it yet, but this is what he wants. He wants you to lose control. He wants you to be so aroused you’re afraid you’ll make a mistake so big that it ruins your marriage. He wants to ride a razor with you.”

“I don’t want to hurt him.”

“This won’t hurt him one bit.” He kissed her. Her eyes closed in the moment before his lips met hers. Her head tilted back and submitted her lips to him. He had her. She was his.

His hand went to her neck and he gripped her roughly, his tongue parted her sweet vermouth lips and searched for her tongue. She gave it to him. She melted against the wall of the elevator.

His other hand swept up her bare thigh, parting the slit in her long beautiful dress. Her hand rushed to stop him. She gasped into his mouth.

“Don’t, I said,” she whispered, breaking their kiss and looking into his eyes like a frightened little girl.

He said, “When we walk through that door he wants to see us with our hands all over each other. He wants to see you dirty and sexual. Not some meek housewife afraid of a big cock.

He wants to see you out of control.” He took her wrist and guided her delicate hand between his legs. Forced her to hold his cock hanging loosely in his pants.

Her eyes went wider, “Oh,” she gasped.

He kissed her again, she met his lips eagerly. Her hand squeezed him through his pants, grabbed his cock and cradled his balls, exploring his size. He got himself into the slit of her dress again and she didn’t resist. His hand climbed up her oiled and shaved thigh. It went under her dress, found the fine strap of her lingerie, pulled it out and he slipped under it, touched her bare sex. She cried out into the small space. She was hot and wet and hungry. He slipped a finger along her slippery folds, felt her quiver then he plunged a finger inside her. She gasped out again, her hand gripped his cock tightly.

“Show him what kind of woman you can be. Show him his fantasy.”

“I will,” she said, “I will.”

“You’re too wet to be a good girl.”

“I’m bad,” she said, “tonight, I’m bad.”

Her face felt warm and her pulse was in her cheeks.

This was too crazy. Far more than what she had anticipated. Finch was more than she ever thought he’d be. He wasn’t just some guy they found online with a good body and a nice big penis. They’d seen his pictures. Didn’t think they could be accurate but they certainly were. He was stunning. Like a male model. So fucking gorgeous his face could sell products.

And from his pictures his body was incredible. He certainly made that suit look fucking sexy. His penis was incredible too. Now she’d felt it. It was in her little hand. It was huge and thick. He wasn’t even hard. God, he wasn’t wearing any underwear under that beautiful suit. This was definitely far more overwhelming than she and Sean had anticipated. Finch had her wet in her panties. Wet like when she was a teenager.

She took a look over at him as they crossed the hotel hall from the elevator to the door of their penthouse suite. Holy shit, he was a stud. Like some Burberry model. Sean should put this guy in a movie. Her steps were steady in her heels but her legs were shaky. Her gait a little off-kilter. She almost wanted to rush to the door and get this started but she didn’t want to make a fool of herself in front of Finch. She didn’t hire this guy. He wasn’t a paid employee. This wasn’t a catered party and he wasn’t some waiter serving trays of hors d’oeuvres to her dumb friends. He had control somehow. She looked him up online and wanted his service but somehow this stud, by virtue of his looks and that giant thing she felt in his pants, had complete control tonight.

She was ready to do this. It was Sean’s fantasy to see her with another man. They’d got away with their last little fling. That was crazy too. Going down on her husband’s friend from college in their hot tub while he watched. She couldn’t believe they’d done it. Sean didn’t know him that well really. He was in L.A. for work, called, hooked up, came for dinner. They all had a lot to drink, then with Sean’s urging she sucked his cock while Sean watched. Matthew was kind of sexy. Not as sexy as her husband. His dick was kind of nice. Not as nice as Sean’s. She sucked him until he was close then jerked him off until he came all over her fist. Then he got out of there, so freaked out he left his socks behind on their pool deck.

She and Sean went wild afterwards. Absolutely wild. Her husband was out of his mind with passion. They hadio do it again.

She was the one who found Finch. Found him on a forum for guys with big cocks. She checked his profile, sent a message and got the ball rolling. Now she was walking down the carpeted centre of the marble halls on the top floor of The Concept. Sean was waiting. He must be going out of his mind with anticipation. She fumbled through her clutch for the key card.




Chapter 7

She stumbled into the room with her arm around Finch, her mouth clumsily working over his. He flung the door closed behind them and pressed her up against the wall pinning her with kisses. This was all for show, but holy fuck he was hot and he knew how to kiss. She let her hands explore him under his suit jacket. His body was like rock under his silky soft dress shirt. She slipped a hand down between his legs and felt that big thing loose in his pants. It was getting firmer. She caressed his bulge with the palm of her hand.

She pulled away. Got control of herself. Part show, part reality, she stumbled into the room and kicked off her Louboutins, and unclasped her earrings. She said, “Sean?” looking for him in the dark. She gasped, “Oh, my God, sweetheart, sorry, we got started in the elevator.”

He was sitting in the dark of the room that was beyond the bedroom. They had the Garden Suite. The doorway from the corridor led to an alcove, then past an archway was the bedroom, then there were double French doors, opened wide now. They opened to a sitting room. Beyond that was the balcony, looking out onto the twinkling lights of Rodeo Drive. Sean was on the L-shaped couch in the sitting room. She could see his silhouette against the dark blue sky. His stiff torso a black shape as it watched its wife come into their room already aroused, wet and nipple-hardened, with a handsome young man.

“Sean, he’s so fucking hot. Are you ready for this?” She put her diamond earrings on the dresser at the foot of the bed. “He’s going to fuck me so good, baby.”

Finch was behind her at the foot of the bed, easing the jacket off his big shoulders. She said, “Oh, no. Don’t. I want to undress you.” She saw him smile.

He said, “That’s it.”

She stood at his feet, got herself on the tips of her toes and kissed him very slowly and passionately. Her hands slipped under the jacket he’d pulled partly off and she pushed it over his shoulders and let it fall to the carpet. Her hands worked his buttons, his hands went around her, they felt so good on her back. Sean would see that. Sean would see this man’s hands exploring her. She was showing her husband her ass, her slender back, her firm muscular calves that he loved so much.

“Oh, wow,” she said, couldn’t help herself as she pulled back and looked inside Finch’s open shirt. His body was incredible. Just like he’d shown them in pictures sent over the internet. No Photoshop. He really was gorgeous. He opened the shirt wider and she attacked his muscles with her lips. Kissing and sucking. Her hands worked the leather belt through his silver buckle.

Finch undid the zip on the back of her dress, did it slowly, making her skin turn to goosebumps as the zip got lower and lower down to her rump, her bare back exposed now to her husband. She flexed her calves again, gave Sean a thrill. Finch’s shirt came off, pushed away with her arms as she slid her hands over his hard body. Now she stepped back so he could watch her. Her fingers pulled the straps away from her shoulders, letting her dress fall straight to the floor. She stood before him in her best lingerie. A silky fishnet set, Fleur of England, a delicate plunge bra, embroidered at the crest but low so her dark nipples were showing under the elegant fabric. He moved to her, kissed her chest, his lips plucked at her nipples as they poked through the soft material.

“I can’t wait to suck that big cock,” she said to him, for Sean’s benefit, as she ran her fingers through his long blonde hair while he kissed all up and down her chest. He sat her back on the bed and stood above her. He was bare chested, just an open belt and his suit pants. His cock was very visible, pressing against the thin material. It was so thick, hung down his leg, pushed the pied de poule wool out and puckered it. She looked up at him. She said, “I felt his cock in the elevator, Sean, it’s so fucking perfect.” Her eyes were on Finch but she was doing this all for her husband. Finch’s hands worked his own zipper down and she bit her lip, waiting for it.

His pants were pushed down and the most beautiful cock she had ever seen swung stiffly between his legs. Long, thick, and smooth, it had healthy, glowing, oily skin. It was thick to the end, club-like, a big heavy engorged head sealed up in a thick foreskin. “Oh, wow,” she said, reaching out and lifting it, she held it up, looked it over. It wasn’t hard yet, but the thickest one she’d ever felt. “What a perfect cock you have,” she said, looked into his eyes and gently stroked him.

He kicked his loafers off, stepped out of the suit pants, still she stroked it. His hands went to the back of her head and guided her towards it. She gripped it, tested its rubbery stiff feel, stroked again and watched the tip peek at her under his stretching foreskin. She ran her tongue up the end and let it dance on his tip. Then she let it push into her open mouth. She liked the firm but yielding feel of it. It filled her mouth right up, she bobbed a bit trying to get it wet with her saliva. She couldn’t get too much past his glans. She pulled back, jerked him vigorously against her held out tongue, let its tip mash against her. She smiled up at him before getting back to it, stroking and sucking, switching hands, running her tongue up his underside. She would glance into the dark room, let her husband see her happy face. She had it pretty hard. A few thick veins stood out lightly under the skin narrowing into his foreskin.

She took it, held a breast out, still in her bra, and she ran the tip of him over and over her nipple, watched his foreskin drag and open, wink closed as she moved it around her rock hard dark brown tent in forceful circles. She squeezed the nipple in her fingers plumped it through the fishnet, the strands cutting into her hardened flesh, she struck his heavy cock against it. She loved that feel it had, its weight.

“Oh,” she gasped, suddenly overwhelmed by ecstasy. She said, “Please, please fuck me,” for Sean’s benefit but it was still an honest, desperate feeling.

  *

Courtney looked like mid-thirties perfection seated on the corner of the king size bed. Her body was trim and tight, her skin practically bronzed. Her skin bunched up in multiple folds at her waist. He wanted to draw her. She moved him. Her canvas was her body, Atticus could feel it. She created it for what reasons? Her love for her husband was one. He could sense that. She loved his eyes on her. She did it for herself too. Maybe some esteem issues or just a simple self-respect. It had to be more than that because her effort was great. It showed. She liked all men to look at her. She liked eyes on her. An amateur exhibitionist. Prudish probably when provoked but ultimately she thrilled at the eyes of others on her. Men and women equally. It was pride.

“Stand up,” he said.

She did, stand up next to his naked body, her eyes watching and waiting to see what he would do next. He reached around behind her, let his cock poke, then slide across her stomach while he undid the clasp of her bra.

“Do you like them?” she asked, her eyes looking up into his, sucking her lower lip under her teeth. She had small but beautifully shaped breasts. Tight, hard and dark nipples sprouted from firm but supple B cup breasts.

“They’re beautiful,” he said, looking into her eyes. “Everything about you is beautiful.” He brought her lips to his again, his hand went down her back and scooped under her tight silky fishnet panties. He squeezed her bare cheeks. She bit his tongue. Her panties were pushed down and she rubbed her long legs together until they slid down to her knees and fell to the floor. They were both completely bare in front of her husband now, still sitting in the dark.

“Show me that pussy,” he said.

“What?”

His hand swiped down her tight tummy and rubbed along her mound. “Look at it,” he said. She pushed her mound out against his hand, looked down her own long body at what he was doing down there. She sighed softly. She was wet and shining and his hand rubbed easy circles over her slippery flesh. She parted her legs, presented more of her pussy to him. He slipped a finger along her sex.

She was shaved bare. Probably waxed. Probably very expensively done by a professional. He wondered if she got off on it. Some young girl in her twenties probably coming out to their Beverly Hills home, she opened her towel and showed her what nature gave her and all that she’d done with it to make it look so fucking good. She was a good girl but he bet she got wet when she was waxed.

He spun his fingers through her folds, let them slip along her wet edges and she watched his hand go. Her head bent at the neck, her hips thrust out, her pussy grinding against his touch. Her long elegant hand rested on her stomach, her middle fingers pulling her skin taut, tilting her mound so she could see it better. Her enormous diamond ring twinkled in the lamplight.

  *

Sean sat on the very comfortable couch in the dark of the media room. His bedroom area of the suite was lit up and he watched his wife, the woman he so loved, do the most horrible things with one of the most shockingly handsome men he’d ever seen. He had to be an actor or something. There had to be something he wanted. But how would he know to pick Sean. If he wanted in a movie this was the worst way to go about it. He had to be just some sex freak. His cock was so huge and his wife couldn’t keep her hands off it. His own cock pulsed achingly inside his suit pants. He wanted to take it out and stroke it but it felt too weird. As if anything, though, could feel weird on a night like tonight. Just the same, he wouldn’t touch it. He was going to let his wife fuck this man, get off on it, go back twenty years to her horny teenage self, then he was going to come in and fuck her ten times as hard. Come inside her like she’d never felt before.

This guy, Finch, was sitting himself on the bed while his wife watched and waited for instruction. Finch scooted up the bed, his thick cock hard and wagging. It was bigger, he thought, than either of them anticipated. Thicker at least. Could Courtney take that? She seemed more than eager. She was so fucking sexy. That fucking body. She was fitter than when he met her back at college. How did she have a ten-year-old daughter? His heart swelled for her, he was happy to see her with a man that was making her so hot.

Finch was opening a gold foil condom wrapper he’d fished from his suit pocket. He cast it aside and stretched the condom down his shaft while his wife watched. She reached out and touched his balls. He could feel himself leaking now inside his underwear. This was it. His wife was going to fuck this guy. He was hard. She was wet. His condom was on. All the fantasy aspect was in the past, this was the moment of truth. He couldn’t be more excited. His arms were trembling. Courtney straddled Finch’s hips, walked her way up him until she was over his cock. She looked so nervous and it made him smile. She was putting on such a brave act but her heart was racing away in her chest, he could tell.

She was asking Finch what he wanted, being a little awkward. He wanted to assure her, say, Go on honey, fuck him, but he didn’t want to break her away. Her mind was having enough trouble focussing right now. This was the first cock she was going to have that wasn’t his in about thirteen years. He wanted this to be for her right now. He was enjoying every minute of it but he was going to keep his mouth shut. She was on her knees now, her head over Finch. Finch’s cock was between them, so big against her thin thighs. His hands went around behind her and undid her bun, let her gorgeous hair fall free. He saw her smile quickly in the brief moment before her thick shining hair fell across her face and over this other man. She shook it over him, brushed it on his face, he could hear her laughing behind it. Finch slapped her ass and it made her hoot. She was grinding her wet mound along the underside of his shaft. Up and down up and down, enjoying the feel of that big tool against her sensitive exterior. They were whispering to each other.

They turned so their exposed sexes could be seen. For Sean’s benefit. Turning so he could see this other man penetrate his wife. He touched himself through his pants. Finch’s legs came up a bit and Courtney got the flats of her feet on the bed and she squat over his cock while he held it upright for her. Her hands came back to support herself against his thighs. She lowered herself over that thick held out tool. She cried out as the glans pierced her. She hissed. But she kept descending, kept taking Finchâ€™s thick thing inside her. He looked so wide against her. She wasn’t very big, narrow hips and thin fit legs. His cock looked too big. It was mashing her sex, pulling all her surfaces into the hole with it, bringing her ass cheeks together with his girth. They thrust up and down very gently, getting some lubrication. Finch held it steady for her, let her bob on it, let it sink into her at her pace. She bobbed and wagged, her thumbs dug into his hard thighs. She was moaning.

Courtney leaned forward now, one knee going down at a time until she was straddling him again, her face over his. They were kissing. Her hand came back, her wedding ring shining, she grabbed a handful of her tight ass cheek and she pulled herself wide, letting that thick cock get better access. She cried into Finch’s mouth as he sunk it deeper into her. He watched his wife’s hand do dirty things back there. She gripped her own cheeks hard, she slid it down his shaft, up and down up and down, stroking the exposed parts that hadn’t been admitted yet, she went lower grabbed his balls and squeezed them gently. Finch’s hands moved under her thighs and he pulled them up and apart too, exposed her sex, pulled it wider, helping her tightness accept his size.

Then, suddenly, it was on, they were fucking. Courtney was gasping, breathing heavily, lustily, gulping air and hissing out yeahs. Her hips swiveled on him, gyrated while he thrust up and down on her. His hand stroked up and down her sides, cupped and squeezed her breasts, her hands went up into her hair, her back arched and he knew she was in ecstasy with this other man.

They fucked forever like that. His wife riding him, squeezing her own breasts, hissing and moaning, grabbing her ass and pulling it so he could get deeper. Finch thrust into her steadily, never breaking pace, giving it to her so fucking good he had her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open. His body rippled under her, his big strong arms going up and down as his hands felt every bit of her. Finch said something to her then she nodded. She eased herself, slowed, then rose up off him. She stood up on the bed, turned herself around so she was facing Sean now.

“Sean,” she said, “he is so fucking incredible.”

He wanted to answer, but he felt safer and somehow more masculine as this quiet force sitting in the dark. He nodded for her.

“He feels so good,” she said as she got down over him again. Finch held his cock upright in a fist, let his shining covered glans stick upright for her to impale herself on. She skewered herself, let it sink into her and Sean could watch it disappear inside her body. His wife leaned back, her long arms behind her, her elegant hands splayed out on Finch’s hard belly. Her feet were flat on the bed and she let him thrust it into her while she tilted and gyrated. More hissing and whispered encouragement. Her mouth hung open, her sex was pierced, her folds struggled around his impressive girth, her curled pink hood winking above with every thrust he gave her. Sean watched her tight belly work, wrinkle and fold and twist as she fucked this guy back. She bit her lips, her hair hung in her face. This was sexier than even his fantasies. They had worked up a sheen on their bodies, the room filled with their smells. He could sense her perfume, her musk, his male smell too.

“Ah-oh,” she gasped suddenly, her legs came up and together, her little feet on their toes. He could still see her pretty mound being penetrated. She was about to come. Finch stuck with it even though she’d clamped up. She could do that sometimes. Involuntarily closing up when she was about to come. Her fingers dug into his thighs, her knees pressed together but it didn’t stop his thrusting, his impressive size from plunging in and out of her shining girl parts. She cried out once, loud and sharp, then it turned to a long moan and her face twisted up. She crumpled forward with a hissing sigh.

“Oh-ah, oh,” she gasped, rising up off him. Her hand went between her legs and she buzzed quickly over her own button, riding her orgasm out, getting the most of it. Sean smiled wide. She was incredibly beautiful.

She collapsed on her side with a long sigh. “Oh,” she gasped and laughed.

Finch turned with her, his cock in his hand, he guided it to her wet sex. She thrust it out to him, Wanted him back inside her. They both lay on their sides and Finch thrust himself deep inside her and they were right back to it. Plunging and gasping. His wife’s hands went to her clit, pulled and stretched the skin there while she was fucked, her fingertips shredded across and it made her hips sway. Then her hand explored down, feeling his thick shaft, grabbing a handful of scrotum and pulling it with his thrusts. Then sliding lower, rubbing his prostate in hard circles, slipping lower still and touching him between his cheeks. Finch held her knee and thrust her legs wider apart. She rolled to her back, one leg held up in the air, her hands went to her bare breasts, covered them while his thrusts shook her whole body, wanted to send her breasts in spinning circles. Courtney’s head went right back, eyes clenched shut, she cried out, “Yes, Yes, Yes.”




Chapter 8

He made her come again. He could feel it in the wavering clamp she had around his cock, the way she held her breath, letting out just a low, gravelly croak while he fucked her. Her head was back in the bed sheets, her face contorted in painful pleasure. She twisted her dark nipples between her fingers.

He slowed his thrusts, let her catch her breath. When she was breathing again, and he had her moaning, he slowly pulled himself out of her. She turned to him, her eyes searching for what he wanted. She was sweating, her eyes wet and tearing. He guided her to her knees. She complied, got on all fours and lowered her face right to the bed, her elbows tucked up against her body, sticking her rump up high like a cat ready to pounce. Her pussy was stretched and reddened, bright and glistening wetly. Eager for more penetration.

He sunk himself inside her deeply, felt her body stiffen under his fingers as she was stabbed. She grunted. He squeezed her waist tight and fucked her hard, fucked her until she shook. Her cries were muffled in the sheets. She was so hot. She was going to make him come. He could feel it building below. Tension getting tighter, his balls rising, desperate to give her what he had inside them. He fucked harder and harder and she roared out into the bed. Her husband was being given the biggest show in town. Atticus got to his feet and squatted over her hips, his big throbbing cock still buried in her almost to the hilt. He pounded again, pounded her until the bed shook, until the headboard rattled against the wall. Sweat dripped from his nose and melted on the hot skin of her back.

“I want to see you come,” she hissed over her shoulder.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her up to him. His chest pressed into her back. He kissed her on her lips. She turned and kissed him back, his cock fell out of her. He was hard as steel. She kissed him while her hands pulled at the rubber. Slid the condom, stretched it off him until it snapped off. She stroked him.

“Come for me,” she said.

He stood on the bed, shifted so her husband had the best view. His wife was about to make another man come. Make him shoot his seed all over her. His wife was a beast and he should see that.

Courtney’s mouth went over him again, while her hands stroked him urgently, shaking his balls and swinging them around with her enthusiasm. She grabbed his balls and squeezed them, her hand worked the base and her mouth bobbed over his glans. He felt himself leaking, felt it coming. He grunted.

She pulled off, kept stroking looking up into his eyes, she said, “Come for me.”

She put his tip against her chin, smiled and stroked him until he exploded over her. All over her neck and down her chest, she stroked him up to her mouth and he shot streams past her lips. She spat them out. Stroked and watched him spurt out of her tight grip.

He growled as he kept coming, he squeezed handfuls of her hair, flexed his cock in her hand while she gripped it tightly, milked it, emptied it out over her chest. She looked at his cock in her hand, up at him, she smiled, said, “Wow,” her face bright and sexy. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled. He watched it fade from her. A sadness sort of tug at the corner of her eyes and her mouth. Her face wanted to turn down. She fought it off. A simple wave of shame. She had been a good girl before. She still was, she just had to come to terms with something her parents would never believe she could ever do. She’d be okay. He stepped down from the bed.

Courtney turned to her husband. She was looking for solace, for comfort right now. She was naked on the bed, on her knees spread wide, her hands were clutched over her heart and she glistened with another man’s come. He had come in her mouth, in her hair, all down her pretty body. Her uncertainty in the moment was pure and he wished there was a way to capture it. A way to take this moment and translate all the whirling terror that emotion brought and communicate it to an audience. Make someone feel that emptiness, that desperate need to be told everything was all right and you were still loved.

Sean emerged from the shadows, stood in the archway where the French doors had been opened. He was wearing a black suit. Well-made, a tailored shirt. He was handsome and well-groomed. His face was shell-shocked. He was shaken but he was aroused. His pants showed it. His trembling showed it. This was a big moment for them. Courtney had told Atticus she wanted to be alone when they were done but this was what he was here to witness.

Sean rushed to her, put a knee up on the bed and he locked his lips to hers. Her arms went around his back and a tear flowed from her eye. She held him tightly and he held her even tighter. They kissed with passion. He pulled his jacket off and she undid his shirt. He whispered something in her ear under her lustrous hair and it made her laugh. Atticus inhaled deeply. These two were in love. They were going to be okay. For now they would be okay. The coming days would tell a different story. If they called again he would come. They were interesting. She was sexy and a fabulous fuck. She was eager and dirty and he was a good audience.

Sean didn’t even wait for his pants to come off. He pushed his wife flat on her back, her knees bent awkwardly, his pants bunched up around his knees. He plunged himself into her and she gasped.

Atticus picked his clothes off the floor and arranged them on the couch. He got dressed while they fucked wildly, passionately on the bed.

Courtney told Sean about their friends seeing them in the bar. Gasped the story into his ear. It aroused Sean. She said they would fight whether or not to tell him. He groaned at the thought. He kissed and bit at her neck as he plowed into his hot wife desperately. She cried out with his thrusts and her long legs locked around the small of his back.

“Was he good? Did he…fuck you…good?” he grunted

“Oh fuck, Sean, he was so big, God, he fucked me so good.”

“Court, you’re so bad, honey.”

“How did I look?”

“I’ll never forget it, Court. You’re the most… ah, beautiful woman in the… world, I love you so much.”

“I love you, Sean, fuck, I love you. Harder, Sean, fuck me harder.”

Atticus left the room quietly. Left them to it. His interesting new project. They were a fascinating pair. He liked them. He liked her a lot. There was something interesting there. He didn’t know what it was yet. He hoped he could get a chance to find it.

  *

Reluctant? Was that it?

She was beautiful, but didn’t know she was. Unaware of the effect those big wet eyes had, that gloss on her healthy skin.

Atticus sat stunned at the side of Santa Monica Boulevard, cars whizzing past. Some of them honking at the asshole in the Lamborghini who’d pulled haphazardly onto the shoulder.

She was absolutely stunning.

A picture sent through his forum profile. It took him off guard and he’d had to pull over to see if this was for real.

Three photos sent by a new member called JJ. Message said,

Hi Mr Finch,

My girl and me like ur pictures. Are you in LA area? I hope so. Me and my girl Amy are looking to have fun. She is real sexy. I sent pictures of her to prove it. Holler back.

Clumsy and inarticulate. An instant rejection. But he wouldn’t delete without seeing the pictures. That was when he’d had to pull over.

Amy was an absolute angel with a perfect, innocent face. Blonde haired and blue eyed. Small and slender, long limbed. She was wearing a flannel shirt, opened, no bra, and a pair of black panties. She posed on a cheap, stained tweed couch.

There was a torn and stained cotton carpenter’s jacket laid across the arm. Worn with use, authentic. McDonald’s wrappers on the coffee table in one picture.

Everything about the contact said to delete it. This was exactly what he avoided. But there was something so strong there. Pulling him in, luring him.

The camera was after her. She didn’t like its eye on her. She had the lurid frightened look of a girl being photographed before she was murdered. Single-bulb lit face in a serial killer’s basement. Was she afraid of the camera, the man with the camera, or something else? The viewer. She was afraid of Atticus. Her eyes made him want to reach out and comfort her. Tell her he would never hurt her. It was all going to be okay. He could feel her light slender body against his, her delicate ribs pressed against his belly, their corrugated feel on the sensitive parts of his inner arm. She would press her face into his neck as he held her. Her breath would be hot and wet on his skin.

Amy.

He hit reply.




Chapter 9

The studio was up four million dollars last quarter. They broke one hundred million in profits. Moods were up, risks were explored. But there was always that tension. The boon was always followed by desolation and fallow. You didn’t want to be the one with your hand on the hoe when the boss man came looking for someone to blame.

Still, Sean had plans. He’d spent a big chunk of the last two years in development with two different studios fighting for the rights and then the production of a hundred-eighty million dollar budget monstrosity based on a board game that was popular in 1974. Somehow they took the dumbest concept alive, waged war in the trenches with itâ€”men and women lost their jobs, a stunt girl broke her backâ€”built it into one of the grandest CGI batshit crazy festivals ever seen. America ate it up. Thank God, fucking Asia ate it up too. Now he had a corner office on the third floor and a spot for his Porsche with his name on it: Sean Greer.

That success was all old news now. But he saw something in the future. He saw a way for something amazing to happen. Right now when all the seniors and juniors were running around trying to find some other old wart of nostalgia or trampling nerds at Comicon looking for some big-budget jaw-dropper to earn some stripes he had a gem of an idea. Deadly Paranormal. A cult ghost thriller, low-grade shlock, spawned two sequels. One in 1986 and another cheaper one in 1987. It had a hardcore fanbase. One that if you trolled the forums had a certain sensibility that was hard to define. Not mouth-breathers; its fans were somehow cool and intellectual. Sean could smell money there. Most importantly, the biggest selling point to the VPs: the studio already owned it lock, stock, and barrel. All three movies were still completely under their banner. Now, anyone could come along and say, hey, let’s remake Deadly Paranormal. Sean had a little more than an idea. You didn’t become a producer with that, Hey-let’s-make attitude. There were people he could line up, had a lot of them interested, and if a few names fell in place he had a pitch. A great pitch. Art House horror. Cheap and quick and effective. A director he knew he could rope, a young kid, two successes under his young belt. An auteur. The movie was slam-dunk profitable to start with. There was a lot more there now too. He even had research to back it up. This could profit ten times budget.

Now, if he could just fucking get fucking someone to answer the fucking motherfucking phone.

“Fuck!” he yelled and whipped his iPhone across his office into the quilted leather couch.

This wouldn’t be a tentpole picture for the studio. All the other execs were looking to fill that spot. This project would be about art. Or seem to be at least. He had a marketing strategy that would put that in place. A grassroots, seemingly organic online campaign. Really it would be about profit. And this would be a tenfold return. At least.

This fucking kid director, a Frenchie from France, never answered his phone, didn’t have a service or a secretary. This was fucking Hollywood. Who behaves like that? He stunk of auteur. He stunk of artiste. He was perfect.

  *

Courtney had to skip Soul Cycle. The fact that she had to skip it excited her and aroused her. Her pretty little pussy was too sore. She’d taken it hard from that stud and she didn’t think she’d be able to grind it against a narrow-nose saddle for two minutes let alone forty-five. So, she went swimming. That was nice and soothing.

The pool at Sensation Athletics was a full size Olympic, shared with the University. Fifty meters long, ten lanes, seven feet deep at the moment. She could do a lap in just under thirty seconds. Lexi was in the next lane. She was good too but she couldn’t keep up. She could hit a quick thirty second lap but she faded. Couldn’t keep hitting them again and again, not like Court could. Her body charged full of blood and she felt so alive she wanted to yell out into those high rafters and hear her own joy bounce around up in all that steel girder.

“Shit, you’re in such a good mood today,” Lexi gasped, winded.

“I know. I do feel good,” she laughed, smoothed her wet hair back off her head and down her shoulders. They were at the pool edge, each in their lane, elbows on the rounded concrete edge of the pool. Only five other swimmers in there with them today, quiet on a sunny summer morning.

Lexi lay her head on the small square tiles and looked at her, her face broke into a mischievous grin.

When they’d got undressed in the locker room Lexi had noticed the bruises on her thighs and asked her about them. She had stumbled at first. Wracked with guilt in the light of her friend’s flashlight she panicked. Oh, well, Sean and I arranged for some well-hung, jacked male model to fuck me at The Concept. Her cheeks flushed with shame. Wouldn’t she just think it was Sean’s fingerprints on her? She composed herself, then just double bounced her eyebrows and a big wide smile couldn’t be stopped, crawling slowly across her face. Oh, really? Lexi had said, then shrugged and had made a funny face, said, I’m jealous.

Lexi was divorced now for three months. Court and all their friends had encouraged her, Go out find some young stud, you have money, get some hot guy. Her husband had cheated on her with some bimbo intern, some doe-eyed twenty year old. Cheated, then, of all horrors, fell in love with her and wanted to run off. He broke Lexi down, broke her heart, and for what? That bimbo, in the end, dumped him, found a boy her own age. Now, Lexi was in their house, he was in an apartment, lonely, shelling out alimony. And Lexi was a knockout. Truly stunning. Long and tanned, blonde, big blue eyes and a killer smile. Fucking tragic. Lexi, despite her assets, was still reeling, still hurting from it all.

“Lex, honey, I’m going to buy you lunch today,” she said, feeling warm for her, her heart going out to her.

  *

They came out of the shower, two thirty-five year old tigers that turned heads of men and women of any age. They were both fit and thin, manicured and pedicured, waxed and saloned. Two hot women you need a million in the bank if you were going to even talk to them.

Lexi said, “Wait, Court, I changed my mindâ€””

“Changed your mind?”

“Let’s get sushi, okay?”

“You sure?” Nobu had been her ‘anniversary’ restaurant. The place where she and Eric would celebrate their favorite milestones.

“Court, Iâ€™m ready, okay?”

She touched Lex’s arm and gave her a sympathetic but supportive face. Sure it was just dumb lunch but this would be big for her friend. A step in the right directionâ€”towards getting herself back out there and moving on with her life.

They stopped at their lockers, both with white gym towels wrapped around them, held in place under their arms.

“He’s been texting me you know?” she said as she slid her panties up her legs and put them in place under her towel.

“Eric? Oh, that’s not good, Lex.”

“I know, I don’t respond. Sometimes, I don’t even read them.”

Court took her phone out of her locker. It was laying face up on a white towel on the top shelf and she saw that it had been lit up with a new message but had gone now to black. She woke it up. One message. From Finch.

Finch: Thinking…

Thinking what? Thinking of her? Thinking of something dirty they could do? Or, shit, thinking this wasn’t working out? Her hands shouldn’t tremble at that, but they did. The prospect of rejection. He was just some guy that she’d spent a few naked hours with and had exchanged some dumb messages back and forth. If she never saw him again why would she care? But the simple open ended eight letter text, plus ellipsis, worried her.

She got the message her body just sent her. She needed to have her husband see more and more of her together with the deadly devil named Finch. She quickly texted…

MissProust: Thinking what?

“Is it ‘sorry’ or is it get out of my house, you bitch?“â€™

Lexi said, “It’s ‘sorry.’ He’s, you know…lonely.”

“Lex,” Court warned her.

“Oh, no way. Come on, Court…”

Courtney’s phone buzzed and she grabbed it with both hands. An answer from Finch…

Finch: of our next time together

Okay. She texted back…

MissProust: me too. What about it?

Finch: something raunchier next time

MissProust: Raunchier! I had to skip SoulCycle because I was too tender

Finch: where are you now?

MissProust: locker room at the pool

Finch: surrounded by naked women?

MissProust: you’d love it ha ha

Finch: maybe if they all watched us. I did something like that once…

Whew. That was a sexy thought.

MissProust: that’s hot

Finch: I want something from you

Lexi said, “He’s made his situation. Not me. He had everything.”

Courtney said over her shoulder, “He never deserved you.”

MissProust: what?

Finch: send me a picture

MissProust: I sent you pictures already

Finch: Send me one your husband has never seen.

MissProust: now?

Finch: I want to see it now

She giggled, turned her phone away as a woman headed past, towards the shower.

MissProust: I canâ€™t. I’m here with a friend. She’s watching me right now.

Finch: she won’t follow you

Miss Proust: I don’t think we should be talking like this behind Sean’s back

Finch: Behind his back? No, tell him all about it. Tell him you won’t show him the picture though. Tell him it was just for me. Don’t try to explain it. Tell him you just won’t show it to him.

MissProust: okay

Finch: Who’s your friend?

MissProust: Lexi

Finch: Say hi

MissProust: From you? No

Finch: Take a picture of her for me

MissProust: No

Finch: What does she look like?

MissProust: Sheâ€™s very beautiful.

Finch: Would she let you take a picture of her pussy?

MissProust: Ha ha. No. She wouldn’t.

Finch: You’re thinking of it now though aren’t you?

MissProust: Nope

Finch: Thinking what it would look like if she were to pull her panties aside and show you the most private thing she has.

MissProust: You’re an animal

Finch: Would she be bashful or bold?

She snickered. Lexi said, “What are you laughing about? Who are you texting?”

“Nothing, nothing. It’s just Sean.” She looked her friend up and down still smiling. Lexi smiled too, her face pursed into a whimsical frown. Assuming, probably, she and leg-bruising Sean were up to some dirty talk. Lexi brushed her hair, her legs below her towel were tanned and shining, muscular and shapely, her feet pressed together on the tile floor. Courtney considered it for a moment like it were a real question.

MissProust: Bashful

Finch: Bashful is more sexy isnâ€™t it?

MissProust: You’re terrible. Don’t you think I’m sexy? Cause I think I would be bold if she asked me

Finch: Bashful is more sexy to us. We’re predators. We’re bold, we find bashful sexy because we take it from our prey

MissProust: we are naughty

Finch: Send me your picture.

MissProust: She saw the bruises you left on my thighs you bad boy

Finch: Did you tell her it was from your boyfriend?

MissProust: ha ha No way. Boyfriend?

Finch: Iâ€™m waiting for that picture

Lexi was practically dressed now, maybe getting a little irritated with her rude friend sitting hunched in a towel over her phone texting away like a teenager. She was standing in her tights and a bra, her smile looking a little tested.

“Sorry, Lexi, baby, two minutes, I just have to go tinkle.” She got up and made her way back to the bathrooms, her phone in her hand.

Lexi said, “Hurry up, okay, you’ve got me hungry now,” her smile was back, genuine.

“Do I?” Courtney laughed.

“Go on to the bathroom. With your phone. Take a picture of your pussy or whatever he wants,” she said, a sly smile on her face.

“Lexi,” Courtney chastised her, bit her lip, then headed into the bathroom. God, was she that obvious?




