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      I wrote this book very fast and it was during a strange time for me so it came out quite differently than I expected. I was half way through writing Book Four of The Cayman Proxy and I got stuck. There was a lot I had to research and I was putting it off. I didn’t want to lose steam so while I went through the things I had to do I dove into Going A Little Too Far. I had the characters and a brief idea but I didn’t know how it would end up.

      I wrote it in ten days. In that time I was also reading a sad, nostalgic book that was weighing heavily on me. Then a friend died unexpectedly.

      So this book became strangely emotional to me, even though it’s a black comedy and meant to be light and crazy, surprising, and entertaining. The characters I made here told me their story as we went along and they’re entwined now with a sad little chapter in my own life. It’s a strange book but I love it, and it somehow means a lot to me. I really hope you’ll like it too.

      -KT
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      It was Friday afternoon, 4P.M., and she was putting the springform cake tin under the broiler, cooking the seventh layer of her vanilla and chocolate torte. The one Troy said she didn’t even need to bake. But she’s from the South and you don’t just bring a six-pack to a house-warming no matter how much your husband might insist.

      She liked baking this cake, did it for special occasions. It took a lot of effort and it gave her about two hours in the kitchen where she could just sort of put her hands to work. She could do something and just enjoy letting her mind go.

      The finished result is wonderful, she thought—it looks like a well put together sort of thing. Not too showy at first—when you serve it, when it’s ready and on a plate. But when you see what’s under that plain frosting, that’s when you get your socks knocked off. Ten thin layers of alternating cake, white and then chocolate. Each layer baked separately by hand.

      She didn’t want to go to this thing they had tomorrow. Big parties made her sweat. It’s not that she wasn’t social, she just didn’t think she was like all these other people she saw all the time. She liked it quiet, she liked knowing everybody. She hated drunk guys, they were the worst. Drunk guys with sunglasses and backwards baseball hats. 

      She spread another layer, chocolate batter over the cooling vanilla layer she’d just done. She watched it bubble from the heat as it got spread so thin across the top. You had to get it even or it wouldn’t look right. The closer you got to the top the worse it would be to mess it up because you’d have to scrap it and start again. She popped it back in under the broiler and waited.

      The party was in West Texas, an old classmate of Troy’s who went to school in Georgia with him. He'd just bought a new place with his wife out there and they were looking to celebrate. In Georgia he was on the football team while Troy wrestled. But they worked out a lot together and they were both in Engineering. Now here he was, just bought a house only three hours away on this side of Abilene. Working as an engineer as well, he was with the City, and Troy was in Austin at Hazel Group, an architectural firm. 

      She popped the tin out and put it on the counter to cool. She’d already made her frosting. Sour cream and maple syrup and icing sugar. She’d chopped pecans by hand too, she just had to wait now. Troy would be home soon and she couldn’t contain herself. Emma got herself hot in this kitchen. Thinking about seeing him made her do a little quiet dance while she waited. Shifting her hips left and right, her legs together, elbows on the counter and humming a little tune. She was going to leave this apron on for him. Let him see her in her buttoned up little sundress. Light and silky, covering her all up but her arms and her calves. She was barefoot and that felt good. He’d come home and see her, smiling and in the mood, wearing her batter-dirtied apron. His cute Fifties housewife ready to service her husband just coming in from work.

      That could be fun. She liked that idea. She didn’t want to play their dirty talk tonight. She loved it, she loved doing it for him, but this was going to be for her. She’d been working on a little story to tell her husband. Some fictional encounter with a man at the Post Office. I swear Troy, he had the biggest thing between his legs, I saw the head of it fall out his shorts leg. But it was going to have to wait. Tonight she just wanted to be the girl. She just wanted her big, strong husband to take her; to pin her up against the wall and stab himself into her. She wanted to feel how strong he is. They can play around another time, tonight is her turn.

      Troy’s little kink was he liked nasty, dirty talk. He liked to hear about her sleeping with other men just because she caught a glimpse of their big penis. She worked that for him, she loved doing it. She took it seriously and she did her homework.

      Her kink? What did this slender sorority girl outta Kappa Kappa Theta—Emory chapter, Agnes Scott, Go Purple and White—what did she like? What was her closet freak? She liked to be (golly she hated to say it) pounded. She liked to be pinned, held, squeezed, and thrown. You wouldn’t think it, she supposed, if you saw her on a regular day. The way she dressed, the way she never showed skin. She barely put on makeup, never wore heels—you would never know that she liked it hard. This was a new thing; at least relatively new. Her sex life up to that point had been pretty vanilla. Her husband was the only one who could do it to her the way she discovered that she really liked it.

      In Troy’s hands she felt light as a feather. She was powerless to him. He was rock hard at two-sixty-five, she couldn’t even get her arms around him. He was powerful. He was handsome. Sometimes when she would watch her delicate hands cross over him, her fingers going across his massive chest and the deep valleys of his stomach, she could hardly believe she was with him. He was like a dream. His body was right offa the cover of a magazine, and it was all hers.

      Troy had it in his head that he had a small penis. She guessed he did have a small one. She never thought much about it until they’d started their dirty talking. It was big enough for her, he felt good inside her. He was the smallest one she’d been with, she knew that. She’d only slept with three boys though, and that included Troy. The other two were roughly the same size, maybe just different shapes. They were a bit bigger than Troy. When she put her hand on him he was just a bit longer than her fist. Those other boys were just about two fists. He wasn’t as thick as they were but he had this twist that made his little guy’s face look like it was cocking its head and that made her smile. Plus it had an upward curve and she could feel that inside and she liked it.

      She honestly felt like she was a bit too tight down there. Those other boys had hurt a little at first. Even when she’d occasionally—very late at night—touch herself down there, she felt that even one of her long thin fingers was enough.

      Knowing the cake must've cooled now she whipped up that frosting again, beating some life into it. She spread it over the cake that she got done perfectly on the first try. Watched it go on rough, showing the marks where she’d spread it. By the time she’d done that the heat had smoothed the whole thing to a hard candy shell. It was perfect.

      Emma had been with Troy for about a year before she discovered that he got aroused if she’d mention some other man’s penis. It was late at night, it was the summer and they were out of school. They were in her apartment, laying on the old couch her parents had given her, watching TV. Troy was on his back and he just had on a little v-neck t-shirt and a pair of baggy sweats. She had her back against the couch and her head on his chest, her hand on his hard flat tummy. She wasn’t even paying attention to what they were watching, her mind was somewhere else. She was thinking about her future life with Troy, probably. Back then she was such a puppy dog for him. She still was, but now she had his ring on her finger. She got snapped out of it when on the screen right in front of them there was a naked man. They were watching a comedy. They weren’t that kind of couple. She never watched that kind of thing ever. This man on the screen was a black man, muscular, and he had the biggest thing between his legs. She got it, it was the point of the joke. She didn’t know what to do, she bristled. She was a polite girl, raised well and went to church every Sunday with her mom and dad.

      She remembered how incredibly uncomfortable that moment was. The scene was brief, the naked man just on the screen for a few seconds. But the tension seemed to last. Finally, Troy said, Boy, that guy had some pecker. You know, to ease the tension. Emma said, Wow, he sure did. As soon as she said it she felt guilty, felt like that was the wrong thing to say. You don’t say something like that in front of your boyfriend. No, sir.

      She was wide awake then, hoping he wasn’t mad. She tilted her head up to see him, forced her eyes up as far’s they’d go, but she couldn’t tell his reaction. Then she saw it happen. Right in front of her face. The front of his track pants lifting—his little fella pushing that fabric up another fraction with every beat of that big powerful heart of his. She smiled and then had bit her lips watching it rise. He got himself hard as a rock right in front of her without anybody putting a finger on it. 

      He ravaged her that night, right there on that couch in that little apartment she rented in Druid Hill, just down from her sorority. She had never felt that little thing harder. It was like a roll of quarters. That night she figured whatever it was she said was what had set him off. Couldn’t imagine why. But something inside him got released that night and she liked it. Something changed and she saw how passionate he could be. Their lovemaking before had been wonderful, but they’d kept it polite and respectful. Kept it hidden under the sheets.

      That night she found out how strong he really was. He did everything to her and she was powerless. He turned her over and she was like a kid’s doll in his hands. He picked her up with one arm. He did his thing between her legs while he had her pinned against the wall. He held her in place with those enormous arms and she squeezed them, felt them like steel under her fingers. She encouraged him, begged him for more, crying out in a voice she didn’t recognize as her own. She had never felt anything like that ever. Was that what it could be like? She’d been missing out.

      She tasted her homemade frosting, just a tiny little spoon, cleaning the sides of the empty bowl. She was new to this homemaker thing but she was really enjoying it. She’d had to quit her job in Atlanta when Troy got this offer in Texas but that was already part of their plan anyway. She was going to get pregnant this year and they were going to start their family. She’d got her degree in architecture, had graduated with Honors, but her career was a few years away she felt. First things first.

      She could hear kids playing out in the street and she went to the window and watched them past the curtain. They’d picked this little neighbourhood because of its schools and its young families. A whole little community of like-minded people. Everything was falling into place.

      So after that night that she’d discovered he had a little button you could push that would turn his light on—a button you could press to make him into that beast—she’d tried some other things to see if she could bring it on. He helped her too, helped her shape her ideas on it. While he was inside her he’d ask her if she wished he could fill her up more. She told him she thought she might need a bigger one. It was hard in those early days to know what she could say. It seemed so easy to say the wrong thing and hurt his feelings. She didn’t want that. Men were supposed to be sensitive about the size of their organs she thought. It became clear as they worked this new thing out that there wasn’t a wrong thing to say. In fact, she started to figure, the worse things she said the bigger and better the reaction. She’d tell him back: You’re perfect in every way except for that little thing that I can barely feel—is it even inside me? That was kind of good, but it was pretty tame.

      One time he asked her what was the biggest one she’d ever had. She told him the truth though she didn’t want to, it seemed too personal. Her answer disappointed him. She had her hand on him at the time. She told him that while those boys were average that meant they were still so much bigger. She missed the way even a regular sized one filled her up. That worked on him. He went to stone under her fingers and he released his seed right across their coffee table.

      After a month or two she started looking online for pictures of naked men. Naked men who were well hung. She found lots of source material, sometimes she thought they just couldn’t be real. When she’d see some cute guy on a gay website—she always cleared her search history meticulously—she would memorize his photos. She would scrutinize every detail of his body and his face, but especially his penis and his testicles. How big it was—she’d become very good at guessing—what were its distinguishing features, was it hairy, the shape of its head, was it wide at the end, did it get narrow? She would even watch videos of the guy masturbating, as gross as that was. Not to the end. Just enough to see how his thing moved when he touched it. What did his scrotum do when he was aroused, did it tighten or did it stay hanging? She would store all that information, record it, then feed it back to Troy while they made love. She’d whisper in his ear that she’d been a bad girl today. Then she’d tell him some well-crafted tale about a chance encounter in the bathroom at a Dunkin’ Donuts or somewhere. As long as it was believable. She’d tell him that she couldn’t resist her urges after she’d seen some boy’s bulge, or some accidental exposure had occurred. That’s where they were at now and she loved it. She loved turning him on and she loved doing the research, finding some idea that would drive him crazy. And it didn’t take her dirty talk to see his Mr Hyde come out. Not anymore. They were married three years now. He knew what turned her on and she definitely knew how to do it to him too.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It had been a long day at work and he was still feeling his way around his new job. He worked hard but he never knew when he was giving enough; or too much, maybe if you worked too hard it meant you weren’t working smart enough. He just wanted to make an impression.

      He was at home at the gym, that was for sure. He knew when he was giving it enough there—or not enough. Troy and Emma moved out here to Texas when he’d got the new job, and they got that little twenty-two hundred square foot ranch in a mid-century subdivision. It felt like a neighbourhood from a different time. And it was a great school district. Emma loved it, and he loved coming home and seeing her in her homemaker routine, how she took to it. She graduated same year as him in Architecture, and she had a head for that stuff. But right now what she wanted more than to be an architect was kids. Lots of them. To raise a good old-fashioned Christian family. This was an exciting time. Late at night he’d lay in bed and he couldn’t sleep. He felt electric. He couldn’t be luckier. He’d scored this great job, he had his sweet smart Emma, everything was on track and their future looked more promising than he’d even hoped.

      And his Emma: the only girl for him. Ever. The only girl to get him. To not be disappointed in what they found in his underwear. And to not think he was weird when he asked for something that tickled his darkest thoughts. Who would have known she could be like that. His little Georgia Peach. Prim and proper. Prided herself on manners—on being a lady. But she’d turned out to be a real devil in the sack. He never would have imagined that when he met her. She was so sweet on the outside, who could have known there would be so much going on under that plain and proper presentation. He could be anywhere at anytime and think about her and his heart would swell up, his eyes would get watery. He was the luckiest guy he knew.

      He nodded to Brett, the gym owner, as he walked past with his clipboard. This was a big glossy place, with bright lights and a pounding soundtrack, not really his style. But one-fifth of the place was a legitimate set up. Brett was a former powerlifter and College ball player and he didn’t ignore true strength trainers even while the majority of the business was middle-aged guys and girls trying to get the train back on the tracks. They were the ones who were keeping his lights on though, he figured.

      He tightened up his belt, sucking himself in and squeezing the pins into the holes just past the worn, stretched set that they were used to. He was down ten pounds. Hard work when you had a wife that liked to stay at home and cook all day. But he was looking really good and he knew it. He loved when Emma’s eyes would light up when she touched him. He was lean enough now that the veins stood out in his groin and up into his abs. Emma would run her tongue down them, follow them down to his pecker and then put her mouth over him.

      He walked the bar out, five-eighty-five bent over his shoulders. He dropped down, gave it three good, deep reps. He liked giving up the wrestling, giving it up and just doing the strength training. Didn’t miss the sore neck, the joint pain, or the worst: that feeling when you were cutting weight. That hazy, distant, foggy mind. The dry, cracked lips, the mindless shuffle. He was at his leanest right now that he’d ever been but he was bright-eyed and strong, getting up numbers that were the highest he’d ever had. His squat and deadlift were in the six-hundreds, his bench high four-hundred. These days what drove him in the gym was thinking about his wife. He used to do this so he could throw around other men who were in the two-hundreds, now he was doing it so he could lift his hundred pound wife. Lift her with one hand and make her squeal. She loved that. Loved being a feather in his grip. It made him feel like a man. They’d watch themselves in the mirrored closet door, he would stand and hold her hips and he would lift and raise her on himself, just the strength of his forearms and wrists enough to move her.

      He kept his heaviest workouts the shortest—worked out today because he wanted to get home and get himself ready for the party tomorrow. He wanted to kiss his Emma, watch an hour of TV and then hit the hay for a solid nine hours. They had to be up early for the drive out to Abilene. He dropped plates off the bar and left it at three-fifteen. He ground out twenty-five reps, slow and steady and that was going to be a wrap for today.

      Troy got himself into the locker room and took his stuff off. He looked around before he pulled his underpants down. Twenty-five years old and he was still that little twelve year old boy sometimes. Looking around back then, seeing everyone else’s getting bigger and hairier, wondering when his was going to start. Only it never really did.

      He covered himself up and walked past some other guys, got himself to the showers with his towel held in front of himself, covering it. There were two already in there, and he checked them out. One pretty normal sized one, and another guy that had one that looked kind of big. He looked away before anyone caught him. He got to the stall, still covering himself, started up the spray and turned himself to the wall while he hung the towel up. He got it hot enough and showered himself up, making it quick.

      He’d been in locker rooms thousands of times. From High School, the State Championships, to College, where he wrestled Division 1. He always seemed like he was the smallest one. He’d check the other guys out like it was a sickness. Seeking out some vindication, trying to find someone who he was bigger than. He never did. What he did see frequently, and it killed him when he did, were those guys on the other end of the scale. Guys with really big fat ones that hung down, touched their legs when they walked.

      Any one of them could have been a guy who would sleep with your girl or had slept with her somewhere in her past. And when you were the smallest guy around it killed you to know your girl was with a guy maybe one time that had a real piece between his legs. That she would have played with one that swung around, not one that jiggled when you walked. She could have had one in her hands that she couldn’t get her fingers around, she could have had one inside her that made her gasp. Almost every girl he figured, worried, had been with one boy who had a penis she would tell her friends about. Your girl would have to think about those times when you had your tiny little thing inside her. The disparity was so great she couldn’t not notice it. That’s why Emma was worth a billion dollars.

      She never cared, right from the beginning, that his erection was only four and a quarter by four and a half. She didn’t laugh, chuckle or say aww the first time she’d seen it. She felt him inside her and he felt her tight too. Some girls had laughed. One even once sighed and she just got up and left without saying a word. That was maybe the worst. No, that was the second worst. That was in his first year at university. There were girls like that out there, girls that didn’t care about your feelings. He’d never, ever hit a girl, but sometimes he wouldn’t mind if a bad one thought he’d might.

      Like Jen Dawson. She was the worst. The first time his heart had been broken. He loved her like the way you do when the feeling is new when you’re a kid and that love is all you ever think about. He lost his virginity with her but she’d been with other boys. They were together a whole half a school year. Then she slept with this tall boy who just moved to town. He got popular real fast and he was on the basketball team. Joey Miller, who wrestled at one-eighty, told him he saw Jen and this new kid together at Chuck Kilpatrick’s party and he said they went upstairs together. He confronted her about it, trembling as he spoke and she cried and admitted it. He ran off and left her. Hoping she would drown in her shame. He knew he'd come back to her—he left her because he wanted to hurt her back. They got back together and it was so hard for him. He wanted to be with her but all he could see in her face was someone who couldn’t be trusted. Someone who held his innocence, his trust, but she didn’t care for it, didn’t respect it. She didn’t know how vulnerable he was. Then he saw a text she’d sent to some of her friends saying how big this other kid’s penis was. Served him right for snooping through her phone while she was in the bathroom at the cinema. She told them all how small Troy was. She was laughing that it was true about going black. She was never going back. They all laughed. Laughed at him and his misfortune.

      He’d had other girlfriends who stayed a while. Mostly for his body. Three long relationships that lasted for months. But he was really self-conscious about his size and tried to talk about it with them. That’s how he discovered he liked hearing about other experiences from girls that he had feelings for. He’d talk honestly about his feelings, ask them, Was he pleasing them enough, was he too small? They’d reassure him, tell him it was okay. Then eventually they’d mention other guys, and he couldn’t help it—he’d ask them how he compared. When they told him it drove him wild. He was so embarrassed by it though. He’d try and steer them that way, make them talk about it while they were making love but it seemed to freak them out. They’d all left him. Good for them; made way for his Emma.

      He put his towel around his waist and made it back to his locker. He always kept himself covered. Nobody would say anything to him now. Not any man at least. That locker room shame when he was a kid probably had a little something to do with him becoming the behemoth that he was. They made fun of him in Grade Nine and Ten, but by Grade Eleven that stopped. Nobody said a thing any more. He was sixteen and he was benching three-fifty. Problem was no one said anything to your face, but they loved to say it behind your back. All the kids at school heard the rumour that the beast on the wrestling team had a tiny pecker. All the girls knew. Sometimes he’d meet a girl and she’d ask him right at a party or wherever: Is what they say true? Is it really that small? Maybe they still would have been with him, but hearing something like that just took the wind out of his sails. Sent him home.
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      When he got home he found her in the kitchen. She was decorating the cake that she’d made for the house-warming. He watched her from the hall as he took his shoes off and put on his slippers. She had a pastry bag and she was making chocolate designs around the lip of the caramel covered cake sitting on its porcelain stand. She looked over her shoulder at him, gave him a sultry sort of naughty look. She could be like this sometimes. Letting him know she wanted it. He could feel his pulse jump. He didn’t expect to come home to this.

      “I didn’t expect you home so soon,” she said. She acted like she was trying to hide from him what she was doing on the high marble kitchen counter. She looked so pretty. Her ginger hair shining, almost blonde in some spots where the low sunlight coming in through the kitchen window lit it up. She had a long and light floral dress on, buttoned right up, short little bloused sleeves with a cuff that ended up high by her shoulder. The only thing bare was her ankles and her long alabaster arms, a thin little leather watch around her wrist.

      He walked into the kitchen, he kept his face stern, waiting to see where she would take this. She turned to him, hid the cake behind her, blocked it from his view. She folded her arms across herself, clutched at the collar of her dress, protecting herself from her brute of a husband.

      “I hope you’re not upset with me,” she said, playing up her Southern drawl.

      He strode to her, loomed over her, pinned her against the kitchen counter putting an arm on either side of her. She leaned back, made herself seem frightful. “What have you done?” he asked her.

      “I know you told me not to, but I just had to bake this cake,” she said, then bit her lip, looking up at him through her eyelashes.

      “Let me see it.”

      She winced, then got herself to the side so he could see around her. He looked at it. It was beautiful of course, a work of art. She’d written the names of his friend and his wife in her pretty handwriting across the top in chocolate frosting. Welcome to your new home.

      “What are we going to do with you?”

      She thought a moment, looked at him with her head tilted. She said, “I hope whatever you do you don’t spank my little bottom.”

      He moved his right arm slowly behind her, he gripped her firm little butt cheek and she gasped.

      “Please go easy on me, daddy.”

      He threw her up over his shoulder effortlessly with one hand and she shrieked with a laugh.

      “Please, I’ll listen next time, I just couldn’t let us go there with empty hands,” her voice gasping to the hall behind him as he marched her into the family room.

      He got her off his shoulder, spun her around face down with one palm spread across her chest, the other between her legs as he sat on his leather chair and placed her over his knee.

      “If I tell you not to bake a cake what should you do?”

      She put her arms behind her back and covered her rump. She was bent over his knee, her butt turned up to him, her pretty bare feet folded together resting on the arm of the chair. He noticed how clean the soles of her feet were; she kept the place immaculate. “Not bake a cake,” she said, quiet, high at the end, like it was a question.

      Her fingers pulled at the fabric of the dress’s skirt, inching it up to her, bringing the hem of it into her hand. “Why, I guess I asked for it didn’t I, daddy?” she said as she peeled the skirt up over her rump. She pulled it up and over, slowly revealing her bare bottom to him. She wasn’t wearing panties. He wondered how long she’d been thinking about this today.

      “I hate to do this to you, honey. It hurts me more than it hurts you,” he said. He patted her firm cheek, watched the slight jiggle. Her skin was white and pure as could be.

      “I know it does, sugar. Don’t blame yourself, it was me that brought this to—”

      He slapped her hard across her bare ass, right across both cheeks. It made her jump and she cried out. He did it again just across one cheek this time, watched her flesh shake.

      “What’s it going to take for you to learn?”

      “I don’t know, honey-pie,” she said, then looked over her shoulder at him, making a mean face, “I still feel like baking a cake.”

      He slapped her again, did it three times quick, she yelped out, breathy, each time. He smoothed his hand over her flesh, soothing her. Her white ass showing red hand marks across it.

      He squeezed and coddled them, admiring his wife’s fine little body bent over him. He slid a finger between her cheeks, let it find its way down between her legs. She was hot and she was very damp.

      “You’re not supposed to enjoy this.”

      “I jus can’t help myself, daddy,” she said.

      No one knew she was like this. No one would even imagine. His little book club wife. Future mom to their four kids. She would go out, dressed up in her dowdy librarian, farmhouse clothes. No one in town knew how fine and shapely her lean little body was. No one had an idea that she could be this little temptress, one minute being spanked, playing the naughty Southern Belle, then talking dirty into his ear, telling him every detail about how she fell in love with some kid at the grocery store with a big bulge and she offered to jerk him off just to see what his dick looked like. No one could imagine that she liked to be pinned against a wall and fucked or eaten out. They didn’t know her. She was all for him.

      He spanked her hard and firm ten more times til he knew she couldn’t take it anymore.

      “Ow, baby,” she said, and she put her pretty hands over her cheeks, to protect them. “Ow,” she said again, and she was watching him, one sly eye looking over her shoulder.

      He let her get up and she stood herself before him. He sat on the couch and admired her. He had put his suit back on after the gym, but not his tie. His arms were over the sides of the chair, and he let her undress for him. She untied her apron, pulled it off her shoulder, let it fall to the floor. He could smell the chocolate as it dropped. Then she slowly unbuttoned her dress and he could see her pale chest being revealed. She slipped a bare shoulder out and he was excited to see it. The other shoulder came out and the flowery dress fell to join the apron and she was completely naked.

      She was so beautiful. She was tall and slim, five-eight, and light as could be with long, graceful limbs and a tight little tummy. Her hair was long and thick, hanging in ginger ringlets over her shoulders. He held his breath, felt himself tremble before her.

      “It’s your turn, sugar,” she said. She had her legs together, one arm folded behind her, her hand around the other elbow. She loved to watch him undress.

      He stood up over her and pulled his jacket off, his enormous chest thrust in her face. She was breathing him in. She started unbuttoning his shirt for him, she was impatient. She got the shirt spread open and he felt her hands over his skin. They went over his chest and down his sides, then back up slowly over the sharp, ridged muscles of his mid-section. He unbuckled his pants and let them fall and she pulled down his boxers. He was hard as a rock and the waistband got stuck on his erection. She did it slow then, using his boxers to pull it down all the way, painfully, then jump right back up when it was free. He pulled his socks off with his fingers and now they both weren’t wearing a thing.  She looked him up and down, took him in, but he felt so free and safe with her and he just didn’t care that she could see it.

      He put his hands on her slim waist and hoisted her up effortlessly, and she wrapped her legs around his middle. He moved his hands quickly between them, cupped her ass cheeks then lifted her right up. She bent forward so she wouldn’t hit her head, and she put her hands on the ceiling. He held her up like that with his head between her thighs and she put her legs over his shoulders. He knew he was good at this. He had to be.
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* * *

      She felt Troy work his tongue through her folds, felt his warm breath between her thighs. She put a hand down and ran her fingers through his hair, encouraging him. His thick, dark hair was cut short except for the top that he kept long and styled up.

      No one had ever gone down on her before Troy. She didn’t think that was something most people really did. That was something else she’d been missing out on. She laughed when she thought: is this going up?

      She pat him on his big shoulder, she wanted down. She wanted him inside her. He let her slide down and then he carried her up the stairs and into the bedroom, holding her in his arms like a baby, her legs dangling.

      He threw her on the bed and she clamoured. Now she acted like she was trying to get away from him. She turned onto her belly and scrambled for the other side.

      She said, “No, no, you get away from me,” breathy and passionate. He grabbed her ankles and pulled her towards him with ease. She was powerless. She felt his hands on her hips and he lifted her up and pulled her towards him. She tilted herself up to him, let him see her sex and swayed her hips. She felt him stab his thing into her and she gasped.

      “Oh, that’s it,” she said, relieved at last.

      He made love to her like that from behind, her bare ass turned up to him as it was bent over the edge of the bed. She gasped with his thrusts and he hammered his hips into her. Their whole bed shook with the effort, rattling the table lamps next to the bed.

      It felt so good and it felt like it went on forever. She gasped out for him to stop when it got to be too much. Her whole body tingled and she felt like she wanted to scream, she writhed as he popped himself out of her. When she made love she felt like something was building, or like she was climbing. But she never got to the top, she started to get itchy and ticklish between her legs and it stopped her. She never got herself over the top. She never got her legs over and jumped down the other side. Didn’t mean she didn’t love every minute of it.

      “Jus give me a minute,” she said, and she lay on her belly still, her legs rubbing together and her hand soothing her folds. Trying to push away that uncomfortable tingle.

      Troy threw himself down next to her, his weight shaking the bed. He lay on his side and watched her. She turned to him, looked him in his eyes.

      She decided she was going to do it tonight after all. She said, “Promise you won’t be mad?”

      “Mad about what?”

      “I was really bad today.”

      “The cake?”

      “No, worse,” she said, and cuddled herself into his huge hard body. Her hand felt down his tight stomach, down between his legs and found his little hard-on. She stroked him with her fingertips, he was still wet from her insides.

      “What did you do, Emma?”

      “Well, I was out shoppin and I was runnin errands and it was jus so hot out. There was this cute boy at the Post Office, and he had these satiny shorts on—they were real short. Well, I saw him bend over to pick up the box he was mailin and I could see he had this big bulge...you know, I could see it from behind so I thought he must just have really big...” she paused, then got right up to his ear, whispered, “balls.”

      “Uh-huh,” Troy said. His eyes had closed and he was rock hard under her touch.

      “So when he stood up I wanted to see what he looked like in the front of his shorts. Well, I guess when he bent over it had fallen out of his underwear—or maybe he wasn’t even wearin any, I don’t know. I looked down and I could see the end of his thing hanging out of his shorts.”

      She could feel Troy quivering now. He was too close. She’d have to speed this up. She had him roll onto his back and she straddled his big thighs and got her hand back on his pecker. He was leaking now, his clear stuff streaming out under her fingers.

      “So I saw his hands were full and I didn’t want him to get into trouble for exposin himself, so I reached down and I took it in my hand and I scrunched it up and tucked it in there; stuffed it back in.”

      “You did? You touched him without asking?”

      “He didn’t mind—he thanked me. But then I jus couldn’t stop thinkin about it. It felt so nice and warm. And it was soft Troy, but even still, it was so much bigger than what I have here and you’re as hard as can be. It put such a shiver in me; it made me wonder how I could stay with a man who has such a tiny little thing.”

      “So what’d you do?”

      “Well,” she paused like she was ashamed to tell him. She stroked him quicker now, her thumb and finger circled around it. His balls went up inside when he got hard but she pushed on his belly around his pecker and squeezed them into his sack so she could play with them. “Well, I never mailed those packages—I hope that’s okay. Once he was done I followed him out to his car. When he got in I jumped in the passenger seat, I was sure glad it wasn’t locked. Well, he was pretty surprised but he figured why I’d come out. I told him I wanted to see it and he said he’d let me.”

      “Uh-mm,” he said. He wasn’t going to make it. She watched those abs like bricks heaving and pushing up against his thin skin. He had his hands up over his eyes now, just grooving with what she was telling him.

      “He was a little harder now, not hard enough to make love yet, but hard enough that it looked pretty mean all wrinkled and hairy, layin in his lap. Did you know other men were so much bigger than you?”

      “Ah...”

      “So I told him, Mister, I want to see that thing when it’s hard. And I took it in my pretty little hand and it just felt so good, it felt so big, I couldn’t wait—”

      Troy went off before she knew it. He shot a stream straight up that slapped on his chest.

      “Oh, Troy!” she said, and she got a hand out by the end of his thing. Held it out like a splashguard while she continued to stroke him with her other hand. She felt his hot streams pump into her palm. He kept flexing his little thing, pushing it into her fist with his hips. She kept stroking, and he kept shooting his stuff into her other hand. “Good gravy, Troy, now you’re jus showin off!”

      He groaned when she said it and he kept spurting but it was just splashing onto his stomach a bit. She’d kept it off the bedspread which was good because she’d just changed the bed this morning.

      “My word, Troy, you really needed that, didn’t you?” she said. She got herself off from him and hopped into the bathroom. She held her hands together, cupped, palms up, and they were filled with his hot seed. She got them under the tap and rinsed herself off with soapy water. She got a clean towel from the linen cupboard and got herself back to him. She threw herself into the crook of his outstretched arm. He looked exhausted.

      “You really liked that one did you?”

      “I couldn’t even hold on.”

      “That was a lot of stuff came out of you,” she said as she scrubbed him with the fluffy towel that smelled of laundry. “I worked really hard on that one and you barely got to hear it. I didn’t even get to tell you what his penis looked—”

      “Don’t ruin it, you can still use it,” he said.

      “Yeah, but I liked the part where I tucked it back in his shorts. That was my favourite bit.” She dabbed between her legs with a clean corner of the towel, then put an arm over his chest, her palm on his cannonball of a shoulder. He turned his face to her and she kissed him. Breathed in while she did it, felt the tingle through her fingertips and toes; she was so in love with him.

      “Hey,” he said.

      “Yeah?”

      “It’s a great cake. They’re going to love it.”
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      They had the car packed the night before, and they were ready to go first thing in the morning, but Emma insisted on making them breakfast first. Troy smiled at her in bed, said he was all in. This day had been scheduled as his cheat day for three weeks now. Today he would gorge. He was looking for excess calories, and today would be perfect, going to a barbecue at his old friend’s house and all. A homemade meal from his beautiful wife as she proudly and happily took on the important role of homemaker sounded like the best way to kick it off. He told her make anything she wants.

      So they had french toast and bacon, maple syrup, and she made her own hash too. They ate together in the breakfast nook and he talked to her about work, let her know how it was going and then she worked out on the map how to get to Abilene, how long it would take, what they’d pay in tolls.

      He could tell she was nervous. She did not like parties. Not big outdoor summer ones with a lot of people at least. He wished he could just swipe her anxiety away. The thought of something troubling her, putting a crease in her perfect pale brow, made him angry or something. He wished it would be an object he could crush with his fist. He would protect her to the end. But it was just silly nerves, so he put a hand over hers and hoped it might calm her.

      They locked up and headed out at around eleven in the morning. They took Troy’s Hyundai SUV, and Emma packed her cake in the cargo and boxed it in place with a milk crate and Troy’s gym bag to keep it safe.

      It was perfect weather for a barbecue today, it was hot and the sky was pale blue and there wasn’t a cloud to be seen. The drive was pretty uneventful, Emma had her iPhone plugged in to the stereo and she listened to an NPR podcast that was all about book reviews. Somewhere on the One-Eighty-Three, near Lake Brownwood, some idiot in a Rav4 wandered right into his lane. It made Troy jolt the wheel but they swerved back in time. Troy punched it to catch up and look at this numbskull, he swore they were texting. Emma slapped his arm, mad at his erratic driving. She said, “Troy, you mess my cake, I swear I’m going to strangle you.” For whatever reason it made him laugh really hard, which made her laugh too. He thought how bad he would feel if he had tipped it or something and he promised himself to pay better attention.

      Walt’s place was in a really nice suburb outside of Abilene. His old friend had married a young lady whose father was a surgeon—Troy thought it was plastic surgery—and he had a practice in Tulsa. Walt didn’t say it, but the father must have had something to do with them getting such a big place. They pulled up and they could see the house about a quarter mile from the street. They had acres of grass that separated them from the road and there were maybe thirty cars parked there. They went up the drive and settled themselves in with the other cars. The house itself was a huge suburban thing, had to be four thousand square feet, with peaked slate roofs, and tall windows with white trim.

      When they got out they could hear the music coming from the backyard, people yelling and splashing in the pool. He felt for Emma, knew that had to make her tense. When they were at the back of the car with the hatch open he squeezed her to him and kissed the top of her head. She got her things together, her hat, her big straw purse, and picked up her cake.

      “It’s scorching hot, Troy.”

      “You make sure you put on your sunscreen.”

      “I know.”

      Troy just had a plain shirt on and some khaki shorts. He had his trunks in Emma’s bag. Emma had a loose button-up shirt over her bikini and a wrap around her like a skirt that went right down to her feet. She wore a big brimmed raffia hat to keep the sun off her.

      They walked up the drive, past all the other cars. There must have been a hundred people there. They got to the front door  and it was open and they just walked in. The place was beautiful inside too, with high ceilings and a big open kitchen with stainless and marble everything. Troy gave Emma his Wow face.

      He spied Walt and his wife Olivia in the kitchen. Olivia was talking to an older couple and Walt was face first in the fridge. Troy goosed him and made him jump.

      “What’s up, partner?” he said.

      “Damn it, Troy, I hit my head—let me get you a beer.” Beer was on the menu today and it sounded great because it was so hot.

      “Aw, hey, Emma,” Walt’s face lit up when he saw her behind Troy and he kissed her cheek.

      “What in the world is that?”

      “I made you guys a cake,” she said, and her face looked pained.

      “You did, girl? Hey, Olivia...”

      Olivia came over and gushed that she had gone to the trouble. They looked genuinely touched. Olivia touched her chest, said, “Bless your heart, Emma.”

      Troy hadn’t seen them in the longest time. It was tough keeping together now that they were out of school. Emma knew Walt but she had only met Olivia one other time. Troy hoped they’d get along but they were quite different. Olivia was a Princess, and very much about looking good. She was nice and she was great for Walt, but as far as being a friend to Emma, they would be an unlikely pair.

      Troy looked at his old buddy. Walt hadn’t grown up. Still partied like a kid, dressed like a kid. He had grown outwards though. All that bulk he would throw into guys at forty yards in four seconds had smoothed out and slumped. He still looked capable but it was a bad sign for someone only twenty-five.

      And all he wanted to talk about was football. Troy obliged, he could also talk about football forever, but he could see Emma in the corner of his eye and she was looking around. If they’d talked about engineering or something she could be a part of it. But football?

      “Hey, girl,” Walt said, “Why don’t you get your suit on and get to the pool. Olivia’s out there with some of the girls, grab yourself a drink and maybe have a dip...”

      Emma looked around and twisted up her mouth, then she kissed Troy’s cheek and told him she’d be by the pool.

      “I’ll be right out in a moment, baby,” he said.
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* * *

      Emma got herself a wine cooler which could be trouble because she almost never drank. She just felt so self-conscious without a drink in her hand and she didn’t want to have a Coke. She picked up the wine cooler, a raspberry one, it was nice but it was so sweet she might as well have had a Coke. She wandered around trying to find some way to situate herself that wouldn’t be too conspicuous or too in the way.

      She didn’t know anybody here and she felt awkward. And the crowd was the type that always intimidated her. The boys were frat boys even though they were all out of school and grown men now. There was a lot of drinking. She watched some guys and their girlfriends playing beer pong—kept far back enough no one would think to ask her to join in. It was hot out and she was worried about her skin. She did not like the sun and it definitely didn’t like her either.

      She was getting some looks from boys and it made her uncomfortable. It was just so hot out, her bikini was perfect, and all the girls were wearing them. But she felt like she was on display. It was too hot and too weird to not be in her swimsuit by the pool on such a hot day. She’d nervously put her wrap and her shirt into her big straw bag. She just wished Troy would show up.

      Olivia put her arm around her shoulder and it made her jump. “Come and talk to us over here, Emma,” she said.

      Emma looked over and saw a group of intimidating girls standing with wine in their hands watching her from behind their sunglasses. She went over to them and Olivia introduced them to her but she was too nervous to catch their names.

      “This is Troy’s wife, he and Walt went to Georgia together. Troy wrestled right?”

      “Yes, Division 1.”

      “That’s Troy over there?” one of them asked looking over the top of her sunglasses.

      Emma followed where she was looking and saw Troy talking with Walt over by the stairs up to the hot tub. He had his shirt off and his sunglasses on. Her heart warmed just seeing him. Please, come over here.

      “Yes, that’s my Troy,” she said.

      “God Damn,” she said.

      Emma bristled—Lord’s name and all—but she appreciated the compliment.

      “He’s a dime-piece,” another one said. She was tall and beautiful with a tan and the blackest hair.

      “What’s that?” Emma asked.

      “He’s a ten out of ten,” she answered with her eyebrows way up high.

      “Yes, he is,” Emma said.

      Olivia had been straightening out a pretty, patterned sarong and then folding into a triangle. Now she put her arms around Emma’s waist with it, then tied it in a knot on her hip. Emma was startled.

      Olivia leaned into her, said, “You’ve got handprints on your ass.”

      Emma felt her face go red. She felt so embarrassed. She saw them looking at her, then she felt the heat across her chest, knew she was going red across there too. She looked down.

      “He a little rough with you?” the girl with the black hair said, looking at Troy.

      “Oh no, it’s not like that,” Emma said. She fidgeted with her hair—wished she had a rocket on her back and she could just pull a cord and blast on out of there.

      “He looks like he could be real good at rough,” the black-haired one said.

      “Oh my goodness,” Emma said, she was so humiliated. But they laughed.

      Olivia held her arm. “It’s okay, sugar, don’t be embarrassed. We all get a little crazy.”

      A couple of them toasted the idea, and it made Emma smile.

      She’d found her spot and she camped out with those girls, too afraid to wander off and not find another group; be stuck out there by herself, the tall electric white girl with the red hair and the sun hat. So she stood with them and they were funny and friendly, some of their jokes were a little dirty for her, but they were the best thing going at the moment. She had a few more wine coolers and kind of enjoyed the funny feeling they gave her.

      A nice-looking boy came up with a tray of drinks for them. He was bringing it over, carefully walking so he wouldn’t spill them. He’d addressed them, called out. Emma took a step forward to help him.

      Another boy by the pool turned then, real quick, and he darted in behind the one with the tray. Emma gasped thinking he was going to knock him over but he just crouched down behind him. Then in one fell swoop, quick as lightning, he pulled down the boy-with-the-tray’s swim trunks. Emma put her hands over her mouth. The boy with the tray jumped and she saw his penis swinging between his legs. It was the biggest thing she’d seen. Big as the ones she would see online and she could tell he was soft as could be.

      “You asshole!” he yelled to the guy who’d done it, who was running off and laughing, shirtless and drunk. “Oh my gosh, could you grab my shorts,” he said.

      She was so flustered she did it. She bent down and grabbed his shorts and she pulled them up to his knees. She snuck a look at his thing. She couldn’t believe it. She was face to face with an honest-to-goodness Big Dick. Really big. She was so excited. She was embarrassed for the guy nonetheless, it must have been pretty embarrassing for him, even if he had a real nice one. She got the shorts up to it and he moved the tray to the side and she hiked them up over it. She watched his balls and his big, fat, fleshy thing come up, hang over the shorts, then the whole package slap up against his belly as she tugged them up, then it was gone, hidden away again.

      “I can’t believe...Miss, I’m so sorry,” he said. He handed her the tray and she took it. He turned and ran off, disappeared into the people around the pool.

      She watched him run. She felt a shiver all over. Felt a little funny in her tummy.

      She turned and walked the tray back to the girls who were all watching her. It occurred to her, like a slap in the face—why did I pull his shorts up when I could have just taken the tray? She put the tray down on the table next to the girls who didn’t say anything.

      “Poor guy,” she said.

      “Yeah, poor guy,” the black haired girl said. “I’ve seen it happen to him at four different parties now, sugar.”

      Olivia put her hand on Emma’s shoulder, said, “He just likes showing off that big dick.”

      “Oh? I didn’t notice,” Emma said, hoping they’d buy it.

      They all got back to their conversations but Emma wasn’t paying attention.

      She couldn’t stop thinking about that boy’s penis. It was so big. Like bigger than Troy when he was at his hardest. Something she’d said to Troy a thousand times probably, but she saw it now. For real. It made her feel so strange. So dirty being close to one that looked like that. She tried to imagine what it would look like hard. She would love to see it. Would something like that even fit inside her? Didn’t seem possible. It was uncircumcised too, which was so weird in person. She had to find Troy. Couldn’t wait to tell him.
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      Emma excused herself from the girls when she couldn’t stand it any more. She’d lost sight of Troy, he wasn’t up on the deck by the hot tub. She needed to find him.

      She went up to the deck where the hot tub was. It was packed up there, and there were people in the tub and she couldn’t believe it—it was ninety degrees out. She pushed her way through, back off that deck, and headed for the house.

      The party was getting pretty wild, everybody being loud, and there were spilled red cups everywhere. She squeezed through the people, felt sure someone had put a hand on her butt at one point. She took off her wide brimmed hat so she wouldn’t touch people with it. Carried it up on her chest. There was still no sign of him. She was feeling a bit frantic. She had something she wanted to tell him and it was urgent. She wanted to blurt it all out to him. It happened for real. This time she had a real story for him. He was hard to miss, she couldn’t understand she hadn’t spotted him yet.