Chapter 10

Sean was crossing the studio in a golf cart on his way to a meeting with Bud Eisenstein and some of the other seniors when he passed a woman on the lot whose legs made his head snap right around. Courtney. Wow, she could still turn his head like that. He’d just passed Jennifer Lawrence. Nice girl, but she didn’t stop his heart like his own wife did.

He stopped the cart and turned in his seat.

“Courtney?”

She stood on the cracked sun baked studio asphalt in the middle of bustling carpenters and grips, and food service and celebrities… She turned and looked at him slyly over her shoulder. She was wearing a short steely-blue lace trapeze dress. He’d bought it for her in Paris, Chanel, when they were there in the winter. Light and loose, its frilly tiers danced in the slight breeze. Formless and shapeless, it showed her slender frame but hid its detail. Gave all the stage to the star of the show: her long oiled legs, bare and gleaming almost up to her pussy, her calves flexing, her toes pointed into a pair of black gingham Diane von Furstenburg Vera heels, two thin leather straps crossed and buckled around her slender ankle.

She turned then, crossed to him, her legs graceful and strong, white sunlight zipping up the fronts as he watched her purposefully sultry gait. He kissed her when she reached him, his heart rate was up.

“Court, what are you doing here?”

“I don’t know… I just wanted to see you.”

“What is it?”

She smiled, looked down at her toes peeking out the front of her expensive heels. She kicked a rock.

“Oh, Court.”

“What? Ha ha…” She broke into a laugh and it was light and girlish and so familiar to him. Now suddenly though sounding so dirty. They’d been married now for twelve years and he ached to fuck her more right now than when they were dating and he didn’t even know how sweet and tight her perfect pussy was but was dying to find out. She was the sexiest woman he could ever know.

“You devil,” he said.

She smiled and looked up at him through her eyebrows. Her smile always broke him. Brought back to him their sweet courtship, their picture perfect wedding, all the successes they’d won together all the storms they’d weathered. That smile had been his life preserver in some of the most trying times. He would have lost it all if she wasn’t there for him. Telling him she’d always love him, never giving up hope, holding him when he needed it. And having the grace to never let that smile leave her face even when they thought they might go belly up and live with his parents back in Long Island.

“Iâ€™m on my way to a meeting, Court.”

“Oh, sorry, I can wait in yourâ€””

“Hop in, we’ll have to be fast.”

  *

“Careful, Sean, oh…”

“Are you still sore?”

“A little. Go easy on me, baby.”

Sean slid himself inside her, his cock felt hot to the touch and he was hard as steel. She had both hands wrapped around the metal ribbed edge of a robot’s thumb, attached to a jagged hand the size of a Cadillac. The man she’d fallen in love with when she was just a Hoosier freshman felt so amazing sliding into her tight tender canal she rolled her eyes up to the dark steel warehouse ceiling of Studio Building 4A. They were filming the sequel to War Bots in here and her dashing husband was going to fuck her while she braced herself against the giant severed hand of Positron Rex the leader of the mechanized robot war clan, The Galactus Legion. Real Roman flare for an alien race.

This was Sean’s sequel in many ways. On the business end at least. He ran out front and hit block for the producers. Sean was the most driven and smartest, craftiest man she’d ever met. And right now she needed every inch he had deep inside her.

“Deeper, Sean.”

“You’re okay?” he gasped in her ear.

She nodded. He hurt a little but she knew once they started their passion would wash it all away.

They were in the dark, both of them facing the wide bay door that opened onto the bustling and sunlit studio lot beyond. People passed by the open door in a steady busy stream.

Sean was behind her, her dress pulled up to her waist bunched up in Seanâ€™s grip. She’d come prepared, taken her panties off and left them in the Range Rover. It was a tense, tenuous strut through the studio with that breeze playing at the hem of her dress. One sudden waft could have flashed her waxed pussy to one of those carpenters. Given one of those union men a thrill to remember. Her too, probably.

Sean was slow and careful, sliding himself slowly in and out of her. She was so wet that he had a thrilling, joyful pace going in just a few strokes.

“Oh, that’s it, Sean,” she cooed.

“What’s got into… you today?” he said, clamping her waist and thrusting himself into her.

“I just needed you… ah, Sean…”

“Thinking of our wicked little night out?”

“Ah… oh, yes… yes, I was.”

“You were such a naughty girl, weren’t you?” He said, letting himself sink deep into her hole.

“Mmf, I’m… so bad Sean.” Her feet scratched in the imitation Manhattan rubble. She spread her legs a little wider for her husband, kicked a bent street sign out of her way.

Sean grunted, “Were you thinking of that man?”

“I was.”

“Thinking of how good he fucked you?”

“I’ve been texting him.”

He chuckled in her ear. “Oh, Court, you’re gonna make me fucking crazy.”

“You need to claim me baby… prove to me you own me.”

“Am I in danger, Court?”

“Maybe? Ooh… oh… he does… have a… great cock,” she laughed.

“Is my dick not good enough for you now?”

“You’ve got a great dick… I love this dick.”

“Did you like Finch’s cock?”

“Yes,” she sighed as he plunged himself deeply into her, showing her he wasn’t half bad either. Sean wasn’t small.

“Did you like it better?”

“It’s just different. I like you better. His cock is nice. It’s really big.”

“Does it feel good?”

She didn’t answer on purpose. Let him wonder, let him think she was afraid of her own feelings about another man’s sex organ.

“Court?”

She said, “It does feel really good.” It did too.

“That’s hot.”

“Don’t think about his dick, Sean. Think about me.”

“I do Court. You’re the hottest thing I could imagine…you, ah…you know how good you look?”

“Mm, tell me.”

“Baby, your body is perfect. Fucking perfect.”

“Was it hot watching me take that man?”

“I told you… what it did to me.”

“Tell me again… ah… I want to hear it.”

He gasped, “Baby, your legs… they’re so long and strong… watching them bend up and open and I knew he had that big thing inside you… your perfect face, your open mouth when he had you feeling so good…”

“How was my… ah-ass?”

He slapped her ass hard and she yelped and laughed. He slapped it again harder.

“Oh, fuck me harder Sean.”

  *

Sean slid his hands up his wife’s body, felt her warm and taut under his touch. He went higher, pushing up the 7,000 Euro dress he’d bought her that sunny French afternoon. Her hard back was revealed to him. Her bronzed flesh, her rippling muscles under her pampered and oiled skin. His cock was inside that beautiful body and her pink membranes were wriggling and squirming on his throbbing hard erection. His hands climbed even higher, exposed more of that anatomical treasure to him. His hands brushed her soft breasts, jiggling against them with his hard thrusts. She was bare.

“Jesus, Court, you’re not even wearing a bra.”

She laughed as he fucked her, his hands squeezing her breasts hard.

“You came here and walked through the lot and the only thing you had on is this tiny dress?” Her nipples were bunched into tight swollen buds. His fingers worked them, felt their wonderful hardened flesh feel under his soft fingertips.

“I’m so fucking… horny,” she gasped.

“You’re a horny little slut aren’t you?”

“Ah… ha, I am.”

“You a cock hungry little whore?”

“Ooh, I am, aren’t I?”

“What else has my little slut been up to today?” he grunted into her neck.

“I took a picture for him.”

“For Finch?” he growled.

“Ah… uh-huh,” she answered with a gasp and a bright chuckle.

“Show me.”

“No, ah, it was just for him.”

“Oh, you’re a bad girl,” he said, and he slapped her haunch hard with a big open palm.

“Ow!” she burst out.

“Was your picture dirty?”

“Ah, mm, I put my fingers… in my pussy for him.”

He groaned at the thought. Pictured her doing it. Her and her male-model exchanging pictures over their phones in the middle of the day while he was at work. “Ah, that was your picture?” “Uh-huh… ah…”

His hand slid down her tight hard front and he grabbed her pussy hard, pinched the flesh that was pushed apart by his deep intrusion. “How many fingers did this whore pussy take?” “Uh… ah… th-three.”

He pounded her hard and deep as he could go, until his pubic bones were grinding her flesh. “You put three fingers in my tight little pussy for another man?”

“I did.”

“Show me!”

“No. That was for him,” she laughed. He could see that wonderful smile on her ecstatic profile.

“Ho-oh, oh, you little slut.” He grabbed her bun and yanked her head back hard by her hair.

“Ow, oh!” She cried and her hand grabbed his wrist.

“But that’s my pussy,” he hissed into her ear.

“It is yours… ah… it’s all yours, baby…”

“Ah fuck Court, I wanna rip your throat out with my teeth right now like a fucking vampire.”

“Do it, fucking… ah, do it!”

He bit her neck. Bit her hard. Harder than he should have but it felt so fucking good. She didn’t fight him. She came. She clamped hard on his cock, squeezed it with every bit of force her incredibly strong pussy had and her face clenched up tight and pained. She croaked. He let his bite go, let her ride out this orgasm while he watched her beautiful face succumb to ecstasy.

That face drew it out of him. Her strong tight pussy pulled semen out of him like it was through a straw. He didn’t move. He watched her face as she came, felt her clamping and milking his cock with her insides. His eyes went wide, his eyebrows went high. He could feel the semen being pulled from him, drawn up inside her body by her incredible suction. She conjured an orgasm from him. He exploded suddenly inside her. She felt his hot wet burst and she thrust her ass onto him, drove his cock into her pussy.

“Oh, Sean!”

He dug in deep and flexed. Launched what he had inside this being he loved so completely. “Oh, shit, oh baby!” He thrust and thrust, spewed his come inside his wife and clenched his eyes. He collapsed against her back. “Oh, fuck, oh Court…”

She climbed away from him. She put a knee up on Positron Rexâ€™s big hand and she crawled up into the centre of his mechanical palm on all fours. Her pussy was thrust at him. Still wrenched open from his fucking, beaded white with his discharge. It oozed out of her and dripped on the disembodied hand of the insane Galactic Warlord. Her thighs glistened. She looked over her shoulder and she wagged her hips seductively.

She said, “Fuck me like a dog, Sean, fuck me like I’m your bitch.”

He stood panting and heaving on the mock asphalt of a destroyed urban centre. He looked between his legs. His cock was hard and thrust out straight from his suit fly. He glistened and dripped from their orgasm. But he was ready. Really ready.

He climbed up on the hand and got on his knees behind her, and she moaned in anticipation. Moaned like a breeding bitch who wanted it.

He growled, “Ah, you fucking whore bitch, take my cock.” He shoved himself easily into her hungry pussy and gave her everything.

She cried, “Ah, Sean, fuck me…”

“Take that cock…”

She cried, “Make me come again, baby, make me come…”

He felt it building again. In her and in him. He squeezed her. Her ass was round and hard just showing the slightest jiggle as he pumped his rock hard cock into her desperately. He squeezed her tiny waist, felt her firm flesh, her hard muscle. She was so fucking incredible.

  *

Sean put his arm around her middle and nuzzled his nose into his wifeâ€™s hair. It had been pulled from its bun, tangled up around her thin neck and over his face and chest. She smelled like coconut and something very sweet and tropical. He breathed her in deep. They were both spent, laying sleepy and sweaty, spooning together in the giant robot palm. He took her hand and ran his fingers in between hers, squeezed her and felt her huge diamond stabbing his palm.

She said, “Sean, why did they make this huge hand? I thought everything was digital?”

“Mostly. There’s a big scene takes place on this. It’s a rough construct. They’ll enhance it in post. Paint it up.”

“It was pretty stable.”

He said, “It took a good fucking, didn’t it? This is probably the most expensive thing we’ve ever fucked on.”

He made her laugh and he hugged her, pressing his hand holding hers over her heart.

“I guess you’re going to miss that meeting,” she laughed.

“I’ll tell Bud I was fucking youâ€”he’ll be fine with that.”

“He does have a crush on me, doesn’t he?”

“He fucking loves you, Court.”

“Maybe I’ll fuck him.”

He smiled, said, “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Iâ€™m kidding. He’s, like, seventy.”

“He’d get it up for you.”

She said, “He’s still seventy.”

“His wife’s your age, you know.”

“Well, good for her. Bud’s powerful but you are too. Look what I’ve got for myself. A handsome young man I love, he packs a nice cock, it’s, like, always hard, he’s handsome, charmingâ€””

“Don’t forget my muscles, babe.”

“Really, Sean?”

“I’ve been working out. Not like you, but…”

She continued, “We have a wonderful daughterâ€””

“He lets you fuck male models.”

“He lets me fuck male models,” she repeated, laughing, squeezing his fingers with her own.

He kissed her behind her ear. “Reallyâ€”I want to watch you again.”

“With who?”

“Anyone. I want to watch you, I don’t care who. I fucking love you.”

She rubbed their hands over her heart. She said, “I want him again.”

He felt a provocative little stab, like a needle prick, into his heart. It felt for a moment like it had stopped beating. Then, it started thudding. His dirty wife. She was wanting it. The fact that she had a preference, a desire, for one particular man made his pulse race. “Tell me.”

“I want you to watch me fuck him again. Fuck me with his big cock.”

“He’s the one?”

“Oh, baby, he’s the one.”

He said, “Who would have thought fucking other men would be so fucking good for us?”

She pulled their hands up so she could kiss his wedding ring.

He pulled her hand away and brought it down to her hip.

“What are you doing?” she asked him.

“Give me your hand.”

He took her hand over the crest of her hip. She was snickering already. He dropped it off between his legs and she wrapped her fingers around it. Showing off for his hot wife. Showing her how hard he was again already.

“You fucking stud,” she sighed over her shoulder to him. He kissed her ear, nibbled on her lobe.

“Spread your cheeks, Court,” he gently whispered.

She pulled up the bottom of her dress, grabbed her rump, and she pulled herself wide apart. She said, “What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to fuck your tight little asshole right here in this robot hand.”

“Ah, oh fuck Sean. That’s your asshole, baby. You own that asshole.”

He slipped his tip along the crease of her ass, found her hot hole and he plunged it all the way up inside her with one quick stroke and it made her cry out into the big dark space. “It is… it is mine, I fucking own it.”

His hand explored her while he fucked her. He felt her tight belly, the swell of her hip, he slid down between her legs and pinched her swollen clit and tweaked it, determined he would send her home today with three satisfying orgasms and a throbbing pussy. Watching her fuck Finch brought out the man in him. The man in him was a beast. A competitive A-type stick of dynamite that you wouldn’t want to fuck with.

Seeing her with another man made him roar with pride and then reel with jealousy. But he loved the click-click it gave the tinder in his insides, made his cock want to breathe fucking fire for her.




Chapter 11

Becky Castro had her AMG Mercedes GLS for three weeks now. It was turning out to be way too much vehicle. But she still loved it. Got the V8 bi-turbo in diamond metallic white. She had a heavy foot and this thing was going to get her in trouble. She roared up LĂ¡tigo Canyon Road doing seventy-five because she was bursting to pee. It felt like thirty-five.

It made some of the people at work a little jealous, sure. But she had money, she was going to spend a little. They all said, Why you even working? Her car was nicer than the doctors she worked for. Her home was nicer too. She married a tech investor, so what?

What was she going to do, hang out with those dumbass socialite wives who did nothing all day? No thanks. She wouldn’t fit in with any of them. They’d kick her out of their sewing circle in about twenty minutes if she didn’t knock one of them out before that.

She went to college, paid for it herself, waitressing, plus, then, medical technician school. Steve was at work all day anyway, she was just going to work. She liked her independence. She wasn’t going to sit by the pool all day. Those days would come soon, she was sure. For now, she was going to work.

She pulled into their side road and raced to the steel and timber archway, charged up their driveway pinging gravel in her wheel wells, and twisted around their circular drive. Their house was a tall custom-built Asian inspired Craftsman. Exactly the way she wanted itâ€”making the red-faced yelling matches with contractors worth it. She wanted this mud room right where it was. It was a long drive from Santa Monica up to Malibu. Last thing you’d need was obstacles and stairs and doors to find relief after a long drive. She had a pea bladder. She grabbed her bag of groceries and ran under the shade of the palm trees and into the house, straight through the mudroom entrance, skipping along in her pale blue scrubs with her thighs clamped shut.

“Shitshitshit,” she hissed as she threw her shopping bag onto the laundry table and threw herself into the dark brown Mexican tile bathroom. She ripped her pants down, relieved herself in a torrential hissing cascade, and sighed audibly with relief.

When she was out in their laundry room she slipped her shirt off and threw it in the hamper. Then another loud sigh when she unclasped her bra and her big heavy breasts collapsed.

“Oh thank God,” she whispered. She wrapped her arms around herself and scratched at the painful lines the bra had left along her sides. “Ow, shit,” she hissed.

Her scrub pants were untied and slipped off, thrown into the hamper as well, then she slid her panties off too. She checked to see how the laundry was folded. Steve had the wicker hampers up on the mahogany folding table and she filed through her things, made sure they were all fresh smelling and crisply tucked in there. It looked good. She didn’t like that the dryer was still on though. She bent and peered into the Neptune and saw a few things she might like to have seen already tucked into the hamper.

“Tsk, tsk, Stevey,” she said.

She snatched her shopping bag and headed through to the kitchen. She opened the bag from Whole Foods and pulled out one of the lemons from Africa. She cut it into slices with her favorite Henkel knife, opened a Fever Tree and got her gin out of the freezer. She poured the gin, then some tonic, stirred lightly so she wouldn’t bruise it, then dropped ice in from the Frigidaire. Popped her lemon into the glass and walked naked into the tall post and polished beam living room that looked out over the scrubby canyon and the ocean in the distance. She put her drink down on the coffee table and plopped her soft butt into the top grain leather. “Oh, good Lord,” she gasped. She put her feet up on the table and laid her head back on the couch and looked out at the wonderful sunny vista.

Where the fuck was he?

“Steve!” she yelled up into the high ceiling. “Steve, I’m home!”

His head popped over the railing of the balcony fifteen feet over her head. “Becky?”

“Who else, Steve?” she said as he came quick stepping down the steel steps to her left, underneath her eight foot wide Terry Rodgers original that she cherished.

“Sorry, Becky, I didn’t hear you come home. I was changing the sheets.”

“On my bed?”

“Yes, Becky.” He crossed the stone floor and stood at her feet.

“Really? That’s a good man, thank you.”

“Is he coming?”

“Mm-hmm,” she took a sip of her icy gin and tonic. “Saturday morning, 10 A.M. Did you clean the pool? I might want to fuck him outside.”

“The pool guys were here this morning.”

She narrowed her eyes, watched him standing there. He looked good in his t-shirt and khaki shorts. Distinguished and comfortable. “Okay,” she murmured.

He hovered over her, looking at her bare body, scratching his forearm nervously. She looked down her own body, her legs crossed and up on the table, her breasts spilling off her chest.

She said, “Don’t look at me. I didn’t say you could look at me.”

“Please, Becky.”

“You can look at me only while you rub my feet.”

“Really?” His face brightened.

She uncrossed her legs and shook her feet on the table, wagged them. “Get rubbing,” she said.

Steve pulled a leather ottoman over next to the table and he sat next to her feet. He took one of her little size sixes up eagerly and he started kneading the soles. He was very good at foot rubs. “That’s a good boy,” she told him. She lay her head back again and closed her eyes, let her cold glass sit on her soft belly and enjoyed its icy feel. The condensation ran down the glass and dripped down her flesh. She let her legs come apart. Exposed her mound to her husband. Let him get a good look at what he was missing while her eyes were closed.

He rubbed one foot then the other, going over them very thoroughly. She finished her drink and at one point she drifted right off and fell asleep. Woke with a shock and felt groggy and disconcerted.

She watched Steve rubbing. He would go all night, right past dawn if she didn’t stop him. He was sweating, frowning.

“What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing, Becky.”

She said sternly, “Steve. Let me see it.”

He kept rubbing.

“Steve!” she demanded.

He stopped and he put her feet gently down on the ottoman and he stood up for her. He unbuttoned his pants, did his zip down and let his shorts fall to the floor.

She leaned forward, put her empty wet glass on the table. She inspected him. His penis was testing the confines of his stainless steel chastity cage. His flesh was pushing against the thick wires. The cage held his little penis, attached to a hinge that held a metal loop that circled his balls. It was impossible to get an erection.

“Stevey, Stevey,” she chided, “no more foot rubs for you tonight.”

“No, Becky, pleaseâ€””

“Steve, I see it dripping. You were having too much fun with my feet.”

He nodded and lowered his head. She could see his little package lifting and dropping. He was flexing it or doing kegels or something. “Hey, hey, stop it. Look at me. Don’t do that. I’m serious.” She held his gaze sternly and wagged her index finger, pointing it at him angrily.

“Sorry, Becky.”

She lifted the nose of his little dick with the knuckle of her index finger. Held it up against his body and exposed his scrotum. She raised her other open hand and poised it, let him anticipate, then she gave his little balls a firm spank. He grunted and bucked. “These aren’t going to burst on me are they?” she asked him.

“No, Becky.”

She said, “It’s been so long now, hasn’t it?”

He nodded.

“Tell me. In days.”

She smiled as he struggled to think. He had to get the number right or who knows how mad she might be. How she would discipline him next. “A hundred…and sixty-four.”

“That’s right,” she said. “And how many hours is that Mr. Comptroller?”

He thought a moment, said, “Three thousand…nine hundred…thirty-six.”

She laughed, said, “Iâ€™ll have to take your word for it, won’t I?” She sat back in the chair and she let her bare foot come up and she tapped his cage, knocked it around lightly with the tips of her toes. She kept the small silver key to its lock on a delicate chain around her ankle. “Look at that pathetic package jiggle,” she said. Her toes scrunched on his tightened and taut scrotum. “A hundred and sixty-four days without an orgasm. No coming for these disgusting little balls.”

She put her foot down on the floor and let her legs fall open. “You know he’s going to fuck me so good Saturday.” Her hand drifted down between her legs and she stroked herself gently with the backs of her fingers over top of her sex. “My little pussy is so aching for him.”




Chapter 12

Suzie Kauffmann was walking him through the gallery showing him how they were going to use the space when he delivered the next series of ‘Blocks’ at the middle of the following month.

“So, what do you think?” she said. Suzie was fifty-something, dressed all in black, form-fitting but writhed with bulky hunks of fabric and slim leather buckles. Yohji Yamamoto. Her glasses were black, glossy and heavy.

He took a look around the huge space and pictured it like she told him. He would change a few things. He’d like some of the bigger work on the eastern wall where their palette suited the light that came in from the high skylight arcade. Wouldn’t bother with it now. Do it on the day the work arrives. She would see what he meant and she would agree then.

“It’s perfect, Suzie.”

Bronk-Kauffmann was an interconnected series of old L.A. buildings and a massive flour mill that were completely redesigned by Adelaide & Silverstein, turning them into wide gallery spaces and open garden areas, and brought the whole block into one single complex. She was giving him the Arcade for the next show. It showed tremendous respect and would be an obvious investment on Suzie’s part. An investment in her reputation. The Kauffmanns were worth probably two billion. This was how she spent her money. Supporting the arts. Noble, but ultimately he knew she was her dream. A boy she could nurture, who had talent and looks that could kill. She’d probably waited a long time for an artist like him. He could always feel her excitement when he was around. She adored showing him off to her friends.

He held her hand and kissed her cheek. She said, “How is the series coming?”

He thought a moment. He looked across the creamy, amber-lit and halogen-spotted space. The work on the walls now was bright and energetic, tropical but sanguinary. Guerrilla warfare in an exotic Matisse fever-dream. It was bold and wonderful but obviously un-American. Spanish, maybe? He said, “Troubling. But it’s very exciting. I feel like I’m getting close to an answer with it.”

“That is exciting. What will you do then?”

He led her by the hand down the marble floors headed towards the stairs up to the offices. “I don’t know. I don’t know what it is. I can’t see it. But itâ€™s coming. It’s almost here. I love it already but I couldn’t tell you anything about its nature.”

“You’re turning me on, Mr. Hawke,” she laughed and her hand squeezed his.

“Wait until you see it.”

“Coming up for a drink?” she asked at the foot of a grand stone staircase that led up to the administration.

“I’d love to, but I can’t tonight. I have a meeting with some… inspiration.”

“Some inspiration?” she smiled.

“It’s probably not what you’re thinking,” he said then bent and kissed her cheek. “Or maybe it is. Will you be here Wednesday night?”

She nodded.

“I’ll be by for that drink.”

Now she kissed his cheek and squeezed his arm when she did it.

He headed out the side Gallery doors and walked to the garden space where he’d parked his HuracĂ¡n in the covered private lot. Rain was coming down on the acrylic overhead shield held at an angle by riveted steel girders. He had a very special meeting tonight. An oddity he was compelled to explore. Amy.

  *

He told him he’d meet them at Harriet’s Diner on La Tijera Boulevard, south of Ladera Heights.

It was an old diner, built at a funny, upbeat Hollywood time. A Raygun Gothic with illuminated plastic panels and a cantilevered roof bent dynamically over a stone wall shaped like an arrow that pointed to space. A futuristic vision of the Los Angeles his dad grew up in that never really was. That promised future and the hopeless truth shaped the poetry of Ricky Hawke’s music.

The diner was empty but for two lone people sitting in a plastic booth under a dim, amber starburst chandelier. A nervous young man sitting across from a nervous young woman. Amy was tiny. She huddled on the bench with her arms wrapped around herself like she was cold. She was small but somehow gracefully formed, with long thin limbs and silky hair. Her back was slim, slender, her shoulders thin, her neck long and elegant. But she hunched. She was bent over like her chin would soon touch the table top across from her husband.

This was his first glimpse of the photographer who’d captured her frightened beauty. Her husband, the one called J J. He was small and wiry. His movements were quick and abrupt. He sat slumped across from Amy, one arm over the back of the booth, the other crumpling up the long, white paper wrapper of a straw that she’d used for her milkshake. Strawberry. Sat in front of her, bright pink and untouched, in a tall glass flute.

JJ had thick ginger hair, unkempt and curly. He was pale and freckled. Truly not what he expected. Not the kind of man he’d pictured to be with such an angel. Even if she was some hayseed coaxed up out of her drop out job at a Dairy Queen or a strip club he pictured her with a gentle-giant farm boy. Some well-intentioned mope with glasses and a big soft body that was strong and mighty underneath all his weight. JJ was surprising indeed.

Atticus sat across from the angled windows of Harriet’s in his HuracĂ¡n, watching them for a while. Watched how they interacted, how they spoke to one another. Amy was demure. They looked like they were in high school and this was an awkward second or third date. Rain pelted the window and he saw them blurry then crystal clear in the sweep of the long wiper blades. He shut the motor down. It was time to go in.

  *

JJ’s heart dropped when the doors to the diner opened and he saw a man come in out of the rain. It had to be Mister Finch. He was way more than what he thought from the pictures. Dang, this was the man who was going to fuck his Amy.

His first thought when he saw him walking the polished diner floor towards their table, confidently striding to them, was that he was gonna grab his girl’s tiny hand and march her right past this guy. Say keep your head down, girl, and brush past him like him like they weren’t the couple who was gonna do something crazy tonight. Nope, Mister Finch, we’re regular folk, your couple musta never showed up. But he froze. Curiosity got the better of that cat and he guessed it was going to get the better of him too.

“Mister Finch?” he said quietly when the man stopped at the table.

Amy’s little face darted up to him, their eyes caught and he saw his tiny sunshine blanche and she looked right back down at the table at the milkshake she couldn’t even touch cause she said she was gonna be sick.

Finch said, “I am.” He looked away from him, down to Amy, said, “Hi, Amy. Are you feeling all right?”

She had to look up now and address him. She scratched her neck kinda shy and she said, “I’m okay,” but there was no way Finch could hear her she was so quiet.

He said, “She’s okay, Mister Finch, she’s just a little nervous. Amy, sugar pop, scoot over for Mister Finch let him take a seat there, girl.”

She didn’t say a thing, just moved herself down to the end of the bench, closer to the window. She slid her milkshake over in front of her. She was nervous and all but that was a seven dollar milkshake and it was getting warm.

Finch was handsome, he knew he’d be from the pictures but in real life it was like a movie star had just walked in to talk to them. This was why they’d come to Hollywood, be with the beautiful people, maybe his girl could find a big break she was so pretty she should be in the pictures too. Ain’t no reason she couldn’t be famous, any guy’d want a chance to look at her. But his stomach clamped right up now faced with it. This tall muscular guy standing next to the love of his lifeâ€”the two of them looked right together. Much righter than him and her, his goofy freckled grin ruined every one of their wedding photos. It hurt, but some dark piece in him, something twisted and from the devil, needed to see her with a man that made her pant and moan like the girls did in those videos he watched.

Finch moved in to the spot next to her slow and smooth. He sure wished he could move like that, look like that. This cat had a style about him. Wasn’t fair was itâ€”all the inequities in the world. Him born like he was, JJ with his small body only made hard from sixty hour work weeks swinging a hammer since he was sixteen. And, less the photos he sent were fakes, he had a piece on him looked about five times the size of what the Lord gave old JJ. The thought of his baby girl seeing that thing in real live color television made him so hot and he wished it didn’t.

  *

Amy couldn’t even look at him. Atticus wanted her to open her face to him. He wanted to see her eyes on him. He wanted her to make a connection, to look up into his eyes and get a sense of how he felt about her, let his calm caring gaze soothe her. She was in a bad place. She’d folded up, closed off. She was far away from this table in her mind. Her hair covered her face, she was practically bent in two, arms sealing her off from the two of them.

This better happen. Not that he’d be mad about the wasted trip just that he wanted it. He really wanted it for some reason. He needed to comfort her.

JJ said, “Amy girl, sit up straight, honey pop, we got company.”

She did, responded to him like she had been reminded of her manners and she had a duty to be polite. They were Southerners. Trash, but had God-fearing parents that taught them about manners but not to stay in school.

And there she was. The beautiful girl from the message. Such a perfect sculpted face, so tiny and delicate she was doll-like. Her features were comically feminine, like she’d been drawn by Disney; a long perfect neck that came up straight, then the swoop of her fine jaw from where it met the hinge at the sweetest little ears he’d ever seen. Her nose was petite and turned up slightly, her brow was fine and clear, her eyes big and blue, glistening with innocence.

He didn’t know what to say. His mouth opened to speak and then closed. He held a hand out to her. Her small pouted lips kind of twisted to the side like a little girl and she held a hand out to his. He took it up, held it. It was so small and weightless. He clasped it, ran his other hand over it, looked at her slender fingers and her clean tiny nails. She blushed and her eyes turned away. It aroused him. Took him by surprise, it felt like a sudden poke in the stomach. It gave him a physical response, and he flinched. This was incredibly new. This was fascinating.

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you, Amy” he said. It was the wrong thing to say, he knew it when it came out. She recoiled. It was too strong for her. Too much. She moved back from his voice like he’d reached out and tried to put his hand down her shirt. Her hand went away and her arms went around her again.

“Nice to meet you, Mister Finch,” she said. She said it across the table, away from both of them. She didn’t turn her face away but her eyes didn’t want to land on either of them.

JJ reached out and laid his finger on the saucer that her tall milkshake was on and he pulled it over to himself. He said, “So, Mister Finch, what do we do now? Why’d you wanna meet us here at a diner?”

“I don’t like showing up at motel rooms without getting a sense of the people. Not the first time. You understand.”

“Yeah, I get it. Someone try and knock you over the head and steal your wallet?”

“No. It’s pragmatic. If we don’t like each other we can part here and it won’t be too awkward.”

“Part here?” JJ spurted. He’d sucked a load of milkshake and it was too cold for him.

Amy turned quickly and Atticus got the sense that she would love for the plug to be pulled on this awful jukebox.

JJ looked shocked, he was stumbled. “Mister, Finch I thought we were gonna… you know…”

Atticus turned to her, said, “Amy, I want you to be happy. I don’t want to be doing this if you don’t want it.”

“She does, Mister Finch, she does. She’s got cold feet is all. You shoulda seen her on her wedding day, girl was green asâ€””

“That true Amy? You’ve got cold feet?” Atticus said, lowering his head so he could catch her eye.

She nodded, almost imperceptibly. Her lower lip sucked into her mouth. No lipstick but they were small, plump and wet, the color of a sweet cherry stain. “I ain’t gonna back out, mister.” Her voice was a whisper.

“See, I told you, Mister Finch, she wants it.” He went back to the milkshake, taking it to the bottom in one long excited pull.




Chapter 13

Lord, she was more nervous than she’d ever been. She sat now on the ripped vinyl bench of their old Ford F-150 driving through the rain in a city she just knew she’d never get used to. Her stomach had tightened into a knot and she swore she was gonna have a heart attack. She took a glance over at JJ. He looked pleased as punch but she could see a tension in him too. This tonight was something a married woman shouldn’t ought to ever do. Even if her husband wanted her to do it and he was gonna sit and watch. This wasn’t what she thought married people should ever, ever do. Why would you ever get married if you wanted that? Course one of her sisters did it. Cheated though, some man at a bar when she’d drank too much out with her girls. Her husband did not like it in the least. Split her lip good and she needed it. They were still together even today, weren’t they? Had another baby too. They survived it. Survived it even though her husband had just about gone crazy. J J was gonna go crazy if she didn’t sleep with another man. J J had it all backwards, her poor little freckled man.

“You know where you’re going?” she asked him.

“Yeah, baby, he said it was on this road, we just gotta take it to Culver. He said we’d see it, couldn’t miss it. I’ll be fine I stay on this road.”

“Okay, baby,” she said, and she scooted her hand across the bench and he took it and held it and it made her smile.

She just never been with any other boy except JJ. Wasn’t even entirely that she was married that made her nervous. She’d never touched another man ever. She’d kissed some and had a few of them put a hand up her t-shirt, but nothing more than that. She was a virgin on their wedding night just like how she always wanted it to be. Why on earth would her sweet boy want this? Not just wantâ€”he needed it.

JJ hit his signal and started to slow and she looked out through the rain, saw a motel up on the right. It looked like one of those old ones you’d see out on the Interstate except this was in the city. It had a big sign on the roof said Motel then off the front, lit up in neon, it said Full Moon Motel, and there was a cartoon moon looking down on them giving them a little wink. Like that funny moon knew what they were gonna get up to tonight. She shivered, turned up the heat to get herself a good blast before she had to get out in that cold rain again.

JJ pulled into the parking lot. The motel was on a corner and it had a little two foot wall that blocked it off from the road. Place was a two-story with funny foreign looking metal balconies. All the spots were full but for one next to a little sports car.

“You still sure about this, JJ?”

“Sugar-pop, don’t start, come on nowâ€””

“I know, I know,” she said, letting it trail off quiet.

“Baby, we want this, don’t get me so close then tell meâ€””

“JJ, I ain’t backing out. This is it though. It’s gonna happen and I just… I…”

He squeezed her hand, said, “Baby, it’s gonna be okay. I want this, you’re gonna like it, all right.”

“Okay. JJ, kiss me, baby.”

He leaned into her and she gave him a kiss on his firm lips.

They hopped down out of the truck and ran quick as they could to get under the cover of the second floor balconies. It was freezing in this hot city when you were wet and it was nighttime. She hopped in place and rubbed her arms, tried to chase away those shivers.

“Where is he, JJ?” It would be just about the best thing ever if this Mister Finch chickened out and didn’t show. Or got lost or got in a wreck on his way here.

The door opened on the black sports car next to their truck. It was a tiny car, low and flat, like nothing she’d ever seen before. It was Mister Finch. Gracious, he was a good looking man. He had a face like a movie star and he had muscles on muscles. It made her kind of tingle and she hated it that it did.

He closed his car up and made his way over to them. He didn’t care about the rain, that it got him all wet and made his blonde hair cling to him.

“Holy shoot, Mister Finch, that your car?” JJ said.

Mister Finch turned back and looked at it, he said, “Yes.”

JJ said, “That a Lam-bur-geeny?”

“It is.”

“Hoo-ee, that’s a half-a-million dollar car,” JJ exclaimed but she was pretty sure she didn’t hear him right.

Mister Finch said, “Not quite.”

She said, “Really? They make a car costs that much?”

“They do Amy-cakes,” JJ said, eyes wide and happy, “ain’t it a beauty?”

She nodded but she couldn’t get over a car costing as much as a farm. Just metal on rubber, what could be so special?

Mister Finch dangled a key in front of them, it winked in the light. He held the plastic fob in his hand and let the key swing like he was gonna hypnotize her. He said, “I’ve got us a room.”

Amy’s heart clenched up real tight again and she just wished she was at home. J J was ecstatic, she could see the happiness in his face and while that made her happy she wished he could face the prospect she faced now: touching another human being you never met before and hoping everything would work out the way you want it to. What if when she took her clothes off he didn’t like her body? What if he said he caught a bad smell from her? That could happen and she would be mortified. What if she tried to make his thing hard and it didn’t go up? The room would be all silent and they’d both look at her and realize how she wasn’t worth their time. Especially Mister Finch. She wasn’t married to him. Shouldn’t he be out right now with a real life movie star anyway? Someone as beautiful as him…

His nipples were hard and poking through his tight-t-shirt. She liked that, then hated that she liked it and looked away from them. He had a real nice body. Better than any guy she’d ever seen in real life that was for sure. She’d never even been this close to a man that looked this good.

“This is it, Amy baby,” her JJ said and he grabbed her hand in the cold wet night. “Room seventeen.”

  *

They got themselves in the small motel room and he shut the heavy metal door and sealed them off from the outside world. The AC was running and Atticus flicked it off. The room went dead quiet.

“Hey, where you want me Mister Finch?” JJ said.

“Just sit in the chair,” he said, pointed to a semicircular vinyl chair next to a cheap formica table under the lone window in their room. “Move it around so you’re comfortable.”

Amy stood at the foot of the bed, chewing on her lip and wringing her hands clasped out in front of her under her belly button. JJ got himself situated behind him while he regarded her. She kept her eyes down, stood quiet and shy and let his eyes touch her without protest.

JJ bounced around back there, making abrupt belching sounds on the tight, squeaky vinyl. “Okay, baby, you okay?” He asked her.

“I am, JJ,” she answered him.

“Mister Finch is gonna be real gentle. Ain’t you, Mister Finch?”

“Of course,” he said, shook it off like it was a stupid question. He stepped towards her and she shrunk before him like he was a monster. He smiled. “You are incredibly beautiful, Amy,” he said.

Her mouth twisted up in a cute way, she said, “Am I?”

“You really are something to look at. I can’t stop thinking about you since JJ sent those pictures.”

JJ interjected, “Ain’t she? Ain’t she the sweetest thing you ever saw? Don’t you think she could be a star?”

Amy said, “JJ, cut it out, now.”

She was the sweetest thing he ever saw. She was like a beautiful little songbird. So tiny and perfect. She stood frightened in front of him. Just a little girl who needed a hug from someone who loved her. Far from home, away from her family, in a big scary city that had a life she didn’t know was out there. And her JJ wanted to see her with other men. She didn’t want this but she was dutyÂbound to her husband.

“Why we come out here was for her. She just need a break is all. Somebody see her, know right away she should be on the big screen.”

“Let’s take a look at you, Amy,” Atticus said. He sat down on the bed so he wouldn’t be too frightful to her.

She went instantly bashful when his eyes fell on her. She rolled her eyes up to the smoke stained stucco ceiling, she sucked a lip right under her teeth, her hands clenched together in front of her, her little fingers writhing through one another uncomfortably. Her hair was glossy but kind of stringy, un-styled. She didn’t wear make-up. Her clothes were clearly from Wal-Mart. The back pocket of her rolled cuff jean shorts had Minnie Mouse on it. She may have bought them in the kid’s department. Her tank top was a pale green ribbed cotton. Cheap, and it didn’t cover her narrow bra straps. He worried that she didn’t have a jacket. It was cold in the rain. Her skin was wet and her nipples had pressed out the front of her shirt. She was trying to hide them by bringing her shoulders forward so her breasts wouldn’t push them against the fabric.

“He’s right, Amy. A big screen would be lucky to have you.”

Her bottom lip popped out and wobbled. Plump and wet but so small. She liked the compliment but she hated hearing it too. She looked away to the side and she put one sneakered foot over the other like a little kid. She looked at home here in this dated motel with its velour bedspread and cheap mismatching artwork. She looked like an American Apparel ad. He picked this place because he worried about how they might show up. It was good planning, looking at the two of them, the way they were dressed, their beat up pick up truck and its South Carolina plates. They wouldn’t even let these two into the Sheraton.

JJ said, “Amy, show him some more, baby.”

“Some? Ohâ€”” she flinched when she realized he meant to take her clothes off. “Oh, JJ,” she whispered to herself but she was resigned to her duty tonight. Her hands came to the front of her jeans and they clasped there, poised to unbutton. She pried a sneaker off with the toe of the other and kicked it away, then used her little toes to get the other one off. She paused, inhaled, then her button snapped as she popped it off. She didn’t need to unzip, she just shrugged them down her slim hips and they fell to the floor. She stood up straight for them both. She was just in her panties and her tank top now, looking nervous, unable to meet any of their eyes.

“That’s it, Amy,” JJ said, and he got up to stand with her. “Mister Finch, it all right if I give her a hand?”

“JJ, I can-”

Atticus shrugged, shook his head, said, “Sure.”

“All right, lemon cake, let’s show Mister Finch all you got.” He turned her to face Atticus and his hands pulled up the back of her shirt roughly. He pulled it up over her head and she put her arms up for him. He threw it to the side and she covered her breasts, still in her bra, with her hands.

“Careful, JJ,” she said. Her hair had been messed by her shirt and strands that had dried stood out from her, fuzzed, showing the light like it was a halo.

“Sorry, Amy, I just can’t wait, girl, I… I just…” He worked his hands behind her back and unclasped her bra. She held the cups against herself and JJ tugged the straps over her shoulders. She still held the bra against herself.

“Amy, girl, show him them pretty little things.”

“JJ,” she scolded him.

JJ sat back down now, but on the edge of the chair. He leaned forward earnestly and his brow looked troubled. “Ain’t she just the…” He couldn’t finish his sentence. Atticus could hear his voice struggle to stop a sob.

Atticus helped him, said, “She is. Amy you look beautiful. You can show me.”

She bit her lip again, he could see her big blue eyes glisten wetly.

“Okay,” she whispered. She let her hands down slowly, let the bra fall forward and the straps glide down her thin arms. She stood up straight as she did it, trying to present them to him. The cups came down and her firm little breasts popped out and jiggled. Her nipples were swollen and full, deep pink and a bit brown at the tips. They were small but so perfectly formed, pert and upright, full and round. The soft light from the table lamp tickled the dimpled edges, touched them in thin lines of white.

“They’re perfect,” he told her, unwillingly, his voice even surprised him.

“You sure?” she whispered. Her hands still held her bra at her waist, her eyebrows were up in the middle, her sweet face looking for assurance. “They ain’t too little?”

“Oh, my,” JJ said, he wiped his eyes with the back of his hand.

Atticus wanted to grab her up and feel her body against his. She was so fragile he was afraid he’d scare her off. She needed someone to tell her it was okay. “Amy, come here,” he said and he put a hand out to her.

She crossed a bare arm over her breasts, covered them, and took his hand in her other. He brought her in between his legs. He felt her resistance, like the gentle push of magnetic opposite.

“Amy, I really like them. I think they’re pretty special.”

She twisted her mouth around. Her brow eased. She said, “Thank you.”

He turned his face up to hers now that he had her gaze, he smiled for her, said, “Everything you’ve got is just right.”

She put her hand up and tugged on her earlobe nervously. Atticus put his hand on the small of her bare back and she jumped. He felt her heat, felt her little muscles back there trembling. There was that lip gone again, sucked into her mouth.

His hands moved, he couldn’t help himself. He slipped one down her back into her panties and hooked a finger from the other into the front of them. He pulled them down smoothly. She let him, watched him do it.

He peeled them down and watched her pussy reveal itself. He couldn’t wait to see what she looked like between her legs. Was she so perfect and daintily formed down there too? Her pale pink panties went down, her fuzzy little patch showing itself. He smelled her warm girl smell. She was fighting this, her brain was telling her it was wrong but he could smell that there was a part of her aroused by it all. He had her insides sweating.

She sucked her own lips so hard she made a quiet sound like air squeaking out of a balloon. She stopped herself. He looked up and she’d pulled her whole mouth in past her teeth. He put his face forward and softly kissed her warm tummy.

“Oh, my word,” she whispered.

JJ said, “Turn around, Amy, show him your behind.” JJ was quieter now. Not so jumpy and garrulous. He was dimming in the brightening reality of what Atticus was about to do with his pretty young wife.

“Oh, JJ,” she whispered.

She turned around between Atticus’ legs, moving her feet around in place so he could see her bottom. Her thumbs hooked into her panties and pushed them the rest of the way down until they fell to the floor. Her ass was round and upright, two perfect full cheeks. They were firm looking, young, barely making a crease at the top of her slender thighs. She had the body of a supermodel but it was reduced, miniaturized, down to five feet tall. She had to weigh ninety pounds.

“Ain’t she… something?” JJ said quietly. He sniffed wetly.

“Amy, you’re making my heart race,” Atticus said.

She looked over her shoulder at him and it was the first time he’d seen her smile. It lit her face up, her eyes shone a laser right through him.

She said, “That the truth?” and her cute little country mouse face wanted so bad to hear him say it was.




Chapter 14

JJ had wanted this so badly. He married the prettiest girl in Jackson Pond and nobody had a chance to notice her. Amy was his little church mouse. She went to school, kept to herself and nobody paid her no mind even though she was the hottest little thing that came out of that backwater town. Amy’s sisters had no problem getting noticed. The Miller girls were all about boys and whatever went on in that little shack she grew up in they turned Amy into the opposite of them. She didn’t want no bother.

He swore he would show her the world. He swore he’d make them take notice of her. She said she didn’t want it but she just didn’t know yet cause she didn’t know all she had. She had so much.

Seeing her with this other man wasn’t easy. It hurt, but damit it hurt so good and he didn’t know why. He loved her to bits. He wanted her to get this. He wanted her to take it like he saw those girls take it on the internet. He wanted her to scream and cry and go crazy cause some guy with a big one made her feel so good. He wanted her to make those faces, make those sounds. He wanted another man to make her come. It was about her but it was a lie to say it didn’t do crazy things to him tooâ€”didn’t make his little pecker hard as a rock at just the thought. He was hard now in his pants even though his heart felt like mush in his chest like a sloppy formless cow pie.

“I love you, Amy,” he said. There it was again. His voice catching in his throat, trying to stop itself from turning into a cry. Why did he like this if it hurt so bad?

“I love you, JJ,” she said. She was standing between Mister Finch’s legs, bare as could be, looking so tiny next to him. She was looking over her shoulder at this other man, being bashful and sweet. She wasn’t one of those dirty girls, why’d he want her to be one?

Mister Finch put a hand on her back. It stabbed him in the chest. He moved it around her, feeling what she felt like, feeling how good she felt. His hand dipped down and cradled her bottom. His big hand crossed both her cheeks she was so little.

“Take his shirt off, lollipop,” he murmured, His eyes went blurry again from tears, he wiped them away and shook his head. His little Amy did it. Turned around and reached around this big man and pulled his shirt up over his head. She struggled with it, her wiry arms pulling it over his shoulders and peeling it down his pumped up biceps.

“What do you think of that, Amy?” he said. Mister Finch looked up at her, watched her as she took him in. He was all muscles. Big round shoulders, big arms, he	had those pecs that made a

crease in the middle, and abs, like a six-pack, that made girls go crazy. Amy looked him over. She didn’t say anything, she just nodded. Her hand went on to his shoulder and she squeezed it like she was buying fruit.

“He’s pretty hot, huh, baby?” he said. Like he was complicit in this. He had arranged to give her this gift though, he got this for her.

She just nodded more. She turned to him, her face had got all worried again. She said quietly, “What do I do?”

  *

Amy wanted to burst out laughing she was so nervous. JJ asking her what she thought of this man’s bodyâ€”look at it, JJ, what do you think I think? She felt suddenly giddy. She fought it, didn’t want JJ to see her get all girly over how hot this man was. She didn’t want to hurt him.

She lost it, bust out a giggle and clamped her hands over her mouth. Real smooth, Amy, dangit.

“I’m sorry, JJ,” she said.

“You know what to do, Amy,” he said. His face was a little too serious.

“Okay, baby,” she said.

But she didn’t know what to do. Shouldn’t Mister Finch do it? Do it to her? He was just sitting there like he didn’t want to scare her but she didn’t know what he wanted.

“Can…can I feel his body, JJ?” she said.

“Course you can, Amy, go on.”

Mister Finch told her, “Please, go ahead.”

He leaned back a bit, put his arms out behind him to hold himself up. She straddled his thigh, put a knee up on the bed, and let her hands touch him. She went over his shoulders, those round muscles where his neck ended, then across his chest. He was hard but his skin was smooth and soft.

“Do you like my body?” he asked her.

She nodded.

He leaned farther back, exposed his stomach to her. She sucked her lip. Her hands went lower, touched him and felt him in his middle. He had muscles all over his stomach and no fat hardly at all. Touching him made her feel pretty funny. “It’s sure nice,” she whispered to him, afraid JJ might hear.

JJ said, “Open…open his pants up, baby.”

“Okay, JJ,” she said.

JJ was obsessed with other boy’s wieners. She’d seen a couple but only ever touched JJ’s. He said he wanted to see her with a man who had a big one. Mister Finch had opened his legs for her to move in and unbutton his pants. She could see he had a bulge in his jeans. It looked pretty big. JJ showed her the picture that Mister Finch sent of his thing all hard and she didn’t know what to think. It looked kinda crazy. Her hands shook as she undid his top button. He didn’t have a zip, he wasn’t going to make it easy. She undid the next button okay, then the third button she couldn’t help feeling something behind the fabric. Something big and kinda soft against her little knuckles. Oh boy, she thought, and she undid button four.

Mister Finch lifted himself off the bed and she pulled his pants down, grabbing the open waistband and tugging. She watched for it, curious. It was there, big and scary and weird, jostling and jiggling in his lap as she tugged one leg, then the other, getting his jeans down past his knees. His cock released just before that.

She got giddy again and stifled a silly laugh. Then, bashful and she looked away, not wanting him to see her face. “Oh, gracious,” she said, talking to herself.

She peeked back again. He was taking his feet out of his jeans and his giant wiener hung down, swinging against the bed, draping over the side a bunch.

“JJ!” she said to her husband, stomping her foot a little. What was that thing? What was she supposed to do with that?

“He’s got a big one, Amy. That’s for you.” His face was excited but she could see him upset. His eyes were wet and troubled in the lamp light.

“Oh, JJ,” she said and she crossed to him and she hugged her red-headed boy, held his head to her chest. His arms went around her. “JJ, you can’t want meâ€””

“Come on, sugar pop, quit stalling.” He pushed her back so he could look in her face. His hands gripped her upper arms. She looked in his eyes. He was sure. He was emotional, her poor man, but he wanted this.

She looked over her shoulder at Mister Finch sitting there on the bed looking as good as a man could look. If she was going to do this she could do it with him. But that thing between his legs?

She crossed back to Mister Finch, unsure of what to do but knowing she would go through with this.

She stood between his legs again and he touched her along her back. She put her hands on his huge shoulders, she whispered in his ear, “I don’t… have… a lot of experience.”

His hand came up and turned her chin to face him. He kissed her on her lips and she felt weak in her knees. She held her weight up by her hands. His lips were so soft, so nice. Goodness, that big thing was swinging against her knees, tapping like it wanted in.

“Come on up to the bed with me, Amy,” he said, and he scooted up on to it, moving back so his knees bent at the edge. She took a look at that thing, now lit up by the table lamp.

“What in the world?” she laughed.

“Go on, Amy,” JJ urged her. She looked back to him, made a funny face to him.

He urged her again, “Go on, girl, don’t be afraid.”

Mister Finch’s thing lay across his hip. It didn’t look nothing like JJ’s. It was fat and smooth and it got all puckered up at the tip. There wasn’t any head on it at all. Her sisters used to talk all the time about boys’ parts. This must be a horse cock. It looked kinda like a horse’s one. “Can I touch it?” she asked him.

She looked back at J J and he told her to Go on already. She got up on the bed next to him and knelt by his side. She covered up her tummy and her breasts cause he was watching her. She gave up the hand on her tummy let it go out, make its way to Mister Finch’s man-part. This would be the only other penis she’d ever touched. Golly, her heart was racing. It would be just like JJ to jump up and holler just to scare her right now. He better not, she might squeak a little fart out.

She touched it, put her fingertips on it and gave it a little squeeze. It was so big. How could one be so big? Her hand relaxed on it, she kinda gripped it and lifted it a little. She dropped it and laughed, it was like there was something inside it wriggling around and that puckered end kinda moved like it was a mouth. “Sorry,” she laughed. Here she was getting giddy again. She composed herself. It probably wasn’t polite to Mister Finch being so silly about his manhood. “Sorry,” she said it again, let him know she meant it.

JJ’s wiener wasn’t like this at all. It was way smaller, skinnier, had a head on the end of it. She picked it up again and held it. It had weight. She stroked it a little and her hand just moved the skin up and down on it. The end of it kinda lolled out of her grip. “It’s so weird,” she whispered.

“You like that, Amy?” JJ said, his voice a little constricted.

“It’s so big, JJ,” she said.

She stroked it more, getting used to the feel and watching how it moved in her hand. She felt it getting harder in her grip which was a relief. What if she didn’t turn him on? That would be so awful. Jeez it was so thick and heavy in her hand.

Mister Finch nudged her arm, wanted her to move it off her breasts. She let him under there and she got a crazy thrill when this stranger touched her nipple. That was so private and sensitive and this man wasn’t her husband. She didn’t even know him. Her heart was pounding in her chest. He sat up to her and he gave her a gentle kiss and that really filled her tummy with moths. His thing surged in her hand, just swelled up fast and hard. She couldn’t get her hand around it at all now. She broke the kiss and looked down at it. Looked at that weird tip kinda wrinkling and winking at her. It was pretty sexy actually. She liked it, really. Liked how it was big and different looking. She put her lips back to his and he kissed her passionately. It was starting to feel too good. Another man was making her feel like this. Made sense though, hot as he was. She watched her hand again, watched his stomach muscles as she stroked that thing. It was getting even bigger now. There was something in that wrinkled end like a bald head, kept peeking at her when she pushed down. She let it go.

“What’s going on here?” she said.

“What?” Mister Finch said, puzzled.

She took her finger and her thumb and she touched that wrinkly end part. She could see it now. There was a shape under there like JJ’s one, but way bigger. She pushed that skin down and it rolled and turned itself inside out and peeled over a big fat shining purple helmet.

“Oh, gravy,” she laughed, “that’s where it is. I was wondering what was…” She laughed it off, shook her head, and let her fingers touch that plump familiar looking feature.




Chapter 15

Amy played her tiny fingers over the head of his cock and JJ watched. His face was drawn and pale. She had the littlest hands. Pretty long fingers but so small and delicate. Her grip looked so diminutive on his girth. Her fingers couldn’t touch her thumb at all even if she squeezed. They were several inches apart it was so thick. She panted and made a face as she played with it, quizicle.

JJ said, “Amy… why don’t you… maybe put your mouth on it.”

“You okay, JJ?” she asked him.

He nodded but he didn’t look okay. He looked overwhelmed.

Amy turned that perfect face to him. Her blonde hair was tucked behind her tiny ears, her eyes were bright and excited. She was warming up to this. “Can I do that?” she asked him. Atticus nodded to her. She was being bold. He rewarded it with acquiescence. Let her find her way.

He watched with great anticipation. She held his thick cock in her teeny hand and she surmised him. Her eyes turned down to regard it before she put her mouth on it. He ached to feel those perfect little lips on his swollen glans.

They parted very slowly, she moved her open mouth over his fat end. She pulled his foreskin down his shaft until his head was bursting, desperate to feel her wet touch on it. He stifled an urgent need to encourage her. His fists grabbed handfuls of cheap velour bedspread.

When her lips finally slipped over his skin and he felt their cool damp touch, his head fell back and he moaned. She had the lightest but tightest touch. Her tiny mouth felt amazing. She could only get the head in. She worked it. Her tongue squishing against the tender underside of his cock. He swelled harder. Her teeth brushed his tender flesh but it felt wonderful.

He struggled to get his head up again and watch her. Her neck was long, her tendons standing out. Her hand gently stroked his shaft and her mouth was over his cock. Her eyes were closed and her eyelashes fluttered with each little suck she gave him. Her other hand slid across his thigh. She searched between his legs and found his balls. She lifted them, squeezed them gently and played with them.

“Angh,” he flinched and buckled. He could feel himself stream precum into her open mouth.

She stopped suddenly, pulled his cock out of her mouth in a messy wet web of her saliva. Her face went red and she looked like she would retch. She coughed and struggled.

“You okay, Amy?” he asked her and sat up, put a hand on her bare slim back.

She nodded, held up a little index finger for him. She covered her mouth with her other hand.

Atticus wrapped an arm around her and hugged her. It’s what he wanted to do since the moment he saw her picture. Put an arm around her and feel her against him. He inhaled, trembled at the light weight of her bare body pressed against his. His other hand held her wrist, that index finger still pointing up telling him to hold on. He looked at that hand, that wedding ring and tiny diamond. He kissed it.

“It’s okay, Amy,” he said, soothing her. “It’s okay.”

“I’m fine. I’m all right. Iâ€™m sorry. That stuff… took me by surprise.”

JJ had started to feel a little nauseous when Mister Finch took his pants off. He’d waited for this for so long, he got himself so excited, that it must have been the tension that unsettled his stomach. Used to be just the thought of Amy seeing a man who had a big one would make him hard. Sometimes when they were in bed he’d imagine her making her little sex noises with another man, a well-hung one, and it’d make him shoot it in about ten seconds.

When his Amy saw that big thing Mister Finch had for real his belly lurched. He knew it was going to be big but seeing it next to Amy, teeny as she was, it made his skin crawl and his lip sweat. He felt like he might have a fever. His thing was as big as her little forearm. And there was no turning back now. She’d seen it. She’d never erase that from her memory, no how. She knew that existed and that her husband was way, way smaller.

He watched her make him get it hard. Watched her hand struggle around that big beer can between his legs. He saw her look at it while she held it, saw her discover what a foreskin was. Saw her giggle and then run her little fingers over his big cock head. He’d ached in his pants. Got so hard he felt like a swollen knot just below his asshole. His pecker was caught up in his underwear it felt like and he was sure it was gonna rip.

It was tearing him up but still he told her, Go on and put it in your mouth. This was the stuff of fantasies and it was playing out in this sexy motel room in the big city of Los Angeles. They were so far from Jackson Pond. This was the crazy lifestyle he wanted.

His scalp tingled and he got hotter and hotter when she put her lips over that man’s penis. He could feel his armpits wet and cold. He was sweating like he had the flu. Watching her mouth slip around that cock made him dizzy. That was his little mouth that he liked to kiss. The one she said would be his forever when they stood before the judge and said their vows to one another. It was the sexiest dirtiest thing he’d ever seen. Like what he’d watch online but it was real and he knew the girl. He loved the girl with all his heart. The emotion flooded him and practically burst the walls of his bull strong heart. He loved it and hated it. He wanted to pick her up and kiss her face to bits, he wanted to hoot and holler, he wanted to punch her damn lights out, wanted to shoot a hole in both of them. But he wouldn’t do any of it. He just watched, his body still and quiet while everything inside him went off like C4.

Then, when she squeezed his balls and got a mouthful of his clear stuff and she hunched and heaved like a cat with a hairball, well, it was just too much.

  *

Amy was plum mortified.

She’d been a big girl. She’d took a big breath and put a strange man’s penis inside her mouth. She didn’t fuss, though every bit of her wanted to. But then that thingâ€”and, Lord, it was a real big thingâ€”spit up on to her tongue and she just didn’t know what to do.

She’d use her mouth on JJ, she’d had him leak in there and sometimes when he’d come she’d swallow it. She didn’t mind. That was her husband and she loved every bit of him.

A stranger’s sudden warm salty discharge made her stomach do somersaults.

Then she made a fool of herself. Coughing and retching, almost tossing her cookies. She ruined the night, she knew it. Probably offended Mister Finch.

JJ shot up out of his chair real quick and he clamped both hands over his mouth. His eyes were wide like that night he swore he saw a ghost. Then he squinted and pink foam burst out under his hand and spewed between his fingers.

“Oh, Lord, J J,” she shouted and she jumped off the bed.

But he was running. Headed for the bathroom leaving wet pink drips behind him. She followed him in, buck naked, and he was already on all fours over the toilet bowl heaving his guts out. The bathroom smelled like strawberries.

“Oh, JJ, baby, you all right?” She rubbed his back in circles.

JJ couldn’t answer. He retched another long spew into the bowl with a loud echo and splash. She kept her hand going over the boy she loved, soothing him, easing him. He coughed and spit, then moaned into the bowl. He kept whispering Sorry over and over. Her little man had nothing to be sorry about.

She told him, said, “It’s too much, JJ, ain’t your fault.”

He shook his head, said it wasn’t too much.

Then Mister Finch was behind her, she turned and then darted her head away real quick getting more than an eyeful of that wiener of his point blank. More like a sausage though, wasn’t it. Made herself giggle.

His hands went over her shoulders and she wanted to flinch but she realized he’d brought her a soft fuzzy blanket and he draped it over her shoulders. She was cold and the blanket felt so warm. She thanked him. Now, he was soothing her back.

“How is he?” he asked her.

“Iâ€™m fine, Mister Finch,” JJ said into the bowl. “Just give me a minute.”

She rubbed her JJ, turned her face to Mister Finch and she mustered a smile for him. What must he think of her and her husband? Two silly hillbillies out of South Carolina, lost in the big city. Can’t even have sex right. He smiled back to her and then he sat on the floor across from her and put his back against the open bathroom door. She took him in. He was perfect. Why would he agree to do this? Have sex with people in hotel rooms and he didn’t even know them. Shouldn’t he be on magazine covers? His face was beautiful, he had the brightest blue eyes and blonde hair, just like her. His body was so big and strong.

She mouthed to him, Sorry, and he gave her another warm smile. He looked sleepy and he let his head lean back and he looked her over. She took her hand offa JJ and closed herself up inside the pale yellow blanket he’d brought her. How many pretty girls he’d been with, he didn’t need to see her skinny little body all hunched up and wrinkled. Her hand drifted between her legs and her eyes went wide. She was soaking down there. She stroked her little parts, felt how slippery she was. Mister Finch watched her, not knowing what her hands might be doing under the blanket. He sat pretty confident with that great body of his, his legs kinda open, one knee up, and that huge pecker laying on the floor. It was all plumped up, not hard like she had it but not soft like when it came outta his pants. She tickled herself, let a finger get a little inside her. Ain’t no way that big thing was going to fit in here, was it? Was it?

J J pulled a towel down off the rack and he fell back against the wall, sat now on the floor like Mister Finch with the white towel pressed over the lower part of his face.

“How you feeling, baby?” she asked him.

He moaned then nodded.

Amy said to Mister Finch, “We’re so sorry, mister, I don’t know what you must think, weâ€””

He reached out and he put a hand over JJ’s knee, saying, “It’s okay. It’s a lot to take.”

“I don’t know how that happened,” JJ said now, bringing the towel down to his chest.

“I guess we made fools of ourselves, didn’t we?” she said, and slipped her finger out from inside herself.

“No. Don’t worry, you didnâ€™t.”

“You’re just being gracious,” JJ said, looking between his knees down to the tile floor.

“We can try again some other time, maybe?” Mister Finch said.

JJ’s face looked worried. “You’re not gonna… tonight… I…”

Mister Finch shook his head, said, “Another time.”

“Ah shoot, Mister Finch, please don’t go,” JJ said, shooting up now, his eyes were trembling. “Iâ€™m so sorry, Iâ€””

“Where are you two living?”

“Westchester,” JJ said up to the ceiling.

Amy said, “12882 Kittyhawk. We’re in a basement apartment there.”

Mister Finch squeezed JJ’s knee and he looked at him. “I promise, JJ, we’ll make it happen, all right?”

JJ nodded, let his head fall back til it hit the wall.

“All right then,” he said, and he pat JJ’s knee and stood up. He went out to the bedroom and she followed him still holding the warm blanket around her. His butt was amazing.

He got to his clothes on the floor between the bed and where JJ was sitting. She came up behind him and watched him pick his clothes up off the floor. He checked them over to see if JJ got any of his sick on his things. She watched his body move. He was pretty gorgeous wasn’t he? JJ was gonna let him make love to her. That would have been crazy. Still will be crazy.

“Do you have a phone?” he asked her.

“JJ does,” she said.

He looked over his shoulder at her. “You don’t have your own phone?”

“No, sir.”

He put a leg in his jeans and she watched his big penis flop around. Still kinda hard looking, not gone down yet.

She said, “Did you want me to use my hand on you or something?”

He stopped and it made him smile. He said, “I’d like that, Amyâ€”but the mood isn’t quite right. We’ll get another chance.” He got his other leg in and pulled the pants up and squashed his huge privates into them, buttoned himself up.

“Hey. Uh… we will see you again, right? You ain’t just being polite?”

He pulled his shirt over his head, thrust his big arms through his tight sleeves. He pulled it down those muscles at his waist and he came to her. He grabbed handfuls of her blanket and bunched them up around her neck, making her cozy. He said, “Amy, look at me,” and she did, her eyes going up to his beautiful pale blues, “I know you don’t know me, but trust me, Iâ€™m going to be good to you. You and I are going to be great friends, okay?”

She nodded. “Okay.”

“We’re going to do this. I can’t wait to do it with you, I mean it. It’s all I’ll think about until I next see you.”

“Really?”

JJ was at the bathroom door now, leaning on it, watching them. He was looking healthy again, but his face had gone sad.

Mister Finch said, “We’re going to do this however you want it.”

She looked to JJ, back to Mister Finch, and she said, “Next time maybe we won’t play so much first. Maybe we get right to it. Like we were pulling off a band-aid.”

He smiled and he hugged her to him. He felt big and strong and the blanket felt so soft. He said, “Don’t clean up in here. I’ll get the motel to do it. Take your time leaving. I got the room until tomorrow.”

“Thank you, Mister Finch,” she said into his chest.

“Just Finch. You can just call me Finch, okay?”

He held her tight and it felt nice in his arms. She could feel something from him. Something genuine. She looked up into his eyes and chewed her lip. Then he pulled her against him and kissed her until he felt her surrender and kiss him back, passion in it now that the scary part was over. He could feel himself getting hard again.

He backed out the door, seeing that look on her face. That ache, so innocent but so hungry.

  *

Two in the morning and he didn’t know how long he’d been painting. He was exhausted. Drenched in sweat. His canvas was lit up by A sunny summer Saturday morning was a beautiful time to be on the Pacific Coast Highway. Atticus was in the HuracĂ¡n doing seventy through light traffic. It took just under an hour to get out to Malibu, then Becky and Steve were about ten minutes up the canyon. He drove down their private drive and around their circular driveway with the tall yucca garden in the middle. Their place was small but impressive. Thirty-five hundred square feet on a three acre lot. Tall tan home with a slate roof and cedar beams that jutted out.

Atticus was tracking down an idea. Not blocks. Blocks were old and tired. He had a whole new canvas, twelve feet by twelve, bolted to the eastern wall, kitty to his unfinished Blocks. This linen was a playground. A place of happiness and exploration. A place for skin tones and splashes the color of engorged swollen flesh.

He’d never seen her between her legs. He liked that. He ached to look at her pussy. He ached to know its smell, ached to know its taste. He shuddered to think of the pleasure he would take plunging his size fully into her. He wanted to watch her face as she took it. He wanted to look into her eyes when she felt how a real man could feel, see the spark when she realized how much better it could be. He couldn’t wait. His anticipation was hard like a diamond, a focussed potent force. He would plant himself inside her. He would deliver her his bountiful seed and she would take it deep in her womb and let it flower. He knew given how little experience she’d had how obsessed she would become with his cock. He’d seen it before and knew she would be no different. Her husband JJ had no idea the freight train that was coming for him.




Chapter 16

A sunny summer Saturday morning was a beautiful time to be on the Pacific Coast Highway. Atticus was in the HuracĂ¡n doing seventy through light traffic. It took just under an hour to get out to Malibu, then Becky and Steve were about ten minutes up the canyon. He drove down their private drive and around their circular driveway with the tall yucca garden in the middle. Their place was small but impressive. Thirty-five hundred square feet on a three acre lot. Tall tan home with a slate roof and cedar beams that jutted out.

He went to the front door and rang the bell. There was frantic movement back there then the door was pulled open quickly. It was Steve. He said, Hi, very quietly, and held his gaze for no more than a second.

Steve Castro was the vaguely Hispanic CFO of a tech investment firm in L.A. Small penis. Lots of money. Steve had met Becky getting an ultrasound on his scrotum. He had a mass that turned out to be a hydrocele. Becky was a bossy little nurse at the clinic who had turned him on. She drove him crazy. They dated. He was thirty years older than her.

Turned out his hydrocele was from having his testicles abused by women he paid. Becky put a stop to that. She did it for him. She told Atticus she was still really hard on his little nuts but she was a nurse and she knew what she was doing. They were in love and she really cared about her man. She liked his money too, but there was lot more going on there. He filled emotional needs for her as well.

“Hey, Steve,” he said, and he let himself in, walked right past him into the foyer. Their place was open concept. Very eighties. It was bright and airy but there was a darkness here too, a certain foreboding in the dark polished accents.

“Finch?”

It was Becky. He turned and saw her at the end of the hall that led out to the pool. She stood barefoot on the stone floor in a bikini, a gin and tonic in her hand. Becky was shockingly sexy. She wasn’t fit, she didn’t dress fashionably or wear much makeup but she was all woman. She was twenty-four with a soft but beautiful face and flawless skin. Her neck was thin, she was petite but she had huge breasts, a narrow waist and a big round ass.

She put her cocktail on a side table underneath a pot with a tremendous display of fresh flowers. She skipped down the hall, her breasts swinging and bouncing. She yelled his name again with excitement. She threw her arms around him, locked her little feet around his back and grabbed his mouth with hers.

“Mm, baby, mm, you’re here!” she said around kisses. Her husband stood and watched.

Atticus shoved his hands down her bikini bottoms and grabbed handfuls of her bare ass and he kissed her back. She wiggled it for him, then jumped down and grabbed his hand and led him into the living room that looked out over the sunny canyon and the ocean. She threw herself onto the leather couch and patted the spot next to her for Atticus to come and sit on her left. She liked to use her right hand to play with his cock.

Steve followed them in and he took his place in front of them, standing with his hands clasped at the belt on his khaki shorts.

Coming to see Becky, Atticus wore just a t-shirt, Air Jordans, and sweatpants with no underwear. Becky didn’t like fuss and she didn’t like to mess around. Her hand was already tugging at his cock as she snuggled into him.

“God, I’ve missed you,” she said.

“I missed you,” he said to her and he took her sunglasses from out of her hair. She had long plain brown hair, straight, tied in a ponytail that showed off the shape of her pretty head. He kissed her again. Her hand slipped into his pants and he grunted when she squeezed his balls.

“Ooh, Steve,” she purred, “he brought his big balls with him.” Steve’s lip wrinkled and twitched. Becky laughed.

“How was he these past two weeks?” he asked her.

She took her hand out of his pants and then clasped them together in her lap and surmised her husband. She snuggled her shoulder into Atticus and he put his arm around her and let her in. “Well, he was good with his chores. Mostly.”

“Mostly?” Atticus asked.

“He got everything done but he could have organized his time better. He’s not very efficient.”

Atticus nodded. “Given his line of work…”

She agreed, “I know, you’d think he’d be more efficient by now. Well… he’s learning.”

“And his allowance?” he asked her.

“No complaints. He’s so good with money, I don’t worry about him. He didn’t even spend all I gave him.”

Atticus nodded again. “But…”

She nodded now, raised her eyebrows, “But… he’s been a little… pervy. For my liking.”

“What does he do?”

“He’s just always watching me. Looking to see me naked.”

“I think that’s natural.” He reached behind her back and he pulled her string that tied her bikini top together. Her breasts fell. She pulled it off and tossed it aside, sitting now topless.

She made a face like she smelled something bad. “He skeeves me out.”

“He just has a crush on you.”

Becky turned to him and her hand slipped into his pants again and she pulled his cock out so her husband could see it. She kissed Atticus’ ear and nibbled on his lobe. She whispered, “Is he watching?”