      Finally, there he was. She saw him, tall and huge, down at the end of a long hall. Two girls were flirting with him. They looked so small underneath him, looking up at him, batting their pretty little eyelashes. Troy was shirtless, and he glistened in the light coming in from the window. He had his sunglasses on and a beer in his hand. He looked so out of character. She pushed herself down the hall, getting through. She saw the girls were short, tanned, soft but shapely bodies in pastel bikinis, red cups in their hands. They were leaning back against the wall, flirting with him, putting themselves on display for him. Sorry girls, you’re really not his type.

      Troy’s body language gave him away. Being polite, trying to move on, these two little hussies so enamoured with his gorgeous body, trying to keep him in place by flirting.

      She threw her hat aside and put her hands on his chest and she kissed him.

      “There you are,” she said. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” He kissed her, and her hands went down his bare sides feeling the muscles in his waist.

      “Where have you been?” he asked her. “I haven’t seen you around.”

      She hugged him and looked at the girls. They were not impressed with her. They looked her up and down, then moved on without saying a word. She was never like this. She didn’t like these types of parties, brought out the worst in a body.

      She looked up at Troy, said, “You didn’t even get a chance to introduce us.”

      “Jealous?”

      “Yes. You’re going to be, too.”

      He frowned, still smiling, wondering what she was up to.

      She had to do this right. Didn’t want him to think this was just another one of her little games. One of her little games coming at an inopportune time, with all these people here.

      She took him by the hand, said, “Come with me.” They went around the corner and up a flight of stairs to the second floor. It was quieter up here, less people, and you could hear each other talk. They walked hand in hand, her leading her giant man, looking for a space where they could be private.

      “Where on earth are you taking me?”

      “Jus follow me, please, I have something big to tell you about.”

      “You do?”

      She got them a spot in a hall in front of a window that looked out over the hot tub and deck. They were alone.

      “You know I tell you some crazy stories? What if I had one that was real?”

      “Uh-huh.” He was just playing along, she could tell.

      “I’m serious Troy, you have to believe me.”

      “What happened?”

      She looked around, said real quiet, “I saw one for real.”

      He was dubious, but interested in hearing more. The party was playing out loud and boisterous below them, but they seemed very quiet and alone in the little hall.

      “You did?”

      She had so much to tell. She wasn’t going to say that it might have been done on purpose. She didn’t want him mad, she just wanted him horny.

      “I jus saw another man’s penis and I feel so funny, sugar. Why was it so much bigger than yours? Was there somethin wrong with it?”
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* * *

      Was she telling him the truth? She was playing up that little accent of hers, making it breathy and sexy. But something felt different. She was dirty talking him, but she seemed urgent. And genuine.

      “We’re going to do this right here? You’re so bad.”

      “Troy, I ain’t playin, I really did see it.”

      “Tell me what happened.”

      “I saw a boy out there, and somebody pulled his shorts down right in front of me.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “And he had his hands full, so I pulled his shorts up for him, sugar. My hands were right next to his...thing. But sweet pea, this boy’s thing was so much bigger than yours. Was it swollen or something? Why would it be like that? It made me feel a little funny.”

      “Was it hard?”

      “No, soft as could be, it just hung there swinging around, plain as day, happy-go-lucky.”

      “Some boys might be a little bigger than me,” he said. He put his hands on her shoulders, held her like the cover off a romance novel. She put her hands up on his bare chest.

      “It wasn’t bigger by a little. It was bigger by a lot. It jus made me so...curious. I swear, I haven’t stopped thinkin about it.” Her right hand worked its way down his muscles. She put her hand between his legs on the outside of his trunks. She squeezed his little bulge. “This seems so small to me now. Is that bad?”

      “You don’t think this would satisfy you anymore?”

      “I guess I jus realized that it never did. Now I know why.”

      “Are you saying I’m too small for you?”

      “I think you might be too small for anyone, now that I’ve been so close to a real one.”

      “Did you really see it?”

      “I swear I’m telling you the truth.” She put her hand up the leg of his shorts and slipped it under the mesh liner. His scrotum was pulled up tight, and he was hard as a rock and hot to the touch. She sighed as she felt it.

      “You’re slippery as an eel,” she said as she teased it with her long fingers. “You like hearin me talk about real men? Real men that could fill a woman up, make her squeal like a pig.” He was trembling under her control, his legs quivered and he closed his eyes.

      “Well, we cain’t do this here, sugar. If you’ll excuse me, I have to go find that good looking boy with the dreamy thing between his legs. See if I cain’t convince him to let me take another peek, maybe give it a little squeeze this time. Wish me luck.”

      She wiped her fingers off on the inside of his short leg, then she bit her lip and smiled so big she almost burst out laughing. She waved her fingers at him, then sauntered down the hall.

      His shorts were a little too tight for him to walk around with his hard-on pushing almost straight out. He tried pushing it up flat against him but it was still visible. He didn’t want anyone to see how short it was. He squeezed his legs together and winced. She had him so hard right now it hurt. Right between his legs, behind his balls, he felt so swollen. She really knew how to do it, that’s for sure. He turned and looked out the window, bent over, trying to forget about it, get this thing to go down.

      He had a funny feeling she was telling the truth. Or maybe a half truth. Did she see one? Another man’s pecker. Maybe. Maybe she saw one and she was playing up that it was big. How on earth would it happen that she would see a bare penis here? He supposed it was possible, all these people in shorts and bikinis, they all were one wrong move away from a wardrobe malfunction.

      What if she was telling the whole truth? It made him a little queasy. Made him feel restless and anxious. Had she actually seen a big penis in real life? His brow furrowed and he felt tension across his forehead and through his temples. His sweet little wife subjected to something like that for real. Of course that did seem to be his little fantasy. But talking and fantasy were far removed from seeing and touching. She’d said she’d helped him pull his shorts up, that her hands had been right next to it. He wrung his hands together and pushed that thought far away. His back and shoulders felt sweaty.

      He resisted, didn’t want to do it, but he coaxed that thought back; held out some food for it, saying sorry for scaring it away. His wife’s graceful, elegant hands pulling up his shorts, his big ugly tool flopping so close it almost touched her. Could she feel the heat from it? He trusted her so much, but was there something way inside her that wanted to touch it, that had been aroused by it? He gripped the back of his neck, rubbed his muscles and rolled his head around. He was bursting between his legs. He was never going to get out of here if he didn’t stop thinking about it.

      Who was it? Who here had this big dick? He looked out at all those guys out there. There were probably about a half dozen of them that had some real sausages. Probably each and every one of them were bigger than him. Someone here had the smallest penis and he was pretty sure it was him. He shook his head. He could feel his heart pounding.

      Something caught his eye. He saw her waving down there, her long white arm getting his attention from the crowd. He gave her a wave back. She pointed at some guy walking away from her towards the pool. She held her two hands apart—the size of his big dick. Then she crossed her fingers and bit her lip. Wish me luck.

      Oh, goodness. She was going to drive him crazy.
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* * *

      He was up there forever. She knew she’d left him in a state. He better not be touching himself up there, she thought. She didn’t like it when he did that. She would do that for him anytime.

      She’d got herself back with that little group of girls where she’d found herself comfortable. She wondered about that. These girls were not her type, and she wasn’t theirs. They were cool kids and she’d never been one of them. Even at the sorority—she was welcomed, but she mostly ended up doing the administration that no one else wanted to do. That had been fine with her. These girls were the kind that made your blood freeze when they got you in their headlights. But they welcomed her, enjoyed her in their group today. She thought it must be Troy. Her big beautiful husband validated her. What was he—a dimepiece? Then they’d seen her welted bottom, Troy’s enormous hand prints slapped multiple times across both her cheeks. Red finger shapes and a thumb visible, peeking out of her bikini bottoms. She’d gone red when she’d checked herself in the bathroom. Alone in the bathroom and she’d blushed at the evidence. She just wasn’t that kind of girl. Well, not to the public anyway, that was her private business. Still it seemed to garner her some sort of appeal with these alpha ladies that had welcomed her in today.

      The sun was starting to go down when she finally saw him again. It must have been an hour since she’d left him. She signalled to him, trying to do it like her new friends might. Disinterested, sunglasses on, no smile. She perhaps may have had too many wine coolers.

      Troy came over to them, all smiles, looking stunning.

      “There you are,” she said. “I was missing you.”

      He kissed her, pulled her into his arms, said Hi to Olivia and the other girls. She could tell from their faces that she’d done well scoring herself a man like Troy. She already knew that. Knew it every day, but she sure got a charge seeing it in another girl’s face. She put her cooler down on a table behind Troy’s back, feeling a little woozy from it.

      She pulled his ear down to her mouth, whispered, “You better not have been playing with that little thing up there by yourself, that’s mine.” She realized she definitely had too much to drink.

      Troy bristled but he smiled, held her into him again and she loved that.

      “Carry me to the hot tub, daddy,” she said, no self-consciousness at all.

      “All right, Emma, let’s get ourselves back on the road, I think. It’s a long way back to Austin.”

      He said his gracious good-byes to Olivia and the girls, and she got herself together enough that she gave them a cool  straight-faced good-bye behind her sunglasses even though the sun was below the trees now. She kissed the girls’ cheeks and said her thanks. Olivia told her to take care of those buns tonight, and it made her feel kind of wicked, in a good way.

      They crossed the deck and over to the cars. Other people were packing it in, too. The party wasn’t over but the day shift was clearing out. She didn’t want to go yet, so she said to Troy, “Please, can we get in the tub?”

      He shook his head at her. “Didn’t you get enough heat today? How’s your skin?”

      She touched her shoulders, said, “SPF 50, three times I put it on today.”

      Troy looked at the tub said, “All right, let’s go in. It is empty.”

      She took the sarong off and they both slipped in and it was great. It had been such a searing hot day, but no humidity. Once the sunlight was off you it felt quite cool. The hot water was fantastic.

      She put her head back on the edge and let herself sink in up over her shoulders. She had a pretty good time today. Apparently a hot boyfriend on your arm and a few too many drinks in your little belly did wonders for your spirit. She closed her eyes.

      “You know, Troy, I had a pretty good day today.”

      “See, all that anxiety for nothing.”

      “Yeah, but it’s not usually like that for me. I like Olivia. She was nice to me.”

      “Did you have a few drinks today?”

      “I did. I saw you, too.” He almost never drank, only the occasional beer, a few times a year.

      “Yeah, I had a good time today, too. It was good seeing Walt. I’m glad he’s pretty nearby, could be good. They want a family as well.”

      Troy put his hand on her knee, then took her legs in one hand, pulled her feet into his lap. She watched him, her handsome husband with his big rugged jaw, his strong features and that thick wavy head of hair that he’d sometimes have to shave a part into. His huge round shoulders and his rock hard chest, he shaved that as well; she felt a little tingle as her eyes held his. He rubbed her feet and her head fell back again, hitting the hard edge, it felt so good.

      “Oh, Troy,” she said.

      She almost drifted off, then remembered something. “Hey, you know you left big handprints on my bare little bottom?”

      “I did? Oh yeah, I guess I did.”

      “Well, neither of us thought of it, and I walked around the party in the afternoon showin it to everybody, Olivia came and wrapped me up.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said, but he was laughing too.

      “It’s not funny, everybody thinks we’re a couple of animals now.”

      “We are aren’t we?”

      She opened her eyes and considered him. “Are we?”

      “I think we might be.”

      She snarled at him, made a claw with her hand and raked the air with it. She saw someone as she did it. That boy with the big dick was sitting on the deck in a chair, talking to some others.

      “Hey, Troy?”

      “Yeah?”

      “That’s the boy over there.”

      “The boy that—”

      “Yeah, he has a really big dick.”

      “Oh my gosh, Emma, you’re going to drive me crazy.”

      “I’m serious. That really happened.”

      “How?”

      “Pretty much like I said. It was an accident.”

      “And it was really a big one? You’re not making that part up.”

      “I swear, Troy. I’m not doing one of my stories now. This really happened.”

      “How big was it?”

      “Well, I swear I heard it slap against his thigh when his little shorts got pulled down.”

      “Emma, please…”

      She laughed, she crossed her heart with her forefinger, “I swear, Troy.”

      He worked his jaw around, looking at her face, kind of smiling. “I want to hear all about it when we get home.”

      “I can’t wait to tell you. I rushed all over trying to find you when it happened, I was so excited.”

      She pulled her feet from his lap and sat up, scooched closer to him, said, “I swear it musta been half a foot long, just swingin there like a egg in a sock. How big do you think that might get? Do you think it could be nine inches?” Troy rolled his eyes and breathed in, covered his cheeks, reeling from her dirty talk. “Do you think I could take nine inches? I’m jus so tiny down there, daddy.”

      “Emma, you’ve got to stop it.”

      “Well, everyone’s cleared out now, whyn’t you get me out of here. You can bounce me off every wall in our bedroom while we make love. And I’ll tell you all about every inch I saw of his beautiful cock.”

      He put both hands on top of his head, shouted, “Emma! I can’t stand up if you keep talking like that.”

      “I can make it go down for you darlin, want me to do somethin for you under the water.” He considered it.

      Then they saw two guys coming over to the hot tub. A black guy with a beard, and the good looking boy with the big dick.

      “Is it still hot in there?” he said.
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      Troy watched Emma work herself away from him. Not far, just sliding one cheek over. She batted her eyes at them, ran her hair behind her ear.

      “It sure is—it’s so nice in here, you’d be crazy not to come in.”

      What was she up to?

      Both guys smiled, not able to turn down a warm invitation from such a pretty girl.

      “Maybe one of y’all could bring me a raspberry wine cooler.” One of them fished through an open cooler behind them, most of the ice turned to water. They got themselves in and sat opposite Emma and him. The one with the big dick opened a wine cooler and handed it to her, dripping water. He was pretty good-looking, in a youthful, boyish kind of way. He was slight, but looked in good shape. Not too bad if you were in to one-hundred-sixty pound guys.

      Troy saw a look of recognition on Emma’s friend’s face. He sort of wagged a finger at her, frowning as he seemed to remember her from somewhere. Emma smiled at him and nodded, raised her eyebrows right up for him. Was it true then, did she really see his penis? Was this them acknowledging whatever encounter they might have had?

      Seeing them sitting together like that, making small talk and grinning at each other, made him real uncomfortable. That was Emma, putting on a show just for him. A hint of dread got him, swiped the happy look off his face. Was she doing this for him? Or did she like what she saw when his shorts came down? Most importantly, why did he like this horrible feeling so much? That was the real question.

      “So is he your boyfriend?”

      “Who, him? No, he was jus already in here,” she said.

      “Oh hey, man,” he said to Troy. “I’m Chad and this is Tony,” the guy said, pointing his thumb at his friend sitting next to him.

      “Hey,” he nodded at them, just said, “Troy.”

      “Sides, I’m married,” Emma said, and she held up the back of her hand to them, wiggled her ring.

      “Oh yeah, where’s your husband?”

      “He ain’t here. He’s in Corpus Christi. He welds on one a the platforms. He’s never at home,” she said, tilting her head and blinking. She was going to make him scream.

      Chad kind of smiled at her, looked at her through heavy lids, considering what this little tramp was up to.

      “You get lonely?”

      “Sometimes I sure do.” She made a sad face and watched the hot water bubble around her. “It’s hard bein by yourself all the time.”

      Chad, put his arms up on the edge of the tub, tilted his head back. “How could anyone leave you all alone?”

      She smiled at him.

      This was starting to get crazy. He hated her doing this. The most immediate thought he had was to grab this runt by his throat and his trunks, and toss him over the railing, down into the bushes. Except he was frozen in place. Some deep part of him was tickled by this. Tickled in a bad place. Part of him wanted to just sit here and see how bad this could get.

      He turned out of the tub, put his back to them. His things were in a little pile on the cedar deck. He grabbed his sunglasses and put them on, took a deep breath and turned back to them, sunk himself back into the hot water.
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* * *

      Emma got Chad wrapped up in small talk until the sun went down and the sky felt low, so blue it was almost black. Troy watched them the whole time, motionless, sitting in those bubbles with his sunglasses on.

      She learned all about this Chad. Where he went to school, how he had his B.A., but he didn’t have a job he liked yet. He took a year off after he was done university and he travelled all over Asia.

      He was kind of cute. Boyish. Nice skin, and he was tanned. He had a good build, but he was slight, slim-hipped. She liked his hair, he kept it cut short—he was mousy brown, but he had long curls on the top that looked almost blonde. Didn’t look like a boy who might have a big one. Her big-penis-rolodex flipped in her mind and she realized there really was no type. Sometimes smaller guys did have big ones. Hey—maybe they just looked bigger on them.

      She got herself a little bored talking to him. It had turned into a real conversation now for about a half hour. Chad’s friend Tony had checked out, just sitting over there texting and going through his phone. She would look at Troy, but he didn’t say anything. He was playing at being asleep. She couldn’t even bring him in on this. He’d left her alone to her little game and he was sitting there watching it play out. But she was done here. She wanted to get home.

      There was a bit of a spark. She didn’t want to think about it or explore it. Just felt a little turned on, knowing this good looking boy was interested in her. It was kind of hot to think that if she were single he might want to get a little frisky with her. And she had seen what he had between his legs. If she had been this kind of girl when she was in Agnes Scott, what kind of experiences could she have had? In just one day she had one of those times that she never could have imagined for herself when she was back at school. She was like one of those other girls today. Like one of those girls all the others were intimidated by.

      She went to a total of about four parties while she was at University. Big affairs like today, everyone so loud and rambunctious, she would sit against a wall and try not to catch anybody’s eye. Her idea of fun back then was to have some of her friends over after she’d done her homework and they’d get into their pyjamas and binge-watch something naughty like True Blood. Today she really had fun; like some of her Sisters had. She’d been on the arm of a stud—yeah, he was technically her husband—she’d been brought into a clutch of cool girls, she stood with them drinking all day making bitch faces at boys. Then she’d been flashed this really big dick. And now, she was sitting in a hot tub, a few too many in her, and this dreamy boy was coming on to her. He was working it too, trying to impress her.

      Hoo, she realized, she had to get out of there. She put her cooler on the deck behind her and waited out one of Chad’s stories, looking for him to wrap it up.

      When she got her break, she said, “It’s gettin late, Chad, I probably oughtta get goin.”

      “Aw, you’re going to go? We were having such a good time, I thought.”

      “Darlin, it’s a long drive back to Corpus Christi,” she said, and looked over at Troy. It had felt like he was trying to catch her eye but she hadn’t seen him move. She looked at him and it seemed like he had gently shook his head, No. Did he not want to go? Or did she get him so hard under the water that he couldn’t stand up. She couldn’t help a huge smile spreading across her face.

      “What are you smiling about? You know I’m right. You just had a drink, can’t drive just yet any way. Sit with me a bit til you’re dried out some. It’s such a nice night, anyway.”
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* * *

      How far would this go? Should he encourage it? What would it be like to see it happen? He knew he wanted it, maybe just a little something, but what about after? Would he still be able to look her in the eye? He just was not ready to commit, but he was sure that he didn’t want this to be over. He had never felt like this before. His flesh felt peeled away revealing the raw nerves of his emotions and his wife was plucking at them. He felt like he could cry. He felt like he could laugh. He could fly into a rage, or with a touch he could orgasm. He’d never felt anything like it. He felt electric.

      He’d shook his head to her. No. Not yet. I don’t want to leave yet. Why would he do that?

      He knew he wanted more. This was their chance. It had fallen right into their lap. Something they had dreamed about, at least he had, but would never set in motion. If they turned their back on it, he knew he’d regret it. Anything more than the flirty small talk she’d done would be going too far wouldn’t it?

      Watching her do it had filled him with gargantuan scale of emotion. It felt so good. So wrong.

      He watched them—she looked concerned, looking at Troy wondering what he wanted. Emma wouldn’t want to do anything more would she? Not his Emma. She was just doing this because she knew it was making him crazy. She was doing this for him. Would she hate him if he asked her to give the guy a little squeeze? Just maybe feel it through his shorts. So she’d know what one would feel like. Use it on him. Tell him about it when she had her hand on him late at night when they were in bed after making love. She could finish him, tell him how much bigger it felt while he unloaded onto his belly.

      He could ask her. He would ask her.

      They were still talking and flirting, Chad’s friend Tony was on his phone. Emma looked to Troy again, puzzled—what do you want me to do? face.

      He pointed with his chin what he wanted her to do.

      You can’t be serious, her face said. She shook her head, No, and frowned at him. But he could see she was thinking about it. Asking herself if she could do it.

      Chad said something to his friend. Tony sat a minute, then said, “All right, I’m going to pack it in, go watch some Netflix. Bunch of us are staying over here. Hey big man, you wanna come in grab something to eat. You look like you always hungry.”

      Troy stayed still. Blank face, eyes hidden behind his sunglasses. He pretended to be asleep. Passed out.

      “Hey man.” Tony was snapping his fingers out in front of him.

      Emma said, “He was drinkin alot. Jus let him sleep.”

      Tony kept at it, snapped his fingers, said Hey, trying to get his attention.

      “He’s passed out. Leave him be, looks like he could be mean...a friend of mine told me he jus got outta prison,” she said.

      The guy considered it, looking down at Troy. Looking at his stone face, his muscular bulk, traps like two big footballs. He stood a moment, then he let it be. He stepped out of the tub, said to Chad, “All right, man, I’ll see you.”

      “See you.”

      “Night, Tony,” Emma said.
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* * *

      There was no way he could be serious, she thought. No way he’d want her to touch it. She was his wife. How would he want her hand to touch another man? She didn’t feel like that was right at all. She was a married woman. She could not do that.

      She listened to Chad talk to her. Putting on the charm, trying to make himself sound so appealing. Typical mating ritual protocol. She might fall for it if she wasn’t married. If she was twenty again, single, and not the wallflower that she had been. He was cute. Yes, she thought, she would fall for it.

      She had sucked her lips into her mouth and been biting them for a few minutes now, her face wrought with tension. She caught herself, saw Chad was looking at her funny. She must have looked like someone wrestling with an enormous moral dilemma. She was. Chad probably saw a little housewife whose husband was never home, off on one of the platforms, and she was wanting to see what his big thing might feel like, trying to tell herself it was okay somehow, that she deserved it. Wasn’t the case though, she was happily married. Head over heels in love.

      Love, honour, and obey, right? It wasn’t really infidelity, was it? She wasn’t cheating. It was just a bit of fun. It felt like too much though. Too much for her. She wasn’t raised like that.

      Still, it wouldn’t be the worst thing. She felt good, the water was warm, he was cute and he was clean. It was for her husband.

      Obey. She’d done all sorts of naughty things for him before she never imagined she’d do. Staying up until three in the morning, trolling through profiles on sites, looking at pictures men had posted of their penises. This was just an inch more. That was funny: an inch more. She was just taking another inch. That lightened her up, and she smiled for Chad. She could do it, maybe. Just put her hand down there over his trunks, get a feel of that thing, record what it felt like so she could please her husband with that dirty thought.

      Chad was telling her about his motorcycle that was stolen, how much he used to love riding it. She turned her head slowly, so she could see Troy. She frowned for him, hid her face from Chad in her thick ginger hair. She mouthed Really? to him. She saw a nod. She stared at him, chewing her bottom lip. Are you sure? she mouthed. It was a hard phrase to make clear, she found. He nodded again, so slight, so imperceptible.

      She put her wine cooler out on the deck while he talked, making it look like she was listening to him intently. She picked at her fingernails while he went on about a trip he’d taken across Death Valley.

      She had never, not ever even once, made a pass at a guy. Boys were the one who did the courting. She knew some girls were forward, that touching a man you barely knew wasn’t something so crazy. She just had never done it. She did not have nerves of steel, that was for sure. Her stomach had tightened into a knot. She was going to do it, she just was stuck, her brain telling her Nope, that it wasn’t going to help her put her hand out and touch his thing—that was too crazy.

      She pushed Chad’s voice out of her ears, squinted at him, focused herself. She put her hands under the water and leaned into him, looking like she was listening. Pushed with great effort, forced her hand through the water towards his lap. Her brain went away, and it was like she was seeing through her hand. Passing through the water, over towards the wrinkled cotton of his blue and white swim trunks with the drawstring waist. Passing over and looking down like a plane going over the mountains. She held her breath and pulled her lips between her teeth. Her hand was coming in for a landing.

      “...you see, at that speed, when you’re going that fast, what happens is your vision goes—”

      She’d stopped him mid-sentence. Her hand had touched down between his legs. The blood pounded in her ears and in her neck. She felt her face go flush. It was a struggle, but she kept eye contact. Didn’t look away like her brain told her to.

      Chad stared at her, his eyes wide, but his expression blank. She had found his penis down there. It was big. It felt full and it was long. Soft between her fingers. It wasn’t where she’d thought it’d be. Troy’s was usually right in the middle sticking out like a fleshy thimble. Chad’s ran up his belly and into the crease of his hip on top of his thigh. Her eyebrows slowly went up, and she couldn’t stop a smile. Couldn’t believe she’d done it.

      Chad said, “Hey there,” trying to sound cool.

      “Hey,” she answered.

      “Yeah, so at that speed you just get...you get tunnel vision,” he said.

      “Mm-hm.”

      “I guess...did you get a look at it today?”

      She turned her head away from him like she was embarrassed, hid herself again in her head of hair. She looked into Troy’s sunglasses and made a big exaggerated expression, surprise and excitement, she mouthed to him, Wow!
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      Troy knew what was happening under the water. Emma was the kind to fake it, make Troy think she was doing it, but he saw Chad react. He knew she had touched him down there. His heart rate was sky high, and he felt hard as stone between his legs.

      He felt mournful it couldn’t be undone now. His virginal wife exposed to Troy’s biggest fear. He’d found an innocent young woman who hadn’t much experience, who didn’t think much about penis size, and he’d turned her into a cock crazy animal. He was a horrible monster. Why would he ruin them like this? Take what he loved about her and smash it into a million pieces on the floor.

      She said to Chad, “I got a very good look at it, didn’t I?”

      “You were so helpful.”

      “I was raised right. I have manners.”

      Troy watched her pretty face as she tried to make small talk to some stranger that he’d made her touch. Why would he do this to her? Manipulate her to his deviant desire. He’d found someone so in love with him he could make them do anything. And this was what he made her do?

      His shoulders slumped. All that emotion replaced with sadness only now. If he let it go, he might cry.

      He closed his eyes, didn’t want to watch anymore. Emma was putting on her show for him. Trying to please him. She could say no, she wouldn’t do it, she loved him too much to disappoint him. Maybe somewhere inside her, she was curious too. What would his big one feel like? Maybe part of her enjoyed this. That was possible. She could say no. She could’ve grabbed the car keys, said C’mon Troy, take me home. He would’ve gone. What if part of her liked this game? She liked teasing him, doing all her magic that made him crazy. She put work into it. Was it all for him? Wasn’t it possible that there was something in it for her? There had to be a part of her that enjoyed doing it.

      He watched his wife, could tell her hand was moving under there, could see the muscles in her shoulder working her long graceful arm, doing something to this guy with her hand. Did she have him hard?

      Chad closed his eyes and put his head back, pleasure washing over his face. The sadness washed away from Troy, and rage and arousal came rushing back. That was his wife doing that to this guy.

      Chad said, “We probably should go inside don’t you think?”
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* * *

      She could stop this at any time. Knew she was safe with Troy right there. She wouldn't leave the tub, that was obvious, this was solely for her captive audience. How far did Troy want this to go? This boy was saying they should go inside. That could only mean one thing: he wanted to put his penis inside her.

      “I shouldn't do that, I'm a married woman,” she said.

      “Shouldn't? You said yourself that he's never there for you. Shouldn't isn't won't. He can't leave you like this, all alone...”

      “I jus can't—I'm not that kind of girl.”

      He raised an eyebrow and smirked. She felt him flex that big thing under her palm. He felt pretty hard now.

      She said, “I know—I don't know what I want. I love him. I jus...I’ve never seen one like this before.” She ran the palm of her hand along his length, still draped over his thigh. She squeezed it with her fingertips, felt he was firm but not hard. It was long and it felt very thick. She ran her fingers up to the end and squeezed his glans under there, it felt so soft still. She ran her thumb along the underside of it, dragged her nail along it.

      He grunted and put his head back. She winced, she didn't want him to feel too good. This was about Troy. She looked over at her husband, still sitting there, blank behind his glasses. She stuck her tongue out at him, turned back to Chad, said, “You have jus got the biggest dick, I can't keep my little hand off it.”

      “You like seeing it this afternoon?”

      “Darlin, it’s all I thought about since.”

      Chad smiled when she said it, then he scrunched down into the tub a bit and she felt his arm brush her hand off him as he did something under the water. He fussed a bit, then his hand came out of the water and threw his trunks onto the deck behind them. Sat himself sideways on the bench so he could face her. He didn’t say anything, just leaned his head in his hand, his elbow on the edge of the tub.

      She should have seen that coming. She was thinking it was safely tucked into his trunks and she wasn’t going to take it out or anything. Of course, he would take it out.

      She couldn’t touch his bare penis, could she? That was kind of gross. It was out there now in the water, lurking somewhere, ready to brush against her arm or leg.

      It was a little scary, being alone with a boy who wanted to put his thing in you, and you knew he had it aroused. She’d done it to him, got him that way and said some dirty things and all—she knew she was complicit, but it didn’t shake the fact that if she were by herself he could just force himself on her and push that thing where it couldn’t possibly fit.

      This guy wouldn’t last more than two seconds with her husband. She was safe. She was in control whether Chad knew it or not. Troy would dictate her actions, but ultimately her husband would let her decide what she could or couldn’t do. If he wanted her to touch Chad’s naked penis she would do it. It was only a little different than rubbing him over his pants. She’d done that good too, trying to get a feel for it so she could re-live it later for Troy. If Troy was all right with it she would put her hand on it.

      Emma looked over at Troy, but she didn’t smile, she was serious. She raised her eyebrows and looked down into the water, His pants are off, Troy.

      Troy nodded very slightly.

      Well, all right, she thought. This ought to be good. She reached her right hand through the water. She felt something bump the outside ridge of her palm. She stretched her fingers up and onto his hard column, sprouting from between his legs like a stone column from an ancient sunken city.

      He was really hard now and he was enormous. She ran a finger down the underside from the tip to his testicles. He was very long. She put her fingers around his balls, squeezed them a little. They weren’t much different than Troy’s, just a little bit bigger. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft down near the base. It was so thick her thumb and middle finger wouldn’t meet.

      “I can’t get my hand around it,” she said loud enough that her husband could hear her over the bubbles.

      “That feels good,” he said.

      Emma snuck another glance over at Troy but he wasn’t giving her anything. Just watching. She hoped he was really enjoying this, because Gosh, it was just so crazy. What was next? What if he shot his stuff out into the tub while her hand was on it. She’d jump right out of there.

      She ran her grip up his erection til her fingers wrapped around the end. She felt his foreskin kind of squishy in her hand. She thought that when a boy who wasn’t circumcised got hard his penis kind of grew out of it, stretched away from it. Chad was hard but his foreskin was right up over the end.

      She gripped the foreskin and ran it up and over his glans. She could feel it swell in her fist, the head flaring up and getting hard like a knot.
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* * *

      Troy felt sick to his stomach watching it. Emma was pumping her hand on Chad. She was looking down between his legs even though she couldn’t probably see anything through the churning water.

      He didn’t want to think of her being mesmerized by it. Or maybe he did. The thought of his innocent wife having her first experience with a big cock was somehow exciting.

      Emma turned to him. She mouthed So. Big. And made a shocked expression. His stomach cramped so tight he felt himself want to double over.

      Something touched the inside of his thigh and he startled. Emma’s foot was searching between his legs. He worked a thumb into the front of his trunks and pulled it down. Scrunched up his abs and felt his little pecker pop free. He quivered as the sole of her foot found it. She stroked the underside of it, pushing it into his belly with the ball of her foot. He watched her top half in front of him, an arm’s length away, performing some other terrible task. She was stroking Chad, looking up at him.

      “You make all the girls scream with this thing?”

      “No, I’m careful with them,” he said.

      “I bet you are.”

      This was Troy’s darkest fantasy brought to life. The things that Emma whispered to him in his ear while they made love in live action. Not in the darkened theatre of his mind, but lit up feet in front of him by patio lanterns.

      “Can I tell you a little secret?”

      “Sure,” Chad said.

      Emma’s foot felt incredible on him. He’d stopped thrusting against her soft sole because he was too close, but he let her play with his tip with her toes.

      “My husband has a real tiny one.”

      “He does?”

      “Yeah, it’s, like, real small,” she said, making an exaggerated cartoon face. Disappointment.

      “You ever think of other men?”

      “Not all the time. I’m faithful. But sure, sometimes I do. He leaves me alone so much. And even when we do it...” she looked around, conspiratorially, then whispered, “it’s not that great.”

      “That ain’t right,” he said, “you’re too young, too pretty, to miss out on having a good time.”

      “Yeah, well I’ve been thinking about that.” She leaned forward and her shoulders came together a bit, showing off her cleavage. “Hey,” she said, “look at that, I can stroke it with both my hands.”

      Chad leaned back and closed his eyes, overwhelmed for the moment with what his wife was doing to him under the water. His little bookworm with her alabaster skin and her little splash of freckles—a timid shy girl who wouldn’t say boo, who was polite and mannerly—was working two cocks in a hot tub, dirty talking two men simultaneously. She was going to drive Troy out of his mind.

      “You know what I want?”

      “What’s that?”

      “I think I wanna see it.”
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* * *

      Troy’s blank sunglass-gaze unnerved her. He seemed tense. His traps and his shoulders were hunched up around his enormous neck. It must have been bothering him that so much of what she was doing was hidden. Was too much of it just up to his imagination? She was doing this for him. Maybe he should have a better view, she figured. So she asked Chad, Could she see it?

      Was she ready to see it? Chad was wavering too, looking sideways at Troy facing them, sleeping in the tub right next to them. If she was going to look at his thing she’d have to make Chad not feel weird about the situation.

      Her fingers explored it. She was encouraging him. You gotta show it to me. He was uncircumcised, had a lot of foreskin, and she had never felt that before. She jerked the thick skin up and over his head slowly, repeatedly. That felt weird. But it sure made him hard. She knew that sensitive part of him was right there under her fingertips but she couldn’t feel that smooth flesh of it.

      So now what? She was sort of stuck in this situation and she didn't know where it was supposed to end up. Was she supposed to make this guy come? Well, Troy could forget that.

      “Don't worry, seriously, that guy is out. He's been drinkin all day.” She waved heartily in Troy’s face to prove it to Chad. But Chad didn't move, and he started gently grinding his dick into her hand, fucking her grip. She let go.

      She bobbed over to Troy and waved both hands dramatically close up to his face.

      “See?” she laughed, and as she bobbed back to Chad she even flicked a splash of water with thumb and forefinger right in his face a few times. He didn't budge of course. “I told you: out cold.”

      She patted the edge of the hot tub, said, “Sit up here with me.”

      Chad was still looking at Troy. “Look at the size of this guy. He’s got to be compensating for something right?” he said.

      “You mean...” she held out her pinky and wriggled it.

      “I bet you.”

      “Hey, wouldn’t it be funny if we checked?” She bobbed over to him, put her hands under the water like she was going to touch it

      “Oh my God, don’t do that,” he hollered at her in a whisper.

      “I’m not gon look, I jus want to touch it. Sides, I don think he’d hit a girl no matter how mean he was.” It turned her on seeing how scared Chad was of Troy. Troy was a monster and he would crush Chad. She’d seen him in action so many times. Attended all his matches back at school. When he’d win she would cheer so loud, get so excited, sometimes she would tear up from happiness.

      When she met his parents the first time his mom had shown her his bedroom where he grew up. She’d kept it the same. His mom walked her in and she looked at every wall lined with trophies and ribbons. Tears ran down her face right there, she was just so filled up with feelings for this man she was in love with. Troy’s mom laughed and put her hand on her back, and that had made it worse.

      She smiled at Troy, left him untouched, got herself back to Chad. She said, “I bet you we’re right though. C’mon now, stop hidin that big ole thing. Let me take a look at it.”
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      Chad got ready to stand. He was still looking over at Troy, worried what this big guy might think if he woke up and saw a naked man with a huge erection standing right in front of him. Wasn’t there a bro code or something? Like, if he saw that the boy was with a lady he would let it go? Whatever the reason, Chad was cautious with another man so close. She just wanted him to do it already. Stand up. She wanted to see it. She had a natural curiosity. She got herself a real good feel of it and she wouldn’t mind taking a peek at the thing.

      Finally, he stood up in front of her, the water rushing off of him. His cock bobbed, then kind of swayed sideways. Water ran off it down the tip and dripping off his hanging bag. It looked so big on him. He was a slight kind of boy, narrow waist and thin sort of legs. But his penis was thick, right from the base to the tip. It had a bit of a bend to it, like Troy’s but this one wasn’t asking a question, it knew the answer and it couldn’t wait to tell you. It had no face, like it was wearing a hooded sweatshirt; she couldn’t really get an idea of what kind of mood it was in. His foreskin was a darker colour than the shaft and it was bunched up right over the tip even though he looked as hard as could be. It had one big vein along its back that gave a little wriggle somewhere near the middle, but other than that the flesh was sort of thick and opaque. When Troy was hard you could see all sorts of little thin red lines squirming all over it. Chad’s penis was very good looking and she hated to admit it.

      She knew she was going to play it up, make a big reaction for Troy’s benefit when she saw it, but it didn’t take much acting. His erection was really huge, and it was a little fearsome. You couldn’t actually put that inside a girl, could you?

      “Oh my word,” she said, reeling. She laughed and looked away like she was shy. She peeked over at it again, covered her mouth and turned away real quick, tossing her hair about. She looked at Troy. He was rigid. She knew she was driving him wild. She couldn’t wait til he got his big hands on her tonight. He was really going to throw her around.

      She looked back at Chad. He was standing with his hips pressed forward towards her, getting that big thing away from his body, making it stick out as far as he could. It bobbed, and dripped water in front of her. Emma had her hand over her face and she made like she was peeking over the top of her hand like she was watching a horror movie.

      “I cain’t believe that’s real. Is that nine inches?”

      “It’s a bit more.”

      She put both her hands over her face, said, “Well, I just don’t know what to say.” She couldn’t take her eyes off it.

      Chad made it move for her. Not thrusting it with his hips or wagging it back and forth. He made it move on its own. Under its own power. She’d never seen anything like that before. He could make it lift straight up or even move left and right.

      “Oh my, what in the world is it doin?”

      “I think he's pleased to meet you.”

      “Well, I'm sure pleased to meet him. He's gorgeous,” she said. She put her hand out slowly, and he teased her, moving it away from her like it was being playful.

      “Come here, you,” she said. She grasped it and held it still. “I can't believe this,” she told him.

      “Man, you really love it.”

      “I do. I been thinkin about it all day. I wondered what it would look like when it got hard. Tell me something, that little trick you and your friend run, how often does that work for you?”

      “Oh, well, it's just supposed to be funny.”

      “Really? Cause it put a little tickle in my tummy, and I can't be the first girl to feel that. Be honest.”

      “I guess...well, I guess it's worked a few times,” he laughed.

      “I can imagine.”

      She stroked it, watched how it behaved in her hand. She said, “It’s so different from what I’m used to. I really never seen somethin like this before. Only in pictures.”

      “You've only been with your husband?”

      “Yes, he married a virgin. I seen pictures of other ones on the internet, I just didn't know how big they’d be in real life. I thought some of those pictures I'd seen had to be fake. Now I know.” She still held it in a loose grip and she moved it sideways, back and forth, considering it.

      “Hey, would it be okay if I took a picture of it real quick, or would that be too weird?”

      “Yeah, you can. Just don't get my face in it.”

      “You're a good looking boy, so no offence, but I don’t want a picture of your face. I just want a picture of this thing. For some of those nights I'm left all alone.”

      “You touch yourself and think about it?”

      “I ain't admitting anything, but yeah, I might. Does that turn you on?”

      “Yeah, it does. Of course. It really does.”

      “Hold up a sec,” she said and she turned and looked through her purse laying on the deck next to the edge. She got her phone out and got herself back in the tub. Chad was stroking his thing wanting to make sure it looked its best for the picture. She went through her menus looking for her camera but she was watching Troy. She thought this would be the kind of thing to make him crazy but she wanted to know if it was okay. Would it make him mad? She didn't want to take this too far.

      Troy  sat there looking like he was asleep. The light played like liquid on the lenses of his black glasses. He wasn't stopping her. She thought this would be all right. Just a picture. In fact, if she captured this monster penis, had it on her phone, it would be something she could share with Troy anytime. Make him go out of his mind. A picture had real value to them. Oh, hey darlin, what am I doing? My, well, you caught me. You caught me with my little hand between my legs jus looking at a picture of that boy’s beautiful penis. I’m so sorry, daddy, I jus can't help myself. Punish me any way you want. And he'd pick her up like she was weightless and he’d fling her around and do those things to her that she loved.

      She mouthed to him from behind her hair, This okay? She got nothing, maybe just the slightest nod. She was glad.

      “Here we go, sugar,” she said. She sat next to him on the edge of the tub and took a picture. Then she said, “Let me get one with my hand in it for scale.” She grasped him at his base and she angled it, watching in the screen of her phone to see what made it look biggest. She clicked off another one. She said, “I’ll put that in a frame and have it on my mantle, see how long it takes my old man to ask me about it. One thing’s for sure, he won't think it's his. I wasn’t kiddin about his small one.”

      “Oh yeah, really small?”

      “I always though he might, but now I’m sure.”

      She put her phone down behind her. She looked at Troy across from her. She'd had another idea and she was troubled by it. It was a violation, but it was hot. She knew it was hot, and she thought Troy would think it was hot. But something about it made her think it was definitely going too far. She struggled with it. She looked at Troy; there was no way to ask him if it was all right, no way to mouth such a complicated question.

      She decided to go for it. It could be nothing, and she'd hate to miss this chance. “Hey,” she said, “can I show you something?” She picked her phone back up. She flipped through it again, her eyes on Troy. Would he figure out what she planned in time? Stop her from doing it if he thought it was too much…

      He didn’t say a word and she let her thumb dance through the menus til she found it.

      “You ready?”

      “Yeah.”

      “This is something he sent me.”  She showed him a picture that Troy had set her about a year ago, and she kept it on her phone. It was a picture of himself, he was standing in their own bathroom as hard as can be. You couldn't see much of his body just the bottom of his abs and the deep muscles of his hips where they met his thighs. In the centre was his little cock. He was hard and mostly upright in all his diminutive glory. All, she guessed, four inches, his little head cocked to the side seeking approval. “This is what he sent me,” she said.

      “No.”

      “That’s it, that’s what I get.”

      “Oh. I see.” He kind of laughed then, said, “I guess I get it.”

      “You do now, don't you? Why I’ve been thinking about this thing,” she said gripping his erection tight.

      “Wow, that was small.”

      “I know,” she said and threw the phone back into her purse.

      “You know...I know something now,” Chad said.

      “What?”

      “I know you really want this.”

      “I do?”

      “Yeah, you need this.”