“He is.”

“Should we let him watch today?”

“I don’t know. What do you think?”

“Hmm.” She looked Steve up and down, frowning and twisting her mouth to the side. “I don’t think so.”

Steve slumped. His disappointment was pronounced. His shoulders visibly dropped.

She said, “No, I want some privacy today. You know what’s a good idea?”

Atticus said, “What?”

“He should wash your car while you’re fucking me.”

“It is dirty,” he said.

“Okay, sport,” she said, and she reached her foot out and poked her husband between his legs, “wash my boyfriend’s car, okay?”

“Yes, Becky,” he said.

“Hey,” she hissed, she kicked him lightly in his testicles and he grunted, bending over, “did you just give me a look?”

“N-no,” he stuttered.

She said, “I can close the window, you know. You won’t even hear us. You want to hear us, don’t you?”

“I really do, Becky,” he said, pleading.

“You sick weirdo,” she said, looking at him through narrowed eyes.

“Please, Becky, I’ll wash his car, just leave the windows open.”

“All right,” she said, she waved him off, said, “Go on. And don’t use any of that store bought shit you use on your car. That’s a special car Finch has, not some stupid Audi. Okay? A bucket of hot water,” she said, pushing a finger down with her other hand, counting items for him to remember. “An ounce of palmolive,” she continued, pushing back her second finger, “and an ounce of vegetable oil, all right?” she said, pushing down a third finger.

“Yes, Becky.”

“Repeat it.”

He said, “A bucket of hot water, an ounce of palmolive, an ounce of vegetable oil.”

Becky turned to Atticus, said, “My dad had a show car, a ‘69 Camaro he babied the shit out of.”

They watched Steve head out the front door and onto the driveway.

  *

Once her husband was outside she walked Atticus into Steve’s home office. It was on the ground floor, it opened up to a little garden off the driveway. It was decorated in a strange Baroque sort of way that didn’t fit the architecture of the house. It had tall ceilings and shelves lined with classic books and a sliding ladder on a rail you could climb to get to the top shelves. His desk was ornate and gilded in gold.

Becky turned to him and whispered, “Make sure you talk loud enough he can hear you out there.”

He nodded for her.

He kissed her neck, did it noisily and she moaned in ecstasy. His hands untied her bikini bottom and let it fall to the floor.

“Hold on,” she whispered and she snuck across the room.

She stood completely naked, one knee resting on a padded Louis XIV chair placed under the window. She watched her husband out there, smiling to herself, gently stroking her own arm. The window was already open, done in her anticipation of this. She hunched her head low a bit, watching him, hiding herself behind a rose bush that grew in the garden under the window.

“Is he doing it?” Finch asked her.

“No, not yet. He’s just walking around,” she whispered, “he’s looking up at the house.”

She clapped her hands together suddenly, very loud and sharp, getting his attention. She yelled out the window, “Hey, get going! That hose isn’t even turned on yet!” She giggled, watching, soothing her hands that stung because she’d clapped them too hard. “Look at him go,” she chuckled.

She walked to Atticus now, slowly and sensually. All her attention on her stud.

She had a beautiful body in her own way. Heavy, young, pendulous breasts that swayed while she walked, and somehow she had taut happy nipples that poked up and out like they were on smaller breasts. They weren’t fakes. One hundred percent natural and amazing. She was soft in a healthy pampered sort of way. She had confidence that would turn a man on even if she gained another thirty pounds. She cme and sat on his lap, dropped herself heavily onto him and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“You ready to fuck me?” she said, coolly, looking him in the eye. Her eyes were brown and plain, but again, she had something behind them that assured you she could rock your world.

She leaned forward and let a string of spit flow from her pouted lips and fall and drape across his cock. She reached between them and stroked him roughly. “You ready to fuck my little pussy with this big cock?”

“Mm, yes,” he grunted.

She was careless with it, jerking him hard and quick, testing the limits of his foreskin. “Yeah,” she hissed to his manhood, “look at this fucking coke can. This is my favorite cock in the world.”

She was harsh but she was wickedly sexy. She had him hard as a rock in her grip. She knew what she was doing and she knew what she wanted. She climbed up his lap, reached behind her thigh and grabbed his cock. She held it where she wanted it, nuzzled her hot centre on his tip. She was wet. She sat down on it, let it sink inside her. She cried out to the ceiling, loud and pained, playing it up for Steve. She struggled down his girth, squeaking and stretching. “Oh baby, you feel so amazing,” she yelled out, practically a growl.

She fed Atticus her soft swinging breasts, pushed the tips in his mouth, and mashed his face between them while she fucked him. She didn’t build up to it. She slid onto his shaft and then in a quick moment she was bouncing and thrusting in a frenzy. She gasped and yipped, slapped her own ass. She was sopping wet. His size made her pussy belch and crackle. Her denial of Steve’s orgasms was her own denial too. She waited for Finch. Needed it from him. Finch had asked her if she used other men, she’d said it was too hard to find men who were clean and who she could trust. Finch was her only man. She only wanted it twice a month. When she got it she was dangerous, out of control.

She slowed, sat upright still gyrating and rocking. She held his gaze and smiled. She made softer, sweeter sex noises. Her hands went up behind her head and she stretched and moaned. Her breasts swung with their movement.

“Ah, you are such a fucking stud,” she sang. Then she leaned back, farther and farther, stretching her belly out flat, her back coming to rest on his knees. He was still deep inside her. Her breasts bounced and slapped, going out and then coming together. She grabbed them and squeezed them against herself. Atticus put his hand flat on her belly. He could feel himself moving in her body under his palm the way she was stretched. She really had his cock aching. Her insides were tight and wet, he could feel his own tip grinding against the wall of her belly deep inside her pussy. She cried and bellowed, so loud, so pronounced. It was for her husband but he knew she was going to come. Her sounds, her vigor almost had him too, he struggled to focus.

“Fuck me, yeah, fuck me,” she cried, and suddenly she was pounding and writhing in his lap.

He grabbed her soft hips and he bucked into her. He gave her it all, thrusting and thrusting, watching her soft sexy body jiggle and sway. They kept at it, she had herself on edge for the longest time, crying and encouraging, hissing, and swearing. They went on and on and she rode it out, took everything he was giving her and hugged it tight, held it until she was thrown off and she hollered out into the office’s high wood beamed ceiling, “Ah, fuck, fuck, I’m, ah, coming!”

She went on longer and louder. Her pussy squeezed and clamped on him. She really was having an incredible orgasm. She milked it out, made it last, kept up her vocalizations until they subsided. They were both sweating. When she was finally done, she held her hands out for Atticus. She needed help getting up. He pulled her up to him and she kissed him. She hugged his head to her chest then, and hummed and cooed. She said, “Thank you, that was fucking fantastic.”

He ran his hands along her back.

She said, “Where are you?”

“Iâ€™m here.”

“You’re very far away, Finch.”

“I am right here.”

“You’re not falling in love with another woman are you?”

“Becky-”

“Iâ€™m teasing, Finch,” she said, smiling. “Some little filly has your heart though, doesn’t she?”

“No, not at all.”

She smiled crooked, her eyes narrowed. She started sliding herself up and down his throbbing shaft again. “You say so,” she shrugged, gave him a condescending little head shake. “Take me to the window, I want you to come inside me.”

He stood up with her clinging to him, she wrapped her legs around his hips and held his neck tightly. She smiled, and bit her lower lip. “Ooh, you’re so strong, Finch,” she cooed.

Becky was very male in her orgasms. One and done. He’d made her come and now she was satisfied. He walked her to the ornate chair by the window and he set her down and slid his cock out of her. She hissed and laughed.

“Okay,” she said, and she got up and turned around, climbed up on the chair one knee at a time. She was facing out the window, her face right at the screen. Her narrow waist flared out to her wide round rump, her pretty feet scrunched up underneath her, the toes curled and painted a glossy teal. “Fuck that hole, Finch,” she hissed out the window towards her husband.

He lined himself up, bent his knees, put his tip against her slippery stripe and he plunged himself deep. She screamed joyously out the window. He fucked her hard, made the chair shake on the stone floor. Steve was out there, they could both see him. Just twenty feet away, standing and spraying the Lamborghini with a hose, listening to everything that was happening to his wife.

Atticus grabbed handfuls of her flesh and pounded her as hard as he could. She felt amazing. She screamed out the window for her husband while she took it. Told him he was so big, she loved how thick he was. She screamed, fuck me harder, she chanted shitfuckshit, she did everything to make her husband crazy. She was out of this world dirty. He had her in a rhythm, her flesh jiggling, her ass slapping against his hard belly. Then her sweaty breasts started clapping together loudly. Hanging down and swinging and suddenly slapping and bouncing.

“Oh-hoh, ha ha,” she laughed gleefully out the window to her husband, “listen to my titties, Finch, ungh, they’re slapping, ah oh God, you’ve got me fucking bouncing.”

  *

Atticus closed his eyes and thought of Amy. What would it be like to make love to her? He wondered how she would react, how she would feel. What would her pretty face do when she felt what a man like him could do for her? He pictured that upturned nose, that sweet princess mouth open and hanging, a tiny silver thread of her spit from white tooth to pouted berry lip. His balls tightened, drew up high as his tremendous seed gathered and prepared to explode. He’d cover her face with his tremendous ropes. Or perhaps bust a huge load inside her fertile cunt, as deep as possible to increase the chance of pregnancy. Or perhaps he’d take her anal cherry. Or just take her in front of her quivering husband, make him know he’d lost her, absolutely ruin her cunt for his small cock.

“Oh, Amy,” he gasped.

Becky thrust back on him hard. They were going to break her husband’s chair. It squeaked and groaned now with their frenetic force. The arms jiggled loosely. It just had to stay together one more second. Becky was spitting and crying, saying Fuck me Finch, fuck me harder, crying high and letting it build knowing she had him ready to come now. She slapped her own ass, slapped it again and again. Her long ponytail was splayed out across her pretty back, tangled and wet from their passion.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Atticus grunted, surprising himself with his words.

He roared out as he buried himself into Becky and spewed everything he had inside her. He grabbed her wet hair and pulled her head back as he thrust and launched deeply, again and again. Becky grabbed and squeezed her breasts and she yelled, Holy shit, over and over, like a mantra, feeling him shooting strongly inside her. He slowed finally, put himself in deep again and smoothed her back. His heart was pounding in his chest. It was surprisingly intense.

“Well, that was something,” she laughed. “Careful,” she reminded him.

Her hand came up between her legs and she ran her fingers over her wet mound on either side of his wide intrusion. He drew himself out very slowly and her fingers closed up around his girth, sealing her lips shut as he pulled out.

She slapped her other hand on the glossy wooden window sill and yelled out the screen, “Hey! Fucking get in here!”

Steve dropped his sponge and headed for the front door. She looked over her shoulder at Atticus and smiled.

“You want to stay for lunch? I was going to barbecue.”

His heart was still racing and he stood and squeezed himself, backed towards the couch where he’d kicked off his shoes. “I have to get back to the city.”

She nodded. “Thanks,” she said, and she wriggled her clamped fingers still clutching her mound, showing him what she meant. “Say hi to Amy for me.”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

“Did I say her name?” He sat down on the couch to pull his Jordans on.

She smiled again, said, “Yes, you did.”

Steve came in then, walked into his office to see his pretty young wife kneeling on his antique chair with her rump up in the air and her hand clenching herself between her legs.

Becky said, “Look what he did to me, Stevey.”

Steve stood trembling. His legs were shaking. Two of her little fingers spread her sex wide for him. Atticus’ pearly seed swelled in her pink stripe. She used her muscles to squeeze it out of her, let it run. She said, “Look at the mess my bad boy made.”

Steve stumbled to the chair and kneeled behind her. He kissed the backs of her legs and she sighed, then he went up and kissed her cheeks and ran his tongue along the seam where her cheek met her thigh. He rode it to her gaping centre and put his mouth over her hot dripping sex. Atticus sat on the couch and watched, tied up his sneakers.

Steve twisted and writhed his head in his wife’s thrust out rump. He sucked and licked her, and she had her head turned watching him, grinding herself on his tongue. Her arm was reached out and she had a fistful of his thick salt and pepper hair clutched in her hand. “Clean that up,” she hissed quietly.

They were both so happy. They were his longest running couple. They’d come so far. He’d coaxed them, brought them out of their shell and allowed them to feel safe enough with each other to share with one another their warm but twisted darkness. He felt so good for them. Atticus had read an article on Steve Castro in Tech Magazine one time. It was an interview with the investment team and Steve was warm and very articulate. At work he seemed to be a gregarious, well-liked man, an important and integral part of a very successful team. At home he wanted to be someone different. But he was happy. Or at least he liked to suffer, he enjoyed it. Becky knew what she was doing. She was in complete control and somehow the whole arrangement had become safe. He wasn’t sure if it should be.

He stood up, pulled his sweats over his fading wet erection and crossed over to them.

“Bye, Becky,” he said.

She turned her face uo to his. and pouted her Iios for a kiss. He bent and gave her lips a bite and she giggled

“Bye, Steve,” he said, but he knew he would act too shy to answer.

His Lamborghini was covered in suds still. He’d tell Becky and she would have to give her husband some discipline. Steve would pay for embarrassing her like this in front of her boyfriend. Steve would love it. He took the hose and sprayed the soap off. He got in and fired up the motor, drove out to the canyon road and headed to the PCH.

These projects took time. They weren’t something with an end point. There was no finished product desired when he began. He’d never intended to make Steve and Becky happy, he just wanted to see what creature would emerge from their silky cocoon. Where would he be in a year from now with his sweet songbird? What would become of JJ? How far could he drag JJ out? Could he swim with him out into deep water, lead him into the middle of the dark ocean at night and then leave him there? Atticus was a strong swimmer. Was JJ? JJ could drown out there. He could just disappear in the rising swell, lost in the black waters as a storm rolled over him, everything he loved still back at shore.




Chapter 17

Their little basement apartment on Kittyhawk in Westchester was always way too warm. Amy was used to heat, wasn’t like she came from somewhere cold. Jackson Pond, South Carolina, was probably hotter than L.A. Wetter and hotter. Back at home at least they lived above ground. Their three bedroom bungalow packed with six Miller girls under its rusted tin roof at least had windows on all sides. You could open em all up and even on a still kinda day you didn’t feel like you were gonna suffocate.

“It’s stifling, JJ,” she said. JJ just coming awake now. The two of them laying in their bed on top of the covers, morning light streaming in from the small rectangular window high up on the wall looking out over the walkway to the basement door. She’d got up and opened it, had to use a chair to reach it, but there wasn’t any cross breeze.

“I know, Amy cake. I swear I’ll pick up a fan on the way home tonight.”

“You forgot last night.”

“I won’t tonight, I promise. My head was somewhere else last night.”

Amy turned on her side and despite the heat she put an arm over her little man. He was topless, just laying on his back in his white briefs.

“You think he’s ever gonna call back?” JJ said, looking up at the ceiling.

“I don’t know, JJ,” she hugged her little arm into him, and kissed his nipple.

“I feel so stupid.”

“Don’t, baby,” she said, “I made you sick, acting like a fool.”

“You did set me off.”

“Iâ€™m sorry. You want to talk about this?”

“I do, Amy.”

“I am real sorry,” she peeked her head up so he could look in her eyes and know she meant it.

He said, “Baby, stuff comes out of a penis, you gotta know that.”

“I know. It’s… I’m so stupid.”

“It’s all right, Amy. I love you.”

“JJ?”

“Yeah?”

“If he calls again… what do you want me to do with him?”

“Just get in there Amy, I want you to have fun.”

“JJ… I don’t know what to do. I don’t know what you want.”

He thought a moment and she watched him in profile. He had some ginger scruff on his chin. His hair was a mess, tangled and tousled, he chewed his lip.

“What is it, baby?” she said.

He sat up slow and put his feet on the floor. She put her hand on his hard back, right over his playing cards in blue ink, all aces. He picked up his phone off the side table. He flicked through it for a bit before he lay back down next to her. He held the screen so she could watch it with him. She cozied herself against him, wondering what he was going to show her.

It was a porn video. “Oh, JJ,” she whispered.

“Just watch it, Amy. You wanted to know…”

She watched the little cracked screen. There was a girl on there and she noticed that it looked like her. She was little too, little and blonde and her titties weren’t too big either. She was with a boy and he made her look real small. She was holding his big pecker and she was putting her tongue all over it. She was acting like it was the best thing ever, twisting her head around and making lovey eyes at the boy.

“JJ, I can’t-”

“Come now, Amy, watch…”

She didn’t want to watch it. She looked at the bottom of the screen to see how long it was gonna be. “JJ, itâ€™s called Monster Cock Destroys Pussy, youâ€””

“Just hold on, Amy.”

The girl had the boy hard now. He had a real big one like Mister Finch but his had a head like JJ’s, not all that extra skin. The boy was on his back like he was filming it with his phone or something. JJ better not think he was gonna film her and put it online. Now she was squatting over him and she was holding his thing and trying to line it up with her lady parts. They were all gross and pink and weird. “JJ, put it away I don’t wanna see no girl’s privates.”

He pushed the phone in her face and he was laughing. The girl was rubbing the boyâ€™s penis into her mound making it all squish around. “Don’t,” she said and put her hands up and squinted her eyes.

He said, “Watch it, Amy, watch it,” and he wiggled it all around trying to get it where she could see it.

“JJ, stop it!” She laughed. She could hear the girl hollering now. Making all sorts of sex sounds.

JJ shushed her. He held the phone where she couldn’t see it. “Listen,” he said. His eyes were rolled up and he was listening to the girl moaning and crying all breathless.

“Stop it, JJ! I don’t want you listening to other girls.” She clawed at his hand, trying to take it away from him. He was way too strong. He blocked her with his other hand and held the phone high where she couldn’t reach it.

“Why is that on your phone, JJ?”

“It’s not on my phone,” he said, keeping it just an inch from her straining fingertips. “It’s on the internet.”

“You sure found it fast, mister.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said, laughing.

“JJ, please don’t,” she said, serious. “I don’t like it.”

He shut it off for her. “I want to hear you make those noises, Amy.”

“I make those noises.”

“Not like that.”

“That ain’t real, JJ. She’s faking.”

“No, it’s real.”

“You want me to do that. Act like that?”

“Yeah, Amy.”

She lay on her back looking at the ceiling. She fidgeted with the thin strap of her sleeping tank. She turned her head to JJ. “Can’t you just show me?”

“Show you?”

“Yeah. Do it right now. Show me what you want. Pretend you’re Mister Finch and do what you want to me. Tell me what you want me to do to him. We’ll act it out. If he calls, then… I just… I’ll just do that and I won’t be so nervous.”

“Ah, lemon pop. Come here. You’re such a good girl.”

“JJ! You’re hard,” she said, feeling his pecker jabbing into her leg.

“Want me to show you what I want?”

“I don’t like you getting hard listening to other girls moan, JJ.”

“You made it hard Amy. You know I like wrestling.”

“I ain’t no match for you,” she giggled. He twisted and jumped in the bed and in a second he was on top of her holding her wrists in his hard grip, sitting on her hips. JJ was little but he was strong. One time, in Jackson Pond, he brought her mom a new used generator for the house and he just pulled it off his truck and carried it in his big-knuckle hands, cords standing out in his arms and neck. Took two guys to move it later on and they were big.

She laughed, then he took her hands and he made her slap her own face, left then right, and he got her laughing so she couldn’t breathe.

He let her go, got close and kissed her. Said, “All right, I’ll be Mister Finch.”

“Okay,” she said, quiet, and she smiled for him. She was in the mood.

He jumped off the bed and onto the floor and clapped his hands. “Come on, sugar pie,” he said, and he slapped the edge of the bed like he wanted her sitting there. She bounced herself over and sat on the edge, then pulled her panties out of her crack cause that wedged them up there.

“Hi, Mister Finch,” she said to him, gave him a friendly circular wave.

“Hi, Amy,” he said in a pretend voice that made her laugh. “Be serious,” he chastised her, standing in his underwear with his little erection pushing out the front. “Okay, Amy, Mister Finch is gonna be likeâ€”” J J exploded on her, made her jump, throw out her hands to protect herself. He launched himself between her legs and blew a huge raspberry on her tummy, made it sloppy and wet.

“Agh, JJ,” she laughed. He did it again and again, grabbing her sides and blowing onto her tight belly.

“Oh Amy,” he blurted into her belly in his Finch voice, then he grabbed her waist and he threw her farther on the bed. He had her giggling again, trying to catch her breath. His head went between her legs, blowing a big raspberry on her sensitive parts, right through her panties.

“JJ!” she choked, afraid she was gonna swallow her tongue.

He kept going, roaring and making sound effects, rubbing his mouth and making her feel pretty good down there. She wrapped her little legs around his back and pushed him into her. “Oh, Mister Finch,” she gasped and she ran her fingers through his thick orange hair.

He pulled up and slapped his hands again, he was beaming. “That’s it, Amy, that was it. That just turned me on so bad. It was like a knife in my belly.”

“It feels weird.”

“I like it, Amy.”

“I know, I know.”

He got off the bed and stood, his legs dancing while he waited for her to sit on the edge of the bed again. His dick was pushing his briefs straight out.

In his Mister Finch voice he said, “Hi Amy, can you take my huge cock out of my undies for me?”

“Sure, Mister Finch,” she said, and she batted her eyes for him. She scooted forward and popped her fingers into his waistband and pulled it forward so she could peek inside. “Oh my word, Mister Finch, you’ve got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen, ever.”

“Why don’t you take it out and get a good look at it? Watch out, it’s heavy. Prolly take two hands.”

She pulled the front of his briefs right down his thighs and his little cock shot out, bobbed a bit. She had her JJ hard as could be. He was sticking straight out to her. “It’s so big and beautiful.”

“Don’t look it in the eye, sugar, it’ll steal your soul.” “Oh JJ,” she giggled.

“Did you like his cock, Amy?” he said in his own voice.

“I told you.”

“I know.”

“I don’t know how you think I can have sex with him. He’s too big. I’m so little.”

He laughed. “Oh, Amy. You’re turning me on so bad.”

“‘Cause I said he’s too big for my little cookie?” She looked up at her husband and gave him eyes like that girl on the video, patting the front of her panties, feeling herself warm and wet there, parting her legs for her husband.

“You are the most perfect thing I ever seen, Amy.”

“That thing ain’t never gonna fit in here, I’m so tiny,” she said and she rubbed herself in hard circles, looking him right in his emerald eyes.

“How much you weigh, Amy?”

“JJ!”

“Mister Finch.”

“Mister Finch, a gentleman doesn’t ask.”

He grabbed an ankle and he pushed her back. He held her in his iron grip and he tickled her foot. She kicked him with the other, laughing and snorting. “Look at these feet,” he hollered. “Look at these tiny feet!” He tickled and she wrestled, but he had her good even though she was pounding his arm with her heel while she laughed up into the ceiling.

She laughed and giggled, breathless, and she choked out, “Eighty-five pounds!”

He stopped. “Eighty-five pounds! Guess what…”

“What?” she asked him.

“That’s how much my huge cock weighs.”

“JJ!” She giggled. “Why’s it so big, Mister Finch?”

“I lift weights with it. I inject it with… Jojoba oil.”

“I don’t know. Something luxurious.”

“Well,” she stroked it with her foot, “it sure makes it big and sexy.”

“Your hand can’t even make it around it.”

She sat up and held his dick. Her hand could go around JJ’s . Way around it. His little penis was way smaller than that thing of Finch’s she’d held. The more she thought about it the more she wanted it. She didn’t know if she could take it but she sure as hell wanted to try. She stroked it for him, looked up to him. “Why does it do that thing with all the skin at the end? A foreskin?”

“That’s to protect it.”

“From what?”

“From the inside of my jeans or something. I don’t know.”

“Come here,” she whispered, wanting to tell him a secret.

JJ leaned forward and she said into his ear, “My husband is nowhere near as big as this and I just gotta say, I think I’m looking forward to finding out what it feels like even though I’m a little scared.”

JJ stood up, his face blank.

He turned and opened the drawer and got himself a condom. He fiddled with the wrapper, couldn’t get it started and she lunged forward and she kissed his balls.

“Ah, Amy!” He jumped.

“Can I kiss your big balls, Mister Finch? While I’m waiting.”

“Sure, Amy.” JJ was concentrating on his wrapper, getting a little frustrated.

She pulled her tank top off and threw it in the corner, leaned forward and ran her tongue on his scrotum, watched it writhe and crawl. Then she put it in her mouth and she pushed his things around in there with the tip of her tongue. She made her husband moan.

“Shit, Amy, look out.” He had the condom now and he rolled it down his pecker. His hands were shaking with excitement.

“Mister Finch?”

“Yes, Amy?” JJ said in his Finch voice.

“Before you do all the things you want to do to me… I want to tell you… I only ever been with one man.”

J J stood at the side of the bed in front of her while she was sitting. He held his erection between his thumb and a finger and he said, “Does your husband have a big fat cock like this?”

“No, Mister Finch, I think he’s kindaâ€””

J J poked her in the cheek with his pecker. She laughed. He did it again. Trying to tap his stiff thing against the other cheek.

“JJ! You want him to slap my face with his wiener?”

“That’s hot, Amy.”

She laughed again and covered her face, blocked him from poking her with his thing. She scooted back on the bed and hooked her fingers into her panties and scurried them down her thighs and down to her feet. She threw them at JJ and they got him in the face. “Mister Finch, show me what you can do to my little kitty cat.” She let her legs open for JJ, covering her pink parts with her hands, but she stroked them and she looked into her husband’s eyes. She wanted him so bad right now. He smiled mean.

“Iâ€™m a make you scream, little Amy.”

“Come and get me,” she said.

He clapped his hands and belly flopped onto her between her legs.

“Ow, JJ!” she yelled, his chin had dug into her left titty and hurt her. He clamped on it with his mouth and she watched him. He sucked on her nipple, pulled it gently between his lips and flicked it with his tongue. She played with his hair. “Mister Finch, I want that big cock now, please.”

“You want to bite down on my leather belt? This is gonna hurt like the dickens at first.

“

“I’m ready for it, Mister Finch. You got me so slippery down there.”

“Here it comes, little Amy, get ready. Think happy thoughts, baby girl.”

He sunk himself inside her nice and slow. She hissed like he was hurting her. “Ow, baby, what are you putting inside me? It feels like a baseball bat!”

“Just my cock Amy, hold still. Don’t struggle, it’ll just make it worse.”

“Golly, Mister Finch, it hurts something awful.”

JJ laughed in her ear. “Oh Amy, baby, you’re so special.” He pushed up so he could watch her. She smiled for him and bit her lip while he started to stroke himself inside her. He felt so good. She kissed his chest. Kissed the two bluebirds drawn there, one on either side of his big strong heart.

“I love you, JJ,” she whispered.

“I love you, baby.”

“Ah, JJ, baby, that’s it… you… feel so good.”

“I ain’t too big for you?”

She shook her head, said, “It hurts good, Mister Finch. What are you going to do now?”

“I just got to wait til your body gets used to this thing I’m putting into you. I’m a gonna stretch you out, make you ready for big cocks.”

“I like how it feels,” she whispered.

Her hands went over him, felt how good and strong he was. He was slight but he was like steel. All his life her husband had been a worker. He never got sick, never needed a day off, and he never complained about nothing. She kissed his bluebirds again and he kept making love to her. He was watching her.

“What?” she said.

“I can’t believe how pretty you are.”

“Stop it, JJ,” she sighed, but she did love hearing it.

“What do you want Mister Finch to do now?”

“I don’t know,” she giggled. “This is fun… what’s Mister Finch gonna do to me next?”

JJ smiled he said, “He’s gonna…” and he was thinking.

She waited, smiling wide enough to him to show her teeth.

He thrust himself all the way inside her and said, “He’s gonna go real deep, like this.”

“Oh baby, that’s so deep,” she gasped.

“Can you take it?”

“I can’t, JJ, it’s tearing me apâ€””

“And then he’s going to fuck you like this, hah, rrr!”

He pounded her hard. Growling and humping like crazy and shaking her all over the bed. She screamed for him, too loud probably, but she was having fun.

“Tell me my dick is too big.”

“God, baby, youâ€™re hurting me with that big dick!”

“That’s it, Amy, yeah, now scream my name.”

“Oh, JJ!”

“Say his name!”

“I don’t wannaâ€””

“Say it!”

“Oh, Mister Finch!” She laughed.

“Yeah, Amy, he’ll like that, baby, you’re so hot.”

“I love you, J J.”

“No, say I love you Mister Finch.”

“I love you, Mister Finch”

“I love you, Amy.”

He stopped for a moment and lowered his head so he could kiss her.

“Then, what?” she asked him with a smile. This was fun.

“I don’t know. Anything you want him to do to you?”

“I don’t know…”

“It’s okay, Amy, tell me. Tell him.”

She tried to keep a straight face but couldn’t. A smile crept across her as she said, “Mister Finch, will you do me doggy style?”

JJ made his face serious like Mister Finch and he said, “Roll over.”

She rolled on to her tummy then got up on her hands and knees and looked over her shoulder at her husband. She said, “Put that big cock inside me. I bet you can go even deeper in this position.”

She got him. She saw JJ’s face drop, his eyes went wide with excitement. When he slid himself inside her she could feel how even harder he was.

“You want Mister Finch to fuck you like a hound dog?” He grabbed her waist and his steely fingers dug into her tummy. He humped her so hard he was knocking her around.

“Do it, baby, harder,” she urged him.

“Bark for me like a dog, Amy.”

“You want me to… bark for you?” She giggled.

“Uh… yeah… bark for me while… while I do it.”

She laughed breathlessly, he had her feeling so good, and she said, “Ruff, ruff!”

“Louder, girl!”

“Ruff! Ruff!” She was laughing so hard.

“You don’t sound like a hound dog.”

“Iâ€™m a… little Lhasa Apso, JJ, just a… baby puppy.”

“Oh Amy, I’m… going to come…”

“Mister Finch, take off your condom.”

“Amy? You ain’t on the pillâ€””

“In my mouth, JJ.”

“Oh, Amy-”

“I want you to come in my mouth. I’ll show you I can do it.”

“Amy… ah, he can’t come in your mouth.”

“You, J J, not him. Iâ€™m a big girl. You can come in my mouth, okay.”

“I know, baby.” He pulled out of her, snapped off his condom and fell back on the bed. She whipped around and climbed up his legs and put her mouth over his throbbing pecker.

“Ah!” he gasped out and it made her heart pound. She sucked on it and bobbed and she looked up into his eyes like she figured that girl might in his favorite video. She scratched his rock hard belly while she sucked him, waiting for him to shoot it off in her mouth so she could show him she wasn’t going to embarrass him again. JJ was trembling, his face was beet red, his hands came down and cradled her face, “Oh, Amy,” he sighed, then she felt it. Hot wet jets shooting up into her throat. She swallowed it, held his eyes while he watched her. He kept spurting and she held his little thing clamped hard between her lips. Her eyes watered and tried to squint but she forced them to stay open. She snorted out her nose as he roared and gave her one last pulse of his white stuff.

He groaned and shook and he tangled his strong hands up in her hair. She smiled around his pecker.

He groaned, “Oh Amy, what’s got into you?”

“You like it?”

“Boy howdy.”

“Ha, ha. I liked it.”

“That just ain’t like you, Amy.”

“I can be what you want me to be, JJ. I love you.”

“Baby, you already are what I want you to be. I love you so much.”

“Baby, you already are what I want you to be. I love you so much.”

She gave him a sweet face, meant every bit of it. She ran her tongue up the underside of his wiener, up and down a little. She kissed his balls in their bag then nudged them around with her nose trying to make him laugh. He did, then pulled her up to him, taking her by her arms and bringing her up to lay next to him. She lay on her side and they looked each other in the eye.

“Am I enough for you, JJ?”

“Amy, you’re all I ever want. Am I enough for you?”

“Your little pecker, JJ? That’s the silliest thing I ever heard. I love you and I don’t give a monkey’s about the size of anybody’s wiener.”

“I don’t know why I want it so bad, Amy, but I really do.”

She gave him a peck on his chin, said, “I know, JJ, I’m a do it, I’d do anything for you.”

He squeezed her tight, pressed his chin to the top of her head, said, “Just… have fun. I mean it. Whatever you do it’ll be fine. I swear I won’t throw up on the carpet this time.”




Chapter 18

Gretch was still sleeping facedown on her bed when Mike got back with breakfast. She was bare-assed, just wearing a ripped dirty sweatshirt that was too big for her.

They’d both come home from the Fox lot late last night. Her from the east side on set on â€˜Hotlantaâ€™ and him over on the west side. Coincidentally, both of them having been on lot hard at work with deadlines, both only sleeping for an hour in their offices, both going fifty-six hours with only one hour sleep. They came back to her apartment in Venice at 1 A.M. They had a couple of Jacks, he got her clothes off and she fell asleep in his arms. Sometime in the morning she must have crawled out of bed and pulled that dirty sweatshirt on.

Mike was up an hour ago and he took a walk down to Gjelina’s to grab them some breakfast and a couple of coffees. He left it in the kitchen, coming in now to wake up his sleeping beauty.

“Gretch,” he whispered and sat on the bed next to her. She was snoring softly. The sun was coming in the open window, streaming through the gently rustling curtains. It fell on her naked legs and feet and lit up their smooth perfect skin. Her sweet lips were pouted, misaligned, like she was blowing him a kiss just as someone slapped her. She was without a doubt the most beautiful girl he’d ever been with. By far. Sometimes, he’d wonder what she was doing with him. He made good money and he wasn’t bad looking but Gretch was a fucking cool ass supermodel. She was smart, she was funny. They had the same sense of humor, laughed at the same things and could finish each other’s jokes. They’d been working on a pitch together.

“Gretch,” he whispered again. Nothing. She said she wanted to be back on set today by lunchtime. He was going to take the day off, head back in tonight. Her black-painted fingernails peeked out the cuffs of her oversized sweater, her feet hung off the end of the bed. His very tall girl. Her toenails were glossy black too. He brushed her hair up off her face. She had the sweetest expression. Not so surly and cynical when her brain was shut off. He liked to see her at peace like this.

He shrugged, scooted down the bed. He could perv out for a minute. She was his girlfriend. Her long, long legs went up the bed to her bare pale ass, round, slim, and pert, the hem of her sweatshirt just coming to touch the swell. He took a peek up between her legs. She was hairy and sleepy in there. Her sex not as vibrant and pink and wet as he was used to seeing. He threw his ball cap up onto the pillows got to his knees in between hers. His hands went out onto the bed on either side of her hips. He smelled her butt like the true creep he was, then kissed her crack. It made her jump. Now she was up. She mumbled something angrily into her pillow.

“What was that?” he laughed.

Her head turned slightly, she said, “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

“Hi, my name’s Mike, I’m new to the neighborhood. I’m court ordered to tell you I’m a Class A sex offender. I was passing by, saw your window was open…”

“Shit,” she said. “Class A? Butt Sniffer right?”

“I wasnâ€™t sniffing your butt.”

“Like hell you weren’t.”

He threw himself next to her on the bed. “My mother was a Rottweiler.”

“Oh yeah? You the kid with the nanny who hung herself?”

“That’s me. Quick Omen ref, Gretch.”

“I’m not even awake yet,” she said, eyes closed, face buried in her pale blue-striped pillow.

“GTA? I got you breakfast.”

“Mm,” she grunted, not sounding hungry.

“I got you a Bialy. Loaded.”

“Coffee?”

“Of course.”

She rolled to her side, her eyes still sleepy, half closed. “Can you bring me my iPad and the coffee. And I might need you for something else.” She tried to wink but both her eyes were closed anyway. It looked like a twitch.

He got off the bed and headed for the kitchen, said, as he was leaving, “Should I add butt-sniffing to my foreplay now?”

He grabbed her things, heard her say No, then said, “But it worked, Gretch,” to the kitchen.

When he got back she was sitting up in bed, her long legs partly drawn up and open, her sweatshirt pulled up to her waist. She was wearing his Calgary Flames ball cap. She was sexy as fuck.

“Shit, Gretch,” he said.

“Shit, Mike,” she said and took her coffee from him. She held her hand out for her iPad. “What were you going to do down there?” she chin-pointed between her legs.