      She put her hand back on him. He was hard and it felt good rubbing him up and down

      “You think I deserve that,” she said, eyeballing his huge cock in her hand. “Think that I’m missing being with a real man.”

      “That’s exactly what I think...I think you know it too, that you need to feel this.”

      “You’re coming on strong...”

      “I see what you’re used to and I think I know why you’re here with me in this hot tub while your husband is sweating behind a welding mask twenty miles off the coast.”

      “You think I want this thing?” she said while she held it.

      “Tell me you don't want it.”

      She held a moment then laughed, “I guess I cain’t.”

      “I know you better than you think.”

      “Maybe you do.”

      He leaned in and put his lips on hers, but she pulled away. She said, “Oh, no sir. No kissin.” He smirked at her and frowned and she shrugged her shoulders. She turned her attention back to the thing in her hand. Emma held her hand still, made a tight grip for him and he pushed his cock through her fist. Her fingers were forced apart as it passed and she imagined that inside her. Her soft insides coming apart to accept this thing. She made her little fist tight, and let him thrust himself into it, watched it go up and down, every once in a while she’d get a peek inside his foreskin at his bursting glans winking at her behind there. Her other hand found a way between her legs and she startled when she noticed she was running a finger along herself outside her bikini bottoms. She squeezed her legs together tight and crushed her hand, pinned it in there. That felt really good too, and she clenched those woman muscles, and squeezed her cheeks together.

      “I know you don’t want to put your lips on mine...” he didn’t say anything else just let his words hang there until she caught up.

      Emma said, “Oh, yeah. I’m not really good at that.”

      “With those lips, you have to be.” That made her smile, but she still didn’t like doing that. She’d do it for Troy, but that was way too personal to have a man in your mouth. To taste him? Too intimate for her.

      “I...uh...what would you do with—”

      She pinched his foreskin bunched up at the end. She pulled it gently and was surprised how easily it stretched. She let it go and it stayed stretched on the side she’d pulled. She couldn’t put that in her mouth. She always heard they were dirty.

      “You can just pull it down,” he said.

      “Down?”

      “Like roll it,” he said. He didn’t want to do it to show her, he wanted her to do it. She put her fingers on it and she squeezed it down over his bulging glans. It gave way and his engorged head popped out.

      “There it is,” he said.

      When she let it go it slowly folded itself up over the tip til it had swallowed it up again.

      “That’s so weird,” she said and she pulled it down and let it go. It swallowed itself up again. She made a face at Troy, Impressed.

      She slipped into the tub and he spread his legs for her. Before she dipped in between them she gave one glance over her shoulder, she put her brows up in the middle, worried. This can’t be okay, Troy. Aren’t you going to stop me?

      Nothing. She had a horrible thought; him falling asleep in the tub because he’d had a few beers today and he never drank. And here she was thinking all this was for him, doing these terrible things to arouse her husband only it would turn out she was actually just cheating.

      She got her hand around his penis and she brought it to her lips. She pulled that skin back and held it so it wouldn’t close again. She brushed her lips against his tip and he leaned back so he could watch her. She put her mouth over it and found it was hard to get it in there. She knew she would bail on the act, tell him he was just too big. This was to tease Troy. Tell him later she couldn’t even get her mouth around that boy. So she did that, she plunged the head into her mouth a few times. It was a real mouthful. She didn’t get it any deeper, didn’t want it to touch her throat, and she wanted it out before he leaked in her mouth, or worse, if he somehow came in there. She would never talk to Troy again.

      “My mouth is so small,” she said, “And your thing is way too big.” She made eye contact with him, gave him her sweet face while she ran her fingertips over his exposed glans. She didn’t wait for an answer, and she stood up again. He didn’t insist. He shifted to the side so she could sit next to him.

      They were both facing Troy now and she made eye contact with his black lenses while she ran her hand up and down Chad’s big member. She raised her eyebrows to her husband and smiled for him, then turned it to a playful snarl.

      She pulled his foreskin down with her fist and gave him a good squeeze. A shining bead popped out of him and then rolled down the backside of his cock and over her thumb. That was close—that could have been in her mouth.

      She didn’t know what to do now. They’d run out of things to explore. Would Troy want her to make him ejaculate. She quivered at that thought. Gross at first, but as she stroked him now with his slippery lubricant it didn’t seem so terrible. It was kind of natural. He was so close it would be easy.

      How would she feel after that? She couldn’t believe she’d come this far. But having Troy with her sitting right in front of her it somehow felt very safe, very comfortable. She could make this guy shoot his stuff.

      “I jus wanna make you come with my hand, is that all right?”

      “Yeah...do it.”

      She stroked him faster and that made her hand look clumsy on him because it was so much bigger than she was used to. Chad’s hand found her back and it felt warm and nice as it caressed her. She loved the feel of his hardness and his size in her hand. She said, “You gonna come for me, baby?” talking like how she thought those other girls might talk. Channeling her inner cool girl.

      She wished she could get a little guidance from Troy, she wished she knew how he felt. As she stroked him faster she felt compelled to finish, but also a little nauseous. This was wrong what she was doing.

      “I can’t believe I’m doin this. What would my husband think? If he could only see me now.”

      “It’s his fault isn’t it? Not giving you...uh...what you need...”

      “I can tell you one thing for sure, whatever happens tonight I’m goin back to my husband like nothing ever happened. I can save my lips for him, but maybe this time with you can get me through one of those lonely nights.”

      “Save your lips...maybe another part of you wants something more...”

      “Oh, it does, it really does, but I have to be faithful...that makes sense, don’t it?”

      “Of course. But he’s neglected this little spot you’ve got hidden under this suit. He’s left it so long and now it needs more. You’ve seen what it can get and now you’re curious, Can I take that? What’ll it feel like? I can tell you it’ll feel better than you even imagine. And it’s no more unfaithful than what you’re doing to me right now. Just I’ll be doing it to you. Making you feel as good as you’re making me feel.”

      “It would feel good, right?”

      “It will. He can’t make you feel the way I can make you feel. Your husband won’t make you go crazy, stretch you out and make you remember what we done for days later.”

      “Gosh, you’re makin me crazy.”

      “I am, aren’t I? But I’m telling you the truth. You can feel it in your hand—I’m not like your husband, and I'm not like other guys. I can give you something you’ll remember when the two of you are sitting on the couch watching TV. Something just for you. Something fun and dirty. Make you feel right. You want that, don't you?”

      “I don’t know...”

      “He’s away on that platform, he ain’t paying you no mind. What’s he thinking, fine as you are? He’s gotta be crazy letting you just float up in the air, not feeling like she’s loved. No strings, I swear, just an experience to remember on the lonely nights when he’s out there not caring you’re at home, a woman with needs—”

      “Gosh, you’re gettin me, you sweet-talker,” she said, watching her hand slide over him, her fingers running through the cleft in his glans, then back down, stroking him in a way she couldn’t with Troy’s little one.

      “You know I'm right though, don't you? You feel it. You feel empty down there, you feel a need and I couldn't better represent the solution to that. I ain’t never going to say anything. It’ll be over, one quick night, and you'll get what you need.”

      “Keep talkin.” Her hand went up and down him. He was big and hard, and she watched that sexy skin at the end slide up and over and back down, his shining glans popping and hiding.

      “You feel it right, I’m not wrong? Give me a chance. You feel it in your hand, imagine what that’ll be like. How it’ll make you feel. You know you want it. It’s just natural. It ain’t going to hurt. It’s going to feel so good. It’ll be a night to remember. You can go home tonight walking on a cloud or wishing you’d done it, it’s up to you. Nobody here but us and this dead guy, he ain’t gonna say anything, right? Nobody’ll know, but you’ll have some little memory to keep you warm at night when he’s off on the platform.”

      She leaned in and kissed his neck. She stroked him in her hand and it was all she could think about, how big he was. How sexual it felt to feel his obvious, urgent desire in her hand. This was something she would feel, this wasn't love and kissing, this was dirty animal sex and she wanted it, needed it. This big thing wasn't part of another man, it was just something to give her pleasure. It wasn't her husband. It wasn't love, it was just one dirty deed and she wanted it. She got it. She could feel between her legs she was so wet she was leaking. His dirty talk had her little sex sweating, everything he said was the truth—it was just sex. Her husband wasn't able to do the deed, reach all the parts that needed touching. Troy wanted it for her, she knew he did. He told her all the time. His fantasies were all the same, his beloved taking a big one. Now here she was three feet from him and a big one ached to find her heat. They all wanted it. Everyone in this hot tub was cheering her on, they all wanted Chad to put that thing inside her.

      She could feel Chad's hand on the small of her back. His hand slipped down the inside of her bikini bottom. He was grabbing her bare ass cheek hard and squeezing. She turned away so Troy couldn’t see, she knew it was wrong but she didn’t want it to stop. His fingers felt good on her. What’ll it hurt, anyway? Just a little skin on skin. Troy wanted her to put her bare hand on this boy’s bare cock right. That was okay? Then this was okay too.

      She leaned forward and Chad slipped his hand underneath her and she felt his middle finger slide right through her crease; she was wet and slippery. She groaned and closed her eyes. Chad was insistent, he saw her reaction and he moved with it. His finger slipped inside her a little bit and she clamped herself on it. He tickled her lightly, then ran himself into her, teasing her with just the tip of his finger.

      She couldn’t believe how wet she was. She felt like she had made a mess of her little bottoms. She could feel the insides of her thighs were slippery.

      Chad told her she was wet, told her they both knew what she needed. She nodded.

      She just lost herself. In the moment she was one hundred percent sure it was right. She would swear it was okay.

      She stood up and straddled him. She reached behind herself, tugged her bikini bottom to the side and guided the tip of his dick into her opening. She was so wet, but even still, Chad was so large it was difficult to get it past that muscle. It hurt a little.

      She whispered in his ear, “Be careful, I'm really tight.”

      She heard Troy say her name behind her. She looked over her shoulder at him and slid as gently as she could a little bit further down him. She let Troy know with her face that it felt incredible.
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      It felt like it was maybe halfway in before it was stuck. She made a pained face for Troy, she said Ow, for his benefit. Then she started to swivel her hips on Chad, getting her wetness on him. He pushed himself deeper inside her and now it really did hurt. She clenched her face and sucked in air. She pushed against him felt his wet member squeaking past her tight flesh, slipping and sticking. She couldn’t believe how big it was.

      “Oh baby,” she said, “you are so big. It feels so good inside me.” She said it so Troy could hear.

      Chad was gone now, his eyes closed and his head back and he was thrusting into her. His hands undid her bikini top and she didn’t notice til they were gone that she was bare. His hands were working at the knots on her bottoms, pulling them apart so she would be completely naked.

      “You are so tight,” he whispered in her ear. It gave her a thrill that she could impress this well-hung, good looking boy. She sat down on it hard and felt her cheeks jiggle. She yelped out.

      It hurt but felt so incredible at the same time, and as he pushed further into her a feeling came over her. It started in her heart, in the centre of her, and it spread out like a panic. Like suddenly remembering something amazing and it was great news you wanted to share with everybody. She said, “Oh boy,” and she rocked on him, swivelled and thrust. “Oh, boy,” she said again. It was the craziest feeling. Her breaths were ragged and lusty. This was big whatever it was.

      She was tapping her palms, her fingers, on Chad’s chest. Like she had something important to tell him but there were no words. She maybe wanted him to know that she was on the verge of a medical emergency, that he should watch out for her. Her head fell forward and she snapped it back, she grunted with his thrusts and she got them high and sharp.

      Was this it? She wasn’t sure if she’d ever had an orgasm before, but right here, right now, if she wasn’t having a heart attack and this was a bonafide orgasm, then she knew definitely that anything she felt before this was not an orgasm.

      She bounced on him, felt her hair crashing across her shoulders as she did it. She started to smile, then it turned to a laugh, and she was snorting through her nose. Then it went off. Like a closet opened that someone had stuffed with pots and pans. Thousands of pounds of metal clattered on tile, a cacophony inside her that drowned out everything else. Her ears plugged up, and she wanted to yell but she clawed it back. Then she couldn’t help it, when she exhaled, she blurted out Oh, golly, oh, golly. It made her laugh how she had no say in the matter. She was just a passenger on an out of control bus hurtling down the freeway doing seventy with a bomb strapped underneath it.

      “Oh baby,” she croaked as she collapsed into Chad. It kept coming, vibrating waves that ran through her as Chad kept pushing himself into her. Each little thrust gave her a jolt of pleasure that she felt not just between her legs but between her shoulder blades and up the back of her neck. She kissed Chad’s neck and she bit at his collar bone.

      Chad said in her ear, “My God, you are so tight.” Emma could feel his big cock deep inside her, flexing over and over, barely thrusting. Squeaking cause they were tight and wet from the tub. She rocked against him a little, still at the edge of her first orgasm.

      Then she felt it. A horrible dreadful death sentence.

      His cock throbbed and stiffened inside her. She felt long forceful jets pulse against her insides. He was ejaculating into her and she could feel each strong spurt.

      Everything that she felt made it all right with what they were doing—that was hot or sexy, or whatever, because she was so aroused—was washed away, and she felt an enormous, truly dreadful wave of shame come over her.

      She went from being a tingling sexual being that enjoyed to be stroked, to a slut that just cheated on her husband. She felt a life-ending darkness. Troy's complicity didn't even matter. Another man, not her husband, just fucked her and came inside her.

      She stood up slowly, horrified. Turned in shame to Troy, quivering. Troy just stared at her, incredulous even behind the black glasses.

      She said, “Oh no, no, no.” She felt herself start to cry. Troy just watched blankly. His mouth hung open in horror.

      She looked down between her legs and her hands went there. Chad's semen came away on her fingertips.

      “He came inside me,” she said to Troy, and she shook her head in disbelief at what she’d done.

      Chad stood up too, he was concerned. He didn't know what was going on. Maybe he thought he hurt her or probably realized he shouldn't have come inside her, that that had massive ramifications.

      He said, “What's wrong, are you okay?”

      But Emma had forgotten all about him. “Troy baby, he just came inside me.”

      She felt the tears that had gathered in her eyes roll down her cheeks, first on the left and then the right. Troy hadn’t moved yet, he seemed frozen, paralyzed.

      And then she ran. She jumped out of the tub and ran across the deck and over the patio. She heard Troy yell her name behind her, he sounded mad, then Chad and Troy arguing. She ran into the house with nothing on, too overwhelmed to even think to cover herself.
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      Emma thrust the heavy sliding glass door aside and ran through the kitchen. She could hardly see, her eyes wet with tears. She was moving on instinct, running to the bathroom she knew was at the side somewhere. She ran past an archway and there were people sitting on couches and laying on the floor watching TV in the Family Room. Someone laughed out loud in there, laughed at a naked girl. They were oblivious to the horrible human drama that had just played out fifty feet from them. Everything was funny to people these days.

      She got herself down the dark hall off the kitchen and threw herself in the bathroom and locked the door behind her. She put her back against it and cried. She was trying to be quiet, but her back was heaving and a sob would slip from her and then she’d struggle to breathe. Her bare back slid down the door until she was sitting.

      What had she done? Why did she let him put that thing inside her? Just because it was big? She had never been so curiously aroused like that before, and she just lost it, and now she hated herself. She had destroyed their marriage. The shame, the hurt she caused the man she loved—it was truly overwhelming. She pounded her knees with her balled up fists.

      She was a pathetic humiliated mess. Sitting on the tile floor sobbing her heart out. She could feel Chad's semen dribbling out of her. She got to her hands and knees and she went to the toilet paper and grabbed handfuls off the roll. She scrubbed herself raw between her legs, pushing with her insides to force it out. This was the absolute lowest moment in her life. She looked at the wad of paper in her hands, glistening wet evidence on it. She threw the paper in the toilet and got herself to the sink. She avoided the mirror, knew how devastating it would be to look into her own eyes in this moment. She ran hot water and dabbed a facecloth in it and put it between her legs and clutched it there.

      She heard her name through the door. It was Troy but she couldn't bear to face him. She couldn't see his face. She didn't answer him. The thought of him mad, yelling, or hurt and crying, was too much. She wanted to do the whole day over, bring her pretty torte, skip the alcohol, and be on the road by six, home and cuddled on the couch with her beautiful Troy right now.

      He tried the door, she saw the doorknob jiggle. “C’mon, Emma, are you okay?”

      She said, “I’m sorry,” through the tears and she really wanted to be left alone. Didn’t even know if he could hear her. She just never, ever wanted to deal with what she had just done.

      “Emma, please, please open the door.”

      She stood at the sink, leaned on her elbows with her hands clutching her mane of ginger hair wrapped around her. She stayed there a moment or two and he was quiet, but she could tell he was still there. Standing on the other side of the door. She couldn’t ignore him.

      She opened the door for him.

      He stepped into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. She covered herself, an arm over her breasts and a hand between her legs. He stepped towards her and she recoiled from him. She turned so he couldn't see her face.

      Emma didn’t know what to do, but she didn’t like the quiet. It felt like it could get filled up at any moment with words like, Get out of my life, don’t come home tonight, how could you do this to me? She said, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I’m sorry, kept repeating it. Her little voice was a whisper.

      Then she felt his arms go around her and he just held her. And she wouldn’t have blamed him if he’d squeezed the life out of her, crushed her against him til her eyes bulged out of her head. They stood like that for a while in the unlit bathroom

      He said, Are you okay? She said she was. Being in his arms made her cry even harder then, and she felt so small and useless. He held her tighter for a few minutes until she couldn't cry any more.

      When she was quiet for a while he said, “I’m sorry. I never want you to do something you don’t want to do. You didn’t have to do any of that if you didn’t want.”

      “You’re not mad at me?”

      “Mad at you? My gosh, Emma, I think I’ve never loved you more.”

      “How can you love me after what you just watched me do?”

      “Baby, I know you did it for me. Cause you thought I wanted you to.”

      “Troy, I feel like the lowest animal on earth right now. I can’t believe you’d even want to look at me again. Maybe ever.”

      “Oh, Emma, I swear I love you. I won’t ever stop, baby.” He squeezed her tight to him, and she melted; he made her so weak.

      She held his big arm and stared off. There was a lot to think about. She knew she wasn’t really forgiven unless she was honest.

      “What if I did want to? What if I did it because in the moment I wanted to feel...that...thing. That I hate myself for wanting that.”

      “You wanted to have sex with him? Put his thing inside you?”

      “No, not at all. I mean, not until the very moment I did it. Up until then I was acting. For you. I just...something came over me—I don’t know why I did that. I told myself it was for you—”

      “Oh, Emma,” he hugged her, “It’s all right, baby.”

      “Even though there was a piece of me that wasn’t doing it all for you? There was a part of me that was...curious.”

      He said, “It’s me, Emma, it’s my fault. I put you there. Don’t feel any shame...don’t blame yourself. I’m so sorry, baby.”

      They looked into each other's eyes and everything fell back into place. They looked at each other plain-faced and open, she could see that nothing had changed. She knew it was okay, and she knew he really did still love her. She couldn't stop the tears from coming again.

      “C’mon, Emma, it's okay, please, don't cry.”

      She wiped her eyes and sniffled, then looked at him in his eyes, and bit her lip.

      “I’m crying because my little pussy is so sore, sweet pea.”

      “You are?” he smiled.

      “I think he mighta been too big, daddy.”

      “He probably was, we both know how small you are down there. Why’d you think you could fit that in you?”

      “What if I'm not tight anymore? He couldn't even get it all the way in me but I feel like I'm dying,” she said, and her hands went down his rock hard waist. Her thumbs hooked into his trunks, pushing them down.

      He got to his knees and his trunks came down. He crawled over her, laying her back so she was flat on the floor. His familiar little boner stuck straight up between his legs.

      Her hand found it while they kissed, then she whispered to him, “I don’t know what I was thinkin when this little thing’s what I’m used to.”

      “I hope you can still feel it.”

      “It feels so small in my tiny hand now I’ve held a real one.”

      She felt him enter her and she said, “Okay, tell me when you're in.”

      He said, “Baby, I’m all the way in.”

      She whispered in his ear, “That boy ruined me with his big cock. I can’t even feel your little pecker, Troy baby. What have I done?”

      “Ah, Emma,” she was getting him good, his little thing felt like it was made of steel inside her. He got urgent, thrusting himself inside her, she felt the power in him. She ran her hands over the hard peaks and valleys of his back as he made love to her. Her sweet husband and his beautiful body. She arched her head back and gasped, overwhelmed in the moment with how much she loved him. Loved him so much she would do anything for him. Even cheat on him, have sex with another man right in front of him.

      “What did it look like goin in me, baby?”

      “He was turning you inside out, Emma. Baby, you’re so bad.”

      He pounded himself into her and his breaths were short and raspy, she thought it was almost like he was sobbing. She hugged him tight to her, like putting her arms around a charging bull. He pounded and pounded, and when she knew it was close she whispered, “Come inside me, Troy, I need you to wash out that other boy’s sperm.”

      He shuddered when she said it, felt him tighten up, then as he was about to ejaculate she said, “You can try but you’re probably not gonna get anywhere deep enough and that boy went off inside me like a firehose.”

      Troy roared in her ear while he came, she could feel his back turn to stone and he trembled under her fingers. He sputtered and choked, and she felt him shooting his seed inside her, stream after stream, before collapsing on top of her.

      She put her arms around him and kissed him. “Baby, I couldn’t love a man more’n I love you,” she said.

      “Emma, I’m the one that’s lucky. There’s not words to tell you how much you are to me.”

      He rolled off her and they both lay naked on their backs in the little bathroom, staring in the dark at the ceiling. They were both exhausted. Emotionally and physically they’d been drained, but she knew somehow they hadn’t been changed, hadn’t been damaged. It was unbelievable. She listened to him breathing for a long while.

      Troy put his hand up on his forehead, still looking up, said, “Baby...” then hesitated.

      She turned her head to him. “What is it, Troy?”

      “Did you...did you really come from his thing being inside you?”

      She put both her hands up and covered her face. She didn’t want to reply, but she couldn’t lie to him. She felt ashamed, but she answered him through her hands, said, “Yes, I really did.”

      They turned and looked at each other, their eyes wet and gleaming in the dim room. She said it again, “Yes, I really did.”

      She thought he might be struggling with that because he didn’t say anything and they lay there for a good moment longer. Finally he said, “Does that worry you, that you came from a huge cock inside you?”

      “A little, I guess,” she said, “Does it worry you?”

      “Yeah, a little,” he agreed. “Hey, Emma? Baby, we should probably go. I could lay with you here forever, but...I threw that guy off the deck, and I...somebody might call the cops, so maybe we should—”

      “You did what?”

      “I threw him in the hedges, but I’m worried now he could have hit his head or something...”

      She kissed him on the lips and she looked in his eyes; she ran her fingers through his hair. He took a towel off the rack on the wall and he wrapped her up in it and then carried her in his arms out to the car.
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      Troy spied her coming out of the Citizen’s National Bank. She had her mane of ginger hair tied back in a loose ponytail and she’d dressed for errands. She had a plaid dress that was like a long shirt with a matching belt tied around her waist. It was short, clinging to her slim hips, but she had black leggings. Keeping her long legs warm in the Texas winter. He watched her feet make quick little steps along the sidewalk. She was urgent. Moving her little black ballerinas as quick as she could make them without running. She looked like she had important things to do.

      He turned the key, started up the Hyundai. He’d be following her again in a moment. He was parked on the east side of North Main Street, 4PM on a Saturday. He told her at lunch he was going to go out to the gym, get a squat session in. A light recovery day then he was going to go run the steps at the stadium over at the high school. He volunteered some time there with the football team. Ran them through some strength and conditioning one evening a week. A guy at his work lived in Tyler too, and his kid went to Tyler High. He’d asked him at lunch one day before the school year had started. It was about a week after he’d watched his wife climb onto that guy in the hot tub. He winced, clenched the steering wheel in his big fists, heard it squeak under his grip.

      Emma stopped at her car; a Chevy Spark they leased last Spring, getting it in the metallic lime because it complemented her hair. He still had the sales lady's pen in his briefcase. Emma got it open and threw her purse into the passenger seat and sat down. He watched her while he was hunkered down in his SUV. She was going through her purse. What was she up to?

      He’d found the messages she’d been exchanging with another man on the computer. He’d seen the name of a hookup site auto-complete in the address bar one evening while he was looking up football scores. It made him concerned. He clicked through to the site and found he was logged into an active account. Emma’s account. He checked the history on the browser and saw that it had been dumped. She’d cleared her search history, everything. But she’d not logged herself out on her last visit to the site. He felt electrified. It was an invasion of her privacy, he thought. But he could see she had pending messages flashing up in the corner of the screen. Clicked it—he just had to know. There were new messages but he also found there was a whole archive of communications with other men going back a whole month. It took him about forty-five minutes to read through them all. Emma had been talking with about a dozen guys. Some of the message chains were really short. Like she didn’t feel any chemistry with them. Some of them went deeper. Some of them got pretty dirty. His hands shook while he read them. She was flirting with them. She was letting some of them know it was just a hookup—that she just wanted a little fling behind her husband’s back. Four of them went deep enough that she managed to talk about penis size. All of them but one alluded to being average. The other guy was confident. He played her little game by letting her know he was pretty hung. She’d got giggly with him, and he returned intrepid, putting a digital arm over the back of the couch getting in close to her. She’d been playful—asked him to prove it. There was no picture in the message string but she’d seen whatever he’d sent to her and she was impressed. Wow, she had written, I don’t know if I can handle all that. It’s not like my husband’s at all. Craig122 had assured her she’d be fine since he was so gentle.

      When her brake lights lit up he put his vehicle in drive. He watched over his shoulder, pulled out and followed her north up Main. She was headed home, maybe. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe she would get cold feet and bail on this guy. She was supposed to meet Craig122 for dinner this evening.

      She pulled into their subdivision and he slowed, let her get ahead so she wouldn’t spot him. He saw her turn way up ahead at the feet of the Tyler water tower. She was going home. He went through his neighbourhood at a crawl. Got up close to their home and pulled over. Parked so he could see her, but he got his neighbour’s big black Suburban in between them, keeping him out of her view. She got out and then made her way into the house speedily.

      Troy met Emma while he was at Georgia Southern. She was a little cutie-pie who was the roommate of a girl his friend was dating. They got set up. She was at Agnes Scott up in Atlanta. A well-mannered girl’s college that had a lot of rules about behaviour. It was love at first sight for him. The day after their first date he’d called his Mom and told her he’d met the girl he was going to marry. He’d seen her or talked to her every day of his life since then. He drove the three and a half hours to Atlanta from Statesboro twice a week to see her in that last year of University.

      Six years later now, he’d ruined every little sweet thing about her. All the things that made him fall in love with her, he’d tainted. He’d gripped her too tightly, squeezed that innocence out of her, and turned her into the little slut he was watching cheat on him. Pushing her to fall for the one thing that he couldn’t provide.

      She came out and he was shocked at how she was. Where had she hidden these clothes? Had she bought this outfit just for tonight? She was wearing a tight black dress, shorter than anything he’d ever seen her wear. He didn’t recognize her. Her pure white legs were absolutely bare, and she was wearing black high heel shoes. He’d never seen her in heels like that before. She looked like she was six feet tall. He squinted, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. She must have been freezing. It was only sixty-two degrees today. She fluffed her hair in the reflection in the passenger side window. Her hair was full and thick, she’d been in there styling it he guessed. She smoothed the dress then lowered herself carefully into her car. Before the door slammed shut he saw the dress had come up to her hip and revealed every bit of her long, milky legs. His stomach tightened. This was happening.

      She’d said he would be on his own for dinner tonight. She’d cooked him up three plain chicken breasts and a couple of potatoes and some broccoli. She left it in the fridge, told him to re-heat it when he got back from running stairs. She said she had a book club meeting tonight. Some World War One love story in the Appalachian South that everyone had been reading for the last two weeks. Took everyone about a month to catch up reading it, and tonight they’d finally talk about it and Emma had a lot to say. She made herself sound so excited about it. She was a little liar. He watched her taillights head down the lonely stretch out of the subdivision alongside the huge field kids played on during the day. The sun was almost down now.

      He let her get up ahead, he knew where she was going. He’d read it in her messages. A new place opened up just in the summer. Everyone said it was so great and he and Emma kept swearing they would get there but it just hadn't happened yet. He drove past it just last week before he knew any of this and had thought, Boy, they really got to get in there. It was a Peruvian family that had moved to town and opened up a little bistro. It was Peruvian and Creole or something and they were supposed to have these fried yucca sticks that Emma had told him all about. Now she was going to try them tonight without him. Try them with another man.

      That feeling came over him again and his whole stomach tightened and he felt himself hunch forward with it. It was a physical pain. His eyes felt watery.

      He saw her car in the parking lot up ahead. He went past the place and pulled into the little pharmacy next door. He nosed in to a parking space that pointed him straight at the restaurant. Emma was still sitting in the Spark, he could see her face lit up in there by her iPhone. Was she texting Craig122?

      The restaurant was a low bungalow that had been styled and stuccoed to look like an adobe. It had a wooden gate entrance that was painted a dark green and galvanized metal awnings over the square windows. The place was lit up inside and he could see it was romantic, dimly lit with wrought iron chandeliers over every table. He should be the one taking her there.

      A pickup truck pulled in to the restaurant's parking lot. It drew up near hers at a right angle to her, headlights pointing right at Troy. He was lit up by them. He was the only car at the pharmacy, he must have stood out. But he wasn’t going to duck down. That would be suspicious. That would attract attention. So he stayed still—if they saw him, they saw him.

      What would he do if they did? How would he handle it? Would he pick up Craig122 right there in front of the place and hip toss him onto his face? He probably would. He could almost hear that hollow, wet sound of flesh and skull when it hit concrete. What was stopping him from doing it right now? Just stepping out and striding the thirty feet over there. Picking him up and putting him to sleep in the crook of his arm while Emma screamed and his legs kicked frantically as he struggled for his last breath. Then he’d grab that little slut and take her home and remind her who was the boss.

      The headlights turned off and the guy got out of his car. He had to be thirty-something. He looked much older than Emma. So her only criterion was whatever he’d shown her in the picture he’d sent her. Troy turned his wife into something he hated.

      The guy approached her car cautiously, he was bent over, hands in his pockets, peering in. She looked up and saw him and she waved. He smiled and waved back, and he said something even though she probably couldn’t hear him. He was all right looking, but he didn’t have the greatest head of hair. He was starting to thin out up top. He had black jeans on and a leather jacket and he was kind of slim.

      Emma got out of her car and she had to stop a moment and pull her dress down a few inches before she came to the guy. He took her hand and then kissed her cheek. They exchanged pleasantries and were both all smiles. He asked her something and she shook her head, then she pointed up Main Street towards where they lived. They both laughed a moment, then she was looking down at the ground. That was his wife. Shy and uncomfortable. Troy smiled at her. He wished it wasn’t like this. He wished he could be enough for her.

      Craig gestured towards the gates into the restaurant and let her lead the way. Troy watched the guy raise his eyebrows behind her back, getting himself a good look at her long pretty legs and her tight little bottom. He followed her up over the patio and got ahead of her to hold the door. They disappeared into the restaurant.

      Troy started the Hyundai up again, turned the heat on. He watched the window for any sign of them in there. They got themselves seated perfectly. They were sitting across from one another, framed in the window right in front of Troy. Their faces close together, lit from below by three white candles. He sat in silence in the SUV and watched the two of them together. Craig122 looked at her while she talked, gave her his most attentive face. He would put his eyebrows up in the middle giving her the old James Dean. Wondered what he did for a living, this guy. He was sort of well dressed, kind of cool, looked like a nice leather jacket. He drove up here in a Silverado, but it was a couple years old. Didn’t really look like he worked with his hands. He looked more of a thinker than a doer. Or a talker. A big-talker. He was telling her something. Trying to impress her the way a guy does. He could tell by his body language. He was being humble. Letting Troy’s wife know he was a nice guy but also fucking awesome. Emma was listening. She was smiling and nodding while he explained something to her. She looked so pretty dressed up, sitting in this charming little bistro, out for dinner with her big dick boyfriend. He was going to fucking kill this guy.

      They ordered and the waiter brought them a bottle of wine and two glasses. He toasted her, or the evening, or something, and they drank. She would rest her chin in her hand and listen to him while he talked. Then when it was her turn she’d get shy and put her hands in her lap. She’d shrug her thin shoulders and look away a lot like she was bashful. The whole show was so hard to watch and Troy felt his face was sore from having it clenched so long.

      He rubbed his cheeks, his brow. What was she thinking right now? Was she thinking about having sex with this guy? They both knew it was just a hookup. When this guy spoke to her was she just picturing the dick pic he had sent? Was she sitting there anticipating what it was going to be like to touch it, to feel it inside her? To cheat on her husband.

      He gripped the steering wheel tight and shook it, exploding in frustration. The vehicle shook with his effort. He stopped and closed his eyes. The last thing he needed right now was to break off his steering wheel.

      The two lovebirds had ordered a dessert and the waiter brought it over. Cake, chocolate, served on a big white plate and two long stainless forks. He watched them eat.

      Who eats all that food when they know they’re about to make love? Troy spread his hands over his face, put his elbows in the triangular slots of the steering wheel. He watched them finish up their date, peeking out through his spread fingers. He moaned, quiet, but it felt good to do it over and over. It eased the pain somehow.

      Craig settled up the bill, bought Troy’s wife a nice dinner and put it on his credit card. They were getting up, Emma turning to get her purse. What was the plan now, guys? Where did they want to go to do this? It better be nice, it was going to be the place where Craig122 took his last breath. It’d be nice to die maybe in a park or by a stream or something, Craig.

      Craig and Emma came out. Emma had his jacket over her shoulders, her arms across her chest. Troy didn’t like her in that dress, it was too short. She struggled along in her heels, still learning to walk in them. Her muscles flexed when she stepped, showing off her pretty thighs. How could this be happening?

      They stood in the parking lot a moment, close together, talking. Emma’s back was to Troy and it was hard to tell what they were doing. They were talking and looking around now, working something out. Craig was nodding, they had come to some arrangement. Emma walked back to the Spark, she opened the door and looked around inside. She closed it back up and hit the key fob. The horn sounded and the lights flashed. She walked back up to Craig and he held his hand out to her. She took it and he walked her to his truck. He helped her up in to it, then closed the door for her.

      Shit. This felt scary for some reason. Like if he lost them in traffic he may never see her again. Was this guy dangerous? His heart was jumping. He put the Hyundai in drive. He was going to put his nose right on Craig’s bumper.

      Craig got into the truck and they backed out into traffic. Troy backed up and got himself poised to head out of the pharmacy. The Silverado turned right onto Main and drove right past him. He saw Emma’s profile as they went by, looking straight ahead. It looked like she was nervous, wrestling with the enormous thing she was about to do. Troy turned right out of the pharmacy and got himself behind them.

      It was a slow drive through the main street. It was Saturday night and there were a lot of people out doing things. Mostly normal things. Were there other husbands out there right now stalking their cheating wives? There probably were. They passed the sporting goods store, their bank, that new brewery that opened up last month. Traffic loosened up once they got past the old narrow street, past all those old frontier buildings.

      They were headed south out of town, going through the stretches were there were only streetlights, no businesses. Just trees and bare fields, and sometimes an abandoned car. He turned right onto Rio Grande and Troy was still on his bumper. They passed the big Baptist Church and now they were into a neighbourhood.

      They drove down Rio Grande farther than he’d ever gone. They were right out of town. He could see the back of Emma’s head, she was turned to Craig and they were talking.

      They slowed right down and signalled. They were at the end of the subdivision, the road ahead just went rural; farms and fields and the dark. He turned right on Pecan Street and he let them get up ahead. He signalled like he was going to pull into another little side street and let them take a turn to the left. He punched it to catch up, his hands were wet with sweat.

      He roared that Korean four cylinder turbo, heard the stone chips pinging off his exhaust and his wheel wells. At the corner, he whipped his head around. He’d fucking lost them. He couldn’t believe they could get away like that, he was holding his breath and his mind was racing. There were houses rushing past on his right, and just black emptiness on the left. He could see a black tree line far off out there, the night sky a deep dark blue.

      Did he take her in the field? Where did they go? Did Craig punch that Chevy too when he got around the corner, figured he was being followed? Did Emma warn him—say it could be her husband?

      He slammed the brakes and fishtailed in the gravel. The Hyundai skidded and slid to a stop. He screamed Fuck! and slammed his palms into the steering wheel. He spun the wheel and stabbed the pedal, roaring back the way he came. She could be anywhere in this subdivision, but he was going to find her if he had to go house-to-house to do it.

      Before he got back to the corner where he’d lost them he saw a black Silverado in a driveway, hidden under the low branches of an ancient oak tree. He gasped out with relief. It was them. His heart was pounding, his neck ached from clenching it. The relief was tremendous, warm. He thanked God out loud, earnestly and lovingly.

      Emma and Craig were still sitting in there talking. He could tell she was talking because he could see her hair moving. The house was rundown. Peeling blue clapboard and unkempt shrubs. The neighbours were right up close on either side but you couldn’t see the houses for all the untended overgrown trees and bushes. He drove past and then turned around and came back, turning his lights off and getting on the shoulder.

      He put it in park and shut it off, his eyes glued to the Chevy. He must have raced right past them when he came around that corner. Hurtling down that road with Emma behind him with who knows what. This guy could be a serial killer who sent her a picture of any old big dick, tricked her into coming to his house.

      Well, he was the one who was getting tricked. The one who was going to get murdered. He got ready to get out, turned off the dome light and put his hand on the handle.

      They lit up in the Chevy, the doors getting opened. He saw Craig step out and Emma doing the same on the other side. Craig took her arm and helped her up the short driveway. They didn’t go up to the front door, but seemed to disappear behind some hedges along the side. Headed to the back door.

      Wasn’t even the guy’s own shitty house. Did he rent a room in a rundown shack in the white trash part of town? Oh, Emma. This is what you’ll do, how low you’ll stoop to get what you want? He got the door open and stepped out, closed it behind him without making a sound.

      He rushed across the dirt road and put himself in the bushes. He couldn’t hear them. He didn’t want to walk down where they’d gone, didn’t want to run into them. He had his back to some sort of fence that was wood and sheets of metal. He could hop it and sneak up next to them. He paused; everyone on this street had a pit-bull or a shotgun, or both. He did it anyway, putting his hands on the top of it and jumping into the neighbour’s yard. He crouched down and listened. There was no dog sound, no sound of any kind. He crept along the inside of the fence and made his way towards the back. The house on this lot looked abandoned. Too run down and neglected for someone to live in it.

      He could hear whispered talk on the other side now. He was getting close. He made his way carefully along, getting up to where he could hear their voices, hear what they were saying. He found a gap in the sheet metal. Someone had screwed it in place with indoor screws that had rotted in the weather, and the whole section had just swung down leaving a gap he could get his whole body through. There were just branches separating them now and he could see Craig and Emma under the porch-light at the back door to that rat trap. They were up close and face to face their bodies touching.
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      Craig asked her again to come on inside but she didn’t want to go. She put her arms around his waist and put her chin on his chest. She said, “It’s jus such a nice night out. So warm for winter, don’t you think?”

      “It’s freezing out here, you’re wearing my jacket,” he said.

      “Don’t I look good in it?” she said and stepped back from him and put her hands in the pockets of his jacket. She posed for him, bashful, one long leg out in front of the other one, her toes pointed. She felt a square foil packet in there, two of them folded over.

      “You damn sure do. Better’n I ever looked in it.”

      “What’re these?” she held up the two condoms, and he smiled at her.

      “Ooh, they’re Magnums,” she said and put them back in the pocket. She smiled back at him, cuddled up in the heavy motorcycle jacket. They stared at each other a moment.

      He stood with one foot on the wooden step that led up to his apartment door. The porch light was on above him. His face was rugged and he was kind of good looking. She liked how he seemed so confident. He was tanned and had light hair but his eyes were dark. It almost looked like he had on eyeliner.

      She stepped forward to him, put both her legs between his and let her body fall into him. She looked up at him and he kissed her. She let him do it, but she didn’t kiss him back. She put her palms up on his chest and broke away.

      “I don’t like to kiss. This is something else we’re doin tonight.”

      He didn’t answer, just stared into her. She kissed his collar and chest and put her hand up around the back of his neck.

      His hands came around her narrow waist. They slid down over her rump and she encouraged him, biting the flesh of his chest. He pulled the hem of her short dress up behind her. He pushed it into her, dragged it along pressing into her taught bottom and she felt it come up and over. Felt the chill air between her legs and on her cheeks. He grabbed handfuls of her flesh, squeezed them.

      “Hey, come on over here, I wanna get a look at you,” she said. She plunked her finger down the front of his jeans and pulled him to the picnic table by his belt. She walked backwards through the grass, doing all right in the high heels.

      “Set yourself here,” she said.

      He obliged, sat on the edge of the weathered old table and waited to see what she would do next. The table was off the patio and in the long grass. She could see beer bottles under it and cigarette butts. She pictured a bunch of guys like Craig, layabouts, sitting out here in the summer smoking and drinking twelve beers each.

      She unbuttoned his shirt and opened it. She ran her hands over his chest. He was strong, but not built; he had a hairy chest and it looked manly. His legs were spread wide and she could see his penis sideways across the front of his jeans. They both looked down at it. She put her hand out and lay it on the obvious appendage. She could feel it soft under her touch.

      “Wow, I can feel it through your jeans and it ain’t even hard yet. This is it right here.” She put her thumb and forefinger on either side of it and ran along its length. She watched her hand do it, said, “It’s thick.”

      She unclasped his belt buckle and he leaned back so she could do it, putting his hands out behind him. She pulled the wide leather belt right out of the loops and threw it on the patio, let the metal clank on stone. She was looking forward to this.

      She told him, said, “I’ve been thinkin about this for days.”

      “Yeah?”

      She undid the top button of his jeans. She saw that he had got harder under the denim, straining against it a little now.

      “I’ve been looking at the picture you sent me. I haven’t seen one like yours before.”

      His breaths were slow but lusty, he was getting harder from the anticipation. She put a finger on his sternum and ran it down his tight, bunched up belly letting it get under his jeans. Her nail scratched the flesh right above his manhood. She pinched the zipper and gave it a little tug. The sound of the teeth unclenching was loud. She ran it down to the bottom and his bulge relaxed.

      “This is so excitin,” she said and pulled one side away and down til she could see the top side of his penis. She reached in and got her finger and thumb around it and pulled it out.

      She let it go, watched it sag between his legs, then pick a side and slump that way, touching the tip to his thigh.

      “You got a great cock,” she said.

      “I know.”

      She put a hand around it, felt it in her grip and started to gently stroke it.

      “You like havin such a big one?”

      “Of course.”

      “All the ladies love this, don’t they”

      “Yes, they sure do.”

      She had him real hard now and she took a look at it. It was long and curved funny. It went straight out and then about halfway kind of nosedived towards the floor. It was thicker at the end than where it came out of him. The head was wide and smooth almost no flare around the lip of it. It looked a little beaten up, like it had seen better days. She liked that.

      “Whyn’t you put that little mouth on it?”

      “I don’t like that,” she said.

      “You haven’t tried mine yet, have you?” He sat up and leaned towards her, kissed her collarbone. She let him do it and kept stroking him. His hands went up her sides and onto her shoulders. She could feel him make them heavy, pushing her down, wanting her on her knees. She went with it, kneeling down in her heels. She looked at his thing up close, holding it in her hand. She put her mouth over the end of it and gagged. It smelled like soap and something else, like animal underneath it. But in her mouth it tasted like bleach and she could sense it in her nose when she breathed. She tried to do it, but she didn’t like it at all. She gagged again and took it out of her mouth, almost retching.

      “I jus don’t like doin that,” she said up to him. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

      “You hardly even tried.”

      She had her hand stroking him, she said, “I thought you were supposed to be gentle.” She stood up. She wasn’t going to do that. She took his jacket off her shoulders and lay it on the table next to him. Craig put his thumbs in the thin straps of her dress that went from her breasts up over her shoulders. He pulled them off to the side then pulled the front of her dress down. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her petite breasts were stung by the cold. Her raspberry nipples hardened in the air, scrunched so tight her aureolas got goose bumps. She shivered and her arms were trembling.

      Craig pressed his warm face into her chest between her breasts. She put her head back and warmed herself on him. He put his hot mouth over a nipple and she moaned out. She put her hands through the back of his hair and pulled him into her. He ran his tongue around and pulled it gently with his lips. She was a little sensitive but the heat felt nice. She let him do it to the other side. The wet one left out in the air felt like it had froze with his mouth off it and she started to shiver and she couldn’t stop it.

      “C’mon,” he said, “Whyn’t we go inside, you’re freezing.”

      “I tol you I want to do it outside.”

      “I got a warm bed, soft sheets and a big cozy duvet. The heat’s on—”

      “I have sex in a bed all the time. That’s where I have sex with my husband. Where he puts his little thing inside me and hammers away til he gets what he wants,” she said. She put her hands on his cheeks, said, “Tonight I want a little somethin different. Somethin I want. I ain’t never done it on a picnic table.”

      “You know how beautiful you are?”

      “No,” she looked away but smiled.

      “I can’t even believe you’re here with me.”

      She stepped back from him so he could see all of her. She took the hem of the dress in her hands and peeled it up over her body and head and dropped it in the grass. She slid her panties down over her hips and wiggled them down, stepped out of them. She was standing in front of him completely nude except for the tall black heels she’d got for thirty dollars at the Payless in the mall. She liked the way he admired her. She’d never really felt like that before. Presented to a man for him to admire. First time she’d undressed for Troy she’d done it under the sheets so he couldn’t see her naked. It took a long time for her to believe that she looked good without her clothes. She always felt so skinny. She’d filled out a little in the last couple of years so maybe it was that she did look better now. Troy had got her out of her shell.

      “Oh my God, you’re the finest thing I ever seen.”

      “Let’s get that big thing inside me,” she said, and pulled him up standing.

      He wasn’t much taller than her in her heels and she kissed at his neck and bit his collar. He dropped his pants down to his ankles resting on his cowboy boots. His penis was straight up between them, up against her belly. It felt hot on her and she liked the feel of it. It came right up almost to her breasts. She was getting it now, how big ones were better than little ones. There was something so arousing about a man’s sexuality being so present, so obvious. She felt like she’d got a little wet.

      She broke off from him and bent herself at the waist and put her elbows on the picnic table. She felt him behind her, lining himself up, felt the head of his thing brushing between her legs. She was going through the pockets of his jacket she’d left on the table. She swayed her hips keeping herself from being skewered.

      “Hol up,” she said, “I think your big fella needs a jacket.” She tore the end off the gold foil packet and got the condom out. She pinched the tip and rolled it down him. He was real hard now, she could feel it under her fingers as she struggled with rolling the latex over the big head of it. She got it, and rolled it down the rest of the way over that curve.

      “This would slip right offa my husband,” she said. She turned and bent herself over the table again, looking over her shoulder at him. She swayed her hips again and he put his palms over her cheeks and steadied her. He bent his knees and thrust his hips til his curved cock tapped itself into place. He thrust it into her, using his thumb to guide that wicked curve into her canal.

      She gasped out, her voice sounding crystal clear in the cold night, “Ow, ow, oh…”

      “Ah, shit, I swear to God, I ain’t felt anything tighter,” he said.

      He squished it into her, sliding it almost all the way before drawing it back and plunging in again even deeper. It felt so good inside her. A little sore, but it was washed away by the pleasurable feeling of being so bad.

      “Ow, daddy, careful, it’s sore.” She squeezed him tight with her insides, pushing him out and pulling him in as he tried to get a rhythm against her tightness.

      “Goddam it, Emma, you’re the tightest thing...”

      “Easy on the Lord’s name, darling, ah...” she gasped as he plunged it right in, and she swung her head forward so fast she knocked it on the picnic table.

      “Hold on,” she heard him say, and she felt his hands push down on her bottom. He dipped his knees and got himself in a good angle. He pushed himself all the way in, she felt him trembling with his effort, forcing every inch he had inside her. The curve of his big cock pushed that fat down-pointing head along the front of her insides and it felt so good she could almost have let it go and peed all over him. She quivered and let out a warbled cry.

      He picked up on it and his hands went over her shoulders and he pulled her body onto his big thing, impaled her on it. He slammed it into her over and over, bucking into her harder and harder. It hurt, but the feeling of pressure along her front seam felt too good to do anything but yell out with each thrust. Her little titties jiggled each time he did it and she scrunched up her face and listened to her cries warble.

      “That’s it daddy, that...feels so good...”

      She felt eyes on her like she was being watched. She embraced it, riding the idea of someone witnessing her receiving so much dirty pleasure. She cried out more, let whoever was out there really know she loved it.

      It was building inside of her. This dirty man had a penis that could stretch her and stroke a velvety spot inside her that had never been touched before. She was going to come all around his thick, beat up cock and she couldn’t wait to do it. She thought of someone hiding in the bushes seeing her long white body bent over a weathered table, being spread wide by some redneck’s dangerous cock.

      She screamed out once loud and short, and then snorted through her nose as she realized she’d peed a little. She could feel herself tinkling back there. She rode out the strangest feeling, intense and orgasmic, but dirty and humiliated. She pushed away the shame and wailed for him, letting her voice ride the enormous wave washing over her. She got it back, held it in and felt warm all over, her fingers had pins and needles. Craig was still pounding into her like he hadn’t noticed what he’d done to her.

      “Ah, ow, Craig...ow, oh stop, it tickles...”

      Her legs were quivering so bad she couldn’t use them well enough to get away from him. She tried turning, and he hurt her, stabbing that big blunt thing into her sideways.

      “Ow, stop, stop,” she said.

      She saw him back off, he was elsewhere—his eyes weren’t seeing anything. He buckled over, supported himself, putting his hands on her pure white thighs. She looked between his legs at his long hard thing, bobbing up and down between his hips. He was flexing it; it would pull up and hold, then drop and he’d flex it right back up again. She watched him fill up the end of his condom. The hanging end of it rising and falling as he shot his seed into it, filling that reservoir tip all the way up with his stuff. It swung around and jumped like one of those inflatable air-dancing men outside a car dealership. He was lost in it, saying aww and ahr over and over, his face contorted.

      A big determined man came striding out from the bushes and she covered herself.
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* * *

      Troy watched her have sex with this other man til it hurt so much he was doubled over. He watched her love it. He was face to face with her about a dozen feet away when Emma had her orgasm. He watched his wife get fucked from behind, bent over a rotting picnic table. When she came her body quivered and her eyes rolled up and she wasn’t putting an act on for him. She loved getting every inch of another man’s big cock.

      His feet crushed the grass under him as he stomped across the yard with furious intent. He roared at him, “That’s my wife!”

      Craig blanched, his face drawn in horror. He turned and his knees buckled and he fell in a heap, his pants bunched up around his ankles. He was saying something, but it wasn’t words, just strangled scared vowel sounds. Troy grabbed the back of his jeans and his shirt tail and threw him about ten feet across the yard and into a fire pit. He disappeared in a grey cloud of ash. He scrambled out of it, getting his hands out in front of him trying to calm this monster.

      He slumped in behind a barbecue up next to the house. Troy put one hand on the barbecue, a pitted and worn out propane model. It had tables attached to both sides and two tanks under it but he threw it aside like a toy. He let that clatter of metal across patio stone electrocute Craig with fear.

      “No, no,...” he said. His hands were up and shaking, his eyes quivered.

      “Did you just fuck my wife?”

      “Troy, don’t you hurt him,” Emma hollered behind him.

      He bent over and put both his big hands around Craig’s neck and lifted him straight up in the air over his head. He crushed his neck and shook him.

      “Troy, don’t you do that. He’s my friend,” she yelled and he could feel her little balled up fists pelting his back.

      He threw Craig to the ground, and he lay crumpled in the grass, gasping for air.

      Troy turned and roared at Emma, “What the fuck are you doing here?”

      “Well, what do you think I’m doing?” She was standing looking up at him completely naked except for her high heel shoes. She had her two long hands covered over her nipples.

      “Get your things and get in the car.”

      “What are you going to do to him?”

      “Please, man, I didn’t know—”

      “Yes, you did, don’t put this all on me,” she yelled around Troy.

      “I’m going to bash his face in.”

      “Shit, oh please, man, I’m so sorry.” He held his hands together out in front of him, pleading for his life. His legs were bent and he was sitting on his scuffed up boots. His pants were around his ankles, and his white shirt open. His big thing had deflated inside the condom, the long filled up tip dragging in the grass.

      Emma’s bare arms came around him, hugged him. She said, “Please, daddy, I’m so sorry. Please, don’t hurt him.”

      “Please, man, don’t. I swear, I’m sorry,” his eyes were red and watery.

      “Troy, baby, please, it was just sex, I jus wanted to feel what his big thing might feel like inside me...”

      “Emma, please don’t...” Craig said, struggling to understand how he’d ended up here.

      “Think you’re the big man around here?” Troy asked him, bending over and grabbing a handful of his shirt on either side of him. He pulled him up effortlessly and stood him up face to face with him. The tips of his boots grazed the grass. Craig cowered.

      He turned him around to face away and Craig didn’t resist. He hooked his massive forearm around his throat and squeezed him tight against him. He got his Adam’s apple in the crook of his arm and squeezed tight and slow like a boa constrictor. Emma slapped at his back with her open hands.

      She came around to the front then and hollered, “Troy, stop it, you’re killin him. His eyes are buggin out of his head.”

      Troy just flexed a little, let Craig slip in a little tighter. The more Craig struggled, the deeper he sunk that choke. He squeezed harder, could see his tongue push out of his mouth and a big wet bubble popped out of his nose. His legs were kicking and his arms had come up to slap and claw at Troy’s arm. He faded really fast, his legs stopped, and soon one arm fell and the other just lay still, his hand on Troy’s wrist.

      “What’d you do, Troy?” she yelled at him.

      “You’re next, you don’t get your things and get in that car.”
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      He carried Craig’s lifeless body over to the picnic table and laid him out on it.

      “What did you do Troy?”

      “You belong to me, I don’t share you with any one. He got what he deserved.”

      “Oh my word, Troy. What are we going to do?”

      He grabbed her around the waist and threw her up onto his shoulder. The side of her bare ass was pressed up against his cheek. He squat down and grabbed her crumpled dress, then her purse.

      “Troy, you ain’t gonna hurt me are you?”

      “Don’t you deserve it?”

      “I’ll holler you don’t put me down.”

      “Go ahead.”

      He carried her down the side of the house out to the driveway. He was hustling her back to the car. He was going to take her home and teach her a lesson.

      “Help me, please, somebody help me,” she yelled out to the rundown neighbourhood.

      He slapped her ass, said, “Hey, don’t do that somebody might come with a shotgun.”

      “Sorry,” she said behind him.

      He ran with her then across to the Hyundai. He threw her things in the backseat, then folded her up and tossed her in too. She yelped going in. He got in the driver’s seat and started it up. He slammed it into drive and the squat little SUV wriggled and skidded away from the house. Emma crawled into the front seat still naked, still wearing her heels. He felt her bare smooth skin against his arm. She put her arm around him, her other hand ran through his hair. She was kissing his neck and his face.

      “Emma, we gotta get out of here, I could go to jail for what I did back there. We gotta get your car.”

      “Jus pull over, we can get it tomorrow. I need it right now, daddy.”

      He kissed her back, taking his eyes off the road for a moment. He sucked her lips right into his mouth. He wanted her so bad right now, every part of him ached.

      “We gotta get outta here, baby. He might have a gun, maybe somebody called the cops.”

      “How long will he be out?”

      “No guarantee at all, he might be awake calling nine-one-one right now. If he calls the cops, Emma, they’ll check the restaurant, your license plate, they can find out who we are.”

      He wrenched the car around a corner and she held on to him so she wouldn’t slide away. He punched it down a straightaway, throwing up dust behind him lit up in red by his taillight. Rocks pinged around in the wheel wells.

      “Get back there and get yourself dressed baby, case we get pulled over. I’m gonna break every traffic law here til we get home.”

      “Oh Troy, I’m burstin for it.”

      “I gotta get us home first, baby”

      “Then what you gonna do to me?”

      “I’m going to knock you around, make you go crazy,” he said, looking right into her eyes.

      “Oh, you jus made me shiver, baby. You sure he’s gonna be okay back there?”

      “He’s just sleeping, I swear. I’ve done it a hundred times, been done to me...”

      “You really gave it to him darlin.”

      “So did you.”

      “He gave it to me, you mean. He gave it pretty good.”

      Her hand was between his legs and she was working his fly down. He leaned back so she could do it.

      “He had a real nice one, didn’t he?” she said.

      “Did you like it?”

      She found his thing in his boxers and brought it out. “It had a bend in it made me go crazy. It was like his head was rubbing me funny inside.”

      “You’re just so bad, Emma.”

      She put her head in his lap and he lifted his arm so she could get in there. She put her mouth over him and he shook with pleasure. The Hyundai dipped into the shoulder and he swerved it back onto the gravel road.

      “No, no, Emma. You’re going to make me come.”

      “I want you to, sugar.”

      “No, not yet.”

      “We’re gonna go all night, daddy, you only got one in you?”

      “I’m saving this one for your insides. It’s going to be a big one.”

      “Gravy, Troy, you don’t know how hot you got me. You gon give me a little baby, daddy?”

      “That’s what I’m thinking.”

      She came up and kissed his cheek. She still had her hand down there and she squeezed his sack hard and he grunted.

      “You got a little Troy junior swimming around in one of these little things?”

      “Emma, c’mon don’t talk like that right now, you got me so close.”

      She put both hands around his arm, her fingers not able to get around it. “You’re the one gettin me close, sugar.”

      She watched him drive, his face intense his body urgent and hard. She ran her hand over his flat hard stomach, said, “If you’re just about to bubble over, do it now. Put it in me, I’ll get you off in a shake. C’mon, baby, I need you.”

      Troy squeezed the wheel. He knew he’d last only a second. He looked over at her sitting bare in the front seat, blazing white against the black leather. He crushed the brake under his foot and the Hyundai nose dived into the shoulder in a cloud of dust. He took off his seatbelt and she already had her hands fumbling with his belt. He pushed them away, got it done faster than she could and yanked them right down. His little pecker was hard as a rock.

      “There’s my little guy,” she said as she got on top of him in the driver seat, straddling him. He cranked the lever and dropped the seat right back. She tried getting him in her, but he grabbed her and flipped her onto her back, spinning her around so he was on top of her. She yelped out and she was laughing.

      “Give it to me, honey pie.” She held his gaze while he found her wet spot with his tip.

      “I love you so much, Emma.”

      “I love you, baby”

      He slipped it right inside her and she was hot and wet. He groaned in her ear, he wasn’t going to last a minute.

      “Shoot it in me, baby, the cops’ll be here any minute to take you to jail.”

      “Ah,” he cried out as he exploded inside her.

      “Oh, I feel that, baby,” she arched her back and let him thrust himself in her. Her nails raked deep into his muscle, scratching him hard and hurting him.

      He gave her stream after stream. It kept going and he couldn’t believe there could be more. “Emma, I’ve never felt like this. You make me so crazy.” He was so tight he could barely speak, barely breathe. He tightened himself right up, felt like he was blacking out, like someone had choked him. He shivered and squeezed, pulsed another big wallop into her.

      “Oh, Emma,” he said, then collapsed right on top of her.

      “Agh, you’re crushin me, baby,” she said, tapping at his back.

      He lifted himself off her, groggy, feeling a little out of it. She kissed his mouth. “That was so good, Troy. You okay?”

      “Yeah,” he said and rubbed his palms into his eyes. “Yeah, we better get going. You hop back there and get your dress on.”

      She climbed into the backseat, her hand pressed in between her legs. He watched her scramble back there, pull her dress off the floor. He did his pants back up, and started the SUV. He shook his head, cleared his mind, and sped off towards town again.

      “Did you leave my panties back there?”

      “I didn’t see them.”

      “Well, I’m leaking like a tap back here. I could’a used those.”

      “Just lay on your back, sweetie, put those long legs up.”

      “Good idea, baby.”

      He watched her in the rear view pull that slinky dress she would normally never wear over her head and wiggle her shoulders into it.

      “You look so beautiful tonight.”

      She came forward and kissed the top of his ear. “Thank you, baby.”

      She lay back across the seats and he saw her white legs come up, she had them bent, her knees up on her chest. “Did you like what you saw tonight?”

      “You know I did.” The streetlights were whipping by as he did seventy down a forty, headed back to the Main Street.

      “I did, but baby this was crazy—we can’t do this. It’s so dangerous,” he said.

      “It was so hot, daddy.”

      He couldn’t see her face but looking at her pretty bare legs drawn up, listening to her played up honey-Southern voice had him hard in his pants again.

      “You get me so crazy, Emma.”
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* * *

      The Hyundai skidded up next to her green Spark still out front of the restaurant. She jumped out before he’d even stopped it, and she ran in her bare feet and jumped in to her car. She got it going and reversed it outta there. Troy was right behind her, his headlights putting the silhouette of her hair up on the visor. She put her foot down and raced down the street towards their subdivision. Troy said to watch out for cops in town, they’d be looking for people leaving bars, but she risked it. She needed to be home.

      What they’d done back there was crazy. Playing out a dirty fantasy like they’d never done before. Played it on a level that was insanely dangerous. It could cost them their lives, their jobs, maybe their freedom.

      Craig was all right but it would have been better to find someone younger and a bit cleaner. It was so hard getting someone on the hook in the first place. It took six weeks for her to find Craig. Young good-looking boys who had (and were willing to prove they had) a nice one between their legs, and that lived in your vicinity was a lot harder than she’d imagined.

      Seeing Troy pick him up by his throat and his long thing swinging between his legs inside a condom she’d made him fill up had got her so hot. She could feel herself squishing all over the place on her seat. Troy had really planted a seed in her. He was going to do it to her all night. He was going to punish her for cheating on him. She couldn’t wait.

      She screeched around the corner into their subdivision, raced past the Elementary school and under the big water tower. She roared onto their street and into their driveway, screeching it in crooked. She yanked the emergency brake and ran into the house and closed the door behind her. She could hear Troy’s tires chirp on the driveway. She threw her purse on the floor, and watched the door waiting for him. She was on fire inside. He charged in and slammed the door behind him.

      “You little slut,” he growled at her.

      “If you gave it to me right I wouldn’t need other men.”

      He lunged and grabbed her by the throat. He said, “My dick not good enough for you?”

      “I cain’t ever feel it,” her voice a gurgle past his tight grip.

      He threw her right into the family room and she landed in the cushions on the sofa face down.

      “I’m sorry, it ain’t my fault, sugar, you’re just so tiny,” she hissed over her shoulder. He grabbed her ankles and pulled her down over the arm of the couch, her ass bent over it. He ripped her dress up, and she heard it tear.

      “Troy, that’s my new dress!”

      He slapped her on the ass, way too hard.

      “Ow, Troy!” she yelled it out. “That hurt.”

      He undid his pants and pulled them down. “Tell me you can’t feel this.”

      He shoved himself all the way into her exposed sex and she yelped.

      “Tell me when it’s in, darling,” she said.

      His forearm came across her back and he pushed her into the couch, burying her face in the cushion. He was pounding her hard and she definitely felt it. It felt so good. She was so tight and she really felt every bit of him. He was hurting her, being way too rough, but she wanted it.

      “Fuck me, daddy, fuck me with that tiny little thing,” she yelled into the cushion.

      He put his whole weight onto her back, his forearm across her neck. He was doing it to her like he hated her. He had her face pushed right into the cushion and she couldn’t breathe. She thought of how Troy choked Craig. She could picture Craig as she stood in front of them, wearing only her high heels. His eyes and his tongue bulging right out of him, he was powerless against the man she loved. She could see Troy’s big forearm criss-crossed with thick veins, crushing his neck. Craig’s shirt was open, his chest sweaty, wet with fear. His big thing shrivelled up in the condom, his erection gone and he was shrunken.

      The orgasm jumped out at her, she hadn’t seen it coming. She wanted to gasp but she had no air. She struggled against Troy but he was driving into her like a piston. She couldn’t even struggle he was so strong. She reeled, on the verge of blacking out, and the orgasm washed over her, bigger and more powerful than she anticipated. Her fingers dug deep into the couch. He pulled her head up roughly by her hair and she roared, air rushing into her lungs in a loud hoarse whisper. She still felt it, moving away from her now, but she put her head back and enjoyed the tail end of it. She was coughing and spitting, drool hanging off her lip. She was still heaving for breath when she felt Troy spurt inside her. He roared behind her, drove himself all the way in and she could feel him splashing her insides.

      “Oh, baby,” she managed, her voice strained and weak. She felt his weight collapse on her back.

      “Baby, baby,” she said, struggling to stay conscious. She couldn’t wait to tell him. His big hand turned her over.

      “What’s wrong? Gosh no, honey did I hurt you?”

      She struggled to breathe, she put her hands up to show him she was okay, to just hold on a minute. She was raspy, her throat felt crushed and sore. He pulled her up to him, put his arms around her and hugged her to him.

      “No, no, no, I’m so sorry, Emma, oh baby, I can’t—”

      She tapped him on the back, tried to get his attention. He pulled his head back and looked at her face. He was wild with concern.

      “I’m fine,” she whispered, “I’m fine...I liked it. Troy baby, you just made me come.”

      “What, I did?”

      “Baby, you made me come like crazy.”

      He put both his hands on his cheeks, stared at her wide-eyed. He was on one knee between her legs while she sat up on the arm of the couch.

      “What did I do?”

      “I don’t know Troy it was a bunch of things. It was amazing.” She put her arms around him and pulled his head to her chest.

      “Oh, baby. Oh, my word, I’m so happy.”

      “Me too, I’m so happy too.”

      They did it for hours after that til he was just dribbling when he came and they were both sore, sweaty and exhausted. He’d held her against the wall face first and upside down and she screamed and laughed when he put his tongue between her legs. He carried her over his shoulder to the bathroom and ran them a scalding hot bath and they did it in there twice. He threw her on the bed and wrestled with her as she pretended she didn’t want another spanking but she got one anyway. He choked her again while they did it but he was very gentle and slow and he let her lead the way. She came one more time from that but it was small. She was glad to have it, and Troy was over the moon. She’d really never seen his face light up like that before.

      They went on until three in the morning and both of them knew it was time to stop. All their dirty parts were hurting. He just lay in bed with her pulled to him and she felt so safe in his enormous arms.

      “We crazy, Emma?”

      “Probably a little bit.”

      “You know I love you?”

      “Of course, come on. We couldn’t be like this if it weren’t how we feel for each other.”

      “What was it like with him?”

      “Craig? It was good. He wasn’t the best choice. He was kinda...skeevy, I guess. But he was handsome enough, and he had a real pecker on him too.”

      “That what you need now?”

      “You know it isn’t. Not really. I know he made me...made me come...but it wasn’t...I don’t know...it was the anticipation. His big thing...it did feel so good inside me...but it was knowing you were watching, knowing you were going to jump out and save me from him, save me from myself, that’s what got me so crazy. When he had it inside me I couldn’t wait to see you jump out, put the fear of God in him. I couldn’t wait to see him cower under my big strong man. After what he done to me, he hurt me with his big tool, daddy—he deserved it.”

      “Emma, you’re a little firecracker. You know I’m so sore...”

      “Let me jus see that body, baby,” she said and put her head under the sheets and it got him laughing. He could feel her under there and she had her lips on him, just kissing his stomach and his chest. It was tender and it was loving, not sexual. She had to be worn out too. She came out and kissed him and settled her body right on top of him. She was quiet, staring into his eyes and smiling.

      “Baby,” he said, “you swear you had your period right?”

      “Troy, I would never lie to you. Well, not for real. I swear, I’ve had three since Chad.”

      “I just worry about that. You know how I said—”

      “Don’t talk about bad things, Troy. That won’t happen again. We know it won’t. That was a mistake we wouldn’t make again.”

      “Okay,” he said and he kissed her chin.

      She got sultry on him, said, “I thought you’d be excited, daddy, we coulda had a son with a big dick.”

      “Naw, Emma,” he recoiled from her, slid away and she was upset that she’d hurt him.

      “Oh, baby, I swear I’m just kidding,” she said and she hugged his back.

      “Emma, it’s one thing for me to like that...but—”

      “Troy, I’m sorry, I was just trying to be funny.”

      “It’s hard to have a little one. I’d hate for my son—”

      “Troy, look at me. You don’t even have a little one. That’s your thing. This is just a game we do. It’s your game. I love your penis and if we never talked about it I wouldn’t once think about what other men might have.”

      She put her arms around him and hugged his big head to her chest. She felt sad that she’d finally found out what too far was.

      Troy sighed, “Emma, baby, we gotta stop this.”
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      They’d been going to the Tyler First Presbyterian Church since they moved to town twenty months ago. It was a yellow brick Romanesque church with red trim and a red roof—the biggest, grandest church in town. The Pastor was a lady, Pastor Vivian Blaylock, but they were both okay with that. She offered marital counselling and she’d been a psychologist at one time before she heard God’s call.

      Troy and Emma were sitting in the Hyundai in the parking lot an hour before service in their Sunday Best. Emma was wearing a dull grey-green farm dress with pretty white daisies on it, buttoned right up. She had her hands together in her lap and her feet were in polished brown lace ups, crossed over each other. Troy took her hand. He held it and looked at it, so small in his own large hand. He looked at her white smooth skin, her long fingers with his wedding band and engagement diamond. He kissed the back of it, laced his fingers through hers and held it while they both looked out the window. It was a sunny February morning, not cold but crisp. The sky was blue and they watched two crows diving and playing up there.

      “We should go in,” he said finally.

      They got out and Emma held her straw hat with the wide white ribbon across her chest. She had her hair back and braided and she wasn’t wearing makeup; he thought she was more beautiful than he’d ever seen her. He held his hand out and she took it and they walked up to the wide double doors propped open. They walked up the aisle in the centre of the cruciform. The organist was laying out papers, and music sheets in the apse, and they nodded to him.

      They turned left and walked a narrow polished-wood hall and down to the small office Pastor Vivian had at the back. Her door was open and she was sitting at her desk, but Troy knocked on the door jamb any way. She smiled as she rose and had them come in and sit while she closed the door behind them.

      They handled the pleasantries, talked about the nice weather they’d been having, then they all got quiet for an awkward moment. Vivian had an easy-going face, matronly and affable. She was pleasant and seemed prepared for this sort of material given her past in mental health.

      “We just needed someone we could talk to, Pastor Vivian. Someone who could help us,” Troy said.

      “Well, I’m glad that you came to me. I help a lot of the young couples in my congregation and I like to think I give them some relief when times get trying.”

      Troy cleared his throat, said, “I think we might be going through one of those times.” He took Emma’s hand again and she looked at him and smiled weakly.

      “Well, Emma I’ve already spoken with Troy on the phone and we discussed a bit about what this might be regarding.”

      “You did?”

      “Just very briefly, Emma. So there has been an infidelity?”

      No one answered, they both just waited.

      Vivian turned to Troy, said, “Have you been unfaithful?”

      “Me? No, ma’am.”

      She moved to Emma, her fingers tented together, her face troubled.

      “Emma, have you been unfaithful to Troy?”

      “No.”

      Vivian took off her glasses, “Well, I thought, Troy, that you had—”

      “Not really,” Emma said.

      “Not really?”

      “Not how you mean it. I mean, I have, but it’s more...I’ve been more faithful to him, by bein unfaithful—”

      “Emma, don’t do—”

      “Troy, you’ll have to let her speak.”

      Troy said, “But when she does that voice, that’s when—”

      “I’m from the South, Pastor.”

      “You’re from Georgia?”

      “That’s right.”

      “She doesn’t talk like this normally, Pastor.”

      She took a few quiet breaths, her eyes looking both of them over. “Well, I’m not sure what that means,” she said.

      “Pastor, she’s not taking this seriously. She told me she would, but I really don’t think she is.”

      “Emma, do you know the story of Hosea?”

      “Yes, Pastor. Am I Hosea or Gomer?”

      She furrowed her brow. “Gomer,” she said.

      “That’s a terrible thing to say,” Emma said.

      “Emma,” Troy said.

      “Well, she was an adulteress who bore a child coulda been anyone’s and God told her husband to name him Lo-Rumahah—”

      “He did, he—”

      “Name means Not Loved. God won’t show me mercy til I repent. He’ll not love me, you won’t love me, Troy.”

      Vivian said, “You can’t persevere in sin—”

      “What I do, I do for him,” she said, then, “not Him, him,” pointing to the sky. “Him, Troy, I mean. Because I love him more than anything. I’m not unfaithful at all—”

      Troy said, “Pastor Vivian, she’s wreaking havoc on me.”

      Emma took her hand away and crossed her arms. After a long quiet moment she said, “He loves havoc being wrought upon him. That’s all I’ll say.” She said it to the room, just out loud while she looked out the window.

      “We can establish a marriage mentor for you if you’d like. I think it’d be best. I can—”

      “I don’t need to offer repentance. I haven’t been disobedient.”

      “Is your behaviour sinful?”

      Emma put her head down. “Yes. It is sinful.”

      Troy put his hand on her arm.

      “Your life choices need to consider your husband but they also have to consider God, Emma.”

      “We don’t quarrel at all. I love him. I couldn’t love him more, in fact. We want to have a baby soon.”

      “Your marriage covenant can be strong...but if Troy has problems and you don’t see them, maybe there is a problem with your relationship with God.” Pastor Vivian struggled to comprehend what could be this sexual problem in their relationship. Something so bad they won’t say it. Infidelity but not cheating...

      “A baby can be something to make you stronger and to ground you. Finding something new and healthy in your life to move on to: Psalm Twenty-three-three, ‘He restores my soul. He leads me in paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.’” 

      “I still don’t think we need to be restored. I know what’s best for my Troy.”
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* * *

      They got themselves outside and stood on the sidewalk together as congregants started appearing. Parking and talking and walking into the open church. Emma put her wide brimmed straw hat on.

      “Troy, I can’t believe you made me do that.”

      “You’re bad, Emma, you need help.”

      “Troy, come on.”

      “Emma, I’ve brought out a wickedness in you. I hate myself for doing it. I wish I could take it all back.”

      “Oh, Troy. I’m jus havin fun is all.” She smiled and looked up at him, but he didn’t smile back. He looked tired and anxious. He looked worried.

      She leaned into him and put an arm around his waist. “If you didn’t love it so, I’d stop it in a heartbeat,” she said.
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* * *

      The church service was packed that morning, a full congregation. Troy and Emma had a good spot on the left of the aisle about midway. He held her hand tightly in his and his face was worn with worry. He was scowling and the muscles of his jaw were working while he ground his teeth. Emma put her cool hand over the back of his. She leaned in and kissed his cheek, just a light peck.

      “It’s all right, baby, we’ll figure it out.”

      Her eyes glimmered emerald in the sunlight coming through the stained glass and something told him she was right. They would be okay. They would work this out. She loved him. There was no doubt of that and he knew the feelings he had for her. If their love was strong nothing could get in their path.

      Pastor Vivian appeared from the hall and got up to the podium and she started the service. They sang a hymn and he couldn’t let her go. He held the hymn book in one hand for both of them and they read from the same page.

      The sermon that morning was about the cost of love. Troy nodded as she spoke, everything she said hit home to him. He squeezed Emma’s hand in his. Love had a cost, she said.

      If you fail at love you fail as a Christian. And love is sometimes dirty, but it rolls up its sleeves and it gets to work. It does what needs to be done. Love gambles and takes crazy chances, stretches itself so thin it might break but it never does. Love will move you, jump out and scare you when you least expect it—it’ll clutch your heart and push a finger through your soul. True love will persevere, it will make you do crazy things. But you do them in love.

      Emma squeezed his hand now, said, “See?”

      Troy watched her profile as she listened. Her eyes were clear and bright, she was intent on the Pastor’s words. She had a slight smile and he could see her nod very slowly as she took it in.

      He felt a buzzing on his leg, coming through the pew bench. He moved his leg aside, could see Emma’s phone in its lime green rubber case. It was face up between them, vibrating twice to let her know she had a text. The screen was lit up and he could see that someone had sent her a message. He couldn’t read it, but something compelled him to look. A bad feeling. He squinted and got closer, read it before it went back to black.

      
        Jamie: Hey Babe, can’t wait to see you again, txt me when yr free

        

      Who was Jamie? He went through all the faces from the book club here in Tyler. No Jamie. There was a Jaime. Who was Jamie? Could that be a guy?

      He picked her phone up and she caught him. She tried to take it from him, but he pulled it away. She let him take it. She couldn’t get it from him anyway and she wouldn’t want to make a scene in church. He pressed the button and lit up the screen again. He read the message from Jamie, a name he didn’t know. Calling her babe. Sounded like a guy. But maybe not. He could feel himself get mad at her, feel a tension spread across the back of his massive shoulders. It felt like an enormous weight spread across him, like walking out a squat he knew he’d fail.

      He swiped the message, and it went to  passcode. She didn’t have one before. He held the screen out to her discretely, shaking it for her to look down.

      “Who’s Jamie?” he whispered.

      She put her finger up to her pursed lips and shushed him without making a noise.

      He whispered it again louder and she ignored him. He could feel an anger start to boil.

      “Who. Is. Jamie?” he said, quiet, but loud enough to turn a few heads. She shrugged and avoided him, intent on the Pastor.

      His legs were bouncing and he was flipping the phone around in his fingers. He looked straight up at the ceiling, at the wide metal chandeliers up there and the cobwebs. Why did it have to be like this?

      He stood up and excused himself, squeezing his bulk stuffed in a blue suit past the knees of the people in his pew. Emma watched him go, he could see her face concerned, saw her bend and pick up her purse. He marched out to the parking lot letting the big church door close loudly behind him.

      He wandered into an open parking spot and paced a circle in it. He pumped his fists in rage. Why was she doing this to him? He wanted to thrust his chest out and roar at the sky, but there were children around and this was his church. So he kept it bottled up and let his irrational thermometer rise up into the red. He saw her slip out past the big door and close it behind her. She stopped on the stone steps and watched him. She was afraid to come closer. He pointed to a spot in front of him angrily, mouthed Come here to her. She hesitated but she took a small step then rolled her head a bit, giving in to the inevitable and came to him.

      He showed her the phone, said, “What is this?”

      “Troy, I don’t know what to tell you.”

      “Here’s an idea: Tell me the truth. Who is Jamie?”

      She didn’t answer. He towered over her, he was more than half a foot taller than her but it looked much more than that because he was so wide. She recoiled a little bit, like she was succumbing to her guilt. If she were indignant she could have stood toe to toe with him.

      “It’s what I think it is, isn’t it?” he said. “Give me your passcode.”

      “That phone is my business,” she said.

      “Oh, it is?” He wound up and threw it straight into the pavement and it exploded. It burst into a hundred pieces, sharp shards and little bits of tin showered up in the air. Her lime green rubber case bounced and went over her shoulder.

      She was aghast, her mouth open in shock.

      “Troy, that was my phone! I had everything in there!”

      “Everything you do is my business. I can’t trust you any more,” he yelled at her.

      “You made me. Look in the mirror you wanna blame somebody,” she yelled back at him.

      She turned and marched through the parking lot and fished through her purse.

      “I won’t share you with anyone,” he yelled at her back, “Not anymore!”

      She turned and pulled the keys out of her purse. “You’re drivin me right into his arms!” She screamed it and she was crying now, she could feel the warm tears come down her cheeks. Her breath was trembling. She made it to the Hyundai and unlocked it and got in. Troy had given her the keys to put in her purse so it wouldn’t show in his suit. She locked the doors and put her face in her hands.

      “Emma, open this door,” Troy said pulling on the passenger handle, shaking the whole vehicle.

      “Leave me alone a minute,” she yelled out.

      “Emma, look at me.”

      She turned and looked at him standing there in his church suit, huge and mad, bent over so he could see in. He said, “Open the door.”

      She put the key in the ignition.

      “Emma, open the door,” he yelled, and slapped the side of the SUV.

      She started it up and put it in reverse.

      “Emma, don’t you dare leave me here.”

      She backed it up and put it in drive and inched forward so she wouldn’t hit him. She didn’t know where he was.

      He barrelled into the Hyundai full speed and she yelled out. The whole vehicle shook, rocking back and forth on the squeaking suspension. It was like she’d been hit by a car. He must have dented the door. He was so powerful. She put her foot on the gas and roared out of the parking lot. She heard him yell her name two more times, running after the car but getting smaller in the rearview. She couldn’t stop crying now. She could barely see past the tears and her back was racked with sobs.
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* * *

      She had never seen Troy so mad in her entire life. It scared her. She’d really got him this time. She hadn’t been thinking it would be like that. She was scared that he would hurt her.

      She was barreling down the Thirty-Five now, heading south to San Marcos.

      This was it between them. They’d never raised their voices at each other. Never said a bad thing, even when things had got strange for them in the last six months. She couldn’t stand to see Troy like that. What had she become?

      She swung off at the Aquarena Spring exit and followed that past the Bobcat Stadium. She took the McAllen Parkway past Rio Grande Park and then under the Interstate and into the east side of the city.

      She barely knew where she was going. She’d looked it up last night, but without her phone she was lost and she couldn’t call Jamie. She didn’t even know his number.

      She was on River Road now going slow letting people pass around her, looking for a sign she would recognize. She got to the end of the road and turned around, going back the way she came. She found it, missed it on the first time past. Rio Grande Mobile Home Park.

      She pulled in and crawled through the little tight packed community looking for his truck.

      Jamie was twenty-two, a student at Texas State. She’d found him on craigslist looking to swing with couples who wanted a well-hung boy to add to the mix. She’d messaged him to see what he was like. Some of the guys she knew were duds right away. They’d come back way too strong, talking dirty off the bat. She wanted someone young to play with. Someone cute and clean, who she could get along with. As long as he had all that and a big one between his legs she would be happy. Jamie was funny in his messages, seemed like he could be a good guy. She didn’t ask him for a picture of his thing and he didn’t offer. She liked how he seemed confident about it. Like he had a big one and he knew it, didn’t care what anyone else thought. He didn’t go around wanting to prove it.

      She had lunch with him yesterday at a little café in Austin. He was so cute. He was young and trim, he had a beard and unkempt hair. He looked like a student and she really liked that. He was arrogant too, like a young guy could be. He was third year of a Bachelor and he didn’t have any idea what he was going to do after that. He was perfect.

      He told her that he rented a mobile home in the Rio Grande, and she saw him get into his truck when they were done lunch so she knew what to look for. They left it hanging yesterday. She didn’t kiss him, or touch him, just gave him a hug and he said just let him know anytime she wanted to hook up. She knew she would call him. Now she’d been driven to him.

      She saw it up ahead on the right. A lifted stepside pickup from the eighties parked in front of a tidy taupe mobile home with a groomed hedge. The whole community was clean and well cared for. She didn’t know what to expect when he said he lived in a mobile home. It was bright and sunny on a Sunday afternoon but the streets were quiet, the whole Park was probably mostly retirees.

      She pulled into the tiny drive next to the pickup. He wasn’t expecting her. This was going to be a little weird. She looked in the mirror, saw it was obvious she’d been crying. She got out and went to the door. She opened the aluminum screen and knocked on the wood. A curtain moved next to her, and there was a flash of a face in there peering out. She heard two locks being undone inside hurriedly, and Jamie opened the door.

      “Emma? What are you doing here?”

      She tried to tell him, but she couldn’t help herself, she just started crying. He stepped to her and put an arm around her, brought her inside to the living area.

      Jamie was shirtless, just wearing some track pants and slip-on adidas rubber sandals.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t know what to do,” she said through tears.

      He sat her on the couch and put himself right next to her.

      “It’s okay, just tell me what happened.”

      She leaned on him, felt him hug her to him.

      “My husband found some messages between us.” She could feel him bristle. She said, “He’s done with me. I’ve really ruined it this time.”

      “It’s okay, Emma. It’ll be all right.”

      “I don’t think it will, I ain’t never seen him so mad.”

      “Did he hurt you?”

      “He has in the past. He didn’t mean to. I get scared of him sometimes,” she broke down after that, sobbing with her hands over her face. She collapsed into his chest and he put his arms around her, let her cry. He soothed her back while she let it out.
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      Jamie’s place was what she’d expect for a guy his age still in school. The furniture came with the home, and then you could see where it ended and his stuff began. All over the plain furniture there were textbooks, cigarettes, beer cans, sneakers, laundry, Xbox games and the like. He had a big-screen TV and a stereo in the corner, and a bicycle inside for some reason, leaning up against the wall under the picture window.

      He came out of the kitchen and brought her a cup of tea. She was still on the couch, and she’d balled up a bunch of Kleenex that he’d given her. Her face felt swollen and puffy, but she felt better letting it out.

      “Thanks,” she said. “I’m sorry for just showing up like this. I didn’t really know what to do. I didn’t have anyone else to call or turn to. I woulda called but he smashed my phone.”

      “That’s all right, Emma. Come here.” He held his arm out for her, and she scooted over to him and leaned on him.

      “The whole way here I was thinking how mean he was. How he scared me. But I don’t know, maybe he’s right. Maybe there’s something wrong with me.”

      “You can’t blame yourself.”

      “Can’t I? You don’t know the things I done. He has reason.”

      “Come on now.”

      “He makes me do em. You know—that’s right. I don’t want to do those things I do. He turned me into this. He’s a monster.” She looked up at him. His young face. She kissed him gently, pulling on his bottom lip with hers. His hand came down and across her stomach. He kissed her back.

      She pulled from him, said, “It’s his fault. He turned me into someone I can’t stand. Someone I hate. He did it to me.”

      He pulled her back to him and kissed her deep and she let him do it. She sucked his warm wet tongue into her mouth, put her arms around him and squeezed him tight.

      She pushed him off her abruptly, she said, “I just cain’t. I’m sorry, but this is why I hate myself.”

      He pulled her to him, but she turned her head. He said, “C’mon, Emma, that felt so right.”

      “I’m a married woman. I think I need to remind myself—”

      “I don’t care that you’re married. Why are you here if you care? You know what you want.”

      “Please, Jamie, I just needed a shoulder to cry on.”

      He stood up and she could see he was mad. The front of his track pants showed a bulge too, swinging stiffly behind there as he walked off.

      “I’m sorry,” she said. “I know I blow hot and cold.”

      “I don’t get how you came here. Why you come or how you found me.”