He shrugged, looked nonchalant, said, “I was just going to wake up my girlfriend.”

“This girlfriend?” she said and let her legs fall wider apart.

“There’s my little lady…”

“Bearded lady,” she said, swiping through her iPad.

He said, “I like it this way. It’s starting to look like my moustache.”

“Ha Ha, now you know what it’s like to kiss you,” she said dryly. “This is the way you’re getting it,” she sipped her coffee, “I’m too lazy to shave.”

He shrugged/‘You’re hot, so…”

She smiled, reading emails, said, “Plain girls have to shave?”

“Yeah.”

She laughed and typed on her screen.

“You write that down?”

“I did.”

“I get half credit on that.”

“On what? It’s not funny yet. There’s nothing there, just a stupid notion.”

“Stupid? There’s something cleverâ€”No, it is stupid. Never mind.”

“Hey, Mike,” she said, her head turned to him, eyes still on the screen.

“What?” He followed her arm down between her legs, saw her long fingers tapping at herself down there.

She grinned at her screen and said, “Go down on me.”

“While you read your emails?”

“Yeah.”

“Gretchâ€””

“Don’t be a little bitch, Mike. You know how busy I am today. I want to be at the lot in an hour.”

He kissed her knee and his hand wandered up to hers where she was playing with herself. He could feel her warmed up, feeling a little engorged.

He said, “Fuck me in the shower.”

Still reading, she said, “I am not even getting in the shower.” Her voice was a little breathy from his touch.

He kissed inside her knee and her legs widened. She sipped coffee and read. He put his hands around her slim ankles and kissed inside her thigh, slowly, making her wait for it. Making her anticipateâ€”

“Get in there, Mike,” she said and it made him laugh into her crotch.

He kissed her firmly on her sweet scratchy spot. A little introduction. A little how-do-you-do. Formalities over, he parted her soft lips with his tongue. Opened her, spread those folds, wetting them with his mouth, licking inside, outside, grabbing and plumping them with his lip-protected teeth. Her reception was warm. She tilted her hips to him, opened herself up to him. He took his tongue up the centre, it stirred up her musky dirty woman smell and he ate it up because it was hers and he loved her. She pushed herself against his tongue. He pierced her, entered into her body with his tip, pushed the base of his tongue against her swollen little button, felt its hardness in all that sweet wet flesh and he worked it. Her hair scratched at his tongue, he got one stuck to the back of his throat and he couldn’t shake it, but there was no better way to start his day than to pleasure someone so beautiful who he loved so much.

He couldn’t see Atticus doing this. Her big, fat-dick stud ex-boyfriend. No way he’d eat her out while she read her emails. Fuck, she probably wouldn’t even think to ask him to. She wanted his cock. He wasn’t some dumb comedy writer with a mustache writing fart jokes to slip past the censors for a silly cartoon show. Atticus was a fuck machine. She would never say to Atticus, Hey, eat my pussy while I catch up on work. One look at his rugged face, his naked body, his giant cockâ€”she’d spread her legs, get skewered and scream and scratch his back. Blow off work for the rest of the day. That was the point though, right? He was a treat. She didn’t want that every day. She could probably have it if she wanted, she made it sound like she had dumped him. That he was the one who suffered, not Gretch. There was something sweet about being the one to serve her, to please her. This was a place that Atticus couldn’t be.

Her iPad slid down her chest and its edge knocked him on the top of the head. She wasn’t reading emails anymore. He heard her panting and moaning above him. Her thighs went in and out, coaxing him on, her hands ran through his hair. He pressed her harder, he worked her faster. She was soaking wet, his face was slick. Her sex had opened wide and hungry for him, her wet pink lips engorged, looking for something to spread them wide.

That night they spent with Atticus was absolutely insane. It was incredible. He loved it. But in the cold next-morning light, he felt disgusted. He swore they’d never do it again. He couldn’t stop thinking about it though. It was amazing to have seen her like that, see her get fucked in the third person. So incredibly sexy. She looked so beautiful.

Now she was gasping his name, whispering Mike, Mike, and he was hard as steel. He was grinding his tip into the mattress while he squeezed her hips and whipped his tongue faster, tuning into her movement and giving her what she wanted. What he wanted? Fuck, he wanted to see her impaled and pounded by that Fuck Machine again. He hated that. He hated that he liked it. But there was no denying it. Every day since they’d done it he’d closed his eyes and pictured what he’d seen that night. Pictured it and felt the humming tension seize his body up, the sudden and immediate arousal consume him.

He’d been worried. Worried that maybe there would be feelings between her and Atticus. He thought it was a mistake. But in the wake of those events there’d been nothing. She went down on him the next morning when they woke up and Atticus was gone. Then after he came she asked him what he thought. He told her. It was incredible. More than words could describe. She asked him if he was all right. He told her he was. He didn’t think he was, but here a week later, yeah: he was. She’d never mentioned it, never made some weird comment about Atticus like he was on her mind. She threw herself back into her work like she always did and frankly the last week, despite them both being enormously busy, they had been better and happier than ever. Maybe the threesome had made them stronger.

“Shit, Mike,” she whispered. She thrust her hips right off the bed and lifted his head with them. Her heels dug into the mattress and her toes curled up. Her long legs flexed. With her hips thrust up, he scooted closer, drew his knees under him, and thrust his tongue with purpose. She was on the edge. Making her sexy sounds and her free hand came down her bare hip and grabbed the back of his hand where he was holding her there. Her hips spun in circles and he worked with her. His tongue dove deep as it would go while he still bumped her button, could feel its hard shape rubbing on the farthest depths of his tongue. God, her sounds and her movements had him aching in his pants, he wished so badly to be inside her. He’d take her whatever way he could.

“Blah,” she blurted out and convulsed, bucked her hips right into him, knocked his teeth and made them ache up into his nose. His hand flashed underneath her, his fingers spread across her two soft cheeks and his thumb swooped into her wet seams. He rubbed her anus and up to meet his tongue, back down and up again. Just like she’d told him she liked. She cried a long high moan, flipped it to an ah sound at the end. She trembled and flexed and came and pressed herself to him. Then she laughed. Then she collapsed. Very happy.

“Ah, oh my God, Mike,” she said, sweating and smiling, her eyes closed. “Shit, I burned my tits,” she said and she reached over and put her coffee on the night table. She held the front of her sweatshirt out and fanned it. She had a coffee stain on her chest.

He wiped at his face and combed his mustache with his palm. She had him sweating too.

“Thank you,” she said.

His face scrunched up as his tongue searched for that hair that had stuck itself to the top of his mouth just past the reach of his tongue.

“What’s wrong with you?”

He stopped for a second, said, “Hair.”

Gretch picked up her iPad and swiped it open. She said, “That fucking mustache.”

He shook his head at her.

She got back to her e-mails. He said, “Seriously, you’re not going to help me out here?” He indicated the bulge in his shorts.

She glanced at it, back to her screen, said, “Mike, I have a dozen e-mails I have to respond to, then I gotta get on lot.” She looked down at his bulge, put the iPad aside and she rolled to the edge of the bed and he watched her bare ass jiggle while she reached around on the floor.

She sat back up, her legs bent and open. She was holding a pair of her panties she had picked off the rug. “Come sit up next to me,” she said. She was playing with the panties, her thumbs in

the waistband, rotating them around and stretching them. He scooted up and sat next to her, his back against the headboard like she was.

“Take your dick out,” she said. So he did, unzipped his shorts and shoved them and his underwear down his legs. His cock stuck up straight and hard. She took the panties and she draped them over it and kind of wrapped them around. “Jerk off with my panties, okay?”

“Gretch-”

“That’s hot, isn’t it?”

“I guess.” He grabbed the panties and he moved them up and down his erection a little, watching her. She propped her iPad up onto her knees and started working again. “You really want me to jerk off next to you? And you’re gonna just read your e-mails?”

“Yeah. Sorry, Mike. And don’t read any of these e-mails over my shoulder. Most of this is NDA.”

He rolled his eyes. What was he going to do? He stroked himself, feeling very weird, but she asked so this was on her. He looked at her feet while he did it. She had pretty feet. Big because she was tall. Not big, but long. Long and nicely formed with perfect little black painted toes…

“You can hold my knee or something… just don’t jostle me, okay?”

“All right,” he said. He put his hand over her bare bent knee and felt how fine she was. He focused again on her bare feet. He was conscious of his breathing, not wanting to sound too lusty. But he did want to come.

She turned and said, “You’re really going to sit there and jerk off into my panties?”

“Yeah-What?”

She tossed her iPad onto the bed and she got herself up and on to her knees, walked herself to straddle him.

“Are you a pervert?”

He looked up at her, shaking his head now. She was smiling and running her fingers through his hair. The sun came in the window and lit up the edges of her honey-blonde hair.

He said, “Class A.”

She peeled the sweatshirt up over her head, crossing her arms over and arching her back. She threw it on the floor. She was completely naked. Gretch’s body was intense. Small perfectly shaped breasts that were upright and kind of bossy looking. Her nipples were dark and swollen. She was lean but shapely. If she didn’t write, she could model. Or, more accurately, she could model if she wasnâ€™t consumed with writing.

He said, “I thought you were busy.”

“Shit Mike, come on. I was fucking with you.”

“You fucking cunt,” he said, smirking.

“I was wondering what I could make you do this morning. Would you have put things up your butt if I asked you?”

He laughed, kissed her between her breasts, said, “Probably.”

She took the panties out of his hand, trying not to laugh. She took them and draped them over his head. He tried to keep a straight face for her. She kissed his lips and held the back of his head, her body raising up and walking closer to him. He held his cock out for her and she sat herself on it, wiggling to get the tip of it into her slippery spot. She slowly sunk herself onto him and she sighed into his mouth.

“That feels so good,” she whispered. She kissed his lips sweetly again.

“I wasnâ€™t even mad at you. I was having fun. But this? This is definitely better, Gretch.”

“I can’t believe… ah… you went down on me… while I read my e-mails.”

“I’d do anything for you.”

“You went down on me… not jump out of a helicopter… to save me from… ah… forest fire…”

“Tell me I’m your hero.”

“Mike Jones… you’re my hero.”

He kissed her, said, “I’d jerk off into your panties any time if it would save your life.”

He made love to her like that. Sitting with his back against some pillows piled up against her headboard. Gretch straddled his hips and did all the work making up in some small way for her prank. That was what he loved about her. She was frank about sex. It was a thing that was part of life. You could joke about it like you would joke about anything. She could fuck with you sexually. It wasn’t compartmentalized. It wasn’t a separate entity in their relationship. A reverent thing you did in regimented time increments that were meant to be dark-roomed and private, completely divided from the day-to-day. Sex, for her, wasn’t a visiting dignitary that you had to dress up for and stay formal. He pictured her as a horny long-legged teenager who masturbated a lot. He wondered if she was cool in high school. He thought maybe she wasn’t. She was tall and gawky, he bet. Meaned her up a little, made her funny.

“I want to do it… again,” he whispered, looking up into her eyes.

“You haven’t even… come yet… aren’t you… jumping the… gun?” She humped and writhed on him.

“Threesome,” he gasped.

“Oh Mike,” she said, “you sure?”

“I can’t stop… thinking about it.”

She nodded and hugged his head into her chest. She picked up her pace, wriggling on him, bouncing her rump in short bursts that had him on the very edge now. His hands moved from her waist and spread across the smooth cool flesh of her turned up rump. He felt her movement on him, felt her hips like a machine under his hands. His middle finger roamed her crack, down to touch his own shaft then, slippery, up again. He found her tiny anus and touched it. She slowed. She said, “Yeah,” and he slid his finger inside her.

“You want to feel us both inside you again?”

She nodded enthusiastically, her anus clenched up on him, squeezed his finger hard. She did the same with her pussy. He started to thrust through her now too. Both of them getting worked up with the idea of being with another man.

He asked her, “Did you like it?”

She smiled, raising and lowering herself on his cock. “It was pretty hot wasn’t it?”

“You looked so good, Gretch.”

“You like… ah… watching me?”

“Fuck… do I.”

Her breaths came faster and it turned him on to think she might be thinking of Atticus to get herself off right now. So fucked up. But his cock swelled hard inside her and he fiddled with that thought, savored it like he was examining a fine wine’s mouth-feel. Her chest had taken on a lusty sheen and he convinced himself she was right now fantasizing about two cocks splitting her pretty insides apart, both of them inside her cunt this time.

“Fuckâ€”” he blurted and he shot a big strong blast into her that made her giggle. She squashed herself down on him and shook her hips, taking him deep as she could get him sitting like this. He shuddered and bucked as he came, spewing stream after stream into this beautiful freak he was a hundred percent in love with. Her fingers scratched their way through his hair and she sighed into his mouth and kissed his lips as he kept coming and coming.

The sun was bright and it lit up her face now and she looked into his eyes contentedly, said, “Well, Mike, that was certainly a lot of cum.”

His head fell back into the pillow and he said, “That was ninety percent caffeine. I’ve been awake and living on Red Bull and coffees for, like, three days.”

She raised up off it, and watched it come out of her, his cock slapping onto his belly. “Did I just get an espresso shot?”

“Zero mycotoxins,” he said as she flopped next to him with her hands pressed between her thighs.

She frowned and smirked.

“What?” he asked her.

“Jesus Christ, Mike, seriously, hand me my sweatshirt.”

“It was a lot, huh?” he laughed and he rolled over feeling proud for some reason. He grabbed her coffee-stained sweatshirt and wadded it up and put it between her legs. He dried her and she pulled her long-fingered hands up and looked at them, how shiny they were. She wiped them on the sweatshirt, then took a sleeve and wiped his cock for him. He kissed her forehead.

“I wasnâ€™t just talking dirty,” he said.

“Yeah, I didn’t think you were. You want it again?”

“I really do.”

Her mouth was working around, fidgeting from side to side like she had a problem. She said, “With Atticus?”

“Well, yeah. That worked out. It was easy, wasn’t it? Is there someone else you want… oh, don’t tell me there’s another guy from your past.”

“No. Shit. No…”

“You don’t still have feelings for him?”

“No, of course not. I don’t. I care about him, but as a friend.”

“So?”

“He’s complicated. Things with him… can get really complicated.”

“Like how?”

She rolled to her back, stared at the ceiling and she wasn’t smiling anymore. Her face wasn’t blank either. There was pain there.

“He’s not… bad news?”

She chuckled. “Bad news, Mike?”

“Do you have to make fun of everything I say?”

“Sorry, baby. You’re just so Canadian.”

“Is he dangerous?”

“No. Not with me.”

“With me?”

“No, not with you, Mike. It’s him. He… suffers.”

“Oh. What if we found someone else? Someone whoâ€””

“No. I don’t want that. But if you want to do it again, I will call him.”

“You sure you’re okay with it?”

“I am, babe,” she said and kissed his shoulder.

He studied her for a while. She was okay. If Gretch wasn’t okay she would fucking tell you she wasn’t okay. There was something else there and he couldn’t put a finger on it. Concern? Worry? He didn’t think anymore that she secretly harbored feelings for her studly ex.

He said, “Was he… so humorless…when you were dating?”

“That’s Atticus.”

“How could you be with someone who doesn’t laugh?”

She stopped and looked out the window. She was thinking. She held her gaze for a while, long enough for him to feel regret for maybe asking something too personal. She croaked, “Iâ€””

“Wait, you know that’s none of my business. I shouldn’t…”

“It’s okay. He was different back then.”

“Okay.”

She laughed. “He was skinny.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, he was. This pumped up thing came much later,” she said and lightly mocked a body builder crab pose making her breasts jiggle.

“That makes me feel better.”

“What, why?”

“I don’t know. He wasn’t such a stud.”

“He was, kind of. Not like now. We were a couple of maladjusted nerds.”

“I can see you as a nerd.”

“Fuck off. Not nerds how you think. Misanthropes. Two people who truly woke up every morning and said, Fuck the World. He was still hot by the way, I don’t date duds.”

“Iâ€™m not your first dud?”

“No way,” she said and kissed him.

  *

First thing after waking, before breakfast or coffee, Atticus did one hour on the Concept 2. One hour of rowing, heart rate monitor making sure he didn’t top 110, a nice easy pace. It burned fat at a hundred percent. No carbs with dinner the night before, then whatever glycogen was left in him got eaten up while he slept. One hour on the rower, low heart rate, meant his body would only consume body fat. If his heart rate went too high his body would want to consume muscle and he didn’t want that.

Breakfast was a cup of blueberries and coffee, then cold steak. He ate out on the patio, on the prow, sitting high above the trees in the Hills looking out over the choking city. He packed his pills for the day, his BCAAs, vitamins, powders, prescriptions, his bottles of water. He was planning to have lunch out with a new friend but he brought his protein for the afternoon, a plain chicken breast. He added one half cup of wild rice and some steamed broccoli.

Before his shower he meditated. He cleared his mind, sat on the polished walnut floor of his bedroom, lit up in an ethereal grey haze, the reflection of the dawning city. He was in the posture of the Buddha Vairochana. Cross-legged, right hand resting in his left, palms up, the union of process and wisdom. His thumbs rested at the height of his blazing inner fire.

He breathed.

He pushed away the blackness the swirling chaos and the things that wanted to get him. A disturbed mind was like a black blanket over him. It can be made no other color while it’s black. You first have to remove the darkness.

He breathed.

He pushed away his desires and all that was in him to pursue them at all cost. Each exhalation was a black cloud of badness expelled from him, each breath a focus on a path.

He breathed. Breathed and focused on a white light, wishing it forward until it came and enveloped his heart. And after that he just breathed.

After his shower he dressed for the studio and then checked his phone. Message from Courtney.

MissProust: Not even six in the morning and I’m thinking of you

Finch: Thinking about you too

Miss Proust: Fuck soon?

Finch: definitely

Courtney was a gift. Right now she was emerging from her sleepy chrysalis. She was hitting a peak in her life where every part of her was firing and he was happy for her. Envious. She was healthy, happy, and safe. She was almost there. There was more in store for her, more that he knew she wanted but needed her hand held to accomplish. Just as her loving husband had held her hand until she felt safe enough to find Finch, Finch would now hold her hand and bring her to the next stage.




Chapter 19

Amy slept in til 10 A.M. The sun had crept across her bed, a hot yellow square, beaming in from the high window at the side of the bed that opened out onto the walkway from the pathway to the basement apartment entrance. It got in her face, lit her closed eyes up in orange and made her start to sweat.

“All right, I’m up already,” she said to it. She put her hands over her eyes to cover them. She rolled out of the square, over to the cool blue side. Another hour of sleep wouldn’t hurt. Shoot, she better get up. She was hungry anyway.

She was just wearing an old shirt of JJ’s, army green with a buck’s head in gold, camouflage sleeves and up the shoulders to the neck. JJ was going to throw it out but she wouldn’t let him, told him she’d sleep in it, so she did. Threw it on today after they made love and J J went to work. She was bare otherwise, laying on top of the kicked around sheets. Their apartment was too hot. She scratched herself between her legs. The heat was making her privates itchy. She got up, put her feet on the floor and pulled her shirt down so she was covered. She searched the floor for her panties, found the pair she’d tossed off before she’d climbed into bed. They didn’t smell quite right, she couldn’t put them back on. She crossed to the dresser and grabbed a clean pair of whities.

Out on the old tweed couch that came with the apartment she flicked the TV on, set it to GAME and turned the XBox on. The screen for Skyrim blossomed out of the black and the orchestra swelled. She’d left it last night where her character, Amalina, a very sneaky thief, with Legendary Stealth, was about to start the Silence has Been Broken Quest. Amalina was heading out bright and early this morning to Volunruud, a crypt to the northeast. She’d been up til two this morning hiding in the Night Mother’s coffin. It had a lock on it but it was super easy to pick. She was sent there to hide in the coffin and spy on Cicero. The dark Brotherhood was worried he was plotting against them. So she hid in there and it turned out the person he’d been talking to late at night was the Night Mother herself. Anyway there was a bunch of stuff and she got sleepy and the Night Mother told her to tell Cicero that ‘Darkness rises when silence dies.’ Which she did, that made him mad, then happy, then she told Astrid she had to go meet a guy in Volunruud. She did two side quests before she finally went to bed, took two contracts to go kill some guys, and she did, went and killed them. Now this morning she had to head out of town.

She cracked a two-liter bottle of Pepsi that was still on the coffee table, glad to hear it still fizz. She took a couple of swigs and cracked her knuckles. She took Amalina through the north, found the entrance she was looking for, finally, northwest of a set of three stone columns. She went down the steps she found inside a cairn there and then she had a epic battle with some high-level draugr deathlords, and she got some ebony weapons off their corpses when she was done with them. She’d never seen this part of the game before, never done the Dark Brotherood stuff. Last few times she’d finished it she’d been a warrior and never ventured down this storyline. But it was still kinda just the same old, same old. Maybe once JJ got his next paycheck she’d convince him to buy her a new game. She didn’t know if she’d get the excitement to start this all over again for a fifth time.

It was a couple of hours of non-stop play til she got so hungry she couldn’t think about anything else but eating. She brought the cordless over to her and pressed the button she’d programmed for Domino’s. She ordered a XL Meatzza with pepperoni, ham, salami, ground beef, and extra cheese. Then added a side of boneless chicken nuggets and some barbecue sauce, and six Cokes. There’d be leftovers for when JJ came home that they could have for dinner. Her sweatpants were in the bedroom, she put those on cause sometimes the guys who would show up with her pizza could be a bit creepy. JJ had got her a bandana at a gas station in Flagstaff when they drove here and she tied her head up in it, pulled the ponytail over the back. It had those Mexican skulls printed all over it. She didn’t know what they meant but their smiles made her smile and they were sure colorful. After a quick tinkle she was back on the couch and she un-paused her game, headed Amalina back to the Sanctuary with the letter of credit the guy from the Thieve’s Guild gave her, ready to start a new quest for the afternoon, couldn’t wait for her pizza to arrive.

  *

When the doorbell rang Amy was excited it was the pizza man. She went to the kitchen and opened the drawer where JJ kept some extra cash so she could buy lunch, get groceries or whatever.

“Oh shoot, oh no, JJ.”

The drawer was empty. Nothing in it but an old yo-yo that was JJ’s and a bunch of papers and paperclips, and plastic bags and flyers.

“Ah shoot, shoot,” she hissed and knelt down in case the guy wanted to peek in the windows to see if anyone was home. Her mind raced trying to think if she had any cash anywhere, maybe in a jeans pocket or something. But she knew she didn’t. How could she be so stupid?

The doorbell rang again, and she ventured over to the door in a crouch, quiet as could be, and hid herself against it. She crawled up and looked through the peephole, a little afraid to see how mad he was going to be.

“Sorry, mister,” she whispered.

It wasn’t the pizza man at all.

“Mister Finch?” she mouthed. “Oh, Lord,” she said, and she tried to tidy herself quick as she could. She was sure glad she’d tied her messy hair up. The doorbell rang again.

What in the world was he doing here?

She peeked through again and looked at his distorted but still handsome head. He had long blonde hair like a girl but his face was hard and chiseled like a real man’s. He had a big wide chin with a dimple in it and these icy blue eyes that looked a lot like hers.

Dangit, c’mon Amy, answer the door already you know you’re gonna do it, what you waiting for?

She bit her lip as she unlocked it, tried to put on a happy face not let it scrunch up all serious like it wanted to go. She opened the door.

He was standing there at the foot of the concrete steps that led from the pathway down eight steps to the basement door. He had a white t-shirt and jeans and some sneakers. His face kinda looked like he knew this was an unexpected surprise. But he looked like he was happy to see her.

“Mister Finch?”

“Hi, Amy. You told me where you lived and I was literally driving by, just over on the 405.”

“Yeah?” she said.

He leaned on the door frame, said, “Well, I was going to go have some fun and I thought you might like to come along. I know you’re new to the city. You probably don’t know many people, I want to take you around show you what we do here.”

“Really?”

“I told you we were going to be friends.”

“You did.”

“JJ home?”

“No, he’s at work.”

“He’s a carpenter, right?”

“Yeah, he gets work all right. He’s real good. My boy can build anything.”

“Can I come in?”

She bit her lip. This was trouble. You don’t invite a strange man into your home when your husband isn’t there. No way, no how. JJ would pitch a fit. He might want her to do dirty naked things with him, but this wasn’t right.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“I get it,” he said. “Why don’t we go out? I was going to go get a massage. You like massages?”

“I never had a massage.”

“You haven’t? Amy, let me treat you. I only have about an hour.” He looked at his watch. “Let me take you out, let me get you a massage. What do you say? I’ll have you home in no time.”

“You haven’t? Amy, let me treat you. I only have about an hour.” He looked at his watch. “Let me take you out, let me get you a massage. What do you say? I’ll have you home in no time.”

“I don’t know.”

“We can get to know each other. JJ would like that, don’t you think? Make things go much smoother next time.”

“Yeah, he would like that,” she agreed.

“See, it’s a good idea. Nothing untoward. Just friends.”

“I ordered a pizza.”

“Can it keep?”

She laughed, said, “It ain’t here yet. I ordered it and I didn’t check see I had any money. Maybe it’d be good if we got out of here.”

“You don’t have any money?”

“No, not here. JJ didn’t leave me any.”

“Oh. Amyâ€”I’ll get it.”

“No, Mister Finch, I couldn’t ask that, Iâ€””

“Amy, you don’t have…just let me get you a pizza, all right? Promise you’ll come with me for a massage.”

She chewed the inside of her lip. This felt crazy wrong. This was what got a woman a busted lip or worse. She wanted that pizza. If she skipped out on it they might not deliver to her next time and she really loved Domino’s. And she wouldn’t mind getting out of the apartment. Sides her night out with JJ and Mister Finch, she hadn’t been anywhere but here and the grocery store in a real long time.

“I guess… yeah, maybe… Why don’t you come in,” she said. Soon as she said it she thought about the state of the place. Lord, the mess on the coffee table, what would he think? He got ahead of her and it was too late now. She walked behind him as he got into their dim family room. The coffee table had an old pizza box, McDonald’s wrappers, Coke cans…the TV was paused on her Skyrim game, the camera zooming around Amalina, poised, dashing into action.

“Hey, so… here Mister Finch… have a seat here,” she said and patted a spot on the couch and made the crumbs bounce up before she swatted them away.

“Just Finch,” he said, and sat down on the couch and looked around.

“Right, Finch,” she said, watching him, how weird it looked to see him sitting in her living space. The guy who pretend-made love to her this morning. “You ever play Skyrim?”

“That your game?” he asked her, pointing a finger over at the TV.

“Yeah,” she said, and sat next to him, keeping one full-size seat cushion between them. She un-paused the game. She told him all about it. Going on like a little dummy but she didn’t know what else to say. She was crazy uncomfortable. She told him all about her Amalina, about the dark Brotherhood and about the mission she was on. She told him her favorite mission, said it wasn’t with Amamlina, it was with Aragin, her magic user. She thought, Amy, he don’t want to hear none of this. But Finch asked her about Aragin, and did she like magic users or thieves better and she told him thieves. He was trying to be nice and put her at ease but she didn’t feel good until the pizza man came to the door.

Finch got up and went to answer and she followed along behind him feeling so foolish now. She stood behind him as he opened the door. It was that guy always told her to call him Paul but he didn’t look like he came from a country where they named their boys Paul. His face looked a little surprised to see Finchâ€”heck not as surprised as she was, believe that Paul. Finch had a bunch of cash and he gave the guy like maybe fifty dollars she thought, even though it shoulda been about thirty-five.

Paul said to Finch, “Hey man, that your car?”

Finch said, “Yeah.”

And then Paul just said, “Dude,” dragging it out like it was a good thing. Then he said, “Bye Amy” over Finch’s shoulder and Amy didn’t like him knowing her name.

Finch looked weird holding a pizza box and she said she’d take it. Finch said he’d put it in the fridge for her and she stopped him. Didn’t need him seeing the state of their fridge.

She was so hungry, but now with this sudden excitement jumping into her day those pangs got quashed. She wanted to go out. Get out and go do something. She came out of the kitchen and asked Finch if she should change.

“Show me what you got,” he said. Which meant, yes, she should change. That was embarrassing.

When he followed her into the bedroom she got real uncomfortable. A man should definitely not be in a woman’s bedroom. No, sir. This had big, big trouble written all over it. She let him come in though, watched him as he went and sat on the corner of her unmade bed.

“Let me see some of your things,” he said.

She didn’t know what to show him. She opened a drawer that had some shirts in it. She took some out and brought them to him. He took ‘em up and felt them. He tossed two aside that had designs on them then handed her one that was just a plain grey, like a sweatshirt.

He watched her and she stood there holding the shirt. She said, “Can you turn around, Mister Finch?”

He turned around and faced out the window that looked up onto the walk. He said, “Okay, but you know I’ve seen everything already.”

“I know,” she said, “but that was nighttime and… well, JJ was there.”

He didn’t answer but she thought he might have nodded.

“What about my pants? What kind of pants should I wear?”

“The ones you have are fine, Amy,” he said.

“My sweatpants? They are?”

“Yes. You’re ready,” he said and turned to face her not even asking to see if she was decent.

She scrunched up her face now and said, “Should I a put on a bra?”

  *

Amy walked out with him up the stairs to the driveway, locking the door to her apartment behind her. It was so bright out and she didn’t have any sunglasses. Hers were in JJ’s truck.

She stood in front of Mister Finch’s car, one JJ said cost a half million, in her flip-flops and sweats and a t-shirt, squinting and blinking, thinking this was the craziest thing ever. Nineteen year old girl from the country in L.A. just for a heartbeat and here she was already going off with some movie star in a race car.

“Amy?” Finch said to her. He was holding the door open for her like a gentleman.

She went to the open door and paused. Looked down into his fancy car with all its buttons and gadgets. She looked up to him, looked into his steely eyes. When she was nine a girl in her school got in a van on her paper route. Two men, they said, offered her a ride cause it was raining. Someone saw the men, saw the van, saw her get in, then she was gone forever. Whole town went crazy about it but they never did find her.

“Maybe,” she said, “I oughtta call JJ?” She said it real quiet which was weird, but she thought maybe he’d be offended, her thinking he could be a serial killer.

Finch said, “Sure.”

She made to pass him, go back in and give JJ a call, but Finch stopped her. “Use my phone, Amy,” he said, took it out of his pocket and handed it to her.

She held it. It was warm. She opened it, Finch standing next to her, leaning over her shoulder, his body touching hers. He swiped through menus for her, got his phone open and swiped through his contacts and there was J J’s number already there. That made her feel kind of good. This was all okay. Just like Mister Finch said, they were going to be friends. All of them, right? Finch pressed the green phone button and it was ringing. Lord, what was she gonna tell JJ?

The phone rang and rang. Come on JJ, answer please. Or maybe don’t. It went to voicemail. J J out on a job today, taking his joinery tools out of the closet this morning. J J’s voice came on, sounding like on a cord through a tin can, saying to leave a message and he’d call back. Her mouth openedâ€”she couldn’t think how to say this. She took the phone from her face, looked at the screen, pressed the red hangup button.

“Here, Mister Finch,” she said, handing him back his phone.

“You didn’t get him?”

She shook her head no.

He said, “And you didn’t leave him a message?”

She shook her head again, scratching her arm and looking around. All these people out looking at him and his car, walking past. They saw him. They saw her. He wasn’t going to kill her, for crying out loud.

“Let’s just go,” she said. She turned and sat herself in his passenger seat.

Finch closed the door for her and he went around to his side. She took a look around this expensive car. There was all these buttons and gadgets, things on the steering wheel. It was like a spaceship, ‘cept it was on the ground, in her driveway, facing the cream aluminum garage door of the home they were living in. And it was real low, so low she felt like she was sitting on the asphalt. Didn’t feel safe, not like JJ’s old truck that was like a tank. She felt very vulnerable.

Finch got in and started the car with the push of a button. It roared like crazy, and she thought he was doing it on purpose. She wanted to cover her ears but she didn’t, she just hunched her shoulders up a little high. Then he did another button and the roof started lifting off, she whipped herself around and saw these robot arms pulling the roof in and tucking it away behind her like it was Positron Rex.

“Wow,” she said, sitting back and facing front again. “This really cost a half million dollars?” she said, looking over at him. He worked the transmission, just this handle he pulled up next to her with his clean fingers and they backed down the driveway.

“No,” he said, “it’s not that much.”

He didn’t say how much it did cost, just left her wondering. Then he revved it up and it was so loud, the engine right behind her, and they were roaring down their quiet little street in a handsome man’s fighter jet, the whole thing lit up like it was a game on the XBox.




Chapter 20

“Yo-ro-ko-bi?” Amy sounded it out.

They were stopped in front of a low, plain kinda brick building with an enormous round concrete ball in the driveway. Perfectly round stone just sitting in a bed of gravel. No plants or anything, just rocks. Maybe ten feet tall. Like it was supposed to mean something. Big round ball like that, somebody had to put it there. But why? Place looked like it was out of a science fiction movie.

She knew her hair was a mess. Even tied up in her colorful bandana and in a ponytail pinched up with elastic, Finch had gone almost a hundred miles an hour on the freeway until they hit traffic. Her hair whipped around so hard, a strand had snapped itself right in her eye and it still smarted.

“Yorokobi,” Finch said.

They were in Beverly Hills somewhere and she couldn’t feel more out of place. This was crazy. All she’d planned to do today was get the Dark Brotherhood quests mostly finished before JJ got home. Then they’d have dinner and watch some TV. Next thing she knows she’s in a sports car seeing Rodeo Drive up close and personal. All the stores you see on TV right there, people going in and out of them. Crazy.

He walked her into the place, held the door open for her which was nice but maybe she’d a liked it better if he’d gone in first and she coulda stood behind him. There was a Chinese lady at a blank counter who looked friendly enough but the way she was dressed was all business. All in black her hair pulled back like she was very serious. She stood and greeted them. Amy had no idea what to say, but she was glad the lady spoke English. Finch came in then and took over and she gave a little sigh inside. He said he’d booked an appointment and then they spoke all hushed and the Chinese lady did a lot of nodding and bowing. He gave her his credit card.

Another lady came down the hall and she couldn’t have looked nicer. She was smiling and nodding and holding her robe up so she wouldn’t trip on it. Finch held his hand out for her to go ahead and she did, walking down the hall and following the bowing lady. She walked them to a room and she opened the door and she bowed again and she waved her hand for them to enter. It was a big bathroom, black stone floors and mats made out of ropes. There was a square bathtub made out of grey stone on one side and then two tables on the other. In the middle was a low table, right on the ground and on the table was a big bunch of flowers.

The Chinese lady bowed and left them and closed the door behind her and now she was alone in the room with Mister Finch. She said, “Big room.” Not to anybody, just talking cause she was nervous.

“Why don’t we get cleaned up first, Amy?” Finch said.

“Cleaned up?”

“There’s a shower in the room. Over behind the bathtub.”

The bath was behind a glass wall and then in that room with the bath, once you walked in, she could see there was a shower stall too. No curtain or nothing just a glass wall so anybody could see you. “There’s no curtain,” she said.

“We’re alone here, Amy. This is our room.”

“This is all for us?” she asked him, hands on her hips looking around at the place. It was plain but kinda fancy looking. All the lights were hiding up in the ceiling.

“Yes,” Finch said. “You want me to go first?”

“Go where?”

“Have a shower.”

“Uh, yeah, I meanâ€””

“You can join me, but I thought you might like your privacy.”

She would like her privacy. “Yeah, you go first, Mister Finch.”

“Finch, Amy.” He peeled his shirt off right in front of her. Her a married woman trapped in this warm room with him. She didn’t know what to do. He made it seem like it was no big deal and maybe it wasn’t, this wasn’t Jackson Pond. Beverly Hills probably had its own customs.

“So what do we do here, Finch?”

“We can shower, eat. Someone will be here soon for the massage. Just enjoy it, Amy.”

“Iâ€™m trying,” she said quietly, more for her than him.