      “Jamie, I don’t have anyone to turn to, my family and friends are all in Georgia, I don’t have anyone, I’m all alone. I thought we had a connection yesterday, I felt like I could trust you, turn to you. I’m sorry I came here.”

      He had his hands between his legs pushing his thing down, he said, “No, Emma, it’s all right.”

      “I remembered where you said you lived and I know your truck. I’m so sorry, I just didn’t know what to do.”

      He sat on the arm of the upholstered chair across from her. He said, “I just...I was looking for people to hook up with...I wasn’t—”

      “You weren’t looking for trouble?”

      “Right. Sorry.”

      “Well, if I suck your cock can I stay here for a while?”

      “Emma, I’m not an asshole.”

      She looked up at him, making herself seem small on the couch. She threw the Kleenex on his cluttered coffee table. She stood up and walked to the door. He grabbed her arm as she passed. She could have pulled away but she let him stop her. She didn’t turn to him but she could feel him staring at her.

      Finally, he said, “You can stay...I want you to stay here.”

      She looked out the front door a while, made him wait for it. “And I was going to fuck you anyway. You almost ruined it.”

      “Almost?” he asked her, swinging her arm, smiling and trying to cheer her up.

      “I’d like to stay,” she said.

      “You can stay a couple days, how’s that?”

      “Thank you,” she said and she put her arms around his shoulders while he sat on the chair. “I just need a little time to get myself together. I can’t just walk in and fuck you. I just had a horrible experience. A big part of my life came to an end. I’m not in the mood, but I will be. I want you to fuck me. It’s all I could think about since yesterday. I really like you.”

      “I’m sorry I came across like a total asshole.”

      “That’s all right. You have a T-shirt or somethin I could change into? This is my church dress.”

      He went into his bedroom and she threw herself down on the couch. She untied her lace up dress shoes, kicked them off, and pushed them under the table. He came out and gave her a grey U of T shirt. She stood up and held it out, it would come down to the tops of her thighs. She didn’t want to go in to his bedroom to change, she could picture him coming in behind her and attacking her. But if he wanted to do that he could have done it right here on the couch. Nevertheless...

      She put the T-shirt over her head and slid it down on top of her dress. She didn’t have her arms through the arm holes and she just undid the buttons underneath the shirt. She opened it right up and let it fall to the pale blue carpet. Then she put her hands behind her and undid her bra. She took it off and let it fall in front of him on the coffee table. She popped her arms through the holes and sat down.

      “That’s so much more comfortable,” she said. She put her heels up on the edge of the couch and put her head back. She knew he’d be able to see the crotch of her bright green panties. She hoped he was thinking of all the dirty things he was going to do to her.
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* * *

      Emma sat on the couch and watched him play video games for two hours. It was still bright and sunny outside, but she’d got sleepy and had laid out on her side along his sofa.

      Finally, she sat up and put her feet on the floor. She picked at her hair with her arms up, her hands behind her head. She peeled her braids apart while she watched him play. Jamie became aware of her. He would tap the buttons like crazy, lean as his soldier shot on the screen or looked around a corner, then dart his eyes over to her.

      She got her hair undone and pulled it out, fluffed it and shook her head. She got up, pulled her panties down, shimmied them to the floor. She squeezed in behind him on the big soft chair. He kept playing and she ran her hands over his bare back. He was fit and thin, she felt muscles at work under his tan skin. He had tattoos around the tops of his arms and on his shoulder, and one on his back, a tiger in the jungle and it spread across his shoulder blade. Her hands went around to his front and she felt him flinch and he laughed.

      “Ticklish?”

      “A little,” he said, and his player threw a grenade.

      She kissed the warm skin of his back. It was smooth and soft. He wasn’t dirty but he hadn’t showered in a while and she could smell his body, smell his underarms. She let her hands come down his slim belly and her fingers dipped into his waistband. She left them there and kept her lips moving across his back. He paused his game and he threw the controller into the mess on the coffee table.

      He leaned back to her, put his hand on her knee. He kissed her over his shoulder. She got her hand into his sweatpants and found his manhood in there. No underwear, just a thick penis and very large hairy balls loose inside his pants.

      “Wow,” she whispered in his ear.

      He turned around in the chair and kneeled over her, in between her legs. He bent and kissed her and she fell back with it, let him put his tongue deep into her mouth. She enjoyed it, let it happen, let him consume her.

      She pulled his sweatpants down his thighs. He broke from her and raised up. His cock was right in front of her. He was harder now. It was very thick. The thickest one she’d been with. Not that long, and the head of it was small and narrow. It looked like the head swiped from a small dick and put on a big one.

      She put her hand under his sack and lifted it.

      “You jus have the biggest balls I’ve ever seen. All those swinging housewives must be so excited when they pull these things out.”

      “No one’s disappointed.”

      “You like givin it to these woman in front of their husbands?”

      “It’s a fun night. Everyone’s cool.”

      “None of them get upset cause your dick is so big?”

      “No. That’s why they called me.”

      “I don’t get that. The husbands, I mean. The wives I get.”

      She held his penis in her grip, felt he could still get harder. She put her mouth over the tip and fought the urge to gag. She pushed her mouth down, forcing it deeper into her. The tip touched her throat and she retched, pulled her head off it. She stroked him with her fist looking how her finger and thumb were almost an inch from touching he was so thick.

      “No way this is getting in me. I tell you how tight I am down there?”

      He took his shirt off of her, pulling it up over her head and she lifted her arms for him. He was on her mouth again kissing her, his hand on her neck. She put her arms over the back of the chair inviting him to her breasts. He kissed down her neck and she put her head right back and closed her eyes. He sucked on her nipples and his hands felt good on her slim sides. He kissed her belly, getting himself lower. She parted her legs. Jamie took her under her thighs and pulled her down to the edge so he could get his mouth to her.

      She pulled her lips into her mouth and furrowed her brow. No boy had ever been down there with his mouth except for her Troy. She wanted to snap her legs closed, preserve that. That was just for him. Boy, she had him mad today.

      His tongue slipped into her, pushing her soft flesh around between her legs. It felt good, but if she let it happen, thought about it too much, she could cry real tears. She gasped out, arched her hips, presented her mound to him. His breath was heavy and he worked her well, sucking her folds into his mouth and splitting her centre with his tongue. She let him do it, explore her, but once that first thrill was gone she knew she couldn’t enjoy that. It made her think of Troy too much.

      She brought her feet together between his legs while he was crouched on the floor with his face between her hips. She felt his thick, hard thing between her soles and she stroked it clumsily with her feet.

      It broke him out of it and he raised up and kissed his way back up her belly and between her breasts.

      “We’re gonna need some lube and a condom, Jamie,” she said, trying to sound sexy while pragmatic. He stood, smiled at her and walked to his bedroom, that monster bobbing between his legs. He was slim-hipped and it looked so massive between his thin legs. Watching him walk with it hard made her feel a little funny. She put her hands between her legs and felt herself, pushed her lips around, listened to the wet squishing under her fingers.

      He came back to her and gave her a thing of lube. He stretched a condom over his wide fat cock and slipped it down with some difficulty. Emma squirted lube in her hand and rubbed it in between her legs, then stroked him as he got himself between her thighs.

      “Promise me you’ll go easy. My husband is very tiny—”

      She could feel the tapered tip pressing inside her, felt the threat of more girth to come. He slid it in slow and she raised her eyebrows high and held her breath.

      “Hah, that hurts like the dickens, Jamie.”

      “Holy shit, you are so tight,” he grunted.

      “Ah, you’re shaped like a rocket-ship. It’s gettin worse.”

      He backed it out and then pushed in again. She grimaced and bit her lower lip. They could hear the rubber squishing, being crushed by her tightness over his girth.

      He didn’t push it. He gave her sweet little strokes, just giving her the first third, very gentle. She calmed herself and moved into his rhythm.

      Once she was relaxed he gave her just a bit more on each thrust and she squawked a bit but it felt good. Soon he had the whole thing inside her and she was taking it. He wasn’t too long, just right, and the width of him stretched her in a way she hadn’t been before.

      Emma grabbed his hair at the back of his head and looked in his eyes. She ground against his thrusts just using her hips, and he was thrusting into her, controlled and careful.

      “That big thing’s stretchin me wide, daddy.”

      They had themselves grinding in circles now, forehead to forehead and she felt a building urgency. She lowered her eyes saw that he had buried himself to the hilt inside her. She couldn’t believe she’d taken that whole thing. It was thicker than thick. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the ride. He had her gasping in no time.

      “Look at your hot little body,” he said. His thrusts were building and he ran his thumbs over her scrunched up nipples. Her white belly was hard and tensed, a column of muscle right up the middle, three slim folds in her at her belly button. The wet sounds of their squishing sexes got quicker and quicker. Then he just stopped, right when she had a grip on her pleasure.

      “Aw, baby,” she said. Her head lolled back, “You cain’t stop like that.”

      He pushed one leg over the other twisting her hips to the side but keeping her on her back. He raised himself up over her, and used his thumb to push his cock back inside her. Her legs were together, her knees drawn up to her waist and on the chair. It had her wet, furrowed mound scrunched together.

      “Ow, baby,” she squeaked as he split her wide, getting his thick thing inside her again. He went at her like a machine and it took a long while for it to feel good again. Then, as it did, he pulled it out again.

      “Aw, sugar. You had me...”

      He got her up on her knees facing away from him with her elbows on the soft upholstered back of the chair. He forced it into her and she bit her lips, snorted out her nose. He fucked her hard from behind and she let out a long moan as he did it. She stared at the faint hexagonal pattern of the fabric, blue on blue velour.

      “Ah,” she gasped out when it hurt. She couldn’t get a groove going bent like this, so she just kept her legs apart and let him ram himself inside her. She could feel his large, hairy balls brushing the sensitive parts on the inside of her thighs. She concentrated on that. He slapped her ass hard, on the right side, and it made her clench up on him. He growled behind her and did it again. Slapped her harder and she couldn’t help it, she squeezed his big thing with her insides and it hurt her to do it. He roared out behind her and she could feel his weight slump onto her.

      “Oh, wait...” he panted in her ear. He turned her around to face him—he was lusty and half-lidded. She slumped down so he could do it again from the front where it had felt the best. He made way for her to get ready, then he pulled the condom off and threw it on the floor.

      “Wait, Jamie—”

      He jerked himself right over her and she recoiled. His face contorted and he let out a low howl as a long, thick stream of his seed squirted out of him and onto her breasts.

      “Rah, raah,” he kept sounding it as he stroked it over her. His own hand just barely made it around. He shot stream after stream across her, and she twisted her head left and right but it was getting her face. She had herself scrunched up, her lips sucked in and her eyes clamped shut, holding her breath. She could feel his stuff getting into her hair. She put her hands up between them to block it and she felt the hot drops splashing on her palms.

      “Oh...all right now...hey...” she said as it abated. She squinted her eyes and peered through her hands, saw him squeezing his big thing hard, strangling the last of his stuff out of him and onto her belly.

      She was frozen in place, afraid to move, and covered in his seed which had turned very cold, very quickly.

      “Baby, I’m going to need a towel,” she said, doing her best not to freak out. “Baby, now, please...”

      He had his hot, fat thing on her belly smearing it through the mess he’d made on her. She was on the edge of a panic attack.

      “Okay, Jamie, please...”

      He slumped and sat next to her. Threw his grey T-shirt she’d been wearing onto her lap. He looked like he could fall asleep.

      She took his shirt and sopped up all his stuff running off her. She ran the shirt in circles fighting the urge to retch. She could feel some of it running, watery, down her sides and she jumped up. She threw his shirt over his manhood.

      “Bathroom’s this way?” She pointed at a narrow dark hall next to the bedroom door.

      He nodded and wiped at himself. She was gone, skipping down that hall and into a little powder room. Grabbed a towel he had there, just a ratty old beach towel, not some clean proper thing you should have in a bathroom. She bent over with her head right down and she shook the towel through her hair. Pulling it through strand by strand trying to pull out anything that might be in there. She shook her hair out and looked at herself in the mirror. She saw her reflection and looked away as fast as she could. She went over her body again with the towel.

      [image: ]
* * *

      When Emma came back out of the bathroom she heard someone clicking through the menus of the Xbox. Jamie was lying naked on the sofa with his controller, looking through Netflix.

      “You okay?” he asked her.

      “Yeah, I’m fine,” she said. She felt too bare walking through the room in the daylight like that even though they had just been intimate. She went to the couch with her hands between her thighs covering herself up.

      She sat at his feet, then squirmed her way up him. He lifted his arms, still working the controller and she got herself under, her head laying on his chest.

      He didn’t say anything just put on a movie, some comedy. She smiled big laying there watching TV with him. Full circle. Here she was back at the beginning, watching a comedy on the couch with her head on a boy’s chest. Only this boy’s penis was bare right in front of her and it was tremendous. This boy had no worry about his size. It was thicker than the middle of her forearm when it was hard, and laying across his belly right now, soft as could be, the sight of it gave her a little tingle down below. She wondered if there’d be a naked man in this comedy—would anybody say a thing today?

      She fell asleep like that, the both of them naked in the late afternoon on the couch with the drapes open. She dreamed bad things; about being hated, about repentance and sin, and being judged.

      When she woke up Jamie was playing his game again with the sound turned down low.

      “Boy, I was tired,” she said to him quietly. She looked out the window, the sky still big and blue but the colour getting deeper; it was getting to be late, afternoon turning to evening. She could see the tops of trees out there, the sun coming on them orange and low.

      She ran her hand down Jamie’s belly down to his fat, wrinkled penis laying up on his belly pointing towards his hip. She put her hands on his balls, she couldn’t even close her hand around them. She played with him a while and Jamie played his game. She watched the clouds out there move across the sky. She’d got him a little hard, not enough to penetrate but enough that it felt fun to play with it.

      “You been looking out that window like you think he might come through it.”

      “My husband’s a dangerous man. He might have the tiniest little pecker you ever seen, but he’s a mean one.”

      “Well, I ain’t afraid of him.”

      “You aren’t?”

      “No.”

      “Maybe you should be.”

      “You don’t think I can protect you?” he asked her, pausing the game and looking at her.

      “Maybe you can knock him out with this big weapon of yours.” She said it while she watched his penis in her hand. She was stroking him. Even only kind of hard he was a real handful. Her fingers almost coming together but bunching up so much skin they wouldn't touch. From this angle looking down on it the tip didn’t seem so small.

      She stroked him now, trying to get him hard. She went up and down on it, she squeezed his big balls. A clear stream poured from him and she used it to stroke his tip til he was rock hard again. She straddled him and leaned to the table at the string of condoms there and pulled one off. She tore it open and put it on him. She struggled with it, trying to get it over the end but it kept squirming away from her.

      “My word,” she laughed. She got it then, and pushed it right down. She squirted some lube over the end of him then put it in her folds. He was looking up at her, watching her work. When she got it in, he ran his hands up her and cupped her breasts.

      “You are so beautiful,” he said.

      She held his wrists and worked his thing into her. It wasn’t as painful now and she was able to get him right inside of her in one go.

      “Awh,” she gasped. She turned and watched out the window as she worked him slowly, just grinding her hips on him. She got it where she wanted it and she rode him like that. If he moved she’d tell him to stay still. She rode him a long time, a steady urgent pace, not quick and frenzied just deliberate and purposeful. He watched her through half open eyes, his hands fumbling with her swollen nipples. She got them both sweaty and they made the room a little humid. Both of them were breathing heavy.

      She held his hands against her breasts, arched her back and got him in deeper at a new angle. She gasped out. She bit her lip and watched the sky out the window again. She rode him in circles, doing all the work.

      “I keep worrying he’s gon come knock on that door.”

      “You’re safe here.”

      “He’s mean and he’s strong.”

      “I’ll protect you, don’t you worry.”

      She bent forward over him, put her hands on either side of his head. Her hair fell around his face and her titties jiggled, hanging down, her nipples raspberry red and erect.

      “I once saw him choke a man to death right in front of me.”

      “What?”

      “He was messin with me, and my husband killed him.”

      “I’m always strapped.”

      “You are?”

      He cocked his thumb back like it was a pistol and he slid it in the sweat between her breasts. He said, “I’ll shoot him right in the heart I see him,” and he fired his finger, his thumb coming down and she felt like she had a jolt through her.

      “You’d do that for me?” she picked up her pace, her hips thrusting on him hard now.

      “Don’t you fear.”

      “Ah,” she cried out, “Ah, you’d kill him for me?”

      “He tried to hurt you...I would...”

      “Ah, baby, ah...” she felt it coming finally. She fucked him hard, trying to get every bit of him inside her. The couch was squeaking and the back was bumping on the wall. She went faster and faster, she could hear the springs under them crying out. She squeaked with them, drowned them out. Her face twisted and her mouth came open and she squeezed his fat cock as hard as she could with her insides. He groaned under her and it made him flex it inside her. She could feel every wrinkle in it right through the tight rubber. She stopped moving and shuddered, her hands held his and she was shaking them as she came. She collapsed on him, face down into his neck.

      When she’d rode that hurricane out to the end, when it subsided and her face fell forward into his beard, right at that moment on cue the front door exploded off its hinges.
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      Troy loomed in the doorway. He was a huge black angry shape, the bright blue sky behind him. The screen door had been pulled off, the wooden one shattered in the living room. One determined piece of door still stuck there in the jamb hanging from a twisted brass hinge.

      “Did you just have sex with my wife?” he boomed.

      “Oh no, it’s my husband,” Emma yelled and covered her breasts with her hands. Jamie was underneath her, still inside her, and she kept him pinned there. He struggled to get up, finally tipping her off and she got a foot out on the floor to stop herself from falling.

      Jamie tumbled off the couch naked and tried to get upright, but it was too late. Troy was already on him, grabbing his neck with one hand and throwing him over the back of the big upholstered chair they’d had sex on a few hours ago. He went over it, tipping the chair back with him. He ended up on his head, upside down against the wall. He was dazed a moment, bent over like that with his knees up around his ears. They could see his anus and his big balls hung down over his erection still in the condom.

      Emma was standing on the couch covering herself and screaming, making things worse. From up there, she saw it first—when he’d gone over the chair, the cushions had come off it and laying there by Jamie was a nickel revolver. It had been hidden under the cushions.

      She jumped over the end table and landed next to Jamie. She scrambled on her hands and knees to get to it. Troy stood waiting, unaware, he was just wanting this guy to get up again so he could knock him down or throw him.

      “No, no, no, oh no...” she said and she stretched for it, got her hand on the grip, Jamie’s hand wrapping over top of hers.

      Troy came forward, hunched over, ready to rumble.

      “He’s got a gun, Troy!”

      Troy froze. He watched his pale little wife wrestling naked on the floor with a man with an erection. He clasped the sides of his face and yelled out her name, frantic. “Emma!”

      “I got it, baby,” she yelled.

      She had the gun, and Jamie had her hand, and she was trying to get away from him. He was pulling her back, desperately going for his pistol. It looked like a three-fifty-seven, a short barrel. It was trouble.

      Emma clutched it then to her chest pulling it to her with both hands and getting on top of it, this other guy’s hand underneath her now.

      Troy was panicked, gripped with fear, he could feel the tears come through his eyes, the terror. He screamed her name again, and every millisecond got heavier and heavier with the dread of an anticipated gunshot going off underneath her, piercing her little heart.

      He grabbed the guy’s ankle and pulled him a bit, just let him know he was there. He wanted to throw him up against the wall, smash him against it til his head fell off but if he pulled too hard the gun could go off and it would be his fault.

      Emma was face down flat on the floor and she had the gun underneath her, Jamie was on all fours his balls hanging down, he had one hand under her on the gun and his leg pulled straight out behind him. Troy was yelling, his voice frantic and high.

      Jamie twisted unexpectedly and he was on his back. He had the gun now and Emma had her hands wrapped around his forearm.

      “I’m sorry, Troy—he got it from me!”

      The muzzle swung towards him and he put his hands up in front of him like that would stop a bullet. Emma snaked up his arm and her hands wrapped around the pistol.

      “No, no—” Troy managed to say before the gun went off.
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* * *

      Everyone stopped. Troy looked down to Emma to see if she’d been hurt. She looked fine, her face was crazed with fear but her eyes were open and he could see her breathing. Craig was in shock, he stared wildly at both of them, back and forth. He was gulping air.

      Emma watched Troy pat himself down, feeling if he’d been hit.

      “Up there, baby,” Emma said and she wrenched the pistol from Jamie. He was too stunned to stop her.

      Troy looked up behind him and saw a perfect circle punched through the hardboard wall, two feet to his side and at head height.

      He put his hand on his heart and looked at Emma. His face was wide with shock, That was so close, baby. He looked down at them, Jamie naked sitting on the floor his legs apart, still hard. Emma was behind him her long white legs spread out on either side of Jamie. She had both hands on the pistol.

      “Troy? Get him, baby,” she hollered at him.

      Troy shook his head and lunged at Jamie who just put his hands up. Troy grabbed him by both ankles and helicoptered him across the room, scattering him across the junk on the coffee table.

      “He might have guns everywhere, baby,” Emma said behind him as he stalked over to Jamie for a follow-up. Jamie was pulling himself out of the mess, crawling over the turned over table, but Troy was right there. He pulled him into a headlock, locked it tight around his neck. Jamie kicked and bucked, and he coughed and spit but the more he did it the tighter it got. He was out in fifteen seconds and Troy dropped him to the floor and he fell onto his back, one leg crossed over the other and both arms splayed out straight.

      “He looks like Jesus on the cross,” Troy said, panting. He wasn’t winded from the action, he was struggling with the adrenalin from almost dying. “With a big dick,” he added.

      She crossed the room to him running, doing it in three steps, launched herself to him wrapping her legs around his hips and she locked her mouth over his, kissing him wetly. She had her arms around him, the pistol still in her hand.

      She pulled away, said, “Baby, I thought you might never come.”

      “You didn’t leave me much to go on.”

      “You woulda if you hadn't smashed my phone.”

      “That felt good doing it,” he said.

      “We can’t afford another one right now, baby,”

      He kissed her, out of his mind with passion, his hands covered her back, feeling every bit of her. She squeezed him tight with her thighs.

      “Mm—we’ll...figure it out,” he said as he undid his pants while she kissed him again.

      “We gotta get outta here, baby—don't we, I mean the gunshot—”

      “We’ll be quick, Emma, c’mon baby, I’ve been looking for you for hours I’ve been going out of my mind.”

      “All right, sugar, let’s be quick,” she said and jumped down. She felt funny when she landed, wobbly and dizzy, she said, “Oh baby, you make me so weak in the knees.” She pulled his boxers right down and his little dick was hard as steel pointing right up to the sky.

      “Quick, baby,” she said and she got down on her hands and knees.

      “You want it like that?” he said.

      “C’mon, sugar, I need it.” She got herself on all fours on the carpet and wagged her ass at her husband.

      He got down behind her and slid right inside and she gasped. She was wet and stretched but she still felt tight on him. He pounded into her, he was so close it wouldn’t be long. He put his hand around her, across her belly, and then between her legs, and he ran his fingers on her.

      “Oh gravy, Troy,” she squealed.

      He slipped his finger inside her and could feel his little thing stroking against it.

      Emma fell to her elbows weak with pleasure, she had the pistol in both hands and she could feel the heat from the muzzle under her fingers. “That was so crazy, daddy. We went too far, didn’t we?”

      “We sure...we sure did, Emma...ah...”

      “How bad am I, daddy?”

      “I ought to have brought your mom and dad with me. I could have kicked that door down and they would have seen you havin sex with that man.”

      “What would theya seen?”

      “They would have seen their little baby’s beautiful bare body, your perfect little titties jiggling, your face turned up showing so much pleasure from his...big...uh, cock...”

      “They’d be so ashamed—”

      “I coulda brought the Pastor too. We all would have seen you.”

      “She knows I’m wicked”

      “She can see right through you, baby.”

      “I had a stranger in my bad place, daddy...ah, it...oh, it hurt Troy...he has a real humdinger on him.”

      “Gosh, Emma, you can’t get any badder.”

      “See his balls, baby?”

      “He’s got some big ones, don’t he?”

      She put the pistol under his big pecker and flipped it over, then lifted up his sack with it. “Should I blow his balls off, sweet pea?”

      “You’re already safe, baby. I got him for you. He can’t hurt you with that thing now.”

      He took himself out and flipped her over, threw her on her back. She lay spread eagle on the floor in front of him with the pistol in her hand. He put his hands around her throat and squeezed her, she tilted her neck for him, let him do it. He squeezed and released while he slid himself back inside her.

      He drove into her, hammering like a piston, stabbing her with his pecker and squeezing her neck. Her hand clutched at his big wrists and she fucked him back, bucking against him when he drove forward. She tapped at his hands and he let her go. She looked like he might have done it to her, she arched her back and her chin pointed straight up.

      “Oh Golly, Troy, it’s gonna happen baby,” she was squeaking with each thrust, her face troubled and contorted, her eyebrows struck up in the middle as she struggled for relief. Her mouth was open, bent in a crying shape, her white teeth clenched in urgency. “Ah, baby,” she hissed through them, “I hear sirens—”

      “They’re coming to get us, baby.”

      “Oh, Troy, it’s comin, don’t stop, don’t stop...”
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* * *

      The story made the San Marco paper. Nothing major, just a few paragraphs in the back with the other local misdemeanours. Very few details, and Troy and Emma’s names were left out of it. Paper said there was a shooting with no one injured during a domestic dispute. Barely a sliver of the real story, not even a hint of a thing that had brought them to that point. No mention of their depravity, of how low they would go to get each other off. Just sounded like one of a million domestic disputes in Texas that year.

      Four police officers surrounded Troy on the scene and corralled him. They anticipated a struggle getting the cuffs on this big boy, but in the end he just put his hands behind his back and let them get the cuffs around his wrists. Emma lay face down on the light blue shag and a policeman put his knee on her back as he cuffed her. Someone put a blanket over her shoulders and walked her out into the grass. When they separated them they put her in the back of a cruiser and she’d never tell anyone but she got herself one more orgasm from it. A little one that made her shiver and throw her head back briefly with her eyes rolled right up. It was the cuffs, the rough handling, and the dirty cop vinyl she could feel on her bare wet sex as she squirmed in the back seat while all the neighbours watched her from their lawns.

      All three of them were arrested. Jamie went to jail, and Troy and Emma were released and were able to go home that night. No charges were pressed against them. They’d been questioned and the police were satisfied. Emma was cheating on her husband. Husband catches her in the act and her boyfriend tried to shoot him. They were a young married couple, he had a good job. Jamie had priors and his gun was unregistered. He had three more they found in the apartment that were also unregistered. They found a bag of weed and a bag of Oxy without a prescription.

      Jamie got himself thrown out of U of T. He served thirty days of a hundred and eighty, got out on good behaviour to house arrest and they never saw him again.

      Maybe they got their fill and maybe they didn’t. Maybe they’d do this thing again some crazy time in the future. They had something else on their minds now...
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      Troy and Emma slept in on Saturday morning after being up until eleven unpacking boxes. He sat up and looked over at his wife, so pretty, sleeping in her nest of ginger hair. He leaned over and kissed the tip of her nose.

      He started work on Monday at G&S Architectural. Not a lot different than what he was doing in Austin. He was lucky to get the job. They were lucky to be away from Texas.

      The little suburb outside Raleigh, North Carolina, was a better proposition even than Tyler was. Triple the population, triple the amenities, and the small detached three-bedroom cost them the same. They broke even on the move, and the pay in Raleigh was a few thousand more a year.

      Emma had her night dress on, buttoned to the neck, and a little cuff sleeve that covered her upper arms. She couldn’t have meant more to him. He watched her breathe.

      He lifted the sheets and looked down there. Her legs were bare. He had a sudden wooziness, a carnal desire. He pushed it away.

      They had a new church here and the first thing they did was get themselves a marriage mentor. Twice a week they would meet and they could call anytime things felt like they might get a little crazy. They couldn’t explain what they needed, couldn’t dare utter who they had been this past year. But they were following The Path. He pulled the sheets down to the tops of her thighs and then raised her night dress up slowly trying not to disturb her. He slid the hem gently up to her chest.

      Troy put his hand over her tight belly, he could see it now; the slightest bulge, a hillock. Perfectly smooth and tight, the beginning of her baby bump. He put his big hand over her. She was so flawless, so white and pure. They could get it back. They’d work on it. They could do it.

      He longed right now to put his head down between her legs, feel her skin like silk against his cauliflower ears. Taste her, smell the parts of her that made her a woman. He would pick her up, hold her against a wall and push himself inside her. Nope. It would be nighttime only when they made love and they would do it face to face with him between her legs like it was meant to be. It troubled him to resist it, but they needed to be good to one another.

      Emma felt his hand down there, over their beautiful baby. She kept her eyes closed and pretended to sleep. Dreamed of the times when he would slide it down between her legs and put one of his big, thick fingers in her. She let her mind drift. She couldn’t sin, but she could think of the things for which she needed to repent.

      “Good morning,” she said to him.

      “Did I wake you?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Sorry.”

      “I couldn’t think of a better way to be woken, Troy.” She put her hand on top of his. Both of them loving the life they’d created inside her.

      He kissed her and she pulled his lower lip into her mouth and bit it. She caught herself. They looked in each other’s eyes and struggled. He lay his head next to hers and they touched their foreheads together. Emma trembled. She thought how much she wanted him to lift her up right now. Lift her and slam her face down on the bed and go in her from behind. He could wrap his strong hands around her pretty neck and squeeze her til she lost it. She thought of those abs of his, hard as stone, heaving as he shot his seed inside her.

      She needed to make a call. Call their marriage mentor. She thought he might have a big one and she was dying to find a way to tell Troy.

      

      
        THE END

      

    

  


  
    
      Well, I hope you enjoyed reading these oddball characters as much as I enjoyed writing them. Even though it came during a troubling time, there was a lot of goodness in writing this. I could write a few more books with these two—they make me laugh—but I know their story is done...

      —KT
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      When classes ended near the close of the semester and Matt was heading home for Thanksgiving recess the only thing on his mind was putting his arms around his Chloe Rose. It had been two full months—nine whole weeks—since he’d last felt her touch, smelled her hair ... God, tasted her lips. The whole bus ride home, four Greyhound hours across the snowy November Hampshire, then out past the Berkshires, his heart ached; he longed to be with her, share her warm space.

      Chloe was in her last year of high school—she’d had to repeat grade eight when she was just twelve. It made her seem so much younger to him even though he was only four years older than her. It was tough to leave her. Go to University and leave her at the dumpy little high school in their home town while he was off at Cambridge getting on with it, moving ahead. But he was building a life out there, forging his future, and Chloe was a big part of that. She was the most important player on Team Matt. She was the reason he did it all. It was all he wanted from life—to be successful, gainfully employed, make money, but to do it all for his family. His Chloe and their future babies.

      Chloe would be moving on by herself soon enough. Didn’t know what she’d be doing yet. She wasn’t going to go to college. It wasn’t for her. Next year would be his last and then he’d be free to move on. Free to get on with it. He still didn’t know what he was going to do with his life either, but he knew he was armed, and he knew he had purpose, and he knew he would do it with Chloe.

      And there she was: his purpose. Little five-three, ninety-nine pound knockout standing next to her rusted old Ford Focus. She was waiting for him in the gravel parking lot of the rural Highway Café, standing out, looking so out-of-place in this frigid dump with her thick honey-blonde hair blowing around the collar of her ski jacket.

      “There you are, baby,” she called out and she bounced over to him as he threw his bag over his shoulder and held his arms out, dying to wrap them around her. “I missed you so much,” she said into his ear as she jumped into him and he grabbed her, held her so tight to him he thought he might hurt her. He swayed her side-to-side, her high-top sneakers not even touching the icy ground.

      “God, it’s been so long,” he said.

      “I missed you so much, Matt baby.”

      He set her feet down in the snowy gravel and looked deep into her emerald eyes—they were wet with excitement. He knew his were, too. She was the most beautiful girl he could imagine. Milky skin, big, sleepy eyes under the longest eyelashes. Her mouth was small but her lips were big, almost swollen, and he bent over her and brushed his against them. Felt them soft and plump and full against his sensitive lips. He sucked her lower lip between his and he bit it gently. She sighed into his open mouth and he smelled and tasted her little kid bubble gum.

      “Oh, Chloe,” he said, and he ran his hand behind her neck and under her full, thick hair, pulled her lips to press against his and sucked her smooth tongue into his mouth. He held her like that and let his tongue feel her all over, let her remember his taste. His heart felt like it could burst.

      “You gotta get me home, baby,” she said.

      “You have to go home?” he asked her.

      “Your home, Matt, you have to get me to your home. My parents are around.”

      “Oh, you mean—”

      “Yeah, that’s what I mean.” She smiled. “It’s been the longest nine weeks of my life. My little lady is aching for it.”

      Her dirty talk made his knees buckle. “Let’s get going,” he said.

      They got in her old Focus—his heart stopped when it wouldn’t start on the first two tries, but finally she got it going and she worked the manual. He watched her small, perfect hand on the end of the knob as she got them through the gears getting them back to his folks’ place.
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      “Ah, shit, will you look at this,” Matt said as they pulled into the driveway of his house. There was a brand new Chevy Silverado parked haphazardly in the long driveway and they had to squeeze past it, almost driving into the piled snow bank to get around and up to the walkway. It had blacked-out windows, black wheels with big fat tires on it, the body lifted right up off the suspension.

      “Wow, whose truck is that?” Chloe asked him, looking up at it through her driver’s side window.

      “It’s Moric’s I guess. My stepbrother. I didn’t know he was going to be here already.”

      “He’s home for Thanksgiving?”

      “Yeah. He doesn’t go to school, though. He’s a welder. Deep sea ... down in the Gulf.”

      Matt’s mom had left his dad when Matt was eleven. She’d run off with Moric’s dad, Dominik Laszlo. He owned a forklift company and he did pretty well, so Matt spent his teen years in this house. This forty-five-hundred square foot modern box house with black-painted wood siding set in the centre of a five acre lot. Hidden from the other wealthy neighbors by towering conifers. Dominik was a good stepdad but Matt’s stepbrother Moric was a fucking asshole. He was two years older than Matt, twenty-four now, and he was a bully.

      “Come on,” Chloe said, “just get me in your bedroom already,” breaking him away from the stare he had locked on the big, black pickup truck.

      “Yeah,” he said, “let’s go.” He held her hand, drew her lips to him with his eyes and kissed her, put Moric right out of his head.

      They got out of the Ford and walked up the cedar stairs, across the deck to the back of the house. It looked out over a small pond, iced over now, rimmed with pine trees, boughs heavy with snow. Matt looked in through the glass doors, saw that the kitchen was empty.

      “Come on, quick,” he said, waving Chloe closer to him.

      She hopped next to him, peering over his shoulders into the big, open, modern house.

      “Coast clear?” she asked him, breathy and sexy.

      “Yeah, let’s go,” he said.

      He slid the door open and they slipped in. The house was quiet but they could hear some music upstairs. Something was in the oven, he could see the lights on and it smelled like roasting carrots and beef and something sweet.

      He held out his hand behind him for Chloe and she took it. Her hand was tiny in his. His mom was home, she was around here somewhere, but he had business to take care of before his happy homecoming. He had a forty-percent boner in his underwear since he’d put his arms around Chloe when he got off the bus.

      They stopped at the bottom of the stairs, listening, Chloe looking around, Matt looking up to the top of the white metal, open staircase lined with steel cables.

      “Okay,” he said and he led her up the stairs. He saw that his mom had bought new artwork. They paused at the landing looking out over the living room and there was a new painting above the massive stone fireplace. Some modern, abstract mess, must have been ten feet tall.

      “Okay,” he whispered, led her up around the landing, up another short flight of stairs then across the polished, bright, birch hallway floor.

      The music was coming from Moric’s bedroom, some pounding thunderous double-bass—Pantera or some other hardcore metal nonsense behind his solid wood door. He couldn’t help tip-toeing past. Old habits.

      Now they were in the home stretch. If Mom was in her bedroom it was down the hall to the right another fifty feet in the wrong direction from his.

      “Quick, Chloe, be quiet,” he whispered and they made it to his door and he opened it. They slipped in to his dark bedroom, and he closed the door softly behind him.

      Chloe was already pulling off her ski jacket, kicking off her sneakers, wanting to be naked. She had bare feet in her shoes.

      “You’re not wearing socks?” he said, throwing off his navy peacoat.

      She looked down at her bare feet on his wooden bedroom floor and she wriggled her teeny toes. She said, “No.”

      “Aren’t you cold? It’s winter—”

      “Who cares,” she said, and she put her hands crossed over on the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it up over her head. She had pretty, little B cups and she wasn’t wearing a bra. He watched them jiggle as she struggled to get the shirt over her wild head of hair. Her light pink nipples were full and plump but not hard yet. Her breasts were soft and creamy. He had gone to one-hundred-percent in his underwear just like that.

      She threw her T-shirt on the floor, exasperated by the effort. She stood in front of him naked, just wearing a pair of faded, red sweatpants, bare feet, hip cocked, pretty little titties thrust out at him. She blew a lock of hair out of her face with her pouted lips. He would marry her on the spot. Right now, a reverend here in his room, he would take this girl to be his lawfully wedded wife without a second thought.

      “Shit, Chloe, I fucking love you,” he said, overwhelmed with his feelings for her.

      He watched a smile creep across her face, and she said, “I love you, too, Matty baby.”

      She hopped to him, two little ones, making her titties bounce. She wrapped her long arms around his neck and kissed him. He let his hands explore her smooth back, felt her hair brush the backs of his hands. He felt the diamond shapes of her shoulder blades, tracing them with his fingertips. Chloe was working the buttons of his Oxford now, getting his shirt open. Matt’s hands went down her narrow waist then slipped under the loose waistband of her sweatpants and he felt the soft flesh of her rump through her panties.

      “Get this off,” she said, running her hands over his chest underneath his shirt, trying to push it off his shoulders. He pulled his arms out of it, let it fall to the floor while she worked the buckle of his belt. Matt watched her long fingers work, his heart pounding, his cock straining against the fabric of his khaki chinos.

      “I’ve missed you so much, baby,” he said to the top of her head.

      She looked up at him, ran her palm along the underside of his erection behind the cotton, she said, “I can tell.”

      Chloe got on her knees and undid his fly watching her own hands do it, waiting to see him revealed. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his Jockeys and she slowly pulled them down with his pants then peeled them out a bit so his cock could spring up and bounce in front of her.

      “There’s my guy,” she said, and she smiled. She let his pants fall to the floor and ran her fingertips down his shaft making him groan and buckle. Then her hot mouth went over it, her plump lips making a good seal around his shaft, caressing the sides as she took him deep, all the way. Her mouth was so soft and wet he fell back against the wall and closed his eyes.

      “That feels so amazing, Chloe,” he said.

      “Mm-hmm,” she hummed as she went up and down him, taking him all the way until her nose was filled with his pubic hair, then right back so her pouted lips came to a point at the very tip of his throbbing cock. Then she plunged back down. Every time she did he trembled and his eyes rolled up in his head. Her hands clenched his buttocks, squeezed them and scratched them while she fucked him with her pretty mouth.

      His hands caressed the back of her head, his fingers tangled in her beautiful hair. He said, “Oh, stop, baby, I’m going to come.”

      Her mouth came off him, her fingers still stroked the underside of his cock pressing him into his belly. “You don’t want to come in my mouth?” she said, her eyes sultry, her tongue gliding down from his tip to his balls, sucking one of them into her mouth.

      “Ah, shit, Chloe,” he said, his head going back and hitting the wall again. “I need to fuck you.”
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      Chloe stood up and turned her back to him, took a few steps, swinging her hips, knowing he was watching. She put her thumbs into her waistband and twisted them up in the fabric, lowered her pants, swaying, revealing her perfect, tight ass to him and the ‘V’ of her bright pink panties. Matt stepped out of his pants, kicked them off, then pulled the socks off with one finger and threw them in the corner.

      Chloe climbed up onto his bed, walked across it on all fours, her sweatpants around her knees, her white rump tilted up peeking out from her tight undies. She rolled over onto her back, her knees up, and she pushed her sweats down and kicked them off the bed.

      Matt climbed up and between her legs, lowered his lips to her hard, tight belly, kissing her, then running his tongue down and onto her belly button. She put her little feet onto the tops of his thighs, her fingers ran through his hair. Her panties smelled like some sweet candy perfume and he pressed his lips into her mound through the cotton. He heard her moan up above him. His finger hooked into the front of them and he eased them down, his tongue running along in the wake as her skin was being revealed. Then his finger slid in between her folds, felt how wet she was.

      He got up on his knees over her, pulled her panties off and she let him, lifting her rump up and twisting, holding her legs together while he slid them down and off. He looked in her eyes, told her how beautiful she looked, and she let her legs come apart, hooked a finger into her pouted lips, bit it, watched him as she revealed her most intimate part.

      She had a perfect pussy. Soft mound shaved bare, not a single blemish as if she just never had any hair there. Her little pink labia were bright and tight and neatly folded. Matt went back down, tasted her bare bitter flesh against his tongue, her legs came together around his ears.

      “Ah, shit, Matt, oh, baby,” she said. He worked his tongue through her, felt her hard button and teased it, pressed it with the tip of his tongue. But he couldn’t take it any more—he rolled and reached for his bedside drawer.

      “Oh, shit, Matt, that felt so good,” she moaned, her hands pressing and rubbing between her own legs, her thighs together, clamping and releasing.

      Matt got his condom from his drawer, tore it open and then squeezed the condom on, rolled it down his shaft. Chloe was already moving, up on her knees now next to him and she swung a leg over him, straddled his hips, reached behind her and took his latex cock and guided it to her hot wet opening.

      She gasped out as she found it, guided his tip in, then sat back on him taking him deep all the way to his balls. She held him in and she rocked her hips on him—not thrusting, just rocking and bucking, grinding her hard button into his pubic bone and feeling him all the way inside her. Matt lay flat and flexed his rump, pushed his cock out as far from his body as it would go, gave her as many inches as he had so she could work on it.

      “Mmmm,” she hummed, biting those plump lips, sucking them into her mouth.

      “You feel so good, Chloe,” he said, “you feel amazing.”

      “Shhhh,” she whispered, her mind elsewhere. She was going to come. Her eyes were closed and Matt never felt better about being used.

      “Ahh,” she cried out as she started to orgasm. She rocked quicker, harder, until his penis popped out of her and she sat on it, straight down and it hurt, made him sit up.

      “Ah, shit,” he said and she frantically reached back, scrambling to get it back inside her.

      “Ow, careful,” he said, still smarting from her banging on it, compressing it.

      “Yeah, yeah,” she said and stuffed him inside her urgently. She was careful, swiveling and pushing on him but after a while she stopped. She collapsed next to him. She said, “Shit I lost it. I was so close, too.”

      “Sorry, baby,” he said.

      “That’s okay. We can go again later. I’m just glad you’re back. I haven’t been, you know ... I haven’t been touching myself since you’ve been gone.”

      “Really?” he said.

      “No, it’s been making me a little crazy. Sometimes I get so horny I feel like I might go out of my mind,” she said and she pulled up on the tip of his condom, watched it slip up his shaft.

      “I missed my little man,” she said and she curled up next to him, rested her head on his stomach and watched her fingers run up and down him. She traced the edges of his glans with the tip of her long index finger running it in circles around his hole.

      “Oh, Chloe,” he said and he rubbed her smooth back.

      “Have you been leaving him alone while we’re apart?”

      “I wish I could say I was like you, but I have to admit I touch him a lot. But I’m thinking of you, baby. Guys are different. I have to let it out or it’s possible I could end up murdering somebody.”

      “I don’t know if we’re that different, baby,” she said. She had her thumb and forefinger on his shaft, gripping him tight, making an OK sign and running it up and over his glans then back down into his pubic hair. “Girls have urges, too, you know.”

      “Ah, Chloe, ah, I’m going to come.”

      “I think we’re just like guys. Sometimes I want it so bad I could scream.” She slowed her stroking, went back to teasing him. “I get some crazy, dirty thoughts …”

      Now she went back to stroking him, going up and down, squishing her circled fingers over the top of his little glans. “Promise me you’ll save it up for me, baby,” she said.

      “I won’t be home until Christmas, Chloe.”

      “Save it for me, Matt,” she was slipping it around his end now, quick feathery strokes. She was letting him come, she was wanting him to, was wanting to watch it come out of him.

      “Whatever you want I’ll do it, baby, just don’t stop, don’t stop—”

      “Come for me, Matty, show it to me.”

      “Ah, baby,” he buckled, heard her giggling on his stomach while she jerked him now with just her thumb and fingertips, watching it spurt from him.

      “That’s it, baby,” she encouraged him, her touch so slippery on his sensitive glans.

      “Oh, stop, Chloe,” he said, overwhelmed, too sensitive to be touched, but she persisted, and he kept spurting, turning his hips and shooting into his bedsheets. She still had a hold of it, gripping it tight in one hand and making circles on his sensitive tip with the palm of her other hand. She kept giggling and tickling, driving him crazy until he brought his knees up and hunched over, drawing his penis back, hiding it from her so she couldn’t get to it. “Ah, oh, stop, stop, baby,” he was laughing, too.

      “You’re gross,” she said, scrunching her nose up, holding her hands up, his semen in strands between her fingers, running down her wrists. “Look what you did all over my pretty hands.”

      He looked over his shoulder at her, face down on the bed. She was sitting naked, one leg folded up under her, the other one up and her forearm resting across it, looking at the mess in her hands. Her dirty blonde hair hung straight down over her perky breasts.

      “You’re so juvenile,” he said.

      He saw her face fade to blank. She wiped her hands on his back.

      “No, I’m not,” she said and she lay next to him, turned her back to him and folded her arms.

      He watched her bare back breathe for a moment, then he turned and spooned himself in behind her. He ran a hand along her upper arm.

      She said, “Don’t.”

      “I’m sorry, baby, I didn’t mean it like it sounded. I was playing.”

      “Not all of us go to Harvard, you know.”

      He put his arm around her, rested his chin in the hollow where her neck met her shoulder. “I love you, Chloe. I love you one-hundred-percent the way you are.”

      She put her hand over his and he lay like that with her for a while. They should get up and go say their hellos, his mom must be around somewhere down there. She wouldn’t come in and disturb them. She’d know what they were up to, being apart so long, seeing Chloe’s car in the driveway. He didn’t want to rub it in his mom’s nose though, but he would love to lay with Chloe in his bed until it was time to go back to school next week.

      He looked around the old room, the place where young Matt had lived. His Che Guevara flag, his original Vampire Weekend poster, back before MTV discovered them. He looked at his old books that he liked when he was a teenager, his trophies, photos of friends tucked into the edge of a mirror.

      “What did you do for fun while I was away?”

      “Nothing,” she said. “The usual.”

      “Hanging out with Chelsea?”

      “Yeah, we’ll go hang out on a Friday, Craig’s house, or go down and drink at the ravine.”

      “You still do that?”

      “Yeah, why?” She turned partly and he saw her troubled profile, her pretty upturned nose and her questioning eyebrow. He kissed her shoulder.

      “Let’s go get something to eat. Say hi to my mom.”

      “Aw, don’t you want to go again?” she flipped around and smiled at him, ran her fingernails along his chest. Her nails had been turquoise but they were chipped and pulled away from the edges. He took her hand up and looked at it in his own, her long hands and long fingers, leather bracelets and silver rings. He worried about her out late with her friends and some boys in the dark at the ravine. Drinking alcohol. She was a little sweetheart but she was very impressionable.

      “Eat first, then we’ll come back up and we’ll take more time.”

      “Okay,” she said and she smiled, cuddled up to him. “I didn’t dress like I was gonna see your parents, I just went to get you in what I was hanging out in.”

      “You look fine, baby. You look better than fine,” he said and kissed her forehead.
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      Matt watched her get dressed. She got out of bed naked and then looked around for her panties. She found them, slipped them on, then got her sweatpants and turned them around and around trying to find a label or seam that she could figure out the back from. She stood in just her hot pink panties, one hip thrust out, her pale globe cut with the hot pink fabric, her little toes scrunched up on the floor. He could have watched this show all night. He lay on his belly and held his head up with his hands, smiling at her. She got it finally, maybe, and she slipped her long legs in them, hiked them up, making her boobies jiggle. Then she found her T-shirt and did the same thing with it, going around and around trying to figure out back from front. It had a big black and white graphic on it but it spread all across the shoulders down both sides, not giving her any clues at all.

      “Aren’t you getting dressed?” she said, sliding the T-shirt over her head.

      “Yeah,” he said and he lifted himself off the bed, shuffled to his pile of clothes.

      “I can just go around in my bare feet, right? I don’t wanna wear my shoes in the house.”

      “Yeah, thats fine, baby,” he said, pulling his pants on. “I love your little tootsies.”

      She looked down at her feet and then wrapped one arm across herself, grabbing her other elbow; she bit her swollen lip nervously.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked her.

      “I don’t feel like I’m dressed to meet your mom or dad. Is your stepbrother here? I’ve never even met him ...”

      “It’s okay, baby,” Matt said and he hugged her. “Mom loves you. I think my stepdad has a crush on you. You’re family. This is how my family dresses around the house. You look good, trust me.”

      “You sure? I look like I’m wearing my pyjamas.”

      “It’s fine, baby.” He kissed her cheek. “Come on, let’s go say hi, grab a bite. I’m starving.” He buttoned up his shirt but left it untucked and held his bedroom door open for her.

      The hall was quiet now, the pounding death-metal turned off. They walked down the hall towards the stairs but Matt felt an air of dread, like something wasn’t right. When they got even with Moric’s room he saw that his bedroom door was open. He could see in there that Moric’s bathroom door was open, too, his mirror fogged up from his shower. Chloe was peering into the bedroom as they walked by. Just keep going, Chloe, please keep going.

      “That Matt?” He heard Moric’s deep voice from the room. He froze, his stomach tightened. Please, no.

      “There he is,” Moric said, coming and standing in the door frame, filling it up. He was completely naked, his thick uncircumcised cock swinging against his leg.

      Moric was a big kid and now he was twenty-four he’d really bulked up but had lost all his baby fat. He was lean, but he had broad shoulders and a big muscular chest.

      He leaned against the door frame and shook his long, wet, black hair out of the way. His eyes went up and down Chloe, a mean smile growing across his face.

      “This your girl?”

      “Hi,” Chloe said, and Matt could see she was blushing.

      “Hey, sweetie,” he said, staring into her.

      Please, don’t look down, Chloe. “Hey, man,” Matt said, “think you could cover up?” His voice seemed a little higher than it should and he cleared his throat at the end of his question.

      “Just a cock, bro,” he said, not taking his eyes off Chloe, “she’s probably seen a hundred of them.”

      She giggled, said, “Hey, I have not,” blushing again.

      He smiled wide, mean, charming her.

      “So, you’re Moric?” Chloe said, looking up at his big stepbrother through her eyelashes.

      He got off the frame and took a step to her, lazy and cool. Matt could see her looking between his legs, seeing how big he was down there. “Yeah,” he said, “what’s your name?”

      “I’m Chloe,” she said, biting her lower lip and then holding her hand out for him nervously.

      He took her hand between his thumb and forefinger, all four of her fingers disappearing under his huge thumb. “What are you doing with my stepbrother?”

      “C’mon, Moric,” Matt said.

      “I don’t know. We’ve been going out for two years.” She was still biting her lip, being bashful. He could see her eyes dart around Moric’s body, taking him in, sneaking another peak at his penis.

      “Chloe, don’t look,” Matt said.

      “I’m not,” she said, sounding stressed.

      “Give her a break, Matty,” Moric said and he stepped back to lean on his door frame.

      “Why don’t you seriously just go put some pants on—we’re going downstairs to find mom.”

      “Just let her look, crybaby. See, she wants to.” He nodded to her, “It’s okay, Chloe.”

      “I’m not looking,” she giggled and she held her hand out to block her view of his penis.

      “C’mon, Chloe,” Matt nudged her to move but she stayed put.

      “Let her see what a man has between his legs, she’s probably getting tired of your little butter bean.”

      “I love his little butter bean,” she said, her hand still blocking the view, her eyes looking up at the ceiling. But she had a smile plastered on her face.

      “Chloe, you’re being an idiot. Let’s go,” he said.

      “Matt, no, I’m not an idiot,” she said, turning on him, her brow furrowed, her eyes mad.

      “Matt, don’t be such an asshole to your girlfriend. You’re embarrassing her. Come here, Chloe,” he said and he held his hand out to her. She looked over her shoulder at Matt, then reached out and took Moric’s hand.

      “Sure,” she said, doing it to hurt him.

      “That’s it, let’s go into my room and we’ll all catch up. Okay?”

      “Yeah, okay, come on, Matt,” she said over her shoulder, Moric’s big muscular hand on the small of her back.

      Moric said, “He thinks he’s such a big shot because he goes to Harvard—you noticed that?” It made Chloe laugh.

      “I know,” she giggled.

      “Come on, guys. Moric, Chloe,” he said, following after them.

      Moric led her into his bedroom, looked at Matt, then closed the door in his face, close enough to bump his toes. Matt could hear him laugh on the other side and then the sound of the lock being turned.
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      Matt could hear Moric’s low voice in there saying something and laughing. Then he heard Chloe giggling.

      He banged on the door three times with his fist, “Hey, fucking open up,” again his voice going higher than he’d like.

      Chloe yelped and then he heard her giggling away like she was being tickled.

      Matt pounded harder, yelled, “Chloe, open the fucking door!” his voice frantic.

      The door opened, Moric standing there, his face angry. He was still naked, his genitals swinging. “Calm down, Sally. Jesus Christ.” He turned and walked away, left the door open for him.

      Chloe was sitting on the end of Moric’s bed watching Moric walk naked toward her. She was chewing on her lip. Looking but trying not to look like she was looking. Moric came and sat right next to her, their hips touching.

      “Let’s catch up, Matt,” he said.

      Matt looked at him, so huge sitting next to his petite girl. He leaned back on the bed, his hands out behind him. His legs were together, his huge cock and balls laying in his lap. Matt walked into the room and went to Moric’s dresser across from the bottom of the bed, sat back against it, facing them.

      Every part of him wanted to just take the two steps across the room that would get him close enough to kick him right in the face. Then he’d like to grab his bratty girlfriend by her wrist and drag her out of the room.

      Moric had beat the shit out of him about a thousand times. Matt hadn’t got any stronger in the last few years. Moric definitely had. He was more intimidating than ever. Matt chewed his own lip now thinking about trying to kick his stepbrother, having Moric grab his ankle after he missed and throw him to the floor, then lay on him, spit in his face or grab his own arm and make him punch himself. What would Chloe think? How would she like to see her ineffectual boyfriend laying on the floor with his stud stepbrother over him, dominating him? Moric could make him cry. Cry right in front of Chloe. Moric had made him cry a lot.

      “So, where do you live?” Chloe asked him.

      “All over. I just move around to where the work is. Mostly live out of motels. Pick up a contract and then move on. Usually I live out on a ship or on a platform.”

      “What’s that?”

      “I weld. Out at sea. Underwater. I go out and live where I’m working. Like on a oil platform.”

      “Oh, wow.” She was flirting with him. Not on purpose. She was twisting a lock of hair around her finger, cocking her head, making eye contact.

      “I just got here this morning. Drove straight from Baton Rouge—twenty-one hours.”

      “You must be so tired,” she said, her eyes wandering.

      “Nah. I’m on fire—I was at sea for six weeks straight, twelve hour days, no days off. Cooped up in those tight spaces that long, nothing but a bunch of other dick-swinging dudes—I got money in my pocket and I’m horny as fuck. I just want to get crazy this weekend.”

      “Sounds like a terrible way to live,” Matt said.

      “Just made fifty-grand in six weeks. Not too bad. I’ll take the conditions.”

      “Fifty-grand?” Matt said, dubious.

      “Lots of overtime, danger pay, and we were real far offshore. All that means more—” running his fingers together making the sign for money.

      “How dangerous is it?” Chloe asked him, tilting her head, playing with her hair.

      “Water and electricity are a bad match. Guys die. Long hours equals mistakes eventually. Hopefully not too big a mistake. You can get the bends. Get pinched in equipment, fall off the platform if it’s windy enough. When you’re so far out from shore you don’t get emergency care. No doctors or nothing to save your life.”

      “Wow,” she said again, looking at his big hands.

      “So, what do you do, Chloe?”

      “I’m still in High School.”

      “Damn, you look so grown up. How old are you?”

      “I’m eighteen,” she said.

      Matt said, “She got left back a year.”

      She looked at him, she was unhappy. Even Moric looked at him funny. It was a stupid, unnecessary thing to say.

      “How’s school, Matty?”

      “Fine.”

      “Can’t believe my dad is sending you there. You know how much it costs for him to go to that jerkoff factory?”

      “Is it a lot?” Chloe asked.

      “What is it, Matty? I think it’s, like, sixty-grand a year or something it costs him. Think of that opportunity cost. Think of all the money you could be making right now. You better come outta there a doctor or something. Be a Wall Street billionaire.”

      Chloe said, “He doesn’t know what he’s going to do yet.”

      Moric laughed, said, “Good old Matty.”

      “My grades are excellent.”

      “My grades are excellent,” Moric repeated in a mocking nerd voice, then adjusted an imaginary bow-tie.

      Chloe laughed.

      “There’s a lot I can do when I graduate.” He could see Chloe looking between Moric’s legs. Getting a good look at his freakish cock. Every time Moric would look to Matt he could see her eyes go up and down his body. But now she was frozen on his manhood.

      “Chloe. Hey, I can see you looking at it.”

      “So? It keeps moving around on its own,” she laughed. “It keeps, like, getting longer, then shrinking up a bit. It’s like there’s something living under his skin.”

      “You’ve never seen a foreskin before?” he asked her.

      “No, what’s that?”

      “Touch it. Touch the tip.” He tilted his hips and his cock slid off his scrotum toward her.

      “Chloe, don’t you dare.”

      “Go on, Chloe,” Moric urged her.

      “Chloe—”

      “I’m not. Can I take a picture of it?”

      “Sure.”

      “It’s just so smooth. It looks like a fat rocket ship. It is the biggest one I have ever seen,” she said and worked her hand into the pocket on her sweats looking for her iPhone.

      “Do not take your phone out, Chloe,” Matt said. He tried to sound as stern as he could. She stopped, but he could see she was still holding on to it in her pocket. She wasn’t giving up.

      “Does Matty have a little one?” Moric asked her.

      She smiled, looked to Matt.

      “That’s why his mom left his dad.”

      “Your dad has a big one, too?” she said.

      “Chloe,” Matt tried to get her attention—this was getting out of control.

      “What? Is that true?” she asked Moric.

      “That’s what my dad says. Yeah, his mom said his dad had a baby carrot down there,” he said leaning into her and making her giggle.

      “Fuck you both,” Matt said. He got off the dresser and left the room. He felt strong at first, buoyed by his anger, but by the time he made it to the door his stomach started to tremble and he felt like he could burst into tears. It was too late to stop, change his mind and turn around. He felt his eyes tear up a little, swell. What if she didn’t follow? What if she stayed in his brother’s bedroom? If he turned right now and told her to follow him, tried to act strong, he knew he’d lose it. His voice would crack, the tears would come and Moric would laugh at him.

      “Matty, hey, Matty,” Chloe was behind him, coming after him. He could hear her soft, bare feet on the polished wood floor.

      He didn’t know what he would do if she had stayed.
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      Matt ran into his room and threw himself onto his bed. He lay on his stomach, folded his hands under his chin and tried not to cry. Chloe was right behind him, coming in and closing the door.

      “Matt, come on. Calm down. We were just playing around.”

      “Could you make a bigger deal of his cock?”

      “What? Matt ...”

      “What, he has a big, dreamy cock?”

      “Well, yeah, I’ve never seen one like that, I was just curious.”

      “Mine is the only one you should ever look at,” he said, hating the sound of his own weak and whiny voice.

      “Matt, I love yours,” she said and he felt her hand rubbing his back, her knee up on the bed next to him.

      “Why the fuck would you want a picture of it? What the fuck is wrong with you? What would you do with that?”

      “Nothing. I’d just show my friends.”

      He rolled over, looked her in the eye. “That’s sick, Chloe. I can’t believe you would even, like, acknowledge his dick to me.”

      “If I had a sister with big tits and you saw them and said she had big tits, I’d, like, say, Yeah, she does have big tits.” She grabbed her bare breasts through her T-shirt, “But you still love my little titties don’t you? Well, your stepbrother has a pretty huge cock.” She lifted her big, baggy T-shirt up and put it over his head like a tent. He was face to face with her pretty breasts over his face. She worked her chin through the neck hole and now they were eye to eye, both in there together.

      “Breasts and penises are not the same, Chloe,” he said.

      “Matty, don’t be mad, I love your little penis.”

      “It’s not little.”

      “No, it’s not. It’s perfect. And it’s my favorite penis in the whole wide world, baby.”

      “Do you have rankings? Who has your second favorite penis?”

      She kissed him to shut him up.

      He was still mad, though. Still mad that she was so unashamed to be sexual with another man. To not think that what she’d done was a big deal.

      “Please tell me you understand why I’m mad at you, Chloe.”

      “I don’t, Matt.”

      “How can you not see this?”

      “See what? I love you, Matt. You’re my guy for sure. Doesn’t mean that his dick was small and boring. He had a big dick. So what?”

      He was incredulous. “You were going to touch it.”

      “So? So what if I touched it? Do you think I’d stop loving you when my fingers made contact with his skin?”

      “What if I stopped loving you when they did?”

      “You wouldn’t. Matt, you’re being dramatic, baby. Stop being the Taliban, or whatever they’re called. If I touch a dick it doesn’t change our relationship.”

      He looked up into her beautiful green eyes over his. He felt sick. “You make it sound like you might have touched one.”

      She didn’t answer him, just kept looking into him.

      “Chloe?”

      “Now I’m afraid to talk to you cause you’re gonna overreact.”

      “Chloe, what the fuck? Did you touch some guy’s dick?”

      “Just one.”

      “One? The proper answer is zero, Chloe. What are you telling me?” He sat up, lifting her with him, and struggled to pull himself out from under her shirt. She was straddling his hips and she was trying to hug him, hold him to her.

      “Chloe, let me go.”

      She threw herself onto her back on the bed next to him, looked away. Matt leaned on an elbow, loomed over her. She looked up at the ceiling, turned her head, rolled her eyes. He sat up.

      “Chloe, what are you telling me?” Matt grabbed her tiny wrists and pulled her up to face him. Her head lolled on her neck, avoiding eye contact. “Chloe?”

      “It was honestly nothing.”

      He shook her shoulders, trying to get her full attention. “What did you do, Chloe?”

      “I gave Craig a handjob.”

      “What? Craig—your friend Craig?”

      “Matt, it was nothing. We didn’t have sex. He didn’t touch me at all. I just helped him out.”

      “Nothing? Chloe, you jerked off another guy?”

      “It’s not that big a deal, Matt, maybe cause you’re older—”

      “Older—I’m only four years older—”

      “Yeah. Exactly. I don’t know. It’s really nothing. It doesn’t mean anything.”

      He looked down at her, his heart breaking. “How did it happen?”

      “He asked me to.”

      “That’s all it took?”

      “He’s been my friend forever. He’s hard up right now. He hasn’t had a girlfriend in a long time.”

      “So he asked you to jerk him off and you did?”

      “We didn’t have sex, Matt. I kept my clothes on the whole time. Like I said, he didn’t even touch me.”

      “You made him come?”

      “Yeah.”

      He rubbed the heel of his hand hard into his eye sockets, wishing he could start this whole day over again. “Holy shit, Chloe. He came in your hand?”

      “No, I jerked it into his chest, Matt.”

      “Oh, my God.” He let her go, he was reeling. He put both his palms up over his forehead. “Did he have a big one, too?”

      “It’s pretty big. Not like Moric’s, though. That was huge.”

      “And you watched it in your hand? You watched it come out of him?”

      “I guess I did.”

      “And you don’t see that makes me mad?”

      “Maybe you just don’t really know how I feel about you. It doesn’t mean anything because I love you so much.”

      This was just unbelievable. She was incapable of grasping the enormity of her action. She couldn’t see how much of a violation that was, how deeply it hurt him.

      “Did you get turned on?” he asked her.

      She thought a moment, reluctant to answer. She looked around his room, twisting her lips up, biting the inside of her mouth. “Maybe a little, but I didn’t want to. And I didn’t do anything about it.”

      “Jesus Christ, Chloe.” He rubbed his eyes again, digging his fingers in and pressing into them. “How many other guys have you jerked off while I was at school?”

      “None, Matt, just Craig that one and only time.”

      “That’s not nothing, Chloe, that hurts me.”

      “It shouldn’t.”

      “So you think I should let you touch Moric’s cock? Is that it?”

      “If I did it doesn’t change anything about how I feel about you. It’s just his dick.”

      “I can’t believe I’m hearing this. You’re not making any sense.”

      “Yes, I am, Einstein. I’m making a whole lotta sense, you’re just not listening.”
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      Dinner was uncomfortable to say the least. It was great to be home, to see his mom and to see Dominik, but seeing Chloe move around the familiar spaces so close to Moric made his skin crawl.

      Mom’s eyes teared up when she saw him come down to the kitchen. She tried not to, tried to hold back, but that just made it worse. Her face screwed up, went red, and when he smiled at her she burst into tears. Dominik was there and he put his big hand on her back, said, “Come now, Karen.”

      “I know, I know,” she said.

      “Good to see you, kid,” Dominik said, hugging him with one wide-wristed arm, barbecue tongs in the other hand.

      His mom acted like she was excited to see Chloe. She gave her a big, warm hug and asked her how she’d been. She was a little concerned that Chloe was so young and that she could seem a little aimless sometimes. But those were the things about her that he’d fallen in love with.

      When Moric came down Chloe got self-conscious and shy, and watching her act like a little girl around him made Matt sick to his stomach.

      Dominik told her to stay for dinner and he spent most of the time out on the deck over his barbecue. He was wearing Umbro shorts and Adidas sandals on his big thick feet despite the snow on the ground.

      Matt and Chloe hung out with his mom and she wanted to know everything about how school was going. Moric lurked in the lounge area on the other side of the marble island. He’d chime in with helpful things like pointing out that Matt didn’t have any plans yet for when he graduated in six months.

      “Leave him alone, Moric,” his mom said.

      Moric laughed but it didn’t stop him. She always thought that it was good-natured, Matt never told her how scared he used to be. Never told her the mean things Moric had done to him. The time Moric shoved him down the stairs and he broke his arm—he told his mom he fell because he was wearing socks. She bought him these dumb slippers with a grippy, ugly sole and she made him wear them for a year until he threw them out. He never wanted to make it hard for her. It wasn’t an easy time when she left his dad and brought him to live with another family.

      They talked about other things, too—the new artwork she’d bought, who all was coming for Thanksgiving dinner tomorrow. Chloe got herself an invite of course.

      Moric was coming around and hovering over Chloe when she would get up and do things to help his mom make dinner. He was doing it on purpose. Moric was around six-four and he dwarfed his tiny Chloe. He would come right up in her space, trap her against the counter. She barely came up to his chest and Matt was worried that he might be rubbing his big bulge against Chloe’s back. Chloe would try and ignore Moric, but she was smiling, and then he would persist and it would finally make her giggle. His mom pretended not to notice.

      When dinner was ready and they all sat at the table, Moric and Dominik brought the food in on platters and served them. He felt so small, and Chloe and his mom looked so small, next to these two big Hungarian men. Moric served up the meat and when he got to Chloe he put an entire fat sausage on her plate.

      He said, “That’s a big Hungarian sausage. Is that too much for you?”

      “Yes,” Chloe giggled.

      “You couldn’t take all that?”

      “No,” she giggled again.

      Matt saw his mom watching. Saw that she didn’t like it. He thought about his mom and Dominik. Wondered if what he’d said was true. Had his mom left his dad because he had a small penis? He never thought of his mom as sexual. But she was probably taking her own big Hungarian sausage, wasn’t she? When she was intimate with his stepdad, did she get aroused by the size of his big organ? Did the size of a man turn his own mother on? Fucking gross.

      And what of his own little slut? His precious Chloe and her poor impulse control or her low threshold of decency. He pictured her little hand wrapped around Craig’s apparently quite big cock. Her watching her own hand stroke him until he squirted his load on his chest. What did Craig think of Chloe? Was he really her friend? Did he laugh behind her back and high-five his buddies for tricking little gullible Chloe? Or had things changed that much since he was in school—did girls give out handjobs like they meant nothing? Like the new backrub. And when she did it was it like she was with Matt in the bedroom this afternoon? Did she tease Craig, tickle his tip, run her fingers over it or did she just grip it and jerk until he went off? He felt his eyes swell again and he had to blow his nose into his napkin.
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      After dinner was done and he and Chloe helped do the dishes he took her down to the Rec room in the basement to play Xbox. Dominik had a whole setup down there. When Matt was at home this had been his favorite place in the house. Sixty-inch plasma, home theatre sound system, leather couches. The entertainment section backed into a huge open square with a full size oak pool table. Past that there was a home gym and a sauna and a hot tub.

      Matt stuck with the Xbox. That’s where he was now. Balls deep in Call Of Duty, Chloe sitting next to him on the couch staring into the side of his head clutching a big pillow over her tummy. She knew he was mad and he thought it might be getting to her finally. Good. He was going to drag this one out. Make her suffer.

      “Matty—”

      He shushed her. He furrowed his face, focussed on fucking up some bad guys, let her see that he wasn’t in the mood.

      He heard her whisper, “Whatever,” and she got up, and she walked around the room. He heard her behind him, her bare feet on the parquet square where the pool table was.

      She started knocking balls around. Just flicking them with her wrist, cracking them off one another, trying to knock them into the pockets from a foot away.

      He couldn’t concentrate.

      “Chloe? You mind?” he said.

      “What, Matt? Can’t I do anything right?”

      He paused his game, looked over his shoulder at her. She was standing next to the pool table. She looked so small next to it, so small in her big T-shirt. Her face was troubled, sad, her little chin dimpled and trembling. His heart went out to her and he felt instantly bad for trying to be mean to her.

      “Sorry, baby,” he said. “I love you.”

      “Do you?” She meant it, her face brightened.

      “Of course I do.”

      “You mean it?”

      “I do.”

      “You still mad at me?”

      “Oh, yeah. No, I’m still mad at you.” He turned and un-paused, brought out the M4 and started blasting. “But I love the fuck out of you,” he said to the screen.

      Chloe kept banging balls around but he could tell she was trying to be quiet. It didn’t bother him anyway now that some of the tension had been eased out. He was mad as fuck, but there was no way he would let her go. She was his world. They would work this out.

      “There she is.” Moric’s deep voice coming down the circular stairs to the basement. The tension just ratcheted up tenfold past where it was. He could literally feel his scrotum tighten up in his underwear, his testicles retreat into his body. His stomach tightened, his face clenched.

      “Hi,” Chloe said, her voice so cute and high.

      He could hear them behind him. They were whispering. He could hear a pool cue being drawn off the rack.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll show you,” Moric said.

      Matt’s fingers felt slippery on the buttons. He thought Moric was going to go out tonight, try to get laid. If he knew he was going to hang around he would have hidden with Chloe up in his bedroom.

      “Matty, is it okay if Moric teaches me to play pool?”

      Fucking Chloe. She should know the answer. She should fucking know the answer is, No, it’s not okay for you to learn to play pool with my hung stepbrother. She shouldn’t have to ask. What was wrong with her?

      “I don’t care,” he said.

      He could hear them whispering again. He wanted to pause his game and turn around but he would not give them the satisfaction. He heard Chloe giggle and it was killing him. He found that if he looked a little to his left he could see their reflection in a framed and signed print of Boris Becker playing tennis. Dominik’s idol. As long as they were down at the one end he could see what they were doing. They were hitting balls, he knew that. Moric was giving her instructions, and she was making exasperated sounds like she was missing her shots. He was telling her she was looking fine. He saw in the reflection his little Chloe getting swallowed up by Moric as he hovered over her, hand over hand on the pool cue, guiding her shot. It looked like he was fucking her from behind.

      His hands trembled and a sweat broke out over his lip. This was too much. What had become of his little Chloe?

      “How’s it going, Chloe?” he said, his voice cracking.

      “She’s doing great, bro. She’s got a good grip on my cue back here. She’s got the lightest touch,” Moric said. Chloe laughed.

      Then Moric did something and she yelped and cackled, said, “Don’t.”

      Moric laughed then, too. He said, “Hey, Matt, is it okay with you that Chloe has both her hands all up and down my cue?”

      “I don’t care.”

      “I don’t care,” he said again, mocking Matt.

      “He does care,” Chloe whispered.

      “No, I fucking don’t care. She gives out free handjobs at school, so you know, what the fuck, right?”

      “Matt!”

      Moric laughed.

      “Matt. Fuck off. That’s private,” Chloe hissed at him.

      Moric said, “Are you serious?”

      “No! I fucking do not. God, Matt, you’re such an asshole. I gave one to a friend last week. He’s been my friend forever. He hadn’t been with a girl in, like, I don’t know—a long time. It was no big deal. I told that to Matt in private.”

      “You and I have been friends for a while now.”

      “A couple hours at least,” she said.

      “That’s all it takes. Just ask her for one,” Matt said, so mad that he didn’t care that the words were coming out of his mouth.

      Moric said, “Chloe, I’ve been at sea for six weeks with nothing but sweaty, hairy men. You are the fucking hottest thing I’ve seen in I don’t know how long. Would you please give me a handjob?”
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      There was nothing but silence behind him. He should have heard something—like an emphatic, No, maybe a giggle, maybe a, Hey, get out of here. Or at least a nervous laugh. Laughing away his joke. Even though he knew Moric was not joking. He paused his game, looked over his shoulder, over the back of the couch again. Moric had his big hands on Chloe’s hips and he lifted her and sat her on the pool table. Chloe was smiling.

      “Chloe, what are you doing?”

      “Nothing, he just lifted me up here,” she said, pulling a lock of her hair across her lips and then biting it.

      Moric pushed her legs apart and moved in between them. She let him, her hands moving to touch his hips.

      “Moric, don’t,” Matt said.

      Chloe said, “Put your hand on my tummy,” and she put her little fingers around his wrist and brought his spread out palm onto her tight middle. “Look how big his hand is, Matty.”

      Moric’s hand spread right across her stomach, the palm pressed over her belly button, his fingers spreading up to her breasts and curling over her ribs.

      “You’re so tiny,” he said.

      “You’re so big,” she said, looking into his eyes and biting her lower lip.

      Moric unbuttoned his jeans, and Chloe watched him.

      “Chloe, get off there,” Matt said. He could hear Moric unzipping his fly. He moved around the couch, made his way to the pool table. Moric took out his flaccid cock and dropped it on the edge of the pool table between Chloe’s legs.

      “What are you doing?” Matt’s voice came out high and anxious.

      “Relax, Matty,” Moric said.

      She peeked over her shoulder at Matt, hiding herself in her mane of hair. Her eyes twinkled.

      “Put out your hand. Lay it flat on your thigh.”

      “No,” she giggled.

      Moric took her skinny wrist and pulled her arm so her hand lay flat, palm up on her thigh. He held her wrist in place, his fingers wrapping right around it. Chloe looked up and away, into the ceiling. She contorted her face, like a little kid waiting to get a needle in the doctor’s office.

      “She’s my girlfriend, Moric, please—”

      “It’s okay, Matty, she’s just curious. Let her feel it.”

      He took his penis with his other hand and lifted it up, let it drop heavily into his Chloe’s tiny hand. She scrunched up her nose, giggled, and he saw her fingers go around it, feeling it.

      “Wow,” she said, “it’s so big but so soft.”

      Moric let her wrist go, said, “Go on take a look at it in your hand.”

      Chloe looked down, her smile went away and she sucked her lip into her mouth. She started to stroke it a little bit, Moric’s big rubbery thing bending and squirming.

      “It’s so weird. It’s like a monster’s dick. I’ve never seen one like this.”

      “You think it’s scary?”

      “No, it’s just so smooth and there’s, like, no head on it.”

      “It’s in there. Underneath.”

      “Why is the hole on the side?” she asked him. His foreskin opening was off to the side of his head.

      “It’ll straighten out once you make it harder.”

      “You think I’m going to make it harder for you?” she said smiling again.

      “You already are.”

      Matt said, “Hey, Chloe, let’s go up to my room.”

      Moric snapped his fingers, pointed at Matt, said, “Give her a minute, bro.”

      Chloe sat up straight, leaned forward and her other hand went between his legs and Matt could see her pulling his balls out of his underwear. She watched both her hands working him over, rubbing, tugging, squeezing and stretching.

      “Chloe ...” Matt’s voice was a dry crackle. “Chloe, please—”

      “Why don’t you bring yours over, she can see them together? She can maybe give us both a handjob,” Moric said.

      Chloe said, “I’m not giving you a handjob.”

      “Yes, you are.”

      She kept smiling, her shoulders shaking from a silent chuckle. She watched his big, ugly, brown thing flop around in her little grip. “I just want to see it hard, okay, Matt?”

      “Chloe, don’t ...” He rubbed his face, buried it in his palms. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Couldn’t believe she was like this. He was powerless to stop them and it didn’t seem like they were going to stop on their own.

      “Pull my foreskin back so you can see the tip,” Moric told her.

      She did, retracted it and looked at his small pink glans emerging from the dark brown sleeve. She stroked him until he was hard while Matt stood and watched. His cock wasn’t very long, but it was so thick it didn’t look real. It was smooth and dark, thick skinned, not the trace of a vein.

      “Look how hard you made it,” Moric said.

      “Your cock is way too thick,” she said. Her fingers couldn’t come anywhere near touching around the middle of his fat cock. “Look at this Matt, I can’t even get my hand around it, even if I squeeze real hard.”

      Gosh, that’s great Chloe.

      “Does it feel nice to have a man’s cock in your hand?”

      “Yes.”

      “Do you want to make me come?”

      “Yes.”

      “Chloe, please stop ...”

      “Can I show you something?” Moric asked her.

      “Sure.”

      Moric leaned forward, into her, and Matt thought he was going to kiss her, but instead his hands went up her sides then back down, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her sweats and her panties. He tugged them down, forcing them to scratch down her buttocks and underneath her where she was sitting. “Ow,” she said, and she lifted her butt up, holding herself up with her hands spread out on the green felt. “What are you doing?”

      “I want you to see something,” he said as he got them pulled off her rump and started sliding them down her thighs. Chloe held her legs out for him, let him do it but she kept them together, her skinny knees clamped tight.

      She lay back on the pool table just wearing her T-shirt now, and she put the lock of hair back in her mouth and looked up at Moric.

      “What did you want to show me?”

      Moric put his thumbs in between her knees and he forced her legs apart, exposing her shaved little pussy to him.
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      Moric’s big hands slid down the outside of her pale thighs, hooked her where they met her hip and he slid her down the pool table toward him until her shaved mound was at the edge of the pool table. She lay back, still watching, her beautiful hair fanned out on the pool table.

      “Don’t you dare, Moric,” Matt said.

      “Easy, bro. Watch.”

      Moric grabbed his Chloe’s ankles and lifted her feet up to rest on the edge of the pool table. Matt was dying, being killed by her lack of resistance. Chloe’s little feet flexed, braced on the bumper edge of the table, her teeny toes pulled back. Moric pushed her knees out a bit more. He was looking down over Matt’s precious girlfriend, her bare beaver exposed to him, her pretty legs and feet pulled up, open and accepting. Moric pushed his jeans down and stepped out of them, then got back to the edge of the table. He took his hard cock and laid it across Chloe’s belly, in between her legs, laying over her mound, the tip of it coming up almost to her belly button. He lifted the bottom of her shirt up, baring her tight white belly.

      “Oh, my God,” she said. “That thing is so huge.” Chloe pet the top of his big manhood, rubbing his glans through the heavy foreskin. “You couldn’t get that inside me,” she whispered.

      Moric brought his hips back until the tip of his penis slid through the crease of her mound, he gripped it in the middle then stroked it up and down her bright pink folds, Matt could see they were engorged, accepting.

      “Uh-oh, Matty, your little girlfriend is so wet.”

      “No, don’t put it in me,” she said.

      “Don’t, Moric. Please,” Matt said.

      “Just the tip,” he said, and he eased himself into her folds, the end of his cock squashing her, piercing her, and pushing her wide.

      “Oh, ow,” she said, “okay, just the tip. Okay, Matty?”

      “No, not okay. No way.” He came right up to the edge of the table, he could see his step-brother’s fat cock pushing into his little girl. “Moric, fucking don’t.”

      “She just wants the tip, bro, ungh,” he said sliding in a little deeper.

      “Chloe, he doesn’t even have a condom on.”

      “I know,” she said.

      Moric took Chloe’s leg, pushed it back and she drew the knee up to her chest. Moric pressed her leg into her, his big hand spreading across the back of her thigh. She was split wide for him now. The narrowest part of his cock already inside her.

      “Moric, you don’t have her permission...”

      “She didn’t say no, Matty.”

      Matt said, “Chloe?”

      But she didn’t say anything, she looked at Matt, her eyes pleading. She just wanted this to happen. She wanted to feel his huge cock. She wanted Matt to be okay with it. She wouldn’t take her eyes off him. She was waiting to hear that it was okay. She was waiting for permission. But she wasn’t stopping Moric. And Moric wasn’t stopping on his own. Moric was going to fuck her. Maybe even if she said no.

      “Stop, Moric, I’m serious.” His voice had got high again.

      Moric said, “Why don’t you go cry to your mother. Moric is fucking my girlfriend, Mom, come help me. She’d probably be on Chloe’s side, let her get a real sausage for once.”

      “Aren’t you going to stop him, baby? He’s going to hurt me with that thing.” She said it in a breathy, sexy sort of Chloe voice. Chloe when she was horny, Chloe when she would play with him, let her know she wanted him.

      He looked at this nightmare scene: his baby girl on her back without her pants, looking up at him, an exigent cock nesting in her bright pink folds, his muscular, two-hundred pound beast of a stepbrother ready to plunge it inside her regardless of what he said.

      He knew he couldn’t stop Moric, he knew he wasn’t able, and Chloe wasn’t trying to stop him. What if he tried and he couldn’t and she saw that? How would that look? Moric shoving him with his cock still buried in Chloe and him falling on his ass. Getting up and getting knocked down again. He couldn’t stop Moric. And he would look foolish trying. If Chloe wanted it—she wasn’t struggling at all—then just let it happen. You know? Just let her see what it feels like since she’s so fucking curious. Let her enjoy it. It’d be better than the emasculating humiliation of trying to be the big man and failing in front of her. Moric and Chloe fucking anyway and him sitting on the basement floor with a black eye. Have her see him so ineffectual. He could just pretend he wanted it for her. It would be better. At least she would have a little respect for him.

      “Just do it.”

      “Really, baby?” she said, sounding excited.

      “Fine. You want him to fuck you?”

      She screwed up her mouth and shrugged.

      “Fine,” he said again.

      “You wanna watch us, baby?”

      “Yeah.”

      Moric slid himself in deeper, getting to his thickest girth in the middle.

      “Oh, ew, oh stop,” Chloe said and she squinted, her face turning to a snarl. “Back up,” she told him.

      Moric slid out and Matt could see his shaft shining from her insides, then he plunged in deeper and she yelped out.

      “Moric, don’t, you’re hurting her.”

      “Shut up, Matt. It’ll get easier, I just have to get it coated,” he said. He worked it in and out of her, making his shaft wet from her. She started to get into it, the pained face moving somewhere more towards pleasure.

      “Oh, God, Matty, he’s so big.”

      “Was it worth it?”

      “Oh, ah, worth what?”

      “Breaking my heart, Chloe.”

      “Aw, come on, Matt. Fuck, you said I could.” She looked mad, her brow furrowed but her eyes closed, her mind elsewhere, thinking about this huge thing trying to force its way inside her.

      “Never mind,” he said. She was in the wrong. He knew she was, but he could hear himself being an asshole now. Leveraging her emotions when it was already too late.

      “He’s such a fucking turd in a punch bowl.”

      That made Chloe laugh.

      “Just watch or run get some lube, stop trying to wreck it. We’re just going to have a little fun.”

      He shook his head, leaned on the table and watched his Chloe.

      He still hadn’t got it going, still having trouble getting comfortable, she was still clenched up on him.

      “Matt, your girlfriend is so tight. God, eighteen-year-olds.”

      “I know.”

      “You know, but you’ve never stretched it like this.”

      “Matt feels good, Moric,” she said.

      “Who feels better?” he asked her.

      She laughed, said, “Right now, Matt feels better, yours is painful.”

      Matt liked that, felt good she’d said it. “Thanks, Chloe.”

      “Sure, baby.”

      Moric gently thrust into her but Matt could see he was just mashing her mound and pushing her body, he wasn’t getting any deeper inside her.

      Chloe started rocking her hips against him, she sucked her lips in, closing her eyes, concentrating on getting him inside her, tilting to meet him, rocking to swallow him. Then it happened, he got it coated with her wetness, maybe he’d leaked inside her too, but suddenly it was sinking in deeper with each thrust. Her mouth came apart, her lips forming a pouted circle.

      “Oh, God, Matt, Oh God, he’s so fucking thick.”

      “Who feels better now?” Moric growled at her.

      “You’re, ungh, ow, too thick,” she said, face twisting, her hands had gone over her chest and now they were crossed over her, long fingers playing over her own nipples under the fabric of her T-shirt.

      Moric pulled her up to sit by her shirt, and she watched him, wondering what he wanted. He pulled the T-shirt up over her head and she lifted her arms straight up so he could get it off. Moric whispered in her ear and she giggled. She looked between her legs, his wide manhood wedged inside her, and she nodded.

      Moric pulled himself out of her and his cock fell out and swung between his legs, he helped Chloe off the pool table.
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      Moric lifted his T-shirt off and threw it on to the floor. Matt watched Chloe’s bare legs under her big shirt flex as she got to her tip-toes and started kissing Moric’s chest. He could hear her smacking noises as she kissed and sucked him, getting lower.

      “Oh, no, Chloe.”

      She kissed his stomach, her hands scratched at the muscles there, ran down to his hips. She kissed lower and lower. It was so obvious what was going to happen. He couldn’t let it happen could he?

      “Chloe, baby, please—”

      Moric frowned at him, waved him away with the back of his hand while Chloe kissed his stomach, kneeling in front of him, her tongue working lower and lower.