She went and sat on the edge of the square tub. It was big enough for two. It wasn’t stone at all, it was made outta narrow planks of wood. Steam rose up off the water and she held her hand out over it. There was flowers floating around on top. She snuck a peek down to where Mister Finch was getting ready for a shower. He was pulling his jeans down. He had no shirt on and she watched how his back worked, the way all those muscles moved around under his skin. He stepped out of his jeans, boy wasn’t wearing any undies. She could see his boy parts hanging down and swinging between his legs. His butt was out of this world. “Amy, what you got yourself into?” she whispered to herself. She scratched her head, a sudden nervous itch scribbling across her scalp. Was she gonna have to get in the shower? Where anyone could see her standing in there naked? They had a community pool in Jackson Pond and they always made you shower before you went swimming. Weren’t allowed in if you didn’t.

Finch was in there under the spray, looking like a model for a soap commercial or something. Running his hands over his long blonde hair, all those muscles bouncing around, his abs flexing. There was a frosty stripe running through the middle so she couldn’t see his privates.

When he stepped out she sure saw them. Swinging around and all shining from being wet and she looked up at the ceiling. He grabbed a towel and said, “Your turn, Amy.”

She walked in behind him, stood at the glass doors to the shower. He had his back to her. He was big and tall and she could feel the heat off him. She should not be standing so close to a man without his pants that wasn’t her husband. She kicked her flip-flops off and pushed them under a wooden bench. She pulled her sweatpants down, whipped around to see if he was watching her but he wasn’t. She peeled them down and bunched them up on the bench. She threw her shirt on top of her pants and covered her breasts with a forearm. She was completely stark naked now next to another man and JJ was at work. Why on earth was she thinking this was all right? She walked quick on her tippy toes to the shower door but Finch called her.

“Amy.”

She turned, covering up all her girl parts. Mister Finch stood there letting it all hang out and he said, “Your bandana,” and he pointed to his own head.

She looked up, couldn’t see it, knew it was there. “Oh right,” she said and she went in and closed the door anyway. She wasn’t going to stand there in front of him and put her hands over her head while he watched. No, sir. She closed herself in, glad for that frosted stripe and she turned the water on. It was hot and perfect. She pulled the bandana off and kept it tied in a band and hooped it over a hook sticking out of the stone wall. She was going to keep her hair dry but the water felt so nice she just went for it. Put her whole head under the powerful stream and watched the splashing all around her bare feet.

  *

Atticus could see how nervous she was. He sat in the square tub and watched her moving behind the frosted stripe of the shower door. She was soaping herself. He could see she wanted to be clean. She was the kind to worry that other people thought she was dirty. Cleanliness in her upbringing had importance because it wasn’t as easy to come by probably as it was for most. When she turned the water off he could see her peeking over top of the frosted stripe to see if he was watching. He looked away across the room to give her some space. She came out, he could see her in his periphery and she was moving around there, fidgeting, bringing a towel down. When he looked back she had herself covered. He waved her over to him.

“That water smells nice,” she said, when she came over, holding her towel tightly to herself.

He said, “You should get in, Amy. I won’t look.”

“Okay,” she was biting her lip. “How does the water not all leak out?”

“Pardon?”

“Because it’s wood.” She pointed to the tub with a finger, her hand still clasping her own forearm.

“It’s tight, Amy. And polished. Please, come in.” He looked away for her. He would do anything to ease her nervousness. She was taking her towel off, he could see her bare body out of the corner of his eye. He said, “It’s an ofuro. The tub. Common in Japan. They’re part of the Japanese bathing ritual. You shower first, get clean with separate water, thenâ€””

“You ever been to Japan, Finch?”

He turned to her. She was in the tub. She was so beautiful. She was tiny, just a little girl-head sticking up out of the water. Her hair was slicked back and wet and her angelic face had nowhere to hide. He forgot what he was saying. Her beauty bewildered him.

“Japan?” he said, finally. “Yes. Twice.”

She nodded. They both looked around.

He said, “Have you?”

She touched her chin to the water, she hummed, “mm-mm,” shaking her head no. “I once played a game took place in Japan. Like, I was a ninja, and I had to do all these missions, and it was supposed to be Tokyo. It looked really neat.”

“It is really neat. Do you ever want to go?”

She looked wide-eyed. She shook her head no again.

They sat for a long while in the intense heat of the bath without saying anything. Amy seemed very fragile, or at least very susceptible to think of his actions as a sexual advance. Yet she was here with him, she undressed with him. He wanted her to feel somehow safe but exposed. Vulnerable. There was something in her eye when she was challenged, or afraid, that was indescribable. Its effect was intoxicating.

He wanted to see her bare body today, and for her to see his again. He wanted her to be at ease the next time they were together. Their coupling was a hurdle. High enough to prove difficult and high enough not to know entirely what was on the other side. He needed to clear it to get a better picture of what might lay beyond.

“You don’t talk much, Mister Finch.”

“I’m sorry, Amy.”

“No, it’s all right. I like quiet too. Sometimes, if I’m in a rush to fill up a silence, I might say something kinda dumb.”

“You ever think you’re too hard on yourself?”

She rubbed her arm, looked down at her tiny knees sticking up out of the water. “No.”

“I think you might be.”

“Okay.”

The doors quietly opened to their room and two women came in dressed in kimonos with a big ribbon on the small of their back. One had a tray and she brought it to the tub, nodding and smiling with grace. Then she backed away and went with the other attendant. There was sake in a white pitcher and two cups. A candle burned amber in a glass jar in the middle.

“What is that?” Amy asked, scrunching her face up.

“It’s sake,” he told her.

“What’s that?”

“Wine made from rice.”

“I don’t drink.”

“You’re twenty-one?”

She shook her head and looked over at the attendants who had their backs to them.

“Go on,” he urged her.

She smelled it, turned her nose up. She took the tiniest sip and put it down. He could see her shudder.

“Did you like it?”

“It’s nice,” she said.

“Really?”

She pushed her cup over to him for him to take it and she winced and shook her head. “Sorry.”

  *

Amy looked around the room. She was sitting in a comfortable chair now and she and Mister Finch were side by side. The ladies had filled up these big wooden bowls with hot water from steaming iron kettles, mixed it with something else then put all these pretty flowers in it. She had her feet in the one bowl and it felt amazing. She took a peek next to her. Mister Finch was sitting way back in his chair, his eyes were closed and his head leaning back into a cushion, his feet in his own bowl. After the tub the ladies made them get dry and then they put these silk gowns on both of them. Softest thing Amy had ever wore.

The ladies were over at the tables, Amy guessed that’s where they were headed next. They’d lay there and these two girls would rub their backs for them. This was not even what she expected. This was a massage? She thought they’d just go somewhere was like a doctor’s office and somebody would slap them and dig their elbows into them and then she’d be back playing Skyrim by now. This was pretty crazy. She couldn’t wait to tell JJ. He wouldn’t even believe this. How much did this cost? But she was scared too. JJ was at work today, his wife shouldn’t be having so much fun.

When they were done the bath, when the nice ladies had poured the bowls for their feet Mister Finch had stood up while she was still sitting. He was talking to the ladies and she looked up and took him in. He was all shiny from the water and he was all muscles and white light along his abs. Water was running off the end of his big pecker in a steady little stream. She took a real good look at it. She’d just been naked in the tub with him, water that was touching his privates was water that was touching her privates and that thought gave her a real sudden tickle in her tummy. She got horny. She didn’t want to get horny over this man. JJ wanted her to. That’s why she was here. For JJ, right? Well, JJ, you got your wish, your little Amy just got a funny little feeling for this man you wanted her to sleep with. Hope you’re happy, mister.

The ladies came over to them now, each to a bowl and Amy was ready to see what was next.




Chapter 21

Atticus found out Amy was ticklish.

It was fascinating. She was apologetic and polite about it. Seemed to be raised in a household of manners and she took her embarrassment well. She was making the attendants smile with her laughter.

She was most ticklish on her thighs. Whenever the masseuse would touch the back of her leg she would giggle and jump. Her fists would clench and she would grasp at the sides of the table. But she would buck and twist finally, then apologize sincerely.

It was there in that innocent but malnourished grace that he was discovering the secret of her charms. That shy introverted manner, the scared look in her eye; she was internal, not external. She was like him. Most of what made her who she was she kept hidden, it swirled beneath the surface afraid to be known.

“Agh! Oh golly, I’m sorry,” she said. She was very ticklish at her tiny waist too. She squirmed and the masseuse smiled and went higher up her back. That calmed her. Amy liked that. Her body was fascinating. So small and delicately shaped, yet she was an adult. Her face was flawless, so pretty as to make a person laugh with its almost cartoonish appeal. Silky blonde hair that shone under the indirect halogen in this concrete room. How did she come to be in his life?

She was married. Married to a man who wanted to share her. He could understand that. There was something about her nature that seemed celebratory. Something exciting in her timidity that might make one who loved her want her to be coaxed out and explored. If that desire was manifest in the touch of another man he couldn’t deny the appeal that her husband might find there. It was so fortunate for Atticus though, to have this darling delivered. She jumped again, putting herself up on her elbows and smiling and apologizing to the masseuse. Her small breast with its perfectly plumped nipple was held in profile for a brief moment, touched and rimmed by the light of a candle. She was aroused, not sexually, but aroused by the touch of another. The woman’s hands on her brought her excitement. Her body was flush and it tingled with pumping blood. He hoped it felt good, he hoped it felt amazing to be here when it was something you’d never known. There was a blithe sparkle in her eye. It was as bewitching as the disquietude her husband had captured in that very first photo he’d sent. Amy had a lovely medley of charms and he wanted to see them all.

  *

Lord, she was making a fool out of herself but she couldn’t help it. Every time that nice lady’s hand touched her bare body it was like a bolt of lightning shot up into her brain. She desperately wanted not to react but she couldn’t help it. The first couple a times she thought she’d get control of herself, then she’d say it was okay to try again and she’d fight it, she’d really fight it, but the lady’s fingers just wanted to make her squirm right outta her skin and bust out laughing. She had to tinkle just the tiniest bit and now she was worried about that too.

On the bright side she was having fun. And she didn’t feel so funny about being naked with Mister Finch anymore. She was used to it now. In fact, she caught him taking a peek, even though he was trying to be a gentleman today, and it made her feel good. She was pretty sure that he was liking what he was looking at. She was liking what she was looking at. Never mind that big old horse cock, that was nothing compared to everything else he had going for him. Could one sip of rice wine turn you into a hussy? She didn’t think that was it. Her thoughts on it seemed pretty honest. What worried her was this: JJ was making this all about Mister Finch’s big pecker. That was the part that was for JJ. He wanted her to mess around with one. That was his fantasy. She wasn’t so sure, maybe JJ didn’t realize that while Mister Finch had a big one he was also gorgeous and muscular and had a boy-bottom that made her girl parts feel funny sometimes. She hoped JJ realized that there was more to Mister Finch than that one thing that JJ was interested in. Could a man see another man the way a woman might? Or did he look at Mister Finch and not get it at all?

She turned her head to the side and watched Mister Finch get his back rub. The little Chinese girl’s hand looked so tiny against him. His muscles gleamed with the oil she put all over him. Amy’s hands were tinier probably and she’d got a bit of a feel of him before JJ threw up that milkshake all over the motel rug. She wouldn’t mind getting another chance. That was so wrong though, weren’t it? Even if JJ was watching and wanting…

The massage lady just kept to her back, going all up around her shoulders and the tense muscles she had between there and her neck. Dang when that lady touched her neck and rubbed it her eyes zinged right back up in her head and she let out a little bitty gasp. She could get used to this. Just please don’t touch my sides, my waist, the small of my back where it starts to become my butt, my thighs and whew, definitely not the insides of em cause that’s what made her almost pee. The back was good, shoulders, arms felt real nice when she went down em, calves was good and get this: the feet were good too. JJ touches em and she goes crazy giggling, but JJ’s trying to make that happen. This lady touching her feet didn’t make a tickle. It felt real nice instead.

It was her rubbing her feet that made her go to sleep…

“Amy?”

Finch’s voice woke her up out of a surprisingly deep sleep. Her eyes were heavy and just didn’t want to cooperate. “Wow,” she said. She was laying on her belly still, flat on the big leather table they’d rubbed her on. She felt relaxed, like detached from her whole everything, her little brain was floating up somewhere in the back of her head and it felt about a yard outside of her body.

Finch squat himself down so he was face to face with her, his face sideways in her vision. He said, “Did you like that?”

“Boy, did I,” she said all sleepy.

“You want something to eat? They’ve set up a meal for us here.”

“Really?” she beamed. This was one crazy way to spend a day.

“Let me help you up,” he said and he held a hand out where she could see it. He was wearing that silk kind of robe again. His was black and white and it had a diamond pattern woven into the fabric but you had to be up close to see em.

She held his hand and he helped her sit up. She was buck naked and she didn’t care. She looked around and realized that they were alone. “Where’d they all go?”

“We’re alone now.”

“Oh,” she said and she looked around for her robe. He’d left it next to her on the end of the table. She got off, put her feet on the floor and she took her time putting her white and black robe on. She let him get a look if he wanted one. He was watching. She chewed her lip a little while she was doing it, told herself to knock that off, you ain’t a kid anymore, Amy. She tied the belt around finally and walked to him where he was standing at that low table that was on the floor almost.

She said, “I sleep through them bringing all this in?”

“Yes, you did.”

“Hey,” she said and she smiled for him.

“What?”

“I feel real fantastic. I mean it.” He sat down and she sat down across from him, both of them cross legged on the floor in front of the long low table.

“That’s good, Amy. That’s why I brought you here.”

“Yeah,” she said and she stretched, shooting her little fists up to the ceiling and looking over what they’d been given for lunch. “What is this?”

“The best sushi you’ll find in L.A. You know what sushi is?”

She frowned at him, gave him a head tilt, said, “Finch, I know what sushi is. I’m from South Carolina not outer space.”

“What do you like?” he said, looking over the stuff they’d arranged in funny patterns on stone and wood platters.

“I never had it before. I just know what it is.”

“Here,” he said and he took his chopsticks and picked up a pink slimy hunk with sesame seeds on it and he held it out across the table for her.

“What if I donâ€™t like it?” she asked him, looking over this piece offish he was giving her.

“You don’t have to like it. I think you will, Amy.”

“That ain’t cooked at all, right?”

“No.”

“It’s raw?”

“It is.”

“All right,” she said. He hadnâ€™t steered her wrong, but for the sake. She held her mouth open for him and she reached up and touched his hand with her fingertips as he guided it into her waiting mouth.

He watched her and she struggled. Her face flinched and quivered and her mouth scrunched up. It didn’t taste like nothing, but it was raw and cool and didn’t feel like something you should put in your mouth.

“Go on and chew it, Amy,” he urged her, holding his chopsticks and watching her through half-open eyes.

There was warm rice underneath it and it was good. Made it so she could eat it. She forced her jaw to start chomping and it did, going slow and unsure. It didn’t taste bad at all. She said, “It’s nice. My brain is rejecting it but it does taste good.”

“Try this one,” he said and he took up a piece that almost looked like a hunk of watermelon but it had tiny green onions on it.

“What’s this one?” she asked him before he slid it over her lips.

He said, “Tuna sashimi.”

That one made her gag less and while she was holding it still trying to see if she’d have to spit it out it practically melted in her mouth. She chewed it up and it was fishy but something about that one made her feel real good. “That one just melted away,” she said.

“Here take another one.” He fed her another piece and then they worked through the platter. Trying different things. He was plain and polite and he never made her feel bad. There were a few things he gave her that she didn’t like and she did spit one out. She was pretty proud of herself for being a big girl and not acting like a dumb kid which she could do at times if she wasn’t careful. Eating that sushi with him made her feel like she was now part of a whole different world, and it wasn’t one she thought she’d ever get a look at.

She could see that giant dong of his up his robe the way he was sitting. Her darn eyes kept wandering on her, checking to see if she could still see it. Dangit eyes, yes, it’s still there, quit checking. When he sat cross-legged like that, his wiener lay flat on the floor. So much of it, filling up the space between his legs almost completely. Her eyes popped wide and she gathered her robe up real quick, suddenly worried about what he might be getting a look at up hers.




Chapter 22

They were on the way back to her apartment doing at least seventy with the top down. Her hair was whipping all over the place but she felt so gosh darn good she swore she was melting into Finch’s car seat. She turned her face up to the sun and felt it shining and warming her skin. Maybe Mister Finch might take her to a beach someâ€”

“Oh Lordâ€”oh no!” She grabbed her hair and shot up straight.

Finch turned to her and he looked worried, said, “What is it?”

“My bandana, Mister Finch, I left it in the shower, Iâ€””

“It’s okay, Amyâ€””

“No, it’s not, Mister Finch, I know it’s just a dumb gas station bandana but my JJâ€””

“Amy,” he said in a kinda calm tone and he wrapped his big hand around her little forearm. She didn’t want it to happen but she couldn’t stop it, her face started quivering and she struggled to stop it but that plum made it worse. Then she let it go cause she knew nothing was gonna stop it. She started blubbering and crying right in front of this nice man who was just trying to show her a good time.

He let her go, then his car swerved across three lanes into the turn-off on the farthest right and he had them swooping across the off-ramp in a big fast circle that pressed her up against the door of his sports car. She got it together, that sudden little bolt of excitement smartening her up a little. She sniffled and wiped her eyes and sat on her hands.

He pulled into a gas station just on the main road and he started talking.

He said, “Call Yorokobi.”

“Mister Finch, Iâ€””

“Calling Yorokobi,” a woman’s voice said outta his stereo. Then a buncha beeps like a phone was dialing and she heard it ringing.

She looked at Finch and he was concerned about her. He was studying her face like he was really working on something. It made her blush and she took a hand out from under her and wiped at her face again, brushed her cheeks. She gave him a big honest smile. She didn’t mean to make him worried.

The lady at the counter answered and he politely asked her about the bandana and she politely told him that they had it and it was put aside. He told her he’d pick it up.

“There,” he said, and his handsome eyebrows went up troubled in the middle wanting to hear that she was okay.

“Iâ€™m sorry, Finch, for acting like that. I had such a good time today and then I go and I of course wreck it getting all frantic overâ€””

“Amy,” he stopped her. “Amy, I had a great time today. I wanted you to have a great time too. I think you did.”

She nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, I did, thank you.”

He frowned real hard and he reached out and held her chin with his thumb and his knuckle and he studied her again. “That face,” he said and shook his head slightly. He saw something past her and he went back to his steering wheel and he drove through the gas station and around back of it and got in the line for a drive-thru that was right next to where they’d stopped.

“Hey, is this a McDonald’s?”

“You’re still hungry, aren’t you?”

She laughed, and she couldn’t help it, it was innocent, she reached out and squeezed his forearm. “I guess you know meâ€”yeah, I’m still hungry.”

“What do I order?”

There was a little hatchback in front of them and she got her seatbelt off and sat cross-legged now, feeling a whole lot better. She said, “Can I get a Filet-O-Fish meal and a strawberry milkshake? Supersized.”

He nodded and pulled ahead and ordered for her. He didn’t get anything else for himself. She said, “You’re not getting anything?”

“No.”

“You don’t like McDonald’s?”

“I don’t eat that.”

“Do you think it’s bad?”

“I don’t think it’s good.”

She pursed her lips up and pouted at him, let him see she was getting fake mad at him.

He said, “Amy, eat up. I want you to be happy. I like it when you smile.” Then he reached over and patted her tight tummy, “Eat up as much as you want.”

It was weird. When he touched her like that, low on her tummy so close to her girl parts, she tightened her vagina right up. Scrunched it in her panties. In a good way, and kinda in a bad way.

He pulled up to the window for the drive-thru and the lady took his money and her face was priceless. She had to reach down to take it from him then he waved off the change. She was smitten and Amy got it, he was rich and real handsome. Yup, and Amy Miller was sitting with him. If the girls at the McDonald’s she worked at in Abbeville could see her now.

Amy Roth not Miller. She was Amy Roth now, smarten up Amy.

He got her bag of food and handed it over and then this other bubbly-face girl handed down the big milkshake and she could see the first lady who took the money standing back behind, coming over to the food handout to get another look at Mister Finch. The girls in Abbeville would do that sometimes too, but they never seen a man like Finch, it was mostly burly young guys with thick necks, scruff and a clean cowboy hat in pickup trucks what turned heads back home. If they caught Mister Finch in their drive-thru they woulda lost their dumb minds. Probably put sleeping pills in his Big Mac and then jump his knocked out bones in the parking lot.

“Can you just park for a minute, Finch, while I eat? We can talk, I know you got stuff to do, butâ€””

“Sure, Amy,” he said and he pulled over and parked in a spot right where those drive-thru girls could watch them and it gave her a thrill. She took a look, caught them watching. “You gonna worry about crumbs in your nice car?”

“No,” he said, frowned at her. She couldn’t get a read on him sometimes.

“I’m careful anyway,” she told him.

She opened the box and took a bite and Finch sat and watched her. She said, “What do you do for a living, Mr. Finch?”

He thought about it too long a while, she started to think he wasn’t going to answer her, but finally he said, “I’m a painter.”

“A painter?”

“I’ve never told anyone that before. That doesn’t know me.” He seemed a little uncomfortable.

“Like pictures?”

He nodded.

“One a my sisters liked to paint too, you know? She painted cats. What do you paint?”

“Only truth in my sister’s paintings was she didn’t know what a cat looked like.”

She sat back on her heels and scratched at the sole of her bare foot. Her skin was all soft and oily from those ladies. She did feel like about a hundred million dollars with what they did to her. She felt like she didn’t have any tension in her, like her insides got all grease nippled and stretched out. The sun was shining and she’d never pictured a day like this ever.

“Finch, would you show me sometime? Your paintings.”

He thought again, then said, “Yes,” and he almost smiled.

She said, “You want to try the best fish sandwich anyone ever made?”

“No.”

She ate a whole bunch all at once and stuffed her mouth full, leaving just one big bite left between her thumb and finger. She got up on her knees in his car, her head out where the roof would be and she made the rest of her sandwich like a airplane swooping all in a roundabout way headed for his mouth.

He turned his face away from her and clenched his lips and she leaned all the way forward and put her hand on his shoulder, his big strong shoulder. She said, “Come on now,” one cheek stuffed with food and crumbs coming out. “I ate up all that weird fish for you. All raw and squiggly and no one thought to batter it and fry it. I ate it all up like a good girl.”

“You did, didn’t you?” He almost smiled a tiny bit and she touched his lower lip with her Fillet-O-Fish and he let his mouth come open and she popped it in there. She never saw a man look so good eating a McDonald’s. They oughtta pay him to do their ads.

She sat back on her heels, said, “Now, what do you think of that?”

“It’s not terrible.”

“Not terrible he says.”

She got the supersize milkshake between both her hands and she leaned again and put the straw up to his mouth. Finch chewed what he had in his mouth and shook his head, getting his long thick hair out of his face. His tongue came out and went over his lips and she liked seeing it. He took up her straw and he drank a lot of milkshake, being a good sport about it. He didn’t like the milkshake, she could tell. She took it back and she sucked on the straw that just came out of his nice mouth. Didn’t worry about cooties or nothing.

“You can’t win ‘em all,” she said and laughed. She shook her hair out now, running her own hands through it. “Thanks Finch, you were real good to me today, and I appreciate it. It’s been real strange moving to such a big city.”

He said, “I think next time we’re together things will go much better.”

“That’s what this is aboutâ€”I forgot. Yeah, we’re going to do that, aren’t we?”

“We are going to do it.”

“Hoo boy,” she said and sat back on her heels again.

Finch held his hand out to her, flat, like she should put hers in it. She did and he closed it around hers. Her other hand went in her bag and she pulled out a short french fry and she pushed it between his lips and he didn’t take it, just let it stick out like a cigarette.

“French fry?” she said, keeping a serious face.

A smile crept across his handsome face. He had these lines that went like dimples up into his chiselled cheeks.

“Finch, I ainâ€™t ever seen you smile before. You should, cause you got a nice one.”

He gave her a puzzled face and she thought maybe he didn’t even know he was smiling.




Chapter 23

“Oh no, Court, what the hell happened to you?”

Lexi reached out, her eyes watered with worry, her brow turned up, her soft lips parted. Court shook her head, said, “What?” then saw Lex’s hands come up and knew what she saw and what she was thinking.

Fucking eighty degrees out today and she was wearing a light cashmere sweater, sleeveless but with a cowl neck that came up and softly touched her jaw. But Lex had seen it.

“What’s this bruise? Is this a bruise? Whatâ€”Court…this is a bite mark.”

Courtney tilted her chin to the ceiling, somehow proud of her sex wound delivered by her incredible husband. She chuckled, “Yes, it is indeed a bite mark.” She’d shown enough, and still laughing, she sat back out of her reach and moved the cashmere cowl back up to cover the vicious bruise with the clear dark indentations of teeth. Sean, that fucking savage…

Lexi, however, was not laughing.

“Court, what’s going on with you?

“

They were at Farmhouse in the Brentwood Country Mart having a dinner together. Sean said he’d be at the studio late. He had a lot of spinning plates and she had no problem letting him go de what needs to be done. When they were together they got what needed to be done, doneâ€”and then some. That’s how she could trust all his late nights. She’d started with a chicken liver mousse with caramelized sesame seeds and fresh strawberries. Now they were waiting for their main, and she’d ordered a beef tartare and she was aching for it, she felt absolutely bloodthirsty.

Court took a long sip of wine from a thin crystal goblet, the corners of her mouth peeling up into a smirk as Lex watched her, befuddled.

Lexi grimaced, said, “Sean did that?”

Courtney sipped again, couldn’t stop another smile, then, this one turned to a snort and she had to lurch forward with her hand under her mouth before she spilled wine everywhere. She nodded, laughing, her mouth still full of wine.

“You all right?”

“I am, I am,” she gasped finally, fanning herself. “I’m all right.”

“What the hell is going on with you two?”

“Ah, Lex. It was playful.”

“Wow,” she raised her eyebrows and looked around to see if they’d attracted any attention. “Wow,” she repeated. Court thought she might have smiled briefly.

Lex said, “You two not getting tired of each other?”

“Mm-mm,” she shook her head. “Never better.”

“I can see. I really… how do you do it?”

“You might not want to know.”

“Kinky?” Lexi frowned a moment, then said, “No, I do want to know.”

“I don’t think I can tell you.”

“Some sort of Satanic ritual?”

“Worse.”

“Worse than sacrificing a virgin?”

“I’m the one getting sacrificed,” she laughed and rubbed her neck, pretending the bite was hurting her.

Lex shut down a little, her face closed off and she put her glass up and barely sipped, more hiding herself behind the big goblet.

“Sorry, Lex. It’s just personal. Probably too dirty to tell you. Once I told you I could almost guarantee you’d say you wished I never told you.”

“I know, I’m not mad you won’t tell me. I’m… I’m jealous. I’m you know… lonely. I had that… someone… and now, I don’t. Fuck, even when I had him it wasn’t like that though.” She fell back in the padded leather chair.

“Sorry, Lex. I hope you don’t think I’m braggingâ€””

“I don’t. I saw that mark and I pointed it out. I knew what it was before I blurted out my concern. Or at least I suspected. I think I wanted to hear it was from”â€”she looked around then whispered â€”” fucking “

Court looked her good friend over. She was thirty-five too and held it down just like Court did. She had a shine to her skin, she was tan and blonde and she had a grace. She was wounded now though wasn’t she? She’d taken a few hits with the divorce and Court wished some man would please come along and make Lex a woman again. Fuck her and love her and push all that sadness off her brow.

She said, “I told you before: just go get some stud. This city is filled with themâ€””

Courtney froze. A great idea…

Lex leaned in, said, “What is it?”

“â€”Oh shit, Lex, I just thought of something. Oh man.” She fumbled through her Birkin bag for her phone. She had someone she needed to text.

Her phone buzzed in her hands before she woke it up. A message from Sean. It was urgent. An emergency. His desperate text sent in all-caps…

  *

Tamarack Venture took up the entire fourth floor, the top floor, of the Washington Place Complex on Washington Boulevard in Santa Monica. A white stucco adobe block with modern windows and sidewalks lined with shade trees. Steve Castro was running up the stairs with Greg Longfellow, one of the four partners in the investment firm.

“That’s how you see it?” Greg asked Steve.

Steve said, “I told you. We’re a ten year companyâ€”those are actually your words. We’re about consumer engagement. Tamarack is about content and China knows that. Our investment is in Al or machine learning but the Chinese, India, they want the content savvy vision that drives the big success.”

“They’re not coming for our contentâ€””

“We don’t invest in content. That’s for the twenty year olds, you know that.” He stopped Greg on the stairs and winced for a moment.

“You okay?”

“Iâ€™m fine,” he said, adjusting his khakis, “they’re not coming for what we have in the portfolio and they’re not coming for content. They’re coming for our SoCal understanding of content, right? And how it will drive our real investments.” He winced again.

“Problems, Steve?” Greg said.

“You don’t even know.”

They had a team of Chinese investors, total Beijing types too, sitting in their conference room and strategies had been shaken when their offer of an investment partnership was higher than anticipated. Good news and all, but why? The partners were in a meeting and needed some Steve-advice. Not a partner but a senior in Tamarack and also heavily invested personally.

Greg said, “So, what?”

“So, it’s legit. They want our expertise. They want our…I don’t know…finger on the pulse of content. What we do here,” he said running an index finger in a circle, meaning L.A., “it absolutely drives the market. In China. In India.”

“We rule.” Greg said.

“We rule,” Steve said and threw up a fist for a knuckle-bump. He was hunched over on the stairs a bit, needing a breather. Running, hiking, cock cages, the hottest fucking wife in the world, her frequent ball spankings, and not one orgasm for six months taking its toll.

“All right, let’s get the partners,” Greg said. He held a hand out for Steve, said, “You need a hand up the stairs, old man?”

Steve waved it off with the flick of his hand and a laugh, grabbed the rail and started walking, “I’m fitter than you are, Greg. Only time I need your help will be at a taco bar.” Greg was two-fifty and ate Mexican every day.

Greg laughed, caught up with him near the fourth floor landing, slapped his thigh with the back of his hand. “Hey, how’s young Beckyâ€”wearing you out?”

Steve said, “Hoo, you have no ideaâ€”she’s the love of my life.”

  *

Luc Bertrand called Sean, oh, about ninety minutes ago. Luc Bertrand, this twenty-eight year old they were hailing as a new-new horror genius. Won a Palm d’Or this year for a short film about madness. Graphic and lonely and visually stunning, Sean would admit that it was art with a capital A. Two more Belgian Film Awards the year before and then countless articles written in the last six monthsâ€”Luc was getting hot and this Frenchy piece of shit knew it. Then again, maybe he was always a pompous asshole.

He sat now across from Sean in a booth at Harriet’s Diner on La Tijera Boulevard. The place was a foreign film student’s wet dreamâ€”everything they thought about America and the hope it once had wrapped in one. Once burgeoning, future-thinking, ugly and clumsy, and now decaying. This fuck probably had a French boner right now with the tri-colore flapping from it. He sat carefully slumped in his booth and he had a girl with him, his girlfriend, a morbid french teen who seemed to try very hard to look like she was hooked on heroin. Or maybe she was hooked on heroin. She had a haircut like Joey Ramone and a leather jacket, possibly no shirt or bra under it. It certainly seemed that way. She had hot pants and cowboy boots and she held her phone on her bare knees, her heels dug into the bench. She’d been on the phone the entire time, hadn’t even said hello to him, or even made eye contact over the top of her huge black bug-eye sunglasses.

“I think that’s her now,” Sean said, relieved. A black Range Rover pulled into the almost empty parking lot, next to his Porsche and a motorcycle that these two fruitcakes had come in on. It was Court.

Luc had called and said gruffly he’d meet Sean. In just an hour and a half. Then he was going out and he’d be on a plane back to Paris in the morning. Now or never he’d said. Fucking rude. And no time to prepare. Then he said, bring a date. Okay. That was weird. But all right. He’d said he was married and Luc said bring your wife then or your girl. So he got hold of Court, told her it was an emergency and now she was late. Luc and this nameless girl he was with had barely said a word to him. It was the most uncomfortable ten minutes of his entire life. He never got uncomfortable. But Deadly Paranormal was a no-go without this guy. It would be a useless remake no one would give a shit about unless he was at the helm breathing life into it. If this failed he’d be fucking behind the eight-ball frantically trying to find a new tentpole for the studioâ€”and all the other execs were already ten steps ahead, smart enough not to waste their time on a volatile ‘artiste’.

The diner doors opened and she walked in. Luc turned as well, watched her coming over his shoulder.

She’d dressed wrong, but there was no way to tell her how to dress right. What she had was smoking hot, but he knew in his heart it was wrong. The diner was quiet and the sound of her high heels filled up the cavernous roof. Tap-tap-tap. She walked towards them with her long black stocking legs and her thousand dollar shoes. It stirred him, stirred Sean. But she was L.A. Top to bottom L.A. and he knew it wouldn’t be what Luc wanted. He’d want her to come in with some hippy jacket, shaved eyebrows and a boot on her head or fucking something. He’d want her to look exactly the opposite of how she looked.

Sean stood for her, held a palm towards Luc, said, “Courtney, this is Luc Bertrand…and his friend.”

“Pleased to meet you,” she said and she put out her hand. Luc took it and gently held it, burrowed his eyes into hers. He didn’t stand and his girl never stopped texting, didn’t even look up. Luc smirked and nodded to her.

“Here, Court,” Sean said and he got her into the booth on his bench, let her get in first.

Sean glanced at his watch as he sat back down next to her. She saw it.

“What?” she said. “I got here as fast as I could. You pulled me away from Lex and a half pound of raw meat.”

“What?” he said, irritated.

She put her hand over his, “Beef tartare. Dinner with Lex.”

Luc said, “Sean, order her a big American hamburger.”

“We’re eating here?” Sean said, looking around.

“Of course,” he said. Couldn’t even give you two words without that dripping French accent.

“Hey,” Court said and she sat up straight and put an arm over the bench, looking around at the Space-Age L.A. interior of the diner. Don’t say it, Courtâ€”

“Isn’t this where they shot Pulp Fiction?”

Luctsked and rolled his eyes. His French teen repeated it, scoffed even louder and shook her head.

Sean said, “No, Court, no.”

Luc said, “Non, les amĂ©ricains stupide, they tore that place down.”

Court turned slowly back to face the table and sit back down, her eyebrows up high, and she rolled her eyes, mouthed, “Ooo-kay.”

This was off to a great start.

Luc waved over a waitress and said, “So Sean, you’re…a fan of this, Deadly Paranormal?”

“Well, yeah, of course, I mean…”

“Have you seen it?”

Sean shook his head; of course he’d seen it.

“Because it is shit. We’ll have four American Burgers,” the waitress was at the table now with her pad and pen. “Fries, fries, fries, fries,” he said, pointing at each person at the table, then, “Four Coca-Cola. Fountaine?”

The waitress said, “Huh?”

“Fountain?” he said, irritated and scowling. “From a fountain? Fountain?” He gestured towards the back of the restaurant.

“Oh yeah, yeah,” the waitress said now, getting it and nodding.

Courtney had her phone in her lap and she was texting like mad.

“Court,” he whispered.

“Yeah, hold on,” she said still texting.

“Court, please,” he said and bumped her with his thigh.

“Seanâ€” s’il vous plait â€”tell me what is so special about this dumb movie.” The waitress was gone and he’d leaned forward on the table with his hands clenched together, his cheek pressed against them, looking up at him like a little boy, but challenging him.

“It has a big following, people respond to theâ€””

“Non,” he said quietly. “That is not what makes it special to you. That is numbers, that is business. Fuck that, oui?”

Sean nodded. He rolled his head around, could hear it clicking, like pulling the hammer back on a revolver. Calm down.

Court was still texting but she looked up and brought her phone out, placed it face down on the table.

“Is it just a property the studio already owns?” Luc said, taunting him.

“It’s an innocent family. And the ghosts are… they’re trying to communicate, you know, from beyond. And I like that the family can’t tell if they’re good or bad, orâ€””

Luc sighed and sat back up again. It was over.

Then Courtney said, “We cannot know and we cannot be known.”

Luc turned to her, his face open and curious. He leaned forward again and put his forearms on the table. He said, “Beckett?”

Courtney smiled, said, “From ‘Proust.’”

Luc laughed, his eyes sparkled suddenly. He said, “And you, Courtney, that is how you see it?”