      Chloe got her mouth under his manhood, she was sucking on his dangling balls. His cock had got draped over her shoulder, so dark brown against her milky skin, it looked as thick as her arm.

      She got on her knees and folded her feet up underneath her, one crossing over the sole of the other. Matt moved around so he could watch. She was stroking him, her hand spread wide by his girth, forming a C. When she stroked Matt he knew she could touch her forefinger to the middle of her thumb.

      The pot light was right above them, showing off every dirty detail of his girlfriend about to try and go down on his stepbrother’s enormous cock. His mouth had gone completely dry and he scratched at his neck nervously. But there was something else and it puzzled him. It was arousing him. He was fraught with the anticipation of seeing his girlfriend’s plump little mouth try and get around that manhood. He wanted to watch her do it.

      Moric’s cock was hard, the end half a little shiny from being inside her, his foreskin completely covered the tip and Chloe stared at it, unsure of it. She kissed the tip like she would kiss her grandmother. Just a little peck.

      “Go on, Chloe,” Matt said. Surprised he said it.

      She looked over her shoulder at him, frowned, said, “I am.”

      Moric reached down and tangled his big hand in the back of her hair. Chloe turned and she put her lips around it, let Moric push it into her mouth, spreading her swollen lips wide. It was a third of the way in before she squinted, gagged. The skin on Moric’s cock bunched up around her mouth. He was too wide for her. Chloe put both her hands on it, gripped it tightly, and stroked it. She bobbed on him a little, sucking on him.

      “Oh, that's it,” Moric said.

      Her hands came up, got her grip wet from her spit on him and she took her mouth off, watched her hands work up and down his shaft getting him slippery from the tip to the base. She pulled his foreskin back, getting used to it now, exposing his bright pink, shiny glans. She flicked at it with the tip of her little tongue.

      “Suck on it,” Moric growled.

      Chloe pouted her lips then pressed onto his exposed glans, let it slowly sink past them, push them apart.

      “Shit, Matt, your girl is something else.”

      He had to agree. He felt himself painfully hard in his pants. He couldn’t believe this was turning him on so much.

      Chloe stroked him, her hands twisting on it, her head bobbed up and down, her lips forming a tight seal around the end of his cock as she sucked on it. She was getting into it now. Putting on a show for them. She would take it out and tap it on her tongue, plunge back on it, she would stroke him looking into his eyes, then take it and rub it across her cheeks. She was doing a good job for Moric. He didn’t have to make her do anything or tell her to try something. She knew what to do.

      “Look at this beautiful cock,” she said, stroking him again, watching his pink tip wink at her from under his dark foreskin while she did. She spit on him, launching a stream that landed along the top of it. She stroked it lightly, twisting on it, her bottom lip connected to his glans with a shining thread of spittle.

      Moric hoisted her up suddenly and she yelped, then laughed. He carried her past Matt, told him to look out. He took Chloe then and laid her on her stomach, draped over the back of the couch, her little rump turned up to them both. Moric slapped her hard across her round cheeks and it made her jiggle. She laughed.

      “Look at that ass, Matty.”

      She looked so small like that next to Moric. She was bent over, just her ass and legs visible to him, her knees bent slightly. He could see her shiny girl parts exposed to them. Her pink folds were dark and full, engorged, slick with excitement. Moric put his palms over her rump, his hands so huge on his baby girl that his little fingers rested on the couch. His thumbs dug into her and peeled her back, stretching her skin out, lifting her labia up to him and opening them. He hovered over her, dropped a string of spit into her crack and let it roll down and through her sex. He let her cheeks go, let them drop and bounce then spanked her again, hard now on the other cheek. She laughed out again, her little giggle hidden behind the couch.

      Moric rubbed the tip of his cock up and down her lips. She was shining from his spit and her own wetness, Moric’s cock glistened in the pot lights from Chloe’s coating. They were both wet and slippery as could be. He was going to sink that thing in his Chloe now. She was going to take every thick inch of it and Matt wanted to see it happen. Wanted to hear her cry out as he got deeper and deeper.
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      Moric got his tip at her tiny entrance and he pressed it down with his thumb, forced it to part her hot pink insides and he sunk it slowly into her. She made a noise, a gasp, on the other side of the couch. Matt watched it slowly disappear into her, push her apart, get hung up on her tightness, then the foreskin retract as his slippery glans probed into her. Then the shaft started to make its way, the spit-glistened skin squeaking past her stretched out membranes. He was getting deep inside her now, she was accepting him, both of them so slippery his massive girth couldn’t be stopped.

      “Oh, ow, oh, shit, oh, Moric,” she gasped.

      Chloe’s legs were together, one crossed over the other, a foot draped over the other ankle, her toes holding them up off the floor. Moric’s legs were spread on either side of her, his tool forcing her apart, his balls hanging down.

      “Fuck, Matt, God, his cock is so big.”

      Moric dove deeper and deeper inside her. His cock wasn’t terribly long just massively thick and soon he had it buried all the way inside her until his pubic hair was hiding her little rosebud anus. He could see Chloe’s hands grab up fistfuls of the leather seat of the couch. She groaned, a high gravelly sound that turned to her voice going up to a squeak as he penetrated as far as he could. Then he drew it out partway and sunk it back in.

      “Yes, yes,” she gasped.

      Moric’s cock was way too big to be going into her. He was thicker than her own forearm, his dark, shiny cock slipping in and out of his Chloe’s pink sex. She was spread so wide it looked like it must hurt her but the noises she was making were not pained. She was in ecstasy, her little-girl gasps alternating with high-pitched squeaks and yelps. She was loving it. She was loving being punished with Moric’s enormous tool. Every time he drew it out he dragged the thinnest little bright pink membrane out of her. Matt was worried he was going to tear his little baby.

      “Careful, Moric,” he said, but Moric just grunted and kept fucking her.

      He couldn’t watch any more, it looked too violent, too painful. He went around and sat next to her. Her elbows rested on the couch, her forehead pressed into the seat. Her hair had fallen forward, and he could see her long, pretty neck and one of her little ears but her face was hidden behind that thick honey hair.

      “You like it baby?” he asked her.

      “Mm, it feels so good.”

      “This what you wanted?”

      “Ah, Matt, he’s so big.”

      “You like his big cock?”

      “Fuck, I do, baby, I do.”

      “He’s not hurting you?”

      “It hurts so good, Matty,”

      She reached out, looking for his hand and he held it out for her. She laced her fingers through his and squeezed his hand hard while his stepbrother fucked her behind them.

      “Tell him to fuck me harder, baby.”

      Matt turned, saw Moric pounding his girl from behind, watched the jiggle of her rump as he did it, said, “She wants it harder.”

      Moric sunk his fingers into the flesh of her thigh where it met her hip and he pounded her with his cock. He had her grunting next to Matt, going, ungh, ungh, ungh, with his powerful thrusts. He was giving her every thick inch with each thrust, pounding himself in until his hipbones slapped her cheeks.

      Matt rubbed her bare slender back while Moric fucked her. Rubbing circles over the small of her back, going around her shoulders, scratching down the middle with his fingernails.

      “Take it, Chloe, take it, baby,” he whispered to her, squeezing her little hand in his.

      Moric bent over her, drove deep, growling into her back. His hand came around and grabbed her throat, pulled her up so she was standing, his knees bent, his cock still inside her. He leaned back and held her waist, tapped the back of a thigh with his other hand and she lifted it put her foot up on the back of the couch, then she lifted the other one. Now she had both little feet on the back of the couch, her back leaning into Moric’s powerful chest, her hands wrapped around his wrists, his hands holding her tiny waist. Then he started thrusting into her and Matt saw it close up, her legs spread out wide right in front of his face. Chloe’s familiar little mound, reddened from the pounding and stretching, being forced apart by his step-brother’s obscene, dark brown girth. His balls were held up high and tight and jiggled with each thrust into his girlfriend.

      “You look so good, Chloe baby,” he told her.

      “Ah, fuck it, fuck it,” she hissed at Moric. He pounded her hard again making her voice warble.

      Moric scooped her thighs up, hooking a forearm underneath her legs and backed away from the couch, his little Chloe’s knees bent, her calves and feet hanging over his arm and his cock still inside her. He walked her around the couch to Matt’s side and sat in the corner opposite to him, Chloe in his lap. His cock popped out of her, left her pink hole gaping.

      “Aww,” she said and her hand went between her legs and her fingers went across her button, rubbing herself hard. Her feet were on either side of Moric’s legs, flat on the seat of the couch, Moric laying back over the low soft arm.

      “Put it back in me, Moric,” she said to him over her shoulder.

      Moric held his cock, stroked the tip along her mound then down underneath and he slid it in between her cheeks.

      “Whoa,” Chloe said and her eyes went wide. “I’ve never had one back there, baby, I think you’re too big.”

      But Moric persisted, gripping his shaft and sliding it up and down through the crack between her cheeks. Chloe wasn’t shying away, not sitting on her hole so he couldn’t get to it. Her toes came up as she dug her heels into the couch seat, tilted her hips so he had better access.

      Chloe looked at Matt, said, “Oh, baby, he’s going to be the first to take me there,” and she bit her lip, her brow a worried furrow.
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      Moric’s teasing stopped, and he’d snagged his tip on her little hole, found it, now he was pushing on it, exploring it.

      “That’s it, Moric,” she said.

      He pushed in but it was too thick again, just mashing into her, pulling her cheeks and the flesh of her thighs tight, all of it moving towards the pressure in her hole. But he was slippery, and she was slippery, too, and then it just started easing into her.

      “Oh, boy,” she said and she tensed up, her eyebrows climbing up high as it sunk inside her anus.

      “Shit, that’s so tight,” Moric said. He let go of his cock, both hands gripping her waist from behind and he started to thrust it into her. Slow at first, her cheeks moving with his girth.

      She leaned back, said, “Oh, yes,” and she kissed him over her shoulder. His hands came up and went over her petite, little breasts, rolling her rock hard nipples between his first two fingers.

      Chloe’s hands went down the back of her own thighs and pulled her flesh, held herself open, giving Moric more access and letting her Matty get a good look at how she could take it.

      “I can’t believe you can take that, baby.”

      “Mm-hmm,” she hummed, her lips still on Moric’s.

      Moric’s smooth, shiny tool was going in and out of her, not deep but he was getting that thick bulging middle into her. He was plunging and her hips were grinding.

      Matt was moving, leaning forward and crawling before he even questioned whether he should. He kissed her belly just below her button and she jumped, “Oh, Matty,” she gasped and she looked down. He kissed lower and lower until he could feel the wet heat between her legs, feel the soft supple flesh of her mound. He dove his tongue in between, pushing it apart, tasting her hot copper folds.

      “Oh, my God,” she cried out, her hands scratched at his scalp and grabbed his hair. Moric’s thrusting helped build a rhythm and he used it, driving his tongue into her hole then sliding up to tickle her swollen button with the tip of his tongue then quickly mash it before he was slipping and diving again. They had her going out of her mind.

      “Oh, my God, oh, my God,” she was yelping and Moric had to put a hand over her mouth before she brought their parents down. He heard Moric shushing her. She pulled Matt’s head into her heat, gripping his hair so tight his face had twisted in pain. But she was close and he knew this was going to be big, he could feel the shudder in her, the quiver of her belly and her thighs trembling around his ears. She was squeaking above him, her breathy sounds stifled by his brother’s giant hand.

      Matt loved it. Loved the pleasure that they were giving her. He loved her high pitched pleasure-sounds, loved the squirm of her body on the edge of losing control. He wanted to do this forever, taste her on his tongue, know that it was driving her mad, know that she was going to explode soon and know that they were going to give his little girl an orgasm she’d never forget. He didn’t care that his stepbrother’s huge cock was buried in her, didn’t care that he could smell his step-brother’s balls, smell Chloe’s insides on his shining cock, didn’t care that his tongue was right now where that hairy manhood had just been. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was his Chloe. He wanted this for her. The feel of her under his tongue, the taste of her excitement, there could be nothing wrong with that. Everything about this was right.

      Then she went off. She buckled like she’d been punched in the stomach, her knees shot up to her chest and her thighs clamped down so hard on the sides of his head his ears rang. He felt her flesh trembling under his tongue, could feel her body rocking with tremors as wave after wave washed over her. He didn’t let up, drove his tongue into her clit when she was ticklish like she did with his tip when he came. Moric didn’t stop either, still pounding into her tiny hole.

      Chloe squirmed away from them and he stopped and he pulled her off of Moric, Moric still grabbing at her and trying to thrust inside of her.

      “Oh, my God,” she said as Moric slapped at her cheek, making her jiggle again. His cock was out of her, laying across his hip now. Chloe had to wipe her eyes, she had tears streaming down her cheeks. “Oh, my God,” she said again, she was sweating, her face shiny and flushed.

      He held her close, her eyes were glassy, her swollen lips held agape, he couldn’t help but laugh at her. “You okay, baby?”

      “Yeah,” she said, “yeah, wow, yeah.” She turned and climbed over Moric. Matt was hurt. He watched her little body work up his, her hands on his muscles. But she turned and called him, “Matty,” she said.

      She wagged her hips at him. She was on all fours over Moric, her hand now scooped around his fat cock and she was showing Matt what she wanted.
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      Matt stood up, unbuckled his belt and stepped out of his pants and underwear. Chloe had got herself over Moric’s hips, looking behind her, sitting upright, guiding that huge thing into her pussy. She got the tip in and Moric did the rest, driving it through, lifting her legs right up off the couch.

      She cried out and he slapped her ass cheek again, a bright loud flesh-on-flesh sound. Matt was hard as a rock. He’d leaked all over his underwear. His cock was like steel between his thumb and forefinger, slippery from his own semen, and he got down behind Chloe and she leaned forward, kissed Moric while Matt found his way. He got his tip at her tight rosebud. He could see that wide thing of Moric’s pushing her labia far apart. He pressed into her and she moaned. He had never felt anything so tight, so good, ever. “Oh, Chloe,” he sighed as he slid deep inside her hot hole. He could feel the hard underside of Moric’s big cock under his own, so big inside her pussy that it was encroaching into Matt’s territory.

      “Oh, Matt, I love you,” she said.

      “I love you too, baby,” he said as he started gently moving it in and out of her. Moric started now, too, taking over the rhythm, setting the pace and Matt started following along, thrusting when he did, pulling out when he did. He could see his Chloe’s profile, her eyes clenched closed, her mouth forming a silent scream. A thin, dry crackling sound bubbled over her vocal cords as Matt and Moric stretched her womanhood farther than she’d ever gone. She was doing it and she was loving it, loving both of them inside her thrusting in unison, both of their cocks stroking against each other, her sensitive membranes pinched between. Matt couldn’t believe how good it felt, couldn’t believe how little he cared that she was being shared. Didn’t care that the other man was more muscular or had a dreamy cock; all he cared about was if Chloe was enjoying it. And she definitely was. He grabbed her wrist and folded her arm up behind her like a chicken wing, pressed it into her lower back, pushing her into Moric and letting him drive himself deeper inside her anus.

      “Oh, shit, Chloe, you’re so fucking bad.”

      “Am I your little slut?” she panted.

      “Yeah, baby, you’re my dirty slut,” he said, he could see sweat dripping off his nose onto her pale creamy back.

      “Fuck me harder,” she said.

      “Oh, God,” he said. He was still wearing his button-down and a bird’s eye sweater. He had to get it off.

      He pushed himself deep into her, all the way, and he raised himself to lift his clothes up and off. He saw a shadow cast on the circular staircase from the light in the main hall. His mom’s shadow coming down the rounded wall, then her legs as they stepped down the stairs.

      “It’s Mom,” he hissed, and everyone froze.

      Chloe flattened herself onto Moric’s chest and Moric slumped deeper into the couch.

      “Shit,” he said.

      “Oh, no, no, no,” Chloe said, he could see her eyes wet and trembling.

      There was no space for Matt. Nowhere for him to hide. Mom was turning and he was paralyzed—stuck in place with nowhere to go. He was so glad he had his shirt and sweater on.

      “Oh, hi, Matt,” she said, moving on and opening the pantry door.

      Chloe was scared for her life underneath him. He could feel her anus tightening up on him, feel her insides sliding on his shaft, swallowing his glans. She felt so incredible.

      “Hi, Mom,” he said. She paused, her hand on the door to the pantry.

      “What are you doing?” she asked him.

      “Just waiting for Chloe to get back, we’re playing a game,” he thumbed over his shoulder at the paused screen behind him. First person shooter, enemy soldier in a crosshair.

      “Where’s Chloe?”

      “I think she went to have a cigarette.”

      “Oh,” she said, then, “Where’s Moric?”

      He shrugged, “I don’t know,” he said.

      “Mm-hmm. Watch out for her.”

      “Watch out for Chloe?” he asked, worried that he was going to come into his girlfriend’s ass while he had eye contact with his mom. It was close. So close. One more twitch from Chloe and he would launch it up into her.

      “Keep an eye on those two. Just keep her close, okay?”

      “Yeah, mom.”

      “And take your sweater off, you’re all shiny,” she said as she went into the little closet where she kept her canned goods.

      His heart was pounding. He wiped the sweat off his face with the sleeve of his sweater. Chloe started giggling, feeling nervous, but feeling like they were going to get away with it, too. Her giggling was clamping her anus on him, teasing his tip and he felt himself start to tingle.

      “Don’t, Chloe,” he whispered. He ran his hands over the cheeks of her perfect little butt, looked how his dick entered her more gracefully than his brother’s big, arrogant cock.

      “God, you’re so fucking hot,” he whispered, running his hands on her skin, loving her sweaty feel under his touch.

      “‘Night, Matty,” his mom said, coming out of the pantry with a big can of pumpkin pie filling. She turned the light off in the pantry, closed the door and headed up the stairs, turning just before she would see their clothes thrown around the floor. Matt watched her until her feet had gone up and around and out of sight.

      “Oh, my God,” he said, collapsing on Chloe’s back, “that was so close.”

      “My heart was racing,” Chloe said.

      Moric said, “We would have been so dead. You did good, Matt.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Sure. Hey, pull out, okay.”

      “Okay,” he said, not even thinking to ask why.

      He slid himself out of Chloe and she sighed. He sat back on the couch and looked at her impaled on his brother.

      “Shit,” he said, and he took his shirt and sweater off, threw it on the floor. Moric was pulling his cock out of Chloe’s pussy, and he let it slap in between her cheeks and he humped it along her crack then right back down low and he plopped the tip in with his fingers and slid himself deep up into her anus again. She gasped, a deep breath inhaled, and held it while he fucked her ass hard. He pounded her and she sucked her lips into her mouth and took it. Moric was driving himself into her with purpose. His big hands came around clamping onto her cheeks, pulling them wide apart, displaying her pink insides to Matt while he fucked her.

      “Fuck, Matt, how did you get such a hot girl?” he hissed while he fucked her so fast his balls were slapping against her cheeks. “I’m going to come in her ass,” he growled. Matt didn’t know how to feel about that. But it was another thing he was powerless to stop. Chloe didn’t say a thing to stop him. And after all that had been done tonight what was one more badness?

      Chloe encouraged him, “Make that big thing come inside me. Show me how much you’ve got.”

      “Rah, rah,” he roared, his head thrusting back into the arm of the couch, his face contorted with what looked like anger, hatred. He was coming into Matt’s girlfriend and she was okay with it. Bouncing on his fat cock, taking his thrusts, moving into them, wanting them. He bucked her and thrust, pushed deep finally and held her in place with his grip as he shot the last of his semen inside her. Chloe loved it, her face turned up to the ceiling as she felt him splashing her insides.

      Moric looked drained, and he sank into the couch. “Oh, shit, Chloe, you are incredible. Ah, I can’t believe you.”

      “That felt like, wow, that felt like a lot,” she said.

      He rubbed her back with his big hand, said, “I told you I was at sea for a long time.”

      “Mmm,” Chloe purred and she pulled her rump off him, his fat cock coming out and slapping against his belly. Moric had left his little girl gaping, and his semen poured out of her, dripped on to him. She looked back at Matt and swayed her hips again, “Come on, Matty, I’m not done yet.”

      He wasn’t either, still like a rock between his legs. He hopped up and got to his knees behind her. He put his cock head into her anus, not even touching the sides of the hole Moric had left her with. He slid into her, felt her anus take shape again, start to grip him. She was slick with Moric’s semen but it didn’t stop him. He slid in all the way. He pulled her up so that she could lean back against him, kiss his lips. He ran his hands down her tight tummy, down between her legs.

      “Do you like my gentle cock?”

      “Mm, I do, it doesn’t hurt at all.”

      “Does it feel good?” He asked her, finding her swollen button and working it with his fingertips.

      “Oh, Matty, you feel the best. I love you, baby.”

      He fucked her like that, her writhing her back against his body, his cock inside her slippery, dripping anus, and he brought her to an orgasm with his hand two more times while Moric watched, laying naked in the corner of the couch.

      “Please, come inside me, Matty,” she whispered. He’d never felt so excited. No condom, no barrier. To just fuck his girl and not care. Fuck her until he came inside her. He’d never done that with her. He’d never done it with anybody. He felt an incredible erotic surge. He could feel his baby girl’s sweet insides stroking his sensitive glans, bare skin to bare skin, knew he was going to let go inside her. What would that feel like?

      “Come inside me, baby, I want it,” she said again.

      “Oh, Chloe,” his hands explored her body, felt the ridges of her ribcage, the hard flat expanse of her belly, the little divot of her button. He thrust and thrust, each time an incredible wave going up and over the back of his head, the tip of his dick was vibrating. He ran his hands over her breasts felt how incredibly hard and tight her nipples were. He’d never felt them harder. He ran them back down, felt her warm wet mound, felt her lips puckered and stretched dripping with Moric’s semen running from her behind, he pinched her little girl button and she gasped, she turned and she kissed him, drew his lips into hers and searched for his tongue.

      He exploded inside her, he went off like a cherry bomb. He’d never felt anything like it, it was like the top of his head had been blown off. His ears rang, the blood pounded in his neck and he saw white spots.

      “Oh, fuck ... me ... Chloe, oh ...” he collapsed back onto the couch, his cock came out of her and sprang up against his belly, still spurting.

      He watched with cloudy vision as the love of his life turned, saw his painfully hard erection still bubbling over and she put her lips over him. He was coming inside her mouth and she was swallowing it, her thumb and forefinger squeezing his scrotum. His eyes were half-lidded and he struggled to keep them open, witness this wonderful girl as she took every inch of him into her mouth. His dirty, dirty cock. She locked eyes with him sucking on the thing that had been inside her bottom, had used his stepbrother’s semen as lube. His heart pounded for her. He couldn’t love her more. She was right, he was her guy. It didn’t matter if she touched another cock. She was right to do it. It was fun. It was the greatest night of sex in his life.

      She kissed up his chest and he pulled her to him, sucked those big, beautiful, pouted lips into his mouth. He smelled her juices on her, tasted the semen that was on her lips and he loved it. He grabbed her roughly behind the neck, shook her and forced her to look at him.

      “I. Fucking. Love. You.”

      The happiest look he’d ever seen from her crawled across her face.

      Moric said, “All right, you guys are gross.” He got up from the couch, ruffled Chloe’s hair, winked at Matt, and went to gather up his clothes by the pool table. He got dressed and they watched him. “You look good together, but you’re gross,” he said hiking his pants up and then zipping them.

      Chloe sat in Matt’s lap while Matt slowly came back to the land of the living. She had her arms around his neck. Moric headed up the stairs, said, “I’m going out to get wasted. See you at dinner tomorrow.”

      They both said, “Good night,” at the same time, then he was gone.

      Chloe said, “Jinx.”

      “You owe me a Pepsi,” Matt said. He put his arms around her and hugged her tight, filled his lungs with her smell. “Was that good, baby?”

      “Mm, the fucking body on him.”

      “And that cock?”

      “That’s an incredible cock he has. You believe I took that?”

      “You did good, girl.”

      “But, wow, he’s a total asshole. He’s so mean to you.”

      “I know—you should have seen him when he was eighteen.”

      “But he made me so wet, Matty.”

      He ran the back of his fingernails over her pale, smooth back while she hugged herself to him, stared at the paused screen. He said, “Did we just make freak status?”

      “I think we did.”

      “Maybe you should masturbate while I’m away.”

      She laughed into his neck, looked at him, said, “What if I don’t? How crazy will we get next time?”

      “Now you’ve got me curious.”

      “Maybe I’ll take two big Hungarian sausages.”

      Now Matt laughed. “My stepdad? Dominik? My mom would cut your head off, put stuffing in it and serve it for Thanksgiving.”

      “Gross, Matt.”

      “She would, though.”
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      When the Sexual Performance Clinic opened up in the medical building across the street from Ben Watson’s office he was dubious.

      “What the hell is a Sexual Performance Clinic?”

      “I don’t know,” Mike said.

      Mike and Ben standing looking out the broad plate glass window of the Hatfield Insurance Company, the office empty on a quiet Friday afternoon. “Sounds like a cover for a brothel, or something. A medical exam with a happy ending, right?”

      “Maybe,” Mike said. “I heard it’s legit. Run by a doctor. They have one out in Oakwood too. But I don’t know what they do there.”

      They stood and looked out the window across the street at the clinic with the Opening Soon banner draped across their papered up windows. It was a double unit on the street level, the rest of the offices being special clinics for diabetes, blood draws, even a dentist. The ten-story hospital loomed behind the medical building.

      “I wonder what they do there?” Ben said.

      “One way to find out.”

      “Hey, I do not need any help in the bedroom, dude.”

      “That’s not what Sloane says.”

      Ben bristled. “Really?”

      Mike frowned at him, said, “What? No. Man, when would I talk to Sloane? I hardly even know her.”

      “Yeah, ha, I know, I’m kidding, too.” He elbowed Mike, folded his arms back up. Truth was, Sloane had become a sore spot for him. He’d never been more in love than the last ten months of his life. He was going to marry this girl if she’d let him.

      He had to admit she made him nervous. She was out of his league. But being with her, when they spent time together, she made every part of his body sing. She was five-nine, blonde and tan, fine-boned and graceful. When she smiled, showed everyone her perfect teeth, her crystal blue eyes—he fucking swore this—they sparkled. She had an energy about her that Ben craved. Other people saw it too. Her Instagram had twenty-thousand followers and it was just her mostly flashing peace signs, smiling with sunglasses. No bikini pics, no butt shots. Still, she gave off something real, something sexy, and everyone could see it. It was one of Ben’s greatest thrills—showing up at a party, a restaurant, wherever, with Sloane on his arm. He loved to watch every head turn.

      Over the last month he felt like she’d cooled on him and it was really getting to him. It was an incredible coincidence—right at the same time he’d bought her a diamond ring. He was going to propose. And as soon as he had that commitment in his mind it was like she’d picked up on his energy. Maybe she wasn’t ready for such a big step. Maybe she sensed it coming. It had shaken his nerve to propose. He had the ring in its black velvet box locked up in a safe deposit box down at the bank. They just had to get through this rough patch. If he could get this train back on the tracks then he would get down on one knee and make the love of his life his forever.
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      Ben took Sloane out for dinner at a new Caribbean place that opened up on Main Street and they both had Jerk chicken that was way too spicy. The waiter was all over them, fawning over Sloane—gave them complementary drinks too. Sloane flirted a bit but it didn’t bother him, he loved to see her effect on other men. Make them jealous of him. When he walked her in the place he saw it again for the hundredth time, every male head eventually turning, chins lowered, eyebrows raised, checking her out. Made Ben feel like a million bucks.

      She had a denim shirt on, loose, tied at the waist in a knot. High enough that you could see her unbelievable figure under her black yoga tights. She was slim and tight but her butt stuck out, round and plump looking but tight as a drum. When she sat at the small table for two she crossed one leg over the other and Ben looked at her fine bare ankle with the tiniest gold anklet and it made him crazy—he couldn’t wait to get her home, put those ankles up over his shoulders. It was still hard to believe she would let him do that too her, she was far too pretty, too charming to be with Ben.

      Now they were driving back to his apartment, 9P.M. on a warm summer evening, the sky a deep purple, orange on the horizon. He had the top down on his Miata and Sloane’s pale blonde hair whipped around her as she texted her friends from the passenger seat, her pretty face lit up from below by her screen. Up ahead on the right he saw the bright sign for the medical building across from his work. Right on the bottom square they had a new addition.

      “Hey, you see this?” he said pointing at the sign with his finger, hand still on the wheel.

      “Hmm?” Sloane said, looking up from her phone.

      “This,” he said, “Sexual Performance Clinic. What do you think they do there?”

      She snickered, said, “I don’t know. Jerk guys off?”

      “That’s what I said to Mike. He said it’s legit. They have one in Oakwood, we checked their Yelp and it was mostly good reviews. They have their Grand Opening tomorrow. It’s gonna be a horny guy convention. Lotta dudes with no girlfriends right—”

      “You’re so curious, go make an appointment,” she said, eyes back on her phone, thumbs going a mile a minute.

      “Me? Why would I go there?” Please, please don’t answer, Sloane.

      “I don’t know,” she said, “but what could it hurt?”
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      Ben had Sloane on his couch, sitting right up next to her. He’d got that denim shirt off her shoulders, he was kissing her, sucking her tongue into his mouth, feeling how small and smooth it was. He rubbed her bare shoulders, digging his thumbs into her muscle, kneading her, his breaths getting quicker.

      “Ow,” she said, laughing but grimacing, shrugging away from his grip.

      “Sorry,” he said, “you just feel so good.”

      “Well, take it easy,” she said and she kissed him back putting her hands on both his cheeks. “Be a little more gentle.”

      “Yeah, yeah,” he said, unbuttoning her shirt. She shook herself out of it, let it fall onto the couch behind her. Her nipples had pushed out the front of her white tank top and Ben grabbed at them, put his hands over her breasts and coddled them, gulping her tongue back in to his mouth. He grabbed the waist of her shirt and pulled it up over her head. He sat back and admired her. She was so slim, so tight, her tummy bunched up once in the middle, her belly button set in her flat stomach. Her breasts were petite enough she didn't wear a bra but they were perfectly formed, upright and perky. Her little brown nipples were tight and hard. He buried his face in her chest, kissed between them and over them, grabbing up her nipples in his mouth and plucking at them. She lifted her skirt for him and he hooked his fingers into her panties and slid them down her firm flesh.

      “C’mon, let’s go into my room,” he said and stood up, his erection poking out the front of his khakis a little bit.

      She stood up, grabbed her phone and went into the bedroom behind him wearing just her skirt. He took his shirt off, let her see his muscles, his abs. She checked her phone one more time before she put it on the bedside table.

      “Come on,” she said, “get those pants off.” He did, unbuckled them and pushed them down with his underwear and stepped out of them. He was hard as a rock. Had been since the elevator up to his apartment, looking at her reflection in the mirror, seeing her perfect profile from all those different angles, knowing she was going to let him get naked with her. Blown away that in a few minutes this gorgeous creature was going to let him put his penis inside her.

      Now she was sitting on the edge of his bed, her long, tan legs splayed out, her bare pointed toes touching his hardwood floor.

      “God, you’re so beautiful.”

      “You going to fuck me?” she said.

      “Yes,” he stammered.

      “Well, hurry up,” she said, then lifted up her skirt and let him see her shaved mound, “fuck this little pussy.”

      “Oh God,” he said and he pushed her back on to the bed, his mouth locked on hers, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth. She drew her knees up, put her feet on the edges of his mattress on either side of him, watched him as he held his erection between his fingers and slowly worked it into her heat. He slid himself in nice and slow.

      She said, “Get that little thing in there.”

      Little? “Little?” he said.

      “Just fuck me, Ben, hurry.”

      He wanted to correct her. Below average. She’d said it before and he’d asked her why she said that and she said, Little compared to the rest of your body. He told her then it was below average but it was okay. She didn’t want to talk about it. He dropped it.

      Right now he wasn’t going to let it spoil the mood. She was naked and her legs were open and very few men would ever get a chance to make love to someone so beautiful.

      He slid in and out of her, delicate but passionate. Feeling—God, loving—the gentle tickle of her membranes against his sensitive glans.

      “What are you doing?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You’re not doing anything,” she said.

      “Yes I am. You feel so good. I’m just being gentle.”

      “Not down there Ben. Don’t be gentle down there. Give it to me hard down there.”

      “Like this?” he said and he picked up the pace, drawing back and plunging, shaking the bed.

      “Harder, Ben.”

      “Yeah?” He pounded her, quick hard strokes, the headboard rattled. He slipped out a few times, but he got it back in real quick before she noticed.

      “Harder, fuck me harder.”

      “I am, I am, aggh—”

      He couldn’t help it, she was too much for him. Just looking at the bare skin of her tan shoulder, or the long tendons of her thin, elegant neck made him dizzy. When he was inside her all bets were off. Twenty pumps into her pretty pussy and he was coming.

      “Oh God, Oh God,” he fell forward burying his clenched face in the hollow of her collar, his nose filled with the wonderful fragrance of her shining hair.

      “Did you just come Ben?”

      “Oh God, yeah, yeah, you’re so amazing, baby…”

      “Okay, okay, get off me,” she tapped him on his waist, her pretty long fingers brushing his skin at the tip of his buttocks.

      Ben rolled off her, collapsed next to her on the bed, both their legs dangling off the side, Ben’s erection pointing up at the ceiling.

      “I can go again babe, give me a bit,” he said. His cheeks were flushed, he was a little out of breath. She was going to wear him out.

      “We don’t have to,” she said, propping herself up now, looking up at the ceiling.

      Her phone chirped and she jumped for it.

      “Hold on,” she said. She swiped it and he watched her face as she read her screen. “Ah shit, Ben, I forgot I’m driving out to Pawtucket tomorrow. I have to visit my parents.”

      “Do you want me to go?”

      “Trust me,” she said, “you wouldn’t want that.” Her thumbs were going fast, responding. Her sister probably.

      “Hey Ben?”

      “Yeah?”

      “I think I’m going to bail on you. I have to get up early, real early, to head out for brunch. I just want to be in my own bed tonight.” She got up and went into his bathroom, he could see her in there, the muscles working in her long legs as she used a hand towel to clean his semen off her.

      “I’ll miss you babe—but whatever you want is fine.”

      “Yeah,” she said, “I’m just going to go.”

      “You want to go to a movie tomorrow night?”

      “I don’t think so Ben. I’m going to be out of commission tomorrow. They really take it out of me. Call me later in the week.”

      “I will baby. Love you.”

      “Bye, Ben.” And like that she was gone. He watched her perfect frame silhouetted by the light of the living room, watched her sashay to the door, turn and close it behind her.
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      Ben pulled his Miata into the clinic parking lot at 9A.M. He drove around the parking lot in circles, the place was packed. He had to wait, watch a woman come out of the diabetes clinic, follow along behind her and swipe her spot as soon as she left. He wasn’t usually here on a Saturday. Wasn’t sure if this was what it was normally like on the weekend. He chuckled at the thought that it was the sex clinic. The place was packed with dudes looking for some tips.

      But that was just what it was he discovered as he went in through the double doors. It was standing room only in there. All the seats taken, guys standing reading their phones or magazines, no one engaging, no one making eye contact, all of them a little embarrassed that they’d come out first thing on a Saturday morning to see if they could improve their sex game. The place was dim, the room a funny shade of yellow from the sun passing through the papered up windows.

      The staff was run off their feet, he could see them stepping around in double time, clipboards pressed to their chest, carrying specimen containers, bumping into each other. He squeezed through to the counter, there was a friendly looking middle-aged woman there, a little frazzled. “Hi, hon,” she said.

      “Can I get an appointment today?”

      “Someone can see you, but there’s no appointments, just first come first serve. We didn’t know we’d be so busy today.”

      “How long is the wait?”

      “Don’t know yet, we just opened, but I have to be honest. It could be a couple hours. Maybe three.”

      He didn’t have anything else to do today. Sloane was out at her folks’ place, he was alone tonight. If he could get better, please his baby better, he shouldn’t waste any time right?

      “Book me,” he said, and she took his name and had him sign some papers, asked him to just have a seat wherever he could find.

      There weren’t any seats, he walked back and the door opened and three more men came in, looked around disappointed but made their way to the counter just the same. Ben took a spot up against the wall and leaned against it, got out his phone and started looking through his photos. All these guys here, all of them worried about how they did at pleasing their women, there was a shared camaraderie here, sheepishly unacknowledged, they were all the same—all sensitive, worried, they all wanted to be better.

      What would it hurt? He could hear her delicate voice echoing around his head. She was right, what could it hurt. Underneath though there was a little fear. If he was rocking her world would she ever say that? If he was some stud who left her limping and sweaty, her eyes rolled right up, the idea that he should go to this clinic would be ridiculous. That’s what he wanted to hear from her. Oh God, don't Ben you’re already going to kill me one of these days with that rock hard cock. That’s not what he heard. But hey, maybe this place would work, find something that would boost his performance. Maybe a year from now they’d be married and she’d have to clamour away from him as he crawled into bed with a hard-on. Oh no, Ben, I can’t take it again, please, baby.

      Last night was a bit disappointing. If she’d stayed he could have gone again. When he could get it up a second time, his repeat performances tended to be a little more protracted, a little better than his first go-around. It was just as well she’d left though, he'd fallen asleep probably around the time she’d padded across his apartment and got to the front door. He missed waking up to her face this morning. She was gorgeous without makeup, her tangled hair. Her face when she turned to him in the morning, her sexy eyes peeking over her bare shoulder. That was heaven right there. That was his heaven.

      He looked across at the admin desk, things were slow but these people were moving, they were doing their best it looked like. Then he saw Mike. Eye contact. Mike looking right at him, horrified, peering up over the edge of the phone he was staring into. Ben instantly felt himself blush, he looked away. That was crazy. They were both here. Why would they be embarrassed? They were both guilty of the same thing. He looked back up, waited for Mike’s eyes to stray from the phone. He caught him looking again, winked and chuckled. Mike smirked, shook his head and looked back into his phone. Every one nervous in here, you could feel the tension in the room. He slyly looked around, seeing if he could catch any other familiar faces. He stopped at one. Young guy, his own age. Slight build, good looking. Where did he know him from?

      It hit him. Fuck, did it hit him. Hunter Conrad, Sloane’s ex-boyfriend. His stomach cramped up. Just seeing him reminded him that his precious Sloane had a past, had been with other men. And this guy had hurt her. He remembered that. Sloane didn’t like to talk about him when her friends would bring him up. Sounded like that was a bad time for Sloane. He’d cheated on her. A bunch of times, and when she stayed with him, tried to make it work, he had the nerve to break it off only after a few weeks. Said she wasn’t enough for him. This fucking asshole. Look at him there, good looking guy, treating girls like that. But if he’s here he cant be that hot a stud.

      It was only about an hour and a half of waiting. He got tired in that tine. Took a seat when one came available right next to him. Had almost fallen asleep when he heard his name called out.

      “That was quick,” he said to the guy sitting next to him. He didn’t answer just kept his head down in his hunting and fishing magazine.
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      “You’re Ben Watson?” the nurse said to him over her shoulder as she took a hospital gown off the top of a stack of about a dozen.

      “Yeah.”

      “Okay, we can take you now if you’re okay with sharing an exam room.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “We’re getting through all these patient assessments so quickly because we’re doubling up in the exam rooms. Two nurses, one doctor, two or three patients.”

      “Uh,” Ben paused. This was a little weird.

      The nurse leaned in and said conspiratorially, “Everybody's been fine with it. If you’d rather have a private exam, we’ll have to push you back. You’ll be the first solo exam but if everyone keeps agreeing to the doubles we could be doing this until closing. I can’t guarantee we’ll get to you today.”

      Shit. He could argue. He’d been here at opening, he’d been waiting an hour and a half already. But he didn’t want to make waves. He wanted their help, so he wanted to get off on the right foot with them.

      “Sure,” he said. “Sure, why not.”

      “That’s great Ben,” she said and she pushed the folded robe into his chest and he took it from her. “Just come this way, you can get changed in here.”

      She walked him down the hall. It was bustling, young nurses passing by, men coming out of their exam rooms, heads down wanting to get home it seemed like.

      “Here, just through here,” she said. She held back a curtain and he stepped through.

      “Get changed and bring your street clothes with you to exam room…” she double checked her clipboard, “exam room twelve, okay?”

      “Okay,” he said.

      She swished his curtain closed and she hustled back to reception.

      Ben got undressed, completely naked, watching the socked feet of the man in the next row over behind the short pale green curtain. He put the gown on, tied it behind his back, then snapped the elastic cuff of the slipper sock they’d given him around his ankle.

      He folded up his clothes, put his shoes on top of the pile upside down so he wouldn't get street dirt on his new Dockers, then passed through the curtain headed for exam room twelve.

      He saw Mike down the hall, heading the same direction as him, already in his hospital gown. He felt a funny wave come across him—what if they wanted to put him in the same room as his co-worker? He did not want to know what Mike’s dick looked like. He also didn't want Mike to know what his own dick looked like. They wouldn't do that though would they? He and Mike could just swap with another room—mix it up so they weren't putting people together who didn't want to.

      He was at room ten and realized Mike was gone past twelve, probably turning into room fifteen—they were going to be okay.

      He knocked on the door to room twelve heard a girl’s voice in there tell him to come in.

      He opened the door and saw a pretty nurse sitting on a stool writing something down on her clipboard.

      “Hey come on in and have a seat, you can just put your things up on the exam table behind you there.”

      The room was small, maybe ten feet by ten feet. The exam table was a white metal one with a black vinyl top. There was another table to the left with drawers in it, tall and square. Two stools in the  middle, the nurse sitting in one. It was a bit small for a double exam. Maybe they were going to let him pass without doubling up. Maybe room twelve was a small room and the bigger rooms doubled up.

      He walked past her stepped up on the low footstool below the exam table, tossed his things to the back against the cream-painted wall and then sat down on the squeaky vinyl. He watched the nurse as she kept writing. She wore a pair of robin’s egg blue hospital pants and some reebok sneakers. Her top was some nurse’s pullover with bright geometric patterns on it, she had a name-tag that said Rebecca R.N. on it. She was quite pretty, with her brown and reddish hair pulled right back into a ponytail. It was shiny and her skin looked healthy too.

      She finished up, adding a big dramatic period to what she was writing then looked up at him with a big pleasant smile.

      “So you’re Ben, is that right?”

      “Yes,” he answered her.

      “Hi, Ben,” she said and she stood up and stepped to him and held out her hand. “I’m Rebecca.”

      He took her soft hand and shook it. “Hi, Rebecca,” he said.

      He started to get a little bit of a weak feeling. What were they going to do here? Was she going to see him naked? He kind of thought the people here might be a little older. Still, she was an R.N.

      “So, Ben, we’re just waiting on the Doctor, she’ll be with us very shortly, then we can get started.”

      “Okay. Started with what? What do we do?”

      “Uh, well today is just an assessment phase. We takes some baseline measurements, ask some questions about your habits, experiences, maybe some areas in particular you might have concern with. Then the doctor will have a follow-up in a few weeks and you can go over a plan of action. Therapy, nutrition, exercises. Whatever it is, it’s this assessment today that will hep the doctor help you make the most of your sexual life.” She played with her ponytail while she talked, and she had pretty white teeth that he could see past her berry coloured lips while she talked. There was something very sexy about her.

      “Oh. Measurements?”

      “Yeah, just some simple things. We take your blood pressure and heart rate, static and during arousal.”