“Don’t you see it?” she said. “Deadly Paranormal is an allegory for habit and routine as a useless human expiation for ever even existing. ‘The suffering of being: that is, the free play of every faculty. Because the pernicious devotion of habit paralyses our attention, drugs those handmaidens of perception whose cooperation is not absolutely essential.“â€™

Luc’s face returned to sombre unshaven normal. He leaned back again and slumped next to Fifi or whatever her name was. He looked at Court and he said, “That is bullshit.”

Court smiled wider and leaned forward, said, “Exactly. Isn’t it a//bullshit, baby?”

Luc’s feet were tapping, his legs bouncing. He fiddled with a fork. “This fucking countryâ€”can’t even have a cigarette…” he mumbled then got up without excusing himself and walked away. They watched him go down the polished diner floor between the banks of booths and walk outside. Fifi didn’t look up. They were left with the sounds of her thumbs tapping away at her screen.

Luc lit up a cigarette outside, a puff of smoke billowing above him in the night lit up by the diner lights like a thought escaping him.




Chapter 24

Sean got up and left her at the table with this weird little French girl. The hair stood up on the back of her neck. What the fuck just happened? Did she just do something wrong? Had she just ruined her husband’s project? She felt like she had held a line in the battle. That neither of them had lost any ground. But now all the armies had left and she was sitting at the edge of the battlefield looking across at the court jester.

Luc had left and Sean fidgeted and twitched and he wouldn’t look at her. Then he acted like everything he was wearing was suddenly too small or too itchy and he got up and mumbled that he had to go to the can. Was he mad at her for texting? She had Finch talking and she had to keep it going. He’d been kind of weird and quiet for two days and she wanted to work something out with him.

She’d had the great idea at dinner. Her good friend Lex, not to be too rude, needed her pussy fucking pounded. And she knew the guy who could do it all along and had been holding out on her. Finch had the body, the equipment, the sex appeal, and the ability to do it for any woman. He was like a Sex God. Her hands shook with the excitement for her friend. How amazing a gift it would be to have Finch come to you when you were lost for months in a sexual desert. She could do that for Lex, give her that. Only Finch had not been as excited. Seemed a little put off by the request. She scrolled through their last exchange, re-read it…

Finch: You asked me once if I was a prostitute

MissProust: I remember

Finch: I’m not a prostitute

MissProust: I know. It’s not like that. She’s my friend

Finch: Does she have a husband?

MissProust: Not anymore

Finch: That’s not interesting

MissProust: Sheâ€™s a really close friend. She means a lot to me. I can vouch for her

Finch: That’s interesting

MissProust: Why?

Finch: Let me think. I have a meeting. Talk Later

  *

Troubling. She watched the French girl for a while. She sat and played on her phone and didn’t look up. Courtney turned and looked over her shoulder. There was a brick counter where the cashier was, empty. A waitress was gabbing with the cooks in the kitchen. Only one other table taken up in the place. Sean had gone to the washroom. She hoped he wasn’t mad at her. She was just being playful. She didn’t think there was anything that she said that was bad…

“Excuse me,” she said, and she stood up and scooted out to the aisle. She couldn’t sit in that awkward silence another moment.

She had nowhere else to go but the washroom so she headed to a hallway by the cash counter that had a sign with the male/female emblems on it. Down the corridor, her high heels clicking, she stopped at the men’s room door. The place was empty.

She opened the swinging door and went in. The room was small and overpowered with disinfectant. Two stalls, two urinals, a handsome man in a suit with his back to her. She clicked her way to him, her heels giving her away.

“Court,” he said, shocked, and his head whipped over his shoulder.

She put her arms around his waist and he flinched but there was nothing he could do while he had his thing out and it was peeing. She purred into his ear and bit his neck.

She put her arms around his waist and he flinched but there was nothing he could do while he had his thing out and it was peeing. She purred into his ear and bit his neck.

Sean hissed, “Court, Jesus Christ, what are you doing in here?”

“A little birdie told me you’ve got a big birdie,” she whispered.

“Court, come on,” he said. Her hand went to his buckle then smoothed down the front of his pants, pushed his hand out of the way. She found his penis and she held it for him between her thumb and a few fingers.

“Oh, there it is, it’s a nice one.” She could feel his urine coursing through him. She wriggled it around, making his stream dance and spurt.

Sean asked her, “What the fuck was that Proust shit?”

“Beckett.”

“Whatever.”

“Did I fuck up in there?”

His hands came down and he smoothed her hips while he spurted the last of his urine. “I don’t know. This guy rocks me, I never know what the fuck is up with him.”

“We’re a team,” she said and she shook his dick off for him.

“You did good, Court. I love you. I trust you.”

Her thumb ran along the top of his flaccid length, rubbed circles over the top of his glans. “Want me to fuck him?”

He laughed, said, “To seal the deal?”

“Yeah, I’ll go back to the table and say, sign a deal and I’ll take you into the can…”

“And?”

She stroked him a little, gently, her thumb and a finger circling around it. She stroked and stretched, choked it a bit. She whispered, “I’ll suck you, get you rock hard, and you can fuck my ass while my husband watches.”

“Fuck, Court.”

“Somebody’s getting pretty excited.” His cock was filling up quite nicely.

“Court, mm, you are so fucking bad. Ah, mm. What was that about habit and expiation?”

“Shit about not being caught up in all society says we should do. It’s all a veil. We should do whatever we want. Stop apologizing for having been born, original sin, just go and fucking have fun.”

“Miss Proust, are you a Hollywood Satanist?”

“I might be,” she said. Then she said, “Bleargh,” like a little demon noise and she darted her tongue tip into his ear canal and it made him jump.

“Baby, I love you,” he said.

“I love you too, Sean. Now, what are we going to do with this throbbing erection you have?”

“Court, we can’t… we’re in a meeting here.”

She whispered, “Put your hands up on the wall.”

“Court-”

“Hands up,” she said. “We’re a team and Iâ€™m not sending my teammate back to the table with the front of his pants sticking out.”

“Courtney,” he chided, but his hands went up and his palms flattened against the tile. His cock was hard, sticking straight out of his fly.

“You’re going to come for me. What do you want to hear?”

“Hear?”

“You want me to tell you how I’d fuck our French friend if it meant he’d agree to do your movie?”

“Yeah, tell me…”

Her hand squeezed his shaft, bunched his skin up so she could work it over the flared ridge of his swollen head. No lube, but she was a bit of an expert at getting her husband off in all sorts of difficult circumstances. “I bet you I could get him to sign with just my mouth, don’t you think?”

“You’d just suck him?”

“You want me to suck his big hairy French cock?”

“Would you do that?”

She whispered, “I’ll suck it in front of you and let him come right down my throat.”

“Oh fuck, Court.”

“He’s got a hairy one, right? That’s not just me…”

“Oh, Court, hairy for sure.” She stroked him, squeezed his tip, flicked quick little pulses over his favorite part. Her knuckle on her index finger pushed up artfully along the cleft chin of his handsome cock head.

“Iâ€™ll be pulling his pubes out of my teeth for days. I’m going to suck him so long and so good. I’ll suck his fat French hog bald while you watch me…”

“Oh, baby, you’d look so sexy doing it.”

Her left hand slid along his other hip and her fingers reached into his fly. She grabbed his balls roughly, tugged them, pulled them out of the opening and let them hang.

She said, “I’ll swallow every drop of his filthy load while you watch me.”

“Sh-shee-it, Court,” he hissed.

“Will you stroke it while you watch me be bad?”

“Ah, ha, yeah, yeah.”

She jerked him fast now, squeezing and jiggling, going for broke, sprinting to his explosive finish line. “Stroke your cock for me while I suck another man. You can stroke and watch my ass. I’ll sway it for you and you can come all over it.”

Her hand suddenly clenched his hanging balls tightly.

“Oh, shit, Court, I’m going to explode”

“We’re going to paint this washroom white, aren’t we baby?”

“Oh fuck, Court, Court, Court…”

He was right at the ledge, toes at the abyss, but she had him still, she could pull him back. She slowed to a stop.

“Of course, Sean, I need your word…”

“Ah, Court, please don’t fucking stop.”

“I need to hear it.”

“What, Court, God, what?”

“I want my Finch again.”

“Yes!”

“Promise me.”

“Court, I never said you couldn’tâ€””

“Promise me.”

“Oh, you slut, you want him so bad.”

“I do, Sean.”

“Make me come, baby, and I’ll let you fuck him.”

“You swear?” she asked him, her hand moving again, tentatively.

“Oh haha, God, please, Court…”

She got it going again, going fast and tight, she could feel his heaving breaths against her chest as she pressed herself against his back. “You gonna watch me?”

“I amâ€”Fuck, I am…”

“You going to stroke it like I’m stroking it?”

“Fuck, yes…”

“Come all over my back while Finch fucks me with that horse cock?”

He fucked her hand now, his hips driving his hard cock through her grip. He grunted and spewed, shot his load in thick streams into the urinal. He roared and shuddered and she hugged him and squeezed and milked his cock. He flexed it in her hand, the cords and tendons bulging as he still spewed his hot semen. She peeked around him, watched it spit and dribble, fling from the edge of her knuckle. “That’s my man, that’s my man,” she whispered. She let his balls go, let them down carefully. He leaned against the wall, exhausted and spent. She squashed his cock, moving from base to tip, forcing the semen out of him that his body couldn’t propel out. She shook it, pulled his briefs out with the other hand and tucked his big thing back in there and zipped him up.

When he turned she was smiling slyly. He broke into a laugh. They’d always had good sex. But the last year? The last year they’d made a commitment to one another to make their lives about each other. And a big part of that? Shitâ€”it turned out the biggest partâ€”was getting each other off. The last year they’d been getting crazy. And Court was taking the lead. “You are something fucking else,” he said, his face flushed and tired.

She looked at her hand and saw that he’d got some on her. She put her knuckles in her mouth while he watched and sucked them clean, slowly and sensually. She had his full, eyes-wide attention.

She said, “I didn’t want to muss my lipstick, but I’d still like a little taste of my sweet man.”




Chapter 25

Sean walked the love of his life back to the table holding her arm linked through his. They were both smiling and he knew they should. Luc sat at the table and watched them. His girlfriend still worked away at her phone. Sean gave him a very big and happy face. Fuck all this, let what happens, happen.

“Court,” he said pleasantly and he held her hand as he helped her into the bench seat. He sat down next to her.

Luc waited for their attention and then he held both hands up, waiting to say something. His mouth opened, then closed, then he looked to Court and he said, ” Pues el delito mayor, Del hombre es haber nacido.”

She smirked and nodded and said, ” Si.”

“My Spanish isn’t so hot,” Sean said.

Courtney said, “Original sin. Like I told you.”

Luc grunted, put his hands up again, said, “The ghosts, oui, are trapped in habit.” He smiled. “And habit is, it takes from us, takes life from us.” His right hand closed to a tight fist until it shook.

“That’s the message,” Courtney said.

Luc sat back and his face filled with calm and peace, like he had just been saved. He smiled, drummed on the edge of the table with his fingers, said, “Did you two just fuck in the washroom?”

Sean stammered, “No, no weâ€””

Courtney said, “Not quite. But you’re close.”

Luc’s mouth moved around, pensive, his eyes narrowed.

Sean relaxed suddenly, said, “I married a wonderful woman.”

“Oui, oui,” Luc said, and he seemed much more engaged now, happy and lively. He said, “You know, I was thinking to go home in the morning, back to Paris and close the book on U.S. Maybe take up painting or something… You have saved me. I didn’t think there would be anything here for me. Everything same, same, same. Nobody want to deal with art, it’s all,” he rubbed his fingers together, like making the sign for money. “Disgusting,” he added. “But you… you two are crazy. And you… Courtney, you, I love you.”

He held his hand out and Court put her hand in it. He brought it to his lips and kissed the back of her fingers like a gentleman.

Sean smiled wide and nodded, knowing what she’d just done with that hand.

  *

He was in a terrible mood and he hated taking it out on Amy but dang it what an awful day. First they had him spend the morning doing cheek cuts on jack rafters and he hadn’t brought his own framing toolsâ€”he was supposed to be working on cabinets. But they had this out-building they were doing around the block and they didn’t have anybody on site they trusted. He ended up using some piece of shit saw that kept squeaking on him and he replaced the blade twice. Then when he got back to the kitchen job he saw someone had moved out all the cherry that was for the kitchen cabinets. Nobody had offloaded it from the truck while he was doing the rafters. So he had to drive all the way down to Long Beach, grab the cherry in his personal truck then come all the way back in that traffic. Once he got working he was fine, but there was a Jose there kept giving him the eyeball and he was sure he was gonna get into it. Cabinets didn’t get wrapped up until almost 7 PM. Almost made it home and he realized he never went and got that fan. Then he had to turn around and head back where he’d already come from, stuck in traffic, crawling along. He got to the Wal-Mart on Firestone and he ran in and it was real busy. He got a fan, a pedestal one in black with a remote and three speeds, thirty-five dollars. He stood in line for almost ten minutes.

JJ slid the wide wire-grill fan head onto the tall black stand and tightened it in place with the adjustment knob. Amy was on the couch, tucked in a corner, with her bare feet curled over the edge of the coffee table. She was playing Skyrim. She’d barely touched her dinner. She’d microwaved them some pizza slices and some nuggets that she ordered at lunch time. She hadn’t even eaten lunch, just two slices of pizza. He sat next to her and he fiddled with the black plastic remote that the fan came with.

“Sorry I was so cross when I got home, Amy. I just had one a those days, you know?”

“It’s okay.”

“You sure? You don’t look sure.”

“I’m fine, JJ. I ain’t mad at all.”

“You sound mad.”

“I ain’t, JJ.”

“You won’t even look at me.”

She turned and she looked at him. Paused her game and turned so he could see her face.

“You okay?”

She nodded, her mouth clenched up small.

She wasn’t okay.

“You didn’t even eat your lunch today, baby.” He was worried that she’d got homesick again. She went through a spell when they first moved here and he caught her crying once and it broke his heart but good.

“I just wasn’t hungry.” She was looking down at the couch.

“Lemon pop, look. I got your fan working.” He showed her the remote. “Check it, itâ€™s got three speeds, it oscillates, and it’s got two modes, but I don’t see the point in that. Here,” he handed her the remote and she took it, looked at it.

“Go on, give it a try.”

She held it out like she was aiming it right at the fan and her tiny thumb pressed a button and the fan started up, making her silky hair flutter.

“How about that, Amy? That good? Pretty quiet, huh? That’s them Koreans.”

“Thanks, JJ.”

“Make it go higher, girl.”

She did, pressed another button, and now her hair was really flying. He couldn’t get a smile out of her. She held her hand up and zapped it again, shut it right down and off. She folded up her arms and she scooted her butt up onto the couch and pressed it right into the corner, drew her little feet up and looked at him out over her knees.

“What’s going on, baby?”

“JJ…” Her face screwed up and he knew it was trouble. This was her We gotta go home speech all over again. Her eyes got all wet and she said, “JJ, I think I mighta done something bad today.”

“What?”

“I went out with Mister Finch.”

He felt that Irish temper blaze right up him and over him and he shot across that couch right next to her with his fists bunched like they were solid iron. “How’s that?” he said through clenched teeth.

She threw her hands up to protect herself, and like that, the rage was gone and he was ashamed he could make her flinch the way she did. He wasn’t ready to let it all go just yet and so he grabbed her wrist and she hollered.

“Ah-ow, JJ!”

“Whatâ€™d you do?”

“It wasn’t nothing, JJ, I swear.” She tried struggling her tiny wrist from him, she had tears welling up in the bottom of her eyes ready to start rolling. He listened to his own breathing a moment then he let her go.

“Go on and bust me one, JJ, I deserve it.”

“I’ll never hit you, Amy,” he said, quiet. That rage receding like the tide and now all this shame coming up and splashing in the wet sand with little cloven devil feet.

His eyes were welling up now and he ran a hand across his face to wipe them away without her seeing.

He said, “Did he fuck you?”

“What, J J! J J, we just went out, but I…”

“You didn’t fuck him?”

“JJ, noâ€”you crazy?”

He rubbed a thumb and forefinger through his eye sockets, pressed real hard and sniffed, pushed all that weakness away.

She said, “JJ, he come by here, said you’d want this. Him and me went out so we’d be comfortable together so, you know, the next time we…”

He nodded real vigorous. Kinda wanted her to stop talking but he had to hear every detail just the same.

She said, “I called you.”

“You didn’t leave a message?”

“I thought it might worry you. You’re at work and all…”

“What did you do with him?”

“He took me out to a place where you get a backrub.”

“You got a massage?”

“JJ, I’m so sorry, baby, I really am, I didn’t think it was… I don’t knowâ€””

“Did you see him naked?”

“No. I mean, well, yeah, JJ, I guess I did.”

He ran his fingers through his hair and rubbed his face. Tried pushing the idea away of him making sawdust all day for eighteen an hour with a bunch of Mexicans and she’s getting a massage with another man. Man with a half million dollar car.

“JJ, I seen him naked already. More’n that too.”

“You did, Amy, I know.” That was his fault. “He seen you naked too?”

“I covered up.”

“Where’d you go, Beverly Hills?”

“Yeah.”

“You did? Beverly Hâ€”Amy, I was joking.”

“That’s where he took me, JJ.”

He threw his hands up, and talked to the ceiling, “Beverly goddam Hills. How much money this guy got?”

“He was a real gentleman, JJ, I swear. He didn’t do nothing made me uncomfortable. Fact, he was real good to me.”

“Dang, Amy,” he said and he lay back on the couch clutching his stomach. It just hurt so bad. His little Amy off having a good time without himâ€”with that guy. That real handsome rich guy. He just wanted this to be… sex. That’s all.

Amy said, “Maybe he does porno.”

“What do you mean?”

“For money. He’s got that big one and all…”

“Amy, those guys don’t make money.”

“Oh.”

“He was good to you? For real?”

“He was. He was a gentleman. He only one time touched my tummy. That was all.”

“Why’d he touch your tummy?”

“Oh, baby, nothing like that. We were dressed, we were in his car. He took me to McDonald’s. It was my tummy, like my stomach, I meant. Not my… my uterus or nothing.”

“Do you like him?”

“He’s real nice, JJ. He bought me a milkshake.”




Chapter 26

“Did you stir this clockwise, Steve?” Becky asked.

Steve nodded.

She held him with a firm matronly gaze, gin and tonic in her hand, held in an icy glass at eye level. She was inspecting his work. She’d come home from the clinic, exhausted. She’d peed, then kept her scrubs on and come into the kitchen. She’d made a decision on the drive home. She called Steve from the AMG and told him to mix her drink, she’d be home in ten. That was a big responsibility. Insanely big for little Steve. He knew not to fuck up motherâ€™s drink. In fact, he’d been barred from making it because, she told him, he couldn’t be trusted.

“You know, I can tell what direction you stirred this in.” She made direct eye contact. He wilted. Still he nodded.

“Steve, if you fucking bruised this gin, I swearâ€””

She reached far to the right and yanked open the top drawer, the one next to the Viking. It slid on silent hydraulics but she yanked it hard enough to make all the stainless accoutrements clatter loudly. It made Steve flinch. She grabbed the meat tenderizer, lay it on the polished and gleaming marble counter between them with a heavy thunk.

“â€”I will pound your little balls to mush.”

“Please, Becky, I… I got it right.”

“Do you think I’m kidding?”

Her husband’s face trembled, his jaw was quivering. She looked ruthless. He said, “No, Becky.”

She set her glass back down on the marble. She said, “Take your pants off and put your little balls on the counter for me.”

His hands were shaking as he unbuttoned his khaki shorts, not just trembling, but racked with uncontrollable tremors. She knew it wasn’t fear. She knew it was excitement. This was exciting. She had her man going completely out of his mind right now. It was early evening, the sun streamed in from the panoramic windows in the living room that looked out over the canyon. It lit up the kitchen in a warm and amber glow.

Steve had to get up on his toes to rest his little genitals on the marble.

“Here, Becky, here they are,” he grunted. He held the tip of his chastity cage up so that his scrotum was exposed.

His penis was straining against the wires of his cage. He wanted to be hard so badly but the cage stopped him, made it painful and unsatisfying. His balls were swollen and drawn up tight. She picked up the meat tenderizer, a black walnut handled one from Germany, and hefted its substantial weight. She flipped it around in her hand so the head spun around, she stopped and regarded the metal head, the spiked side of the hammer facing down. She lowered it until the cold steel spikes rested gently on his scrotum.

“Do you feel its weight, Steve?”

“Uh-hu-huh…” he stammered.

She gave enough pressure with her thumb so that the hammer forced their shape out flatter. “We better hope you’ve got this right, Steve.”

Steve moaned. “I di-id…”

“You know, there might be some good news.”

“Ah-hah, wha-at?” he couldn’t take much more of this.

“I was thinking it was time.”

“Time?”

“In the car on the way home…” she nodded, letting him in on the process, “If this drink is to my satisfaction I think I will relieve you tonight.”

She had him almost convulsing. He struggled to keep himself together for her, didn’t want her to change her mind. She tapped her fingernail against the wood handle of the tenderizer, sent bolts of shock into his flattened testicles.

“Hey, hey,” she said, getting his attention. “Or I might just smash these worthless little things into paste. Okay?”

He nodded. His face had gotten a wet sheen.

She held the glass out in front of her again, held it to the streaming golden light as if there was something she could surmise from it. She rolled it around, let the ice cubes clink against the crystal. She took a sip.

Becky put the glass down on the counter, let Steve hear the sound of the heavy crystal. She held the icy drink in her mouth, examined its flavor. She hummed, squinted, shrugged. She raised the tenderizer higher, then tapped the base of the handle against the counter while she thought.

She swallowed. “Well, Steve, I don’t know what to say. It was good. It wasn’t a terrible mix. It was good. But just good. You had a chance to impress me and you didn’t take it. Maybe you’re too afraid. I get that. But I like a daring man. That’s not you. It shows in your work.”

“B-Becky, please…”

“Finch would make me a drink and I’d love it. He’s bold. He’s a man. He’s got a man’s cock. You’re just a little boy afraid of your mommy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Becky.”

“That’s why Finch fucks me. That’s why you clean my house.” She took another sip of her drink, said, “I think I’ll find a middle ground.” She threw the tenderizer off to the side, said, “I won’t destroy those useless little things but I’m not going to use my hand on you either.”

“Oh-oh, Beckyâ€””

“No, but I think we need to drain you. It’s been a long time now. Almost six months you haven’t emptied those little cherries. Go on, meet me up in the bathroom. Get in the tub and wait for me. No water, just stand there. Iâ€™ll be up in a while. I want to relax, finish myâ€”averageâ€”gin and tonic, catch up on my e-mails.”

He was breathless and anxious, he nodded to her and then he left the kitchen in a hurry, ran up the stairs and into their bathroom. She watched him go.

She took her drink out to the living room, sat down on the leather couch and she looked at the beautiful vista. When she finished her drink, she put it on the table, crossed her hands across her middle, closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.

  *

Suzie Kaufmann first saw the work of Atticus Hawke at a gallery in Malibu. It would have been five years ago now. He was very different then but his work was unique. He had a seres of paintings, she remembered, called, ‘Girl, Turning Away’. They were hyper-realistic. Photographic, really, and quite exquisite. They were landscapes, two of them, and a third was a busy street, looked like Modesto maybe. Another looked like Malibu. They all featured a woman, shown from behind. You never saw her face just the mane of a deep almost blood-red-black mane of hair. There was a sadness to them, but an enormous personal depth. So many young artists contrive an enigma of sadness, desperately wanting to be that tortured artist that they think will land them a girlfriend or whatever it is they’re searching for. Never art, its never really about the art with those ones. Atticus’ work was authentic she thought. Not ready for Bronk-Kaufmann but he would be. She knew he would be. His torture was real and she knew it by the way his paint touched canvas.

She was standing now in his factory cum studio and saw that he was in trouble. He had two canvases spread on his far wall, eager for her to see them. He’d called, told her it was urgent. He wanted to show her his new revelation. She’d come right away. Frankly a bit worried given his manic exuberance.

His series of blocks were behind the new work, seemingly forgotten now. They were big pieces. Maybe fifteen by fifteen. Showy and colorful. Disjointed. A fractured id of the Atticus she knew. They were garish flesh and swollen labia. Not literally, but that’s what they were. They were ugliness masquerading as beauty. He had fallen. He was hurting. She knew to him, in his upside down twisted painful world, they were beauty masquerading as the ugly. He was upside down.

He stood to her side, ten feet off, giving her space, giving her energy room to breathe. He was wild eyed, his coveralls still wet with paint. It took two seconds for her to look at them and know that there was nothing she could do with them. But she drew it out, contemplating what to say.

“They’re ugly,” she said, finally.

He didn’t move.

She turned to him, softened, said, “I see them. Atticus, I see them for what they are. What are you searching for?”

He shook his head, his expression was hollow. He said, “There’s something searching for me.”

She walked to him and put her hand to his cheek.

“It’s too much here,” she said and she moved her hand to his heart. “It’s a lot… here” she said and she put her palm between his legs and gently hefted his manhood. She stood on the tips of her toes and with her hand on the back of his neck pulled him to her. She kissed his forehead, said, “None of it is from up here. Think about it, please.”

She walked to his door, turned and said, “It’s all emotion, there’s no subtle investigation to it, like everything else you’ve done. It’s like you’re telling us all a story you’re sure of but none of us see it the same way you do. There is no truth in it.”

He stood wide-legged but crestfallen and he watched her leave. She stopped one more time, turned before she closed the door. She said, “Atticus, I love you and I believe in you.” She let the heavy metal door close.

She walked across his lot to her Maybach parked next to his little Italian sports, and her guard held her door open. It had started to rain. She got in and sat back in the leather and watched the light glow from his square little windows, raindrops flickering in its shine. The guard closed her in and he got up front with the driver.

She turned back once as they drove along the alley, watched the lights again, and she hoped that he was going to be okay.

  *

What took thirty hours of boundless passion to create was annihilated in minutes. Suzie was right, the canvases were worthless. His message garbage. Immature. The work of a high school student caught up in love for the first time, flailing and desperate, crying for help as his hormones raged and his heart told him there was a chance you weren’t loved back. He smashed them with a fire axe in a whirlwind of fury and growling and tears. He doused them with turpentine and he sent them to the sky, turned into black smoke and hoped those images would never haunt him or taunt him again. He grabbed handfuls of wet L.A. filth in the parking lot of his abandoned factory, he clutched them, on his knees trying to hold on, trying not to get flung off the planet and into the orbit of obsession. This was it. All over again. He’d come close to that ledge. He’d almost stepped right off, happily, without even looking. He felt the heat and light flicker against him as an idea he’d caressed into linen with the utmost conviction became nothing and he pressed himself into the ground, dug his fingers in and held on for dear life.




Chapter 27

When Becky woke it was dark. Not night yet but the sky over the ocean was a bursting blackberry. A storm crossing the water, shades of violet and angry red. She checked her Gucci: a nice forty-five minute power nap. She stood up and stretched and then made her way up the stairs to the bedroom.

The upstairs landing was pitch black. It suddenly flashed with lightning, fluttering pale purple light in her tall halls. There was no thunder. She walked down the hall to the bathroom, passed it, let Steve hear her moving around. She got to her walk-in closet in the bedroom and she got on her toes and pulled down a leather case that was on the top shelf over her neatly hung clothes. There was a walnut bench in the middle of the closet, padded in leather and she put the case down on it and opened the latches, swung the top open. This case had an assortment of devices. She sorted through them looking for something suitable. There were vibrators of various sizes, rabbits, and cock rings, in Steve sizes and Finch sizes. She had some lubes and gels in there too. This was one case of many. She picked out a tube of gel, a papaya scented one she ordered from Hawaii, and a slim black vibrator, ridged and about six inches long. She walked through the side door of the closet into her warm tiled bathroom, opened the door under the sink and got her Hitachi; a heavy duty massager that would always do the trick.

She moved the slider for the dimmer up a little, bringing the room from near darkness to an amber sort of haze. Steve was crouched in the big jacuzzi tub. She’d had it custom built, the tub was set in a tiered stairway in ceramic tiles she’d had shipped from Mexico. They were mostly deep brown and cream and they had a royal blue crest in the centre of each. She walked the three steps and sat on the edge of the tub next to her husband.

“Steve, I know you think you’re allergic but I believe I’m going to get a dog. What do you say?”

“Okay.”

She unwound the cord for the Hitachi and leaned and plugged it into the wall socket. She ran it, made sure it was going to work. It did get quite the beating.

“Yeah,” she said. “Something small and white. You can picture that can’t you?”

“Yes, Becky.”

“I think that would be nice. To have something warm to curl up with at night, you know?”

He nodded.

“Can you stand up, please?”

He did. He raised himself up to stand in the empty tub. He was bare except for his chastity cage. Her husband was good looking for a man in his fifties. He kept pretty fit. He used to run but the cage became a bit of a hinderance. Since then he’d taken up hiking in the canyon. He watched what he ate. He wasn’t built or anything and he wouldn’t turn a single head but he really held it together.

She was still in her work clothes. Her blue scrubs and a white coat. She kept it on for effect. She knew she wasn’t going to jerk him off tonight and she liked the feel of making his release very medical, very procedural. She put a foot up on the lip of the tub and she worked her anklet around looking for the clasp. Steve watched her, trembling. She took her time.

“Bichon FrisĂ©?”

“Pardon?”

“The dog, Steve. Isn’t that a breed? A Bichon FrisĂ©. I’ll look it up.” She held up his trophy, the tiny silver key that would unlock his chastity cage.

“B-bichon F-frisĂ©,” he stammered.

“Come closer,” she said.

He stepped towards her and she looked over his penis and scrotum. “Are you looking forward to this you little worm?”

“Yes, Becky. No… I don’t know.”

“You should. I’m not sure I still want to do it. And I was talking to this,” she said and she tapped the stainless nose of his little cock cage. “This little worm. Are you a worm Steve?”

“Yes, Becky.”

“Are you? Are you my little worm?” She held the cage in her fingers and looked all around his genitals. She kept him clean and dry and she made sure he was safe. She wanted his cage to be very long term. If he got a sore or a rash he’d have to be without it.

“Iâ€™m your little worm, Becky.”

“If you say so, Steve.” She dipped a hand into the wide pocket of her medical coat and brought out some latex gloves, snapped them on over her hands. “Now, let’s get this cage off you.” She fit the little key into the brass padlock that held the pieces together and opened it.

“Don’t move, Steve.” She slid the stainless penis off and put it on the edge of the tub. “How’s that?” she asked him.

“Thank you, Becky.”

“You’re getting hard already. Two seconds without the cage and look at you go.” She tucked one testicle back through the stainless loop, then the other one and pulled it off him and set it on the tub as well. Steve was completely naked.

“Let me examine this useless thing,” she nudged the shaft around with a latex forefinger and looked at his skin to make sure it was okay. His little cock bobbed and throbbed under her finger, it was pointed straight to the ceiling in just a few seconds. She wouldn’t touch the end of it, where it felt the best, just her finger on the shaft was enough. And even her touch there had produced a clear bead at his urethra.

“Gross, Steve,” she said to him. Her other hand came up and she squeezed and tugged at his balls, rubbed his pubic pad. Still wouldn’t touch his tip though.

He grunted and moaned and she shushed him, warned him. Precum streamed down his shaft and dripped from his swollen scrotum. “Turn around,” she said.

He walked around in place until he was facing away from her. She took the lube and the black dildo out of her pocket, snapped the cap on the lube and drew a line up its shaft. “Bend for me Steve,” she said. He bent over slightly at the waist, pushing his buttocks closer to her.

  *

Steve ached to be touched. If Becky were to run her finger once up the underside of his pounding erection he knew he would explode. His knees trembled at the thought, at the mere prospect of her touching him. This was beautiful, exquisite torture and his twenty-four year old smoking hot wife was a maestro. A queen. His queen. He worshiped her.

The things she did to him, said to him, were like a surgical knife edge cutting away all the fat and exposing his raw erotic core. She had him completely. She knew him wholly.

She pulled his cheeks apart and he waited to feel it, waited for the penetration. The tip of the black dildo pressed against him gently, prodding and stroking. She turned it on and the pulse it gave made him gasp. She nosed its tip forward between his legs and he spread them a little wider. She pressed his prostate and he moaned. When the dildo buzzed against the back of his scrotum he almost blacked out. The pleasure was intense, insurmountable. His knees buckled and he almost sat down. Becky laughed, then called him a fucking loser.

Then the vibrating tip was sliding back and she was pressing it into him. Slowly it was inserted up his anus, Becky pressing it forward towards his front bringing the vibrations closer to the backside of his prostate.

“You gonna come for me?” she said.

“Y-yess, Beck-Becky. It wo-oh-on’t be, ah, long…”

“Beck-Becky,” she imitated his breathy stutter.

Then the bathroom was filled up with the sound of another motor. This one powerful, steady, full of torque. Her Hitachi. He shook with anticipation. His heart pounded in his chest and he couldn’t wait for the feel of it against him. Whatever she was going to do with it he was dying for it.

She pressed the rubberized end into the centre of his scrotum, mashed it, the wand vibrating at a beautiful five-thousand RPMs. He sang out, high and feminine and he thought it was going to happen right away. He felt the edge of a glorious orgasm, spinning wet like the rim of a bowl on a potter’s wheel. He pulsed streams and streams of thick clear semen. He cried out and he shook, he flexed and clenched, almost so hard that the dildo was sucked deeper into him but Becky had a strong grip.

“Show me your disgusting filth you piece of shit,” she hissed.

“Ah, Becky, ah…” he grunted and gasped.

The house shook with thunder, the tub rumbling under his bare feet. The lights flickered, then lightning flashed, more thunder, the lights went brown. Then they went out.

The room was quiet except for the battery operated vibrating coming from inside his body. It was completely black. Becky said, “You’re not going to come tonight, Steve. Mother Nature says no. Six more months.”

“Becky, please, I can’tâ€””

“Calm down, you sissy,” she said. She was moving around down there, her hand jostling the vibrating dildo still up inside him. A white light rectangle came to life at his knees. Becky’s iPhone on the edge of the tub. Tin music played from it, Carrie Underwood. Her latex gloves were snapped off her fingers, one, then the other.

“What are you going to do, Becky?”

She breathed into her loosely clenched fist like she was trying to warm a cold hand. He watched her in the dark, her fine pretty edges lit up in white by the screen of her phone. She huffed and huffed.

It was dim but he could see her hand reaching out to touch his penis. “Ah, ah,” he gasped, completely unable to contain his excitement.

“Easy, easy,” she said, “I’m not going to jerk you. Just concentrate, okay? Feel this…” Her thumb and forefinger circled his erection. He could feel the heat from her hands. “I’m going to stroke my OK sign up and down this pathetic little dick of yours but I’m not going to touch it at all. If you’re careful and patient and use your imagination you’re going to feel a ring of warmth going up and down your shaft. That’s as good as it’s gonna get for you, capice ?”

“Please, Becky, please do it.”

“If you try and touch my fingers with your disgusting little penis, it’s off. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Stay still.”

Her hand went slowly up and down his straining little cock. He could feel the presence of her hand, he could feel the heat of her as it went up to his tip and then made its agonizing way back to his base. It was like a ghost. There but not there. If he closed his eyes and rolled his vision inwards, looked up into the back of his skull, focused all he had between his legs it felt like he was being touched. It felt like his sweet Becky had her fingers wrapped around it. The warm ring went up and down.

There was nothing more he wanted than to come right now, to shoot what he had all over the bathtub. His heart had been clenched now for months, every waking minute he thought about sex. He was constantly aroused, but he hadn’t had an erection and hadn’t had a human touch to his penis in months. She would take him out every once in a while to clean it and make fun of it, but she wouldn’t allow pleasure. God, he wanted to show her his seed, he wanted to impress her with his propulsion but he knew she would laugh. He was nothing compared to her lover and the other men she’d had. She always told him. Told him how much they would come, how she would play with it, how she would taste it…

Then he was there, it was going to happen and his heart sang with glory, his balls pulled up and muscles tightened, fluid was filling tubes ready for the delightful journey through his cords and canals and out the sensitive tip of his tiny penis… then someone was downstairs pounding on their front door.

  *

Becky answered the door with a nickel-plated .357 behind her back. Small and powerful, like her, a short barrel that could end your life in an instant. It was almost black out. The sky over the canyon a badly bruised indigo. A black silhouette was on her step, framed by the two tall palms in the driveway island garden. Rain was coming down in buckets.

“Who the fuck is it?” she hissed and she shone her 1200 lumen tactical flashlight at chest height, holding it like a cop. Not wanting to blind a friend but ready to if she changed her mind. It was Finch. Standing, flinching from the light in the dark of their doorstep, soaking wet, looking like he’d just run through the jungle to get here.

“Finch, what the fuck? Come in, come in,” She stepped aside and held the door for him but waved him in with the barrel of the revolver.

“Shit, you okay, you look like shit, areâ€””

“Iâ€™m fine, Becky,” he said. He was quiet and she didn’t like it.

“Finch,” she said sternly, standing up straighter. She was dressed still in her scrubs, her medical pullover booties on her Reeboks. Her coat was open, her hand hung down with the pistol in view. “Finch, I don’t get my dates wrong. What the fuck are you doing here now?”

“I wanted to be with you.”

“We have a schedule.”

“I need someone tonight. And I need someone firm.”

She nodded. “Well, if you’re timing wasn’t so good I would tell you to skedaddle, but as it turns out, I have a situation upstairs and your arrival is quite… fortuitous. Take those wet clothes off, I don’t want you dripping all over my house.”

He nodded and he took his shirt off and threw it on the welcome mat.

“Take it all off. I want you naked.”

He nodded to that too. He slid his jeans off, his shoes, his socks, and he stood in front of her completely bare. She looked him up and down, took him in. He was a perfect specimen. But it was cold out in the rain.

“Even the big ones shrink, huh?”

“They do.”

She looked him in the eye, stepped into his space and faced him down even though he was a head taller. “Finch, when Steve and I called you, met you…we weren’t looking for a friend. You know that, right?”

He nodded for her, stone-faced.

“If this is about your Amy or some broad or something…look, I get it. We’ll have fun tonight and I’m going to take care of you. Get your mind off whatever you want it off. We’ll have fun. But call next time, okay? Send a text. I know you got a phone.”

He nodded.

“Now get that big dick up into my bed, got it?”




Chapter 28

“Becky, who’s here?” Steve asked her. He was still standing naked in the tub. He’d been too hard to get his cock cage back on so she’d handcuffed his hands behind his back. After six months without an orgasm she couldn’t trust him not to jerk himself off if she turned her back. He had incredible stamina but she’d got him so close and it had been so long.

“Boy, Steve, have I got a surprise for you.”

Steve’s teeth were chattering. He stammered, “Wh-what is it?”

She went around behind him, holding the flashlight so he could see what he was doing. She shone it on the lip of the tub, said, “Come on and step out.” She held his cuffs at the back to steady him. He stepped himself out and onto the tile floor and she walked him to the closet, shining the light on the floor so he could see where he was stepping.

“Wh-where are you taking me?”

“Sit here,” she told him, and she made him sit on an upholstered bench in her closet. She set her high-powered flashlight in between the cushion and the side of a Queen Anne chair and let it point straight up to her high ceiling. It lit the room quite well. “I’m going to give you a treat.”

She pulled her panty drawer open and tucked her Magnum back in with all her pretty cotton things. She took off her medical coat and threw it on the bench, then stood in front of her husband. She slowly untied her blue scrub pants, loosened the waist and let them fall to her shoes. She turned around in place, threw a hip out and flexed her rump while Steve watched. She pulled her Reeboks off with her toes and let her ass do all sorts of things that would kill a man who hadn’t come in half a year.

“God Becky, your body is so incredible.”

“I know Steve and tonight I want you to take it all in.” She slapped her ass hard, one little palm whacked right across her right cheek for him. Let that noise wake him up. She unbuttoned her shirt and shrugged it off her shoulders, then her hands came up behind her and she let him watch her fingers work her clasp apart. Her breasts dropped from their own weight. She turned to him, kept the cups covering them and she came to him, walked seductively in her panties and her bra held to her. She straddled Steve, a knee on either side of him on the bench. “You like my perfect natural Ds don’t you?”

“I d-do.”

She let the cups fall and she tossed her bra aside. She knelt upright and let her breasts swing in his face, let her skin touch his skin a little. Steve was going to lose it. “Open your mouth,” she said.

He did and she let a nipple brush his lower lip. Her nipples were hardening. “Take it,” she told him.

He took her nipple into his mouth and he gently sucked on it until he had it hard and clenched like a tight spring bud. “The other one,” she whispered, and she	gently swung her other breast to his waiting mouth. “That’s it,” she cooed as she watched him suckle at her.

Then she stood suddenly and she walked a step, tucked her thumbs into her panties and she watched him over her shoulder as she lowered them down her thighs. She bent as she went, thrust her bare sex out to him, framed between her thighs. Showed him her ass, her asshole, showed him all the things she was going to give to another man tonight.

She popped up and clapped her hands, “Ah, I forgot!”

She skipped to a shelf in her closet, completely naked now, let Steve watch all her perfect woman-flesh swing and bounce. She slid a UPS box out and ripped it open, cutting the tape with a strong fingernail. “I ordered these online,” she said and she turned and held a stiletto heeled Louboutin. Steve loved women in high heels. She gave him a cutesy girl performance, letting it all hang out as she bent and put her little size sixes into the fourteen hundred dollar shoes. She stood in front of him now in just her heels and she gave him her confident face, looked down on him from her new height. “Hot as fuck, right?”

“H-hot as fuck, Becky. You’re in-incredible.”

She got down on her knees between his bare legs and made sure she’d locked eyes with him. She smiled, opened her mouth and ran her tongue up his short length from his little balls to his narrow tip, half an inch from touching him. He groaned and buckled and he started to whimper. His cock strained and flexed and a long stream of clear semen dribbled from him and ran onto the bench. She giggled and let him feel her breath on his scrotum. “Ooh, this tiny thing is so aching for it, isn’t it?”

“Please, Becky, I have to come.”

“Have to? No, no. I decide,” she thumbed to her chest.

“Please, Becky, just touch it, I’m begging you. P-put your mouth on it, pâ€””

“Don’t tell me what to do, Steve. I’m sucking a different cock tonight. That’s why I dressed up in my new shoes.”

“Ah, Becky.”

“Ah, Becky,” she repeated, mocking his desperation. “How about I step on your little grapes? You want that?”

“Yeah.”

“Open your legs.”

He opened his legs and shifted himself forward in the seat so his scrotum was closer to the edge. She put her high heel foot up onto the fabric, stepping into it and pushing it down with her weight, right next to his genitals.

“God, you really have a small dick, you know that?”

“I know, Becky.”

She nudged the tip of her shoe against his scrotum, pulling it out from his body to lay against the cushion. “Lean forward,” she told him and he did, making his balls lay against the cushion. She moved her Louboutin over, shuffled it until the bright red sole was poised over his testicles. She slowly pressed her foot onto them, watched them flatten and shoot out to either side of her shoe. She squished and ground them like she was putting out a cigarette. “How’s that?”

“Mm-ah, th-thank you, Becky.”

He streamed more precum, she could see it glisten in the light.

“That’s enough, you little gollum, stand up. Becky wants some real cock, okay?”

“Real cock?”

“Come and see,” she said, and she took the chain of his handcuffs and walked him to the double doors that led from her grand walk-in and out to their master bedroom. She led the way with her flashlight beaming onto the floor ahead of them. When she opened the double doors she could see Finch sitting at the end of the bed. It gave her a chill. It must be incredible for Steve. Finch was a vision. Sitting there lit up so strangely, a bluish silhouette, rippling with muscle, his narrow waist, his legs parted. His long hair hung down and covered his face but the light caught the hard masculine edges there, the line of his jaw, his strong nose and proud brow. She wished she could take a picture. This must work for Steve. This was the stud that was about to fuck his wife. He was perfect. Even though that big tool he had was dangling in the dark somewhere between his legs, Steve knew it was there and how much bigger and better it was than his and how much Becky loved it. She did too. Finch was hung and hot and he fucked like a champ.

“F-finch? You called Finch?”

“No, he came on his own. He said he was thinking of me all alone out in the canyon and all I had was a husband with a tiny baby carrot to fuck me with. He said it wasn’t fair because I’m so beautiful.”

Steve said, “You are, Becky.”

“I know. Don’t I deserve Finch?”

“You do.”

“Aren’t you worthless as a man?”

“Fuck him, Becky, please.”

“Iâ€™m going to fuck him all night, and guess what?”

“What?”

“You’re going to watch every thrust, every ball slap, every cumshot… Becky is so in the mood tonight and she had a nap. Come sit over here, Finch moved this chair close to the bed so you could watch.” She sat him down in a high back antique chair she’d ordered from a Sotheby’s auction. It was tall and gold and upholstered in blood red with pastel cottage roses. She undid his handcuff on one side and then had him loop his arms around the back of the chair and reattached them so that he was hugged tightly sitting upright in the uncomfortable chair.

“Hey, thank you, Becky,” he said quietly as she turned to get some matches off the mantle of the fireplace. She went back and kissed his forehead.

“You’ve been good, Steve,” she told him. Then added, “But you’re not coming tonight,” before she headed to the glass jar on the rustic wooden beam that served as the mantle of their custom clay fireplace. She lit one then walked around the room, protecting the flame with her hand, and she lit about a dozen tall fat ivory candles. She blew out the match in front of Steve, let him see her pouted lips, then threw the spent stub into the fireplace.

She went and sat her bare ass on the bed next to Finch and she slapped a hand on his naked thigh. “I mighta been a bitch in the hall but you know what? This was a pleasant surprise. I’m going to fuck you raw tonight, Finch.”

“I want you to. I want you to hurt me.”

“Don’t ask unless you’re sure, big boy. Take it from Steve, I have a strong will and an iron stomach.” She walked her fingers like a spider across his hard flat stomach down to his swinging cock. His balls were big and heavy. She took his right ball up and rolled it around, watching his expression change. She smiled as she gently pressed a thumb into the centre of his fat testicle. She mashed it harder watching his expression turn to pain. His muscular body convulsed. She flattened it against the backs of her fingers. “And I got a kung fu grip,” she purred into his ear.

“Nope,” she stopped. She slapped his cock then. It was thick and heavy, getting hard. She looked between his legs, saw its shape in the dark and then she slapped it again harder, saw it swing and bounce. She slapped it again and again, hearing the wet skin on skin contact, a bright happy sound. He flinched every time he thought she would strike so she’d pause and keep him guessing.

“Nope,” she said again. “I don’t like pain for you. It’s not what I want. I don’t need two losers in my bedroom. I want my real Finch, okay? You wanna lay back and let me do it to you rough, I like that. But I love this cock,” she stroked him, milked his big thing downwards, soothing it and kissing his cheek. “I love this cock and it deserves respect. I only hurt the little ones,” she looked over at Steve, “because I hate them. They shouldn’t even exist. They’re completely useless.”

Steve rolled his eyes up and trembled. “Ah, Becky…”

“Come here,” she said to Finch and she stood in her heels, pulling him up by his cock. She walked him right up to Steve, Steve leaning his legs to the right so that she and Finch could get in close. “You came tonight at a good time for me; bad time for Steve…I was about ten seconds from making him squirt his little load in the bathtub. Tonight was his night…I haven’t let him come in six months now.”

Finch said, “Sorry, Steve.” She smiled, seeing Finch playing along, maybe coming out of whatever weird little spell he was in.

“Steve, tell my boyfriend it’s okay.”

“It’s okay, Finch. It’s good to see you,” he mumbled, looking down at the floor.

“Look him in the eye when you talk to him.”

When he looked up she slapped his chin with Finch’s cock and laughed. He wrenched his head away. “Becky!”

“Hey!” she grunted. “Look at me. Don’t get cute.” She stroked Finchâ€™s cock, holding it out so it was pointing right at her husband. “Look at his cock, Steve.” He did, pulling his head back a little so he could focus. When he was watching she peeled Finch’s foreskin back. “Look how big the head of his cock is, Steve.” She ran her thumb over the top of it, going in circles and mashing his big fat glans, pushing his urethra open wide. “God, look how nice that is,” she whispered. “The head of his cock, Steve, is bigger than your scrotum.”

“I know, Becky.”

“Do you think it’s a birth defect?” She asked Finch. He didn’t answer, back to wherever his mind was lost. She answered for him, “I think it’s just small. I think he just got unlucky.” She turned and sat on her husband’s lap, sat herself sideways to him, said, “Let’s let him get a good up close and personal with your big thick cock.”

Finch walked himself closer to her and she grabbed his half-hard member and she stroked it roughly, watched that fat thing swing around, knew Steve was watching it as well. Finch had a real beauty. One of the biggest she’d ever been with, the thickest for sure. It was thick right to the end, like a club, heavy foreskin, full coverage, and a huge glans.

“Mm, God, I love this cock,” she said and she licked the tip of it, touched the point of her tongue to his urethra. “You watching Steve?”

“I’m w-watching, Becky.”




Chapter 29

Steve’s balls ached and his cock was so hard right now it throbbed painfully. He so badly needed it to be touched. He willed those phantom fingers to stroke it again while he watched his beautiful Becky suck on her boyfriend’s massive cock. He could imagine their touch, imagine how glorious it would be to have his penis held and touched, his seed to be released.

It was dim, the light pleasant and artful. He couldn’t see every detail lit up with medical accuracy but it was intensely erotic. The action was a foot away, her soft skin an inch from rubbing against the underside of his cock. He could hear the wet crackle of her lips, the slurp of her tongue. He could smell her spit drying on Finch’s shaft. Her soft girlish thighs squashed on him, her movements jostled him, he swayed with her as she bobbed and sucked her boyfriend.

“Oh Becky,” he sighed.

She pulled her lips from it, whispered, “You see okay?” and she ran her tongue up his thick shaftâ€”up to his foreskin then back down to suck on his balls.

“Yeah, it’s amazing.”

The handcuffs bit into his bones, dug his flesh, and his shoulders wanted to cramp. He moved and flexed to ease their grip on him, to soothe his muscles. Becky sucked on Finch’s amazing cock like she loved it. Of course she loved it. It was an incredible cock. The cock he dreamed to have. Something so thick and awesome his wife couldn’t keep her hands off it. Her pretty shaped head bobbed on it, its thick end had her jaw forced wide, her delicate chin dimpled, her wet lips stretched. His foreskin stayed covered and his wife teased it, sucked it then nibbled and tugged with her pursed lips, then plunged again, going deep as she could. Finch’s hand wove through her hair, her breasts swung heavy.

Watching those breasts his heart clenched again, tight and fierce. The thought of reaching out and coddling them came suddenly over him. He’d become so selfish in his arousal with the cage, so intensely aware of his organ, so penis-centric, the abrupt thought of holding the woman he loved took him off guard. The restraint of his arms mournfully pronounced. He couldn’t even enjoy the simple pleasure of the touch of his hands to his wifeâ€™s beautiful body. He didn’t deserve it though. His sex was worthless and she was valuable. That big cock in her mouth was what she deserved, that stud with his handsome face and his muscles, that was what every woman wanted and deserved. Who would ever find value in Steve and his weak body, his little dick, his balls that dribbled come. He couldn’t please a woman. This torture was what he deserved.

“Make him come, Becky,” he moaned.

“You want him to come?”

“Yeah, make him come, please.”

“You see his beautiful cock, Steve?”

“I do.”

She peeled that thick foreskin back and Finch groaned, he flexed that thing he had, tendons that went into his muscled belly pulled, rose from his skin and he sent a clear stream from his big glans that rolled over Becky’s thumb. “Look at that,” she whispered, and her tongue licked it up, over her thumb, up the underside of Finch’s cock head. She tickled him with her flickering tongue tip. More of his lubricant bubbled from him and rolled right on to her waiting tongue. She drank it up. “He tastes so good, Steve.”

Steve felt his own slick dribbles rolling over his swollen scrotum, dripping from his hairy sack onto the chair. The end of his cock was ice cold, smeared with his own excitement. This was the most intense sexual excitement he had ever felt. Becky was the greatest thing that had ever happened to him.

“You wanna show me some come?” she said, looking up at Finch, her hand jerked him roughly, his foreskin tugging and winking, her hand not big enough to get around it.

Finch nodded.

“That’s it, she said, show me.” She stroked and stroked, faster and faster, Finch swaying with her tugging. She held her breasts up, lifted them under her other arm and squished those big jiggling soft things together. Her tongue reached out and flicked at his hole winking out in her grip. She stuck it under his foreskin, pressed it into his tip and wetly mashed his plump end. He grunted suddenly and erupted over his wifeâ€™s face and she laughed. She had a white dribbling line drawn across her cheek and now she aimed his cock onto her breasts. Finch grunted and snorted and spewed his nectar all over his wife’s flesh. She encouraged him, hissing Yeahs, and That’s its, squeezing and tugging until she was covered in his seed. She held her breasts carefully, trying not to spill his valuable discharge. She let his cock go and it swung, still dripping. Becky’s eyes were glued to Finch’s sticky slick evidence pooling in her cleavage. She said, “Finch, go lay on the bed. Take a breather, I’ll need you in a minute. Try not to let that thing go down.” She stood up carefully in her high heels and she held herself with both arms now keeping his ejaculate from spilling off her. She turned and she straddled Steve, climbed up on the chair with him, her knees on either side of his hips. He could feel the heat of her pussy against him. His cock ached to plunge inside her, but she wouldn’t even feel it.

“You ready?” she whispered.

He nodded, trembling.

“Look at that mess my boyfriend made on me with his big cock. Look at it,” she said and she presented him her held out breasts, her hands clutching them now, thrusting them together, her fingers sinking into their soft shape. She pressed them into his face and he almost cried out with joy at the human contact. They were soft and wet and cold and wonderful. They mashed against him and he opened his mouth and sucked and licked at them. She ran her nipples over his tongue, they were hardened, plump and bursting. He licked her clean, he was thorough, she let him go, didnâ€™t tease him, let him go until he had left her wet with his tongue, cleaned of all evidence that she had been defiled by a well-hung big-balled stud.

  *

“You’re going to sit up on the pillows and you’re going to watch me get fucked. We’re going to go all night, Steve. Sit up there and watch and it’s going to be sweaty and intense. You’re going to see stuff you like and you’re going to see stuff you don’t like. If you’re lucky it will make you come. I won’t be mad if you do. Finch and I are hot as fuck and we’re going to break records tonight. It’s on you. If you touch your dick, if you rub it on a pillow, if you make fucking eye contact with me I will lock you in the pantry. Understood?”

“Thank you so much, Becky.”

“I don’t know why Iâ€™m so good to you.”

She led him by his handcuffs, walked him, naked in her high heels, across the room from the chair to the bed. She helped him sit on it and scoot up to sit on the pillows with his back to the solid mahogany headboard.

She fixed her eyes on his as he got himself comfortable and she pointed a finger in his face. “Don’t say anything, don’t creep me out. You’re a fly on the wall. A disgusting fly.”

Steve nodded for her.

“Now look at this,” she said as she strutted to the foot of the bed in her new shoes. Finch was there, his legs off the end, bent at the knee. He lay on his back and he stroked his own cock. She clasped her hands over her heart and swooned. A woman in love. “God, you are hot as shit, man. Seriously. Grade-A man meat.”

She sat herself next to him, her thigh against his, an arm out on the bed for support. “Let me watch you stroke that,” she said. She watched a while as he masturbated for her. He was quiet again, his face blank, his eyes dull and distant. He was going through something but if he thought he needed some sexual therapy tonight she figured he did come to the right place. “Look how big it is in your hand,” she said to him. She reached out and she held his balls for him. She squeezed them gently and rubbed them while she watched his hand work slowly on himself. “That’s it,” she said, “get that thing good and ready, stroke it for me Finch.” Her hand left his balls and she put it between her own legs and ran her fingers through her hot wet self. “Oh man, Iâ€™m fucking wet. I’ve been so caught up in you two I forgot Number One.” She stroked herself good, gave herself a little of the middle finger, priming herself up real nice. “Make some muscles for me while you stroke it, Finch. Show me those abs.”

He did it, kept jerking his big tool, crunched his abs up, made them squirm and bulge. His chest flexed and danced with his movements.

“You drive me crazy,” she whispered. She bounced up and got herself over his hips. She kept a hand between her legs, felt her juicy flesh dripping. Finch stroked and he looked up into her eyes. He was still gone. On some kind of autopilot. That was just fine, she knew what she wanted and how to get it done. Long as he could keep that thing hard they were good to go.

“Tease me with it, Finch.”

He held it for her, stuck it up in the air and she gave him her pussy. He shoved that fat foreskin head through her sweet sensitive sex and it felt amazing. He tapped it against her clit, let her feel its wet weight. “Thatâ€™s it Finch, that feels so fucking good. Hope you’re seeing this Steveâ€”don’t answer me.”

She let her labia surround his glans, suck at it, get parted and get a taste of its fat round size, then slowly she took over. Her pussy grabbed him, held his cock, and started to swallow. He let it go and his eyes closed. She sank herself slowly on him. He was a big one. It hurt at first because he was so wide. Once you got it jamming though, man, he felt so good. He had hip power and technique, and boy, just run your hands over that model’s physique and it would send you over the top. Normally she was a one and done, not into multiple orgasms. Tonight, seeing Steve, knowing his incredible level of frustrationâ€”somehow what she’d done to that wonderful man had made her hotter than she could ever remember. She felt itchy inside and it was going to get scratched all night. See if watching his wife come over and over would empty his balls without even touching him.

She fucked Finch on his back. She rode him like she was riding a horse. Rocking her hips and galloping her body on top of his muscle, her breasts swinging and slapping, her hair swaying. She did all the work, humped him, scratched at his chest with her nails as she got herself closer. She wanted to let go, get crazy. She grabbed his absent hands clasped them to her flesh, got him in the game a little. He picked it up, squeezing her, giving her a little thrusting. He was here to fuck and that’s all it ever was supposed to be. They never asked much from him. He didn’t divulge and they didn’t pry. Didn’t ask him how some internet stud drove a Lamborghini. Probably some Beverly Hills rich kid. Got off on fucking other men’s wives. Whateverâ€”worked for her. He was a godsend. She hissed, Fuck you, to him, and she pounded her fists on his hard chest. Wake up, she hissed and she slapped his face, she was going crazy on him, she had herself sweating and dripping. Her breaths were short and hoarse. It was incredible. It was like it was just her in the dim candlelit bedroom, just her and some pleasure meat clamped in her pussy that made her feel incredible. That’s it, she cried as she got herself at the lip of a surefire orgasm, That’s it, she cried again and she arched her back and dragged Finch’s hands up to cover her breasts and he squeezed them while she came.

Steve watched his wife build herself up to the most amazing orgasm he’d ever seen her have. Her breasts clapped and spun in circles, her usually stoic sort of face clenched in pain and ecstatic joy. He’d never seen her face twist like that. She was bewildered and joyous and it was incredible to watch. Her hair shook around her, she dug her nails into Finchâ€™s muscle, she slapped his face, she pounded her fists on him. Watching her made him ache like never before. He spurted precum once, almost came, he had it at one point, sure he was going to get it triggered but it slipped away from him. It was absolute agony. It was pain and destruction and it beat on his heart but he loved it. Loved it so much. Release would come. It would come. And when it did it would be overpowering. But he could ride this anticipation a little longer.

After she came she fell off him and laid with Finch a little while. She made out, gently kissed him, the two of them laying on their sides. She would stroke him every once in a while, kept him hard. Then she wanted it again and Finch got himself over top of her and she wrapped legs around his hips and hooked her feet together. Her hands scratched through his hair as he entered her. She humped him first, got him into it; Finch wasn’t Finch tonight. Then after a good long while they intensified, Finch power-stroked her, bounced the bed with his force and Becky gasped and squeaked underneath him. She clawed his back and she bit his shoulder, she cursed some of the foulest strings of human language he’d heard. She came again, beat her fists on his shoulders, looked like she was stuck under him, trying to get out, her face contorted in pain, holding her breathâ€”she looked like she’d been caught in a bear trap. Then she collapsed. After that one though she was ready for more right away, she turned and climbed up the bed, breathless, right to Steve, face to face. He looked away so he wouldn’t catch her eye. She told Finch, “Fuck me from behind,” and he got up on his knees and got himself behind her, his thick cock swinging. He skewered her and she cried out and he fucked her again, really hard and Becky talked to Steve the whole time. Told him how she loved Finch’s cock, what a man he was, how good he felt, Fuck, he’s going to make me come again and again. Her body shook from it, her tits swayed and bounced. Her thighs jiggled. He fucked her like that for one full half hour non-stop. Becky was beaten up, she was dry and coarse but still she grunted and moaned. Her hands clenched sheets and he could feel her pulling them under his legs, her passion reaching out to him and touching him in the most subtle way. It was enough to bring him into the action and that simple moment burst more precum from him that made his tiny cock glisten in the lamplight. Still no orgasm. He was dying. She came again, barely able to cry out, her gasps were weak and mostly breath, she was almost sobbing. She sounded like a dying injured dog.

She went and got them some water in a crystal glass from the bathroom and they shared it, taking sips, and she laughed a little. Finch seemed brighter but he still wasn’t talking. Becky made out with him again and they gently wrestled, struggled for dominance and Becky scratched his arms and her legs writhed all up and down him. Then she went down his body with her kisses and she put her breasts over his cock and she held them around it. She kept her eyes locked on Finch’s and he watched her slide them up and down his shaft. She went at that until he thrust his head back into the mattress. He spurted come all up his muscled belly in fast jets, pulsing with the pace of his pounding heartbeat. Becky cheered as she watched it, said, Yaaay, quietly, her pretty mouth held open. Then she lapped it off him like a cat, on all fours with her elbows high above her slim back and a big smile on her face. She licked up every drop. It was about two in the morning and they touched each other for a little while and Becky would whisper things into Finch’s ear. He whispered to her too and he played with her hair.

The cuffs had cut off his circulation and he bumped himself around to get some feeling back in his arms. Becky held Finch’s face in her hands and she looked in his eyes and she kissed him. Steve watched Finch’s cock grow again. Hanging sideways down his hip it bobbed with his heartbeat as Becky willed him erect with the power of her mind, staring into his eyes. It got big and thick again and it lifted up and out until it touched Becky’s ribs. Steve humped the air a little watching them now. Everything they’d done had been dirty and awful and sexy but this touched him the most. This hurt him the most. This was sensitive Becky. He never saw this Becky. Watching her make love, sweetly make love with another man, hurt him like nothing before. It wasn’t fucking, it was something else and this he didn’t like. He wanted to stop it, say something but he couldn’t. Couldn’t face her wrath.

They made love right in front of him, like a man and woman should. Finch was on top and he clasped his hands through hers and he kissed her neck and she writhed in ecstasy underneath him, her legs grinding over the sheets, her mouth open in a permanent gasp, her eyes closed. Her breasts lay flat on her, her hair was a sweaty tangled mess. Finch seemed to be back and he seemed to want something and to give something and it was like his wife had never had it. She liked it, she loved it and they made passionate love in front of him forever until the sky started to lighten. Becky came again, gasping and pleading, her mournful face turned up to Steve but her eyes were closed. Finch came too, deep inside her.

  *

Atticus woke up and the sun was shining, filling up the room with a wonderful light. The room seemed so different than the place where all those dark things had happened last night. High plastered ceiling, angled and struck through by big weathered timbers. A tall fireplace, a copper shield and stone hearth. It seemed somehow friendly and warm in this morning hue. The power was back on. He could hear the hum of all their powered things churning in the background, whirring gears, metal on metal, fans dispelling heat.

Becky was next to him, face down on the bed. She was naked on top of the mussed up sheets. Steve was lucky to have her. If you wanted a woman to absolutely control your life you couldn’t find one better than Becky. Part of her meanness was an act, meant to excite and strike terror into Steve. Underneath it she was a firm strong and decisive woman. High testosterone in a petite ultra-feminine package. This is what a twenty-five million in the bank would get you when you wanted a pretty girl to step on your balls and call you worthless.

He watched her breathe a moment. Watched her back rise and fall with her light snore. What would a woman like Becky dream about? He bet she was at peace. Bet she would dream of nice things and probably Steve. Her hair was tangled and messy, not its usual silky straight sheen. She looked very sexy. He ran a finger lightly across her arm tucked under a pillow. Her eyes fluttered but stayed closed.

“I fucked up last night, Becky. Iâ€™m sorry.”

“Sâ€™cool. I had fun,” she said, not even opening her eyes. Her pouted lips were mashed to the side.

“I appreciate you being good with me.”

“Not shooting you?”

“Letting me stay.”

“Trust me: that wasn’t for you. That was for me and my Steve.”

He kissed the small of her back, and ran his hands over her soft pretty flesh.

She said, “You made my sheets stink like turpentine and smoke. You need new cologne.”

He got up, walked around the room naked, not remembering where he left his clothes. Steve was on the floor, laying next to the bed, curled up on a fur rug, right under Becky. He was naked still, his hands cuffed behind his back.

Atticus knelt next to him, nudged him. “You okay?”

Steve woke up, his eyes opened and he stared straight ahead under the bed for a moment, blinking. He turned his head to Finch, said, “Yeah, I’m fine.”

“My clothes will still be wet from the rain. Can I borrow a few of your things?”

“Sure. Go ahead. My closet’s onâ€””

“The one on the right there?”

“Yeah.”

“Thanks, Steve.”

“Okay.” He put his head back down on the floor.

Steve kept his closet incredibly tidy and organized. Socks and underwear folded and stacked with neat edges in their drawers. Finch grabbed a pair of underwear, sweats and a T-shirt. They were all a bit snug, Steve was about the same height but he was thin.

Back in the bedroom things hadn’t changed. Sexy Becky still lay where she was and Steve still lay on the rug next to her, obedient and happy.

“Bye Finch,” Becky said from her pillow not looking up.

“Yeah, bye Finch,” Steve repeated, imitating Becky trying to curry her favor by being a good boy.

“See you,” he said, looking them over before he closed their bedroom door.

His clothes were in the main hall and he took them down to the laundry room and put them in a hamper. His shoes were a little damp on the outside but dry on the inside. He walked out into the bright morning sun and stretched. Becky had done him good last night. She was firm and no-nonsense and even though he was the stud she was the one in charge somehow. Sometimes he would take control of Becky but he always knew it was her pretending to submit, acting for Steve’s benefit. He needed Becky last night and he was glad she didn’t turn him away. He’d been going to a bad place.

He fired up the HuracĂ¡n and eased out to the Canyon Road headed for Malibu. When he got to the Pacific Coast Highway he pulled over onto the shoulder. The sky was blue and cloudless, it was windy and the palms whisked and flexed and shook out their fronds. The ocean churned.

The nose of the Lamborghini was under the simple road sign that read: Santa Monica 15, with an arrow to the left, back to the city, and Oxnard 30, with an arrow to the right.

He pulled forward, still unsure, drummed on the wheel. He turned right and headed into Malibu.

  *

There were custom tiles set into the huge plaster column at the edge of driveway. In medieval script it read ‘Hawke Villa’. There was a gate across the driveway, wrought iron, barbed, set in the column and reaching across to an identical column on the other side. Floral gardens and shrubs and trees softened all the edges and stretched out and around the fence and gate. Atticus pulled up to the black communication box on its steel stand. He punched in the code, hoped it hadn’t been changed. The gates gave off an abrupt electric buzz, then it shook and slowly swung itself open.

He followed the short but winding paved drive til it opened out onto a circular pad with a bubbling fountain set in its centre. There were two Rolls there, one silver, one black. The house was beautiful. A tree-sheltered ten-thousand square foot Spanish Colonial mansion that looked out over the ocean. Not the house he grew up in but his father’s house. His father and his new wife, his new family, new children.

Atticus parked the Lamborghini down by the silver Rolls, in front of one of the four black carriage doors that opened to the garage. He took his time walking up to the door. It was early and Ricky might need some time to make his way down and find out who’d buzzed themselves in when they weren’t expected. He found him on the front patio, standing barefoot on the spotless stonework, looking real cool with his tousled hair and his artistâ€™s build. Tight T-shirt and low slung black drawstring pants. Bare feet. He looked like a guy who’d made girls scream with his songs twenty-eight years ago.

“Buddy?” he said, surprised to see him. He ran his hand through his black and silver mane.

“Hey, Ricky.”

“Everything good? What’s happening?” he said, cool and low, his cigarette-burned voice a deep growl. He put his arms around his son and gave him a good hug.

Atticus patted his back, said, “Everything is good, Ricky. I was driving by. Havenâ€™t seen you in a while.”

“Cool, bud, yeah,” he stepped back and looked him over. “Look at the muscles on you now. God, you’re looking good, kid. Come on inside.”

Atticus followed him into the hall, into the vast cavernous house with its rich fabrics, brick walls and Spanish columns. The terra cotta floor shone with polish that made it look wet.

Ricky said, “You were just driving by? What you doing out in Malibu so early, man?”

“I was-”

“Oh shit,” he laughed, pointed to his son as they walked in to the kitchen, “Man, am I stupid. You’re heading home. Spent the night out here.”

Atticus nodded.

“All right, all right. Hey, let me make you some eggs.”

“Sure. That okay?”

Ricky turned to him, nodded, pensive. Said, “Yeah, that’s okay. Don’t you worry.”

Atticus sat at a stool while he watched his Dad try and figure out how to cook eggs. Somebody always did that for them growing up and it made him wonder what it was like to grow up in the Hawke house these days. His dad worked his way through the kitchen, banging pots though it was noticeable he was trying to be quiet. Probably trying not to wake up Linda. He mumbled a lot of complaints but once he got going he knew what he was doing. He wasn’t always rich.

“Hey man, howâ€™s my Gretch?”

“She’s good. I saw her last week.”

“You did? You mean…”

“No, she’s seeing someone.”

“Ah, I thought, maybe…”

“It’s been a long time.”

“I know, bud. She was a cool one.”

“She was. Too cool for me.”

“So who’s this girl out in Malibu?” He served the eggs and some toast on wide circular plates, Mexican ceramic, a sun in the centre the color it would be as it set.

“Oh, no one, really.”

“Here, try this. Linda gets it from England. Made with Valencia oranges,” Ricky was holding a jar of marmalade out far enough so he could read it. He passed it over.

“I’m off sugar.”

“Good idea. I should too. This girl in Malibu, is this like…”

“No. I’ve found someone, Ricky.”

“Oh,” he said, picked through his eggs, chewing.

“It’s for real, Ricky.”

“No, that’s good, that’s good. Yeah, I’m glad.” He nodded some more. Atticus wanted to convince him, wished there was a way to communicate how real this was, but anything he said he knew would come off crazy. This time it’s real.

“She’s an angel.”

“Okay. Not a real angel, right? What’s this angel’s name?”

There was commotion upstairs. Pounding feet of a ten-year-old and an eight-year-old. The boys were up, Linda was up.

Atticus said, “I should go.”

“You don’t have to, bud.”

“Amy.”

“That her name?”

He looked up at the ceiling tracking their movements up there like he was watching through the floorboards and wires and plaster…

He pushed the empty plate across the counter to his dad standing in the kitchen still. “Thanks for breakfast, Ricky.”

“Sure thing, kid. Hey, for real, you don’t have to go. We’re just gonna kick it here today. We had a late night last night. Linda had me playing classical guitar, fundraiser over at the Montgomery. Stay, hangâ€””

But he was already moving, off the stool, out of the kitchen. Ricky followed.

“You still taking all those pills they gave you?”

“Yeah.”

“They helping?”

“I gotta go, Ricky.”

They were outside now, Atticus still headed for the Lamborghini. Ricky walked tentatively behind him.

“Oh hey, bud, I read about you in the paper. Yeah, yeah…”

Atticus stopped at the car door, held it open, looked back to his dad. “They mentioned you twice and talked about what I looked like.”

“Get used to it, kid. That’s all they’ll ever talk about. Did the same with me, didn’t stop me from trying to write songs that meant something, least to me. What you have…is real, they can’t change that much as they want to make it about sex appeal. I’ve seen your work, man. It’s breathtaking.”

Atticus nodded, stared at the driveway too long then got in his car and fired it up. He waved out the window as the car growled out of Hawke Villa. He got out on the PCH and headed back to the city. He was there in fifty-five minutes and as he drove into the Hills he realized he didn’t remember a single thing about the drive. Wondered how he got home at all.
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