      “Oh, okay. Arousal?”

      “Yes, aroused as well as unaroused. We’ll measure your genitals and—”

      “Sorry, measure my genitals?”

      “Yes, we measure your penis and your testicles. Over time we like to see some natural growth. Sometimes an unhealthy lifestyle with stress, poor nutrition—it can lead to a shrinking. And we like to take these measurements now so we can track improvement in other treatment protocols.”

      “Oh.”

      “Ben, you can refuse anything we do. If you’re not comfortable…”

      “No, no that’s okay.” He did feel a bit uncomfortable but he didn’t want to look like a nervous prude. A guy should jump at a chance to have a pretty nurse touching his private area.

      “You said aroused. You measure it when it’s hard too?”

      “Yes. We’ll measure you erect and we will also want to see your heart rate and blood pressure right through to ejaculation.”

      “Ejaculation?”

      “Did you read the forms you signed?”

      “Not really.”

      “It’s okay, Ben. We can do some of this or none of it. It’s up to you.”

      “No, I’m good.”

      “While we’re waiting, could I get you to sign one more thing here, it’s just another waiver that you understand what we’re doing here. That this isn’t a sexual release, it’s a clinical procedure, that this is a research clinic. Are you okay with that?”

      Would Sloane think this was cheating? This was medical. Official. It was for Sloane’s benefit right? There was no harm. Probably. Rebecca was very pretty though. Ben wouldn’t like it if Sloane went to a Clinic and some handsome male nurse got her off with his middle finger grinding into her. He would not like that at all. Still…

      “Uh, yeah, I guess I’m all right with that. Where do I sign?”
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      Ben sat and made some awkward small talk with Rebecca while they waited for the doctor. Mostly he was distracted with a nagging thought. Arousal. They were going to make him aroused. But how did they do that? There was no TV, how would they watch porn? And ejaculation. Did they have a machine or something that you stuck your dick into and it milked you? If so, he didn’t see it in here. There was a service table on wheels that had some latex gloves on it, he saw rulers and tape measures, other tools, a big jug with a pump top on it. Maybe inside the table there was something. Behind the door in it, inside the cabinet, some Fleshlight or something.

      The door opened and an attractive woman in her forties bustled in. She was also stern and professional, looking good and healthy and fit. She wore glasses and her hair was back in a bun. She had a dark suit on and a white shirt, her white lab-coat over top of it all.

      “Hi,hi,hi,” she said, hurried. “So sorry, we didn’t know we would be so popular today.”

      Ben said, “Yeah, looks like business is good.”

      “Yeah, well we provide a very valuable service and I guess word has spread from Oakwood.” She hopped up on to the table at the side of the room, sitting now like Ben was, at eye level. She looked down at her clipboard, then over her glasses at Ben.

      “So has Rebecca gone over everything with you?”

      “I think so.”

      “Good, good. We’ll just wait a minute. I ran into April, she’s bringing in another patient, he was just getting ready.”

      Shit. Just when he thought he was going to get some privacy. Where was this guy going to sit? Right next to him on this exam table?

      And here he was. Walking in, bare legs under his hospital gown, feet in snap-on slippers—Hunter Conrad. The motherfucker who until a year ago had been putting it to the most amazing girl Ben had ever met.

      He shuffled in, squeezed between the service table and Rebecca and stepped up to the exam table.

      “Hey,” he said to Ben, looking a little sheepish. This was a crazy situation.

      “Hey,” Ben said, keeping it low and cool.

      He assessed him. Not as big as Ben, maybe five-ten, one-sixty, he looked fit. Something told him he played Lacrosse at school. His arms actually looked pretty buff, maybe even bigger than his own even though he had twenty pounds on him.

      A nurse followed in behind him. Another pretty one. Petite but full figured, she had a gorgeous face and pouty lips. Like Rebecca she wore no makeup and she had her dyed black hair tied back in a ponytail. She wore the same nurse outfit, but she had tattoos visible down her right forearm.

      “So, Mr Conrad, you’ve read the paperwork, read what we’re doing here today?”

      “Yup,” he said.

      “And Mr Watson?”

      “Rebecca filled me in,” he said.

      “Well, I suppose we should get started—there’s about a hundred and fifty men backed up out there. Mr Watson, if you wouldn’t mind. You can just lift up the robe or you can take it off.”

      The two nurses faces were turned up to him, looking blankly. He had no idea coming here that he could be facing so much humiliation. He was torn. He could just leave. Say he had other things to do, it was getting late, that he’d come back another day. But he wanted to be here. He wanted to see what they would say about his performance. He wanted help. He wanted to be a better lover. The worst thing he’d come to realize sitting here next to Hunter was a weird little part of him wanted to see what was between his legs. He wanted to know what his sweet Sloane had been with. He wanted him to take off the robe and be just like Ben. If he wanted to see that he had to stay.

      “Mr Watson?”

      “Yeah, yeah,” he said. Well, this was it.

      He stood up. He figured he’d just take the robe off. His body was half decent. He had that going for him at least. Maybe the Little Guy wasn’t that impressive, but at least he looked quite good with his clothes off. His hands worked behind him untying the knot of the gown. Everyone was looking and waiting.

      What were they going to see? Who knew? Sometimes it could be warm enough to hang and sag a bit, his balls and cock not looking too bad. But could be shrivelled right up, like a little thimble sitting on a walnut. Or anywhere between. Temperature, stress, sleep… there was a lot of things that went into what these four people were about to see.

      The robe was untied and he gathered it up, let it fall forward, slide down his arms holding it bunched up at his waist. Then there was no more putting it off. He pulled it away and let them all see it.

      It wasn’t good. It was walnut time down there. No one gasped or giggled but there was a palpable embarrassment in the room. Like they were holding back their reactions, not wanting to offend their patient. They were professionals. Hunter looked sideways at it, then away. The nurses both stared at it, he searched their reactions, they gave nothing away. Doctor Kilpatrick looked, glanced at her clipboard then scratched something on it with her ballpoint.

      “Okay, Mr Watson, if you could just have a seat there.”

      “Hunter, you’re comfortable with this as well?”

      “Huh? Oh yeah, sure,” he said.

      He pulled his muscular arms out of the sleeves, stood up and put them behind his back, working on the knot at the back of his gown. Ben watched the muscles in his lean arms work, looked at his smooth tanned skin. He tried not to think of him with Sloane. Tried not to think of her hands touching his good-looking arms. Fuck—this guy had been with the woman he loved. His guts were clenching. Please don’t be hung. Please don’t be hung. Please don’t be hung.

      He got the knot undone, let the gown fall forward. Ben peeped to the left, saw a dark shape moving behind the pale blue cotton. Then Hunter bunched up the robe and turned, placed it behind them on the exam table.

      Ben’s heart sank. Bigger than big. It was swinging between his legs with his movement. Huge, low-hanging balls, in a dangling red-brown sack. His cock was a pale club, uncircumcised, much longer and thicker than Ben’s very best erection. His nurse April raised her eyebrows, darted a look to Rebecca. She smirked, bit her lips in to hide it.

      He turned back, sat himself down on the table again. Both nurses tracked his heavy member with their eyes, watching it sway. He sat with his legs apart, his genitals hanging down so that Ben couldn’t see them, just the dark tuft of his thick pubic hair. He looked down at his own, sticking straight out, scrotum not even resting on the table. The doctor also was a little taken aback by Hunter, she said, All right then, wrote something down. Cleared her throat.

      Ben wanted to die. This guy had been with Sloane. She had seen that thing. Been with it. Who knew what horrible things she did with it. Or what horrible things had been done to her with it. Ben had let her see his penis in the daylight. She knew what bigger and better looked like and he had the fucking nerve to show her the below average thing he had. He felt so foolish, so hurt.
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      “The girls are just going to take three measurements, gentlemen. The length, stretched length, and the mid-shaft girth of your flaccid penis,” Doctor Kilpatrick said. She got her pen out of her chest pocket and clicked it a few times.

      April took Hunter’s thick, hanging penis up in her gloved hand, cradled it, then took the clear ruler and laid it across the top, pressing it into his pubic bone. She peered down through the ruler, reading out the number.

      “A hundred and sixty-four,” she said.

      The doctor wrote it down, saying, “One hundred and sixty-four millimetres. That’s almost six and a half inches. We use millimetres to get the most precise measurement but I still like to speak in inches since it’s what most of us are familiar with. Okay, Rebecca, if you could start measuring Ben’s…”

      “Sure,” Rebecca said. She pressed the ruler hard enough into Ben’s pubic bone right above his penis that it really hurt. He didn’t mind, he needed as big a number as possible. Maybe Rebecca was just trying to help him out. “Seventy,” she said.

      “Okay,” Doctor Kilpatrick said, scratching it down, “what’s that… Oh, uh… two and three quarter inches. Flaccid stretched length?”

      April used her thumb and finger to pull Hunter’s foreskin back and then she gripped his shaft just below his head. She pulled it away from his body as far as it would go. Hunter’s face contorted, he hissed air through his teeth and lifted his hips off the table a bit. His penis stretched out thin and long, shit it went more than halfway down his thigh.

      She looked through the clear ruler again. “Oh, uh… two hundred and forty.”

      The doctor wrote that down as well. “Almost nine and a half inches,” she said. “That gives us a good idea of the erection potential.”

      April let it go and Hunter’s penis swung heavily back down. They could hear it bang against the hollow metal sides of the exam table.

      April was aghast, “Oh, my gosh,” she said, “I’m really sorry—so sorry.”

      Hunter laughed, let her know it was okay, “It’s all right, it’s very resilient.”

      “Mr Watson’s, Rebecca.”

      Rebecca squeezed the end of Ben’s penis and pulled it away from his body as far as she could, peered through the ruler, moving around to read it past her fingers. She said, “One hundred and twenty.”

      “Okay, that’s not quite four and three quarter inches.” She rested  the clipboard on her lap, leaned forward with her elbows on it. “Ben has what we call a retractile penis. It’s very small, and it’s held very close to the body, sometimes it will go right inside. The penis and the testicles as well. Is that right, Ben?”

      “Yeah, it does sometimes.”

      “Right. It’s not a micro-penis. That is an abnormality. Ben’s is normal, it’s just very small. Hunter’s is, well, obviously…” she didn’t finish.

      “It does grow,” he said.

      “Mm-hmm,” she hummed, writing something else down now. “Girth?”

      April still looked upset about letting Hunter’s penis bang against the table. She bit the corner of her lower lip. She swivelled on her stool and picked up a narrow cloth measuring tape and she wrapped it around the middle of Hunter’s hanging penis. She said, “One hundred and forty-three.”

      “Yeah,” she wrote it down, “that’s five and two thirds of an inch. And Ben?”

      Rebecca put the tape measure around the middle of Ben’s penis. The examination had made it shrivel even smaller now. He hoped that might add a little to the thickness. She said, “Seventy-two.”

      The doctor wrote it down. “What is that? Two and three quarter inches? Okay. And now the testicles.”

      April lifted one of Hunter’s testicles and it rested in her palm. She held the ruler flat against it. “His ball— sorry his testicle is seventy-two.”

      “Seventy-two,” the doctor repeated looking at her clipboard. She said, “That is… just over two and three quarter inches.” She looked back down, then added, “The same size as Ben’s penis.”

      Hunter’s testicle was as big as his own penis? That couldn’t be right. He looked at it resting in April’s little latex palm. It did look awfully big for a testicle. He looked down at his penis. It could be true. He guessed it was true. They were using rulers.

      Rebecca pushed on his pubic pad, trying to force his left testicle out as far as it would go so she could get the ruler on it. She got the ruler against it but it got swallowed up again before she could read the number. She sighed, pushed it out again and pinched his scrotum so it wouldn’t escape from her this time.

      “Ow,” Ben said. Her pinching made his ball ache.

      “Sorry,” she said, “just hold on.” She looked at his testicle mashed against the clear ruler. “Thirty-eight,” she called out to the doctor.

      “Thirty-eight? That’s an inch and a half. Ben, do you find your sexual performance is acceptable? Your volume of semen?”

      “Sort of,” he said.

      “Mm-hmm. Do you get tired easily?”

      “No, I don’t think so,” he said. What was she getting at?

      “Okay,” she said making some notes on the clipboard. “I’ll be interested to see how you do on the performance test.”

      “I get that his are really big,” he said motioning to Hunter, “but are mine really that small?”

      Rebecca said, “You have really small testicles, Ben,” before the doctor answered.

      The doctor nodded. “They’re abnormally small.”

      “They are?” He always thought he was just below average. He knew he wasn’t big—but to be considered so small? Abnormally small? He felt his upper lip start to sweat again.

      “Yes, it’s something we can address in your follow-up. We can look at your diet, your exercise. Maybe some environmental factors. Something I’d like you to start right away however is a massage routine.”

      “Massage my testicles?”

      “Yes, Rebecca will show you how.”

      Rebecca nodded, and she put the crook of her thumb and forefinger under his scrotum, then she pushed with her other hand on his pubic pad, pushing his testicles out so she could capture them. She got her thumb and forefinger circled around them just under the base of his little penis, pinching them tightly into his scrotum making his skin shine like it was stretched to the limit.

      “Ungh,” he said, and buckled.

      “Sorry,” she said, “they're hard to get a hold of.”

      “Ow, yeah, okay?”

      “So, after you apply some heat, you can massage all around the area, get yourself loosened up, warmed up, then pinch them off like I have here and I want you to take your other palm,” she said, showing him the palm of her other hand, “and then I’d like you to just smooth your palm over your testicles—”

      “Oh, ow,” Ben said as she mashed his testicles with one hand, squashing them against her other hand clenched into a fist gripping his scrotum. His penis had gone into hiding.

      “I want you to be firm, but don’t hurt yourself. Do that for a few minutes every day, maybe in the shower. You can also tap them lightly,” she said, tapping her forefinger against each one a few times.

      “Oh, ah—”

      “And you can pinch them and roll them too,” she said pinching a testicle in between her thumb and forefinger and squeezing and rolling it around, he could see the force change the shape of his testicle.

      “Ah, okay. Ah, I can do that. Why?”

      “It can increase the size of the testicle and increase some men’s testosterone production.”

      “Ow, okay.” Rebecca let his testicles go and they retreated. His stomach still ached from her rough handling.

      “Sorry,” she said. “You do need to be quite firm with them.”

      “Okay,” he said, feeling like his face had gotten a little pale.

      “Well, I think the girls should try and get you boys aroused now,” the doctor said.
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      April wheeled the cart with their equipment a little closer in between her and Rebecca. There was a jug on the table top with all their rulers, cups, and other tools. April pumped the top, putting a good size blue swirl of minty lube into the palm of her hand. She rubbed her hands together getting her rubber gloves coated while she watched Rebecca as she pumped a pea-sized blob into her hand. Rebecca winked at April and Ben saw it make her laugh. Then Rebecca leaned in and whispered to her and it made April laugh even more. He clearly heard her say, Wanna trade?

      April said, No way, and she swivelled back between Hunter’s legs. She rubbed her hands over his swinging privates coating his surfaces with the lube. She held his cock and balls in one palm and pet her other hand over it.

      Hunter started to get bigger in her hand and Ben tried to picture his sweet Sloane doing this with him. Watching his huge shiny cock in her little hand, big and soft and slippery. Did that turn her on?

      He jumped as he felt Rebecca’s cold fingertips rubbing at his glans. He looked down between his legs to see her stroking the tip of his little penis with her thumb and forefinger.

      The doctor got off her chair and said, “I’ll be back in just a moment. The girls will bring you to full erection. I’ll be back shortly I’m just going to go quickly assess the other two men in the next room.”

      She left and Ben sat there feeling weird about Rebecca’s fingers on him. He looked so small. When he looked to his left he could see April’s fingers wrapped right around Hunter’s shaft and he was barely starting to get hard.

      It was uncomfortably quiet in the room. Hunter and Ben side by side, two pretty girls who they didn't know stroking their latex hands on their naked penis’. The only sound was the wet crackle of the lube as April stroked Hunter.

      April asked Hunter, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

      He chuckled, said, “No, not really. Sort of.”

      “Sounds complicated.”

      She was flirting. So much for being professional. The doctor was away for only one minute. Hunter was pretty hard in her hand now. It wasn’t squirming around in her grip, trying to flop or fold. She could stroke him and the end would just dip. April’s hand just made it around the end of Hunter’s cock below his glans. Then when she stroked down it got spread wider by his girth. He looked huge and swollen where it came out of his body, a big thick pronounced ridge running along the underside and heading towards his anus. He couldn’t put that inside a girl could he?

      “Am I doing something wrong?” Rebecca asked Ben. He looked at her and just shook his head. He couldn’t shake what he was seeing next to him. She shrugged and kept stroking his little glans.

      “I think she wants your phone number,” Rebecca said to Hunter.

      April said, “No, hey, no, not if he’s seeing someone.”

      “Right,” Rebecca said, smirking.

      “But he could take my number…” April said and winked to him. Ben’s heart was pounding. They were acting like this was a night club not a doctor’s office. The sight of Hunter’s big manhood had made them flush, forget where they were.

      “Ah, that feels really good,” Hunter said to April, closing his eyes. She had got him really hard. He was enormous in her hand. Her fingers didn’t quite meet even around the head of his shiny cock. He was thick and dark, the head of his cock huge and a dark purple-grey.

      “This is really huge,” April said as she watched her hand work over his glans. She was polishing his head now, her hand draped over it like it was a gearshift.

      Rebecca said, “Yeah, I’ve worked at the Oakwood location for a while—I’ve seen a lot of guys come through. You really have a nice one.”

      “Mm, thanks,” he said, shuddering as April ran a finger up his underside and then tickled at his hole.

      “I’m not really seeing anyone,” he said then. “Just a hook-up with an ex. It’s weird.”

      The hair stood up on the back of Ben’s neck. Hooking up with an ex?

      “Someone can’t get this off their mind,” April laughed, stroking him very slow from base to tip, wagging it for emphasis, watching him glisten under her fingers.

      “Ah, oh, yeah. I broke up with her and I wasn’t very nice. But she’s been texting me all the time at night looking for a booty call. I thought she was mad at me.”

      “Isn’t she seeing someone new?”

      “Yeah, some dipshit sounds like. He’s putting her feet to sleep between the sheets. I’ve hooked up with her like twice a week for the last month maybe. She’s ten times more crazy in bed than she used to be. And she was wild already.”

      “Sounds dirty,” Rebecca laughed.

      “Oh, you don’t want to know. The things she wants to do…”

      “Tell me more…” April said, squeezing the end of his fat cock.

      “Ah, oh… Crazy places—behind a Wal-Mart, in a public park with cars passing right by us, oh, in her boyfriend’s apartment, right in his bed while he was at work.”

      Ben suddenly got hard as a rock between Rebecca’s fingers. The thought that this might be Sloane aroused him. He hated himself. Shouldn’t he be repulsed? Shouldn’t he be in a rage? Shouldn’t he knock Hunter down and demand to know if it was Sloane?

      He didn’t want those things. He wanted to hear more.

      “And like,” he leaned forward, looking at Ben, then whispering to them all, “dirty stuff too.”

      “Like what,” April laughed.

      “No, it’s a little too dirty.”

      “Look what we do for a living,” Rebecca said, big smile, showing Hunter Ben’s little hard penis between her thumb and finger. “I think we can take it.”

      “Spanking, you know, and butt stuff. Like all the time.”

      “Oh, God, I would not let this thing back there,” April said.

      “Yeah, me neither. But that’s not that dirty.”

      “Mm, maybe it’s the way she asks me to do it. The dirty talk. Last night,” he said, “she made me come in a wine glass,” he looked around, worried at the sound of someone walking by the door, “then she,” and he motioned tipping a glass up to his lips.

      “Ew, that’s a little gross,” April said, turning up her nose.

      Rebecca said, “Yeah, she might be mentally ill. Or she’s totally in love with you.”

      “You think?” Hunter said.

      Ben wanted to vomit. That couldn’t be his sweet Sloane could it? She couldn’t be this awful person Hunter was talking about.

      “Ahh,” he shuddered as a wave of pleasure crawled up his back and over his scalp.

      “Whoa, somebody’s little guy is hard as steel right now,” Rebecca laughed. “You like hearing about Hunter’s dirty hook-up?”

      “Yeah, I guess I do.” His voice was hoarse and dry. His stomach cramped. His heart ached.

      “I’m surprised you got me hard so easily,” Hunter told April. “She put me through a session last night. I came like five times. She came, like,” he waved his hand and shook his head like it was too big a number to comprehend. “I’m starting to wonder why I ever broke up with her, you know. That’s why I say it’s complicated.”

      Ben thought of Sloane slipping out of the apartment last night. Did she go and see Hunter? Did she fuck him five times and come all night? Did she jerk him off into a glass and drink his semen? She couldn’t do that. Could she?

      “Ha, I feel bad for the dude she’s seeing. She laughs at him behind his back and she even says she thought he might be getting ready to propose to her.”
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      The doctor walked back in the room and they all stopped talking, sat upright. “How are we all doing in here? Hunter you are hard, Rebecca is Ben hard?”

      “Yes, this is hard.”

      “Now, I’ve asked a few of the other new nurses to join us, it’s a good learning opportunity here I’d like to take advantage of. You two are okay with that of course?

      She left it hard to deny her. Hunter nodded, said, Yup. Ben stammered for a moment. More nurses? Coming in here to do what? Look at how big Hunter was? Or to look at how small he was? All these girls coming in to laugh at his abnormally small balls.

      “Uh, I don’t… I’m not sure—”

      The doctor disregarded him, turned to the door and opened it, she leaned out said something to some girls waiting in the hall. Ben could see people coming and going out there. Just close the damn door already. Bring them in, whatever, just close the door.

      She came back in, a group of nurses coming in the door behind her. She hopped back up on the table. Five young women filed in, all dressed in the same garb—sneakers and hospital pants, clipboards and stethoscopes, bright coloured tops and latex gloves, holding clipboards. They all came in, closed the door and pressed their backs up against the far wall and looked at Ben and Hunter.

      Their expressions were obvious. A sort of plastered on mock seriousness. They’d been told. There was a boy in here with a huge cock. Maybe they were her to see Ben’s tiny one? That was kind of arousing for some reason in its own way. All these girls here to see what his little dick looked like next to a big one. He felt himself get a little stiffer. Found that kind of surprising.

      April swivelled in her seat, her hand still gripping Hunter mid-shaft. She looked at the nurses, then found a friendly face and winked, raised her eyebrows up in a double bounce, making her friend laugh. A tall blonde haired girl leaned next to a petite Asian nurse next to her and whispered something while she was looking between Ben’s legs. The Asian girl turned from Hunter and looked at Ben’s penis and then she giggled. Her friend nudged her and she straightened, trying to compose herself again. Yeah, girls real mature.

      “All right, let’s get some measurements recorded for these two, Doctor Kilpatrick said, getting herself seated on the side table again. She lifted up her clipboard and pulled her glasses out from the chest pocket and put them on.

      “April, Hunter is hard enough to measure?”

      “Oh, I’ll say,” she said, starting to feel a little too familiar in the room. She got a very hushed chuckle from her audience.

      “The length of Hunter’s erection please, April.”

      April got her ruler on the top of Hunter’s penis, she kept her other hand still gently stroking him, making sure she was getting very close to his best measurement.

      “It’s Two hundred and twenty-three.”

      “All right, that is eight and three quarter inches. Rebecca how long is Ben’s penis?”

      Ben was hard. So hard his chest hurt from the pounding blood. Rebecca held his cock with two fingers, stopped it from sticking straight up so she could lay the ruler on it. She forced it down, peered through the ruler.

      “It’s one hundred and eighteen.”

      “One hundred and eighteen? That’s… that’s four and two thirds of an inch.” She let the room be quiet for an uncomfortable moment while she wrote the number down on his chart.

      “Now Hunter, Ben, the girls are going to measure your girth again. This time they’ll take three measurements to give us a better idea of your erection volume. So they will measure the base, the middle of the shaft, and just below the heads of your penis’.”

      Ben and Hunter nodded. Hunter was cool and relaxed. Hard and huge, his nurse’s small hand holding the middle of his shaft. He was confident in front of this room of eight pretty girls. Proud of what he had. Ben wanted to die. He always sort of knew he wasn’t impressive but today he was seeing it first hand and up close. Knowing how much larger other men were, how much larger Sloane’s ex-boyfriend was. Rebecca held Ben’s cock like it was something dainty, pinching it between thumb and forefinger, her baby finger held out.

      Everyone watched April turn and get her cloth tape measure, straighten it out, loop it behind Hunter’s erection stretching out from his body. She was looking at the tape measure, leaning forward, when she accidentally bumped her mouth into the fat end of Hunter’s cock. It made her lips make an audible smacking noise against her teeth. She jumped back and laughed, wiped her mouth with her sleeve. Everyone got a good laugh form it and some of the tension escaped the room. Hunter laughed too and it made his cock bounce between his legs. Dr Kilpatrick was still professional.

      “April, please be careful.”

      “Sorry,” she said, her cheeks looking a little rosy. She got the tape around it again and cinched it up, sliding it down to the base of his cock. “One hundred and eighty-two.”

      Two of the girls raised their eyebrows. They’d measured a few penis’ today and they knew these numbers were large.

      Doctor Kilpatrick said, “That’s over seven inches.”

      Some of the girls looked at each other, there was murmuring. The doctor got down and came next to April. “April, can you hold his penis up against his body please?”

      April put her gloved hand on the underside of his penis and pushed it flat against his belly. It was up above his belly button, the way he was sitting it was touching his sternum. Ben couldn't believe a penis could be so big.

      So girls if you’d like to come around, she said waving them closer with her gloved hand. She ran her fingers up and down the length of Hunter’s erection.

      “Okay, if you’ll look here,” she said and she concentrated her rubbing at the base of his penis. She said, “You’ll see how pronounced Hunter’s corpus spongiosum is.” She took her thumb and forefinger and ran them up either side of the fat cable that ran up the underside of Hunter’s erection.

      “You see how thick, wide—how far it sticks out…”

      The girls all nodded, bending and watching, getting closer.

      The doctor took her thumb and finger and circled his girth mid-shaft, not getting close enough to touch, and she squeezed very tightly.

      “Oh, wow,” Hunter said.

      “Sorry, Hunter, I’m just going to show them something,” she said.

      “No, I’m good. It feels good.” Hunter was looking down at the two set of hands on his cock. Rebecca let Ben’s go, scooted closer.

      The doctor pushed her grip down his shaft towards his balls, it was obvious she was squeezing very tight. “Well, imagine my circled fingers are your vagina,” she said, “as Hunter gets deeper, you can see the corpus spongiosum is quite malleable, a tight vagina will compress it, so while he may seem too thick to accommodate you can see that a good portion of this base thickness will accept and yield to pressure.”

      “Oh, that feels good,” Hunter whispered.

      “So, even when a man has a fearsomely thick penis, it collapses under a tight vagina. He’s so thick every vagina is a tight vagina.” That got a little giggle from the group.

      “So, despite that seven inch girth measurement I want you to understand that the vagina can accommodate this. Actually, I’m sure it’s quite pleasurable once a woman has warmed up to it. The base is quite… squishy… compared to how rigid the middle of the shaft gets.”

      “Sorry, April, you can continue,” she said and she got seated at the side table again.

      April rolled the stool back between his legs and she stretched out her tape measure to get the rest of her readings. Hunter’s cock was harder and bigger. They could all see it bob with his heartbeat while he waited. A clear bead of precum was at his tip. Rachel took the tape and put it around the middle of his erection. The bead grew and it turned to a stream that dribbled down the belly of his cock and over the tape.

      “One hundred and sixty-one, and…” she slid up his shaft and put the tape around him just below the flared ridge of his glans, “one hundred and fifty-three.”

      “Wow, that’s six and a third of an inch in the middle, and six inches around the end.”

      Some of the nurses looked at each other, tried to keep their expressions somewhat professional.

      “And Ben’s girth, Rebecca…”

      Rebecca took the tape and wrapped it around the base of Ben’s erection, wriggled it down to get as close to his body as possible. She said, “One hundred and ten,” shimmied it up an inch and said, “one hundred and one.” Then she slid it up just under the head of his penis, moved her head around to read the numbers past her fingers, “Uh, looks like ninety-nine millimetres.”

      “What a difference,” the doctor said, she seemed please to have two ends of the spectrum here in front of her. “So, that’s just over four and a quarter at the base and just under 4 inches the rest of the way up.”

      She stood up and handed her clipboard to the tall blonde nurse. “Can you take these numbers and calculate for volume for me.”

      “Sure,” she said and she took the clipboard and put it on the side table and lay her iPad next to it, started typing in numbers.

      “While we’re waiting I’ll just talk about the head shapes here. “You see Hunter here,” she took her fingers and ran them over the tip of the fat, swollen head of his cock, it made him shudder. “He has what we classify as a blunt glans. You see how he is roughly the same girth as his shaft, right up to where the tip curves in to the urethra. She ran her fingertip around the hole of his penis, said, “And his glans is very large and full, even the meatus at the urethra is engorged.”

      “Yes,” they all said getting closer again, clipboards clutched to chests.

      “This can be a difficult penis shape for some women. Especially one of this size. Initial penetration can be quite uncomfortable. Has this been your experience, Hunter?”

      “Yeah, it has. I always need to have lube available. Carry it with me. If I don’t have it we have to be very careful.”

      “And I suppose anal sex has been an issue for you in the past.”

      “Yes, there’s only a few girls that would even let me try.”

      “He has a girl now who likes it quite a bit,” Rebecca said, winking at Ben. Sloane.

      “Well, that is some brave girl” the doctor said, and the group all had a light laugh.

      “Now, Ben’s glans is a prow shape,” she said, stroking the sides of his little cock head. “It’s usually a little gentler on women’s membranes, and considering his very small size, unlike Hunter it would be very easy for any woman to accommodate him.”

      “Volume?” she said behind the blonde nurse, and she turned and passed her iPad over to the doctor.

      “Okay, wow. Hunter’s erect penis is twenty-nine point six cubic inches and Ben is six point one cubic inches. You can see with your eyes that Hunter is twice as long as Ben. Now, when we consider their girth and then calculate for volume, while he is twice as long—his thickness over that length greatly increases the actual volume of his erect penis. Very close to an incredible five times larger than Ben. So, you can see there can be a real discrepancy in the size of two men’s penis’.”

      Ben’s stomach tightened and churned. Five times larger? It was like Sloane was taking five of Ben’s cocks put together when she fucked Hunter?

      “Hunter’s volume puts him in the ninety-ninth percentile, high ninety-nine, and Ben is in the bottom two percent of all men,” then she added, “Only when considering the size of your penis that is Ben, I’m sure you have other great qualities.” The group of girls laughed politely at her joke.

      “Well, it might get a little uncomfortable in here now, but if we could all take a deep breath for a moment…” She inhaled and everyone followed suit. Then they all exhaled slowly.

      “I’d like for the nurses to make you ejaculate now.”
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      “So, the nurses will bring you through the emission stage and as they feel you may be close to expulsion stage, or ejaculation, they will put a device over the head of your penis,” she said. She got down and opened the cabinet in the service table between April and Rebecca. She took a cup with a shaped latex lid on it, like a sippy cup. The rubber end had a puckered tip, pushing into the cup, it was a slit shaped somewhat like a woman’s labia. The cup was clear and was marked up the side in units of measurement. She bent lower and took another one from the bottom shelf. Ben could see the shelf was marked Small.

      Doctor Kilpatrick said, “This collection device will be plopped over the head of your penis before you ejaculate. You should let your nurse know so that she can be prepared. It will collect and measure the volume of your semen and there is a plate at the base of the cup that will measure the force of your ejaculate. It’s not exact, we know, but it does give us a little more recordable, measurable information that we can work with, help you improve and follow your progress.”

      “We don’t use visual aids here but you may talk dirty. Your nurse may too if you’re okay with that and of course if they are okay with that as well. There’s no judgment here, whatever it takes to facilitate an expulsion response is what we are looking for. Obviously there is to be no sexual contact—don’t ask to touch the nurse, or to see her bare breast or any of the other things that may enter your mind. She will only manipulate you with her gloved hand. This is a research clinic, we treat patients who are looking for help, we are not anything else.”

      Ben nodded, Hunter looked at his cock in April’s hand, said, “Okay, yeah. I’m ready.” April smiled.

      Rebecca started stroking Ben. He started to feel really strange about it. This was such an intimate act but the setting was so strange. Clinical, sure but somehow so dirty or naughty. He looked at her hand, her fingers locked in a tight OK sign around his skinny cock, going up and down on him. He was so sensitive every time her tight gripped slipped up his glans it shot a tickle straight through him that he could feel right in his heart. Over her shoulder five pretty nurses watched. They were mostly looking at Hunter but every once in a while they would give him a little peek too. It made him so hard. He wanted them to see it. He wanted them to know how small he was and something in him liked to be next to Hunter, liked to be recognized as so small. He had a small dick. It felt good to admit it. Look at it. So small in her hand. It wasn’t below average. It was tiny. But fuck it worked and it and it felt so damn good.

      Ben watched April stroke Hunter. He sat confident, his arms stretched out behind him, his chin tucked down watching her jerk him. That enormous cock looking so out of proportion jutting out between his thin legs, his small waist. His cock shimmered from the lube, April’s hand going up and down just the first third of his cock. Her other hand gripped him at the base. Her little finger wasn’t as wide as his cock. April was intent on it. She watched it, watched the soft flange of his engorged head ripple as her hand passed over it. What would that feel like inside a girl? April was wondering it, you could see it in her face. She was turned on. She was enjoying this, enjoying giving an incredibly hung stranger a manual release.

      Had Sloane ever jerked him off? She must have. She was with him for about as long as Ben had been with her. Ten months. Her hands had worked that huge thing just like April was doing right now. She must have been turned on when she did it too, watched it while she stroked him in the daylight somewhere on a beach or something. Marvelling at the sexual totem in her hand, she must have told all her friends too. She must have. They all knew he had a huge cock. She probably told all her friends about Ben's little one too. They probably all made fun of him, told her she should do whatever she could to get that big cock back in her life. She had too, hadn’t she? Sloane was the one Hunter was talking about. The one he was fucking on the sly. That was his baby drinking this guy’s semen, fucking him in Ben's bed while Ben was at work. He couldn’t blame her. How could she give that up? Ben wasn’t even average. He was so small she probably couldn’t help dreaming about better times. Times when she really took it. Times she felt stretched and filled.

      He’d give anything to see her like that, to be the one to see her face when his big cock forced her pink insides apart. Why did he have a small one? Why couldn’t he have a cock that mesmerized eight attractive women, had them dry-mouthed and wide-eyed like these ones?

      “What do you think my girlfriend would think if she walked in and saw Hunter’s next to mine?” Ben asked Rebecca.

      “She would like yours just fine.”

      “I want you to tell me the truth, Rebecca, please.” Her fingers stroked and squeezed his little cock.

      “She would be so embarrassed for you. Embarrassed for herself—all of us looking at her, knowing she slept with a guy who was so tiny. What self-respecting woman would put up with this little thing? Oh, and she’d be so curious about Hunter, she’d want to touch it, feel it, put it inside her. I bet she’d climb right on him in front of you in front of all of us, take him as deep as she could—”

      “Oh, uh…” Ben shuddered.

      “And we would all root her on, You go girl, you get that, you deserve it, make up for what you've been missing.”

      “Am I really that small?”

      “Top ten smallest dick of all time and I did this five days a week at Oakwood. I’ll always remember it, if I see you on the street I’ll think right away, Oh that’s that guy with the baby dick.”

      “Oh, oh, get the cup,” he said.

      She put the cup over the head of his penis, stroking his short little shaft with her OK sign. “Look at this Ben, this is the small size and your little cock can barely push it apart—”

      “Ah—”

      “That’s what your girlfriend’s vagina looks like, you barely spread her, I bet she doesn’t even know for sure when you’re inside her—”

      “Agh, oh, God—”

      Ben came hard, so hard he shuddered and rocked and his eyes rolled up. He felt like there was an explosion between his legs, felt like a cannon had gone off, but he watched Rebecca’s fingers on him, milking him into the cup. No propulsion, he dribbled and blobbed.

      When his first shudder came Rebecca had said, Whoops, and held the cup underneath his penis, collected the semen that surged and drooled from him. He had no force at all, the device had nothing to measure. He didn’t care, he felt so amazing, this nurse had made fireworks go off in his head. She had helped him come to grips with something and it felt incredible.

      Rebecca held his collection cup up to eye level looking at his blobby semen in the bottom, she whispered behind April, across to the doctor, One and a half millilitres, then put his specimen on the service table. She snapped her gloves off and tossed them in the trash.

      That was that, no one cared about his little dick now. All eyes were on Hunter and April, even Rebecca had swivelled her stool to watch her hands go up and down his big thick cock.

      Ben watched the girls while they stood, transfixed. Some of them were shiny, sweaty, one red-headed girl’s chest and cheeks had even gone a little splotchy with arousal. What Ben wouldn’t do to have a cock like that. Made girls a little weak in the knees.

      April had both her hands wrapped around Hunter’s cock, squeezing him tight, going up and down, her two fists together in unison, her top hand giving his plump glans a swirl when she crested the top. Her face was serious, her lips clenched, she had her lower lip sucked under her teeth. Her hair was sweaty and a strand clung to her cheek. Ben watched the flower tattoos on her forearm move, ripple with her muscles as she flexed trying so hard to make this big thing come.

      “Come on,” she said to Hunter, a bit too breathy, a bit too sexy.

      Rebecca wheeled closer, and she slid a hand up his thigh. Hunter was really on edge now. His stomach got tighter, he leaned a bit forward, opened his legs so Rebecca could get her hand in to touch it.

      Rebecca’s hand played with his balls, scratched them with her nails. “Tell us about your girl last night,” she said.

      April said, “Tell us what you did to her.”

      “Mm,” Hunter moaned, “I fucked her tight ass.” His eyes closed, his head came back as he pictured it. Pictured putting that enormous tool inside Ben’s precious Sloane.

      “Tell us,” Rebecca said. She held his big balls in her fist, Ben could see them in her bare, gloveless hand, squishing with her grip, they were so big they wanted to spill out.

      “God, she begged me to do it. Told me she wanted to feel something down there, wanted to be stretched as wide as she could.”

      April said, “You make her come from that?”

      “Oh, yeah,” he said, “ah, oh, she came hard.”

      Ben could picture it, picture his slender girl on all fours, her long, sun-brown legs bent, her rump tilted up being skewered and spread and loving every inch of her ex-boyfriend up her behind. Could she take it all?

      “Could she take it all?” Ben said. Heads turned, some spell broken by a creepy male voice joining in.

      Hunter was thrusting into April’s clenched fists, his hips right off the exam table, his thighs flexing as he fucked April’s hands. “She can take every inch in her little pussy,” he hissed. “God, she feels so good.”

      April stroked him faster, one hand squirming around like mad, polishing his bursting glans. She reached back and grabbed Hunter’s specimen container.

      “She was afraid to when we were together, afraid to take me deep, but ahh…” he clenched his teeth, “but she said now she knows what she was missing… oh, God, I’m going to come.”

      Rebecca clamped her hand on his balls, said, “Show us, give it to us…”

      April struggled to get the head of his cock to pierce the rubber vagina shape on the container, twisting it and rocking it, making the rubber squeak.

      It squished through, made an air popping sound just as Hunter roared out.

      “Come on, that’s it,” April hissed, her hand stroking his shaft, “come for us.” April stroked him fast, her hand a blur, up and down, short quick strokes just below his head.

      He exploded inside the container, a long stream making a loud hollow tin pail sound as it hit the measurement plate in the back. “Raahh,” he growled and thrust, spewing again and again into the container, each time splashing into the far end of it. Seven times, then eight—twelve times before the semen wouldn’t hit the back and just spurted milky against the clear sides.

      “Holy shit,” he gasped, he was heaving, shiny, sweating, exhausted but elated, “God, that was something,” he exclaimed. “Whew, oh wow.”

      Rebecca still played with his balls, gently now, coddling them. April’s hand still milked him, going right to the base then squeezing him up to the tip, emptying him into the container. April’s nipples were hard as rocks, clearly pushing out the front of her tunic. She looked a little worn out.

      She pulled the container off him, another loud suction pop, tilted it so she wouldn’t spill it then held it up to see.

      She said, “Wow, eight millilitres.” She swirled it a bit then put it back down. She wiped her brow with her forearm, stood up and asked to be excused.

      The doctor asked her if she was all right.

      “Yeah, fine. Just need a minute.” She snapped her gloves off and dropped them in the trash as she left the room.

      “I might need a minute too. Ladies, you can get back to your patients now,” she said to the five gathered nurses. They filed quietly out of the room, all affected in some way by what they’d witnessed.
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      Ben wandered out into the parking lot feeling a bit overwhelmed. The doctor wanted him to come in for a follow-up in two weeks. She’d set up a monthly appointment schedule too. She was going to put him on a long term protocol. He needed a lot of help it sounded like.

      He saw Hunter leaning against one of the concrete pillars outside the doors of the clinic. It was late afternoon, sunny, blue sky. Hunter was facing the parking lot, texting on his phone, cigarette between the fingers of his other hand.

      Ben came up behind him, stood a few feet away and looked at him, up and down. This guy fucking his Sloane behind his back. Thin and fit with his big muscular arms and a thick, nine inch cock.

      “Hey.”

      Hunter looked over his shoulder. “Oh, hey man. That was something huh?”

      “Yeah. It sure was something.”

      He looked back at his phone, thumb typing, said, “My buddy went to the one in Oakwood told me they had pretty nurses, gave out free handjobs.”

      “You didn’t come for help.”

      “Nah. Handjob.”

      “Oh. Yeah. Me too.”

      “Shit, check this out,” he said, showing Ben his phone, “this is that girl again, wants me to come up to Pawtucket right now and bang her. Staying with her parents, they’re driving her crazy.”

      “Mm.”

      “Too bad my bike’s in the shop.”

      “You could go again?”

      “Fuck again? Yeah. Oh, yeah, she could get me going. You should see how hot this girl is.”

      “I was heading to Pawtucket.”

      “Pawtucket? Seriously? That’s so far—what a coincidence.”

      “Yeah, what a coincidence. Today is full of them. I can give you a ride.”

      “That’s amazing—for real? Thanks, man.”

      Ben hiked his pants up, looked around the parking lot, all the happy people. “Yeah, my pleasure.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            12

          

        

      

    

    
      As Ben drove up the I95, side by side with his girlfriend’s lover, the top down listening to Hunter’s dumb tunes on his stereo, Ben narrowed it down to two choices. He was either going to peg this candy-coloured convertible at a hundred and drive it straight into a parked trailer, duck down at the last second and let it take this asshole’s head right off his shoulders. Or another part of him, a new, emerging, sad but somehow arousing part of him, wondered what it would be like to bring Hunter to his girl, present him like a gift to her, watch him fuck her the way she liked. Watch her face twist with pleasure, watch her soft pink mound get split buy his twenty-nine cubic inch cock. He would like that he thought. He really would like that. And if it meant she would stay with him—if it meant she might take his ring and let him slide it on her finger then he would do it. Do it and love it.
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      Pete put the boys to bed at a quarter after eight. They complained. It was too early, they said. But ‘Inside Out’ was over—fuck, they’d seen it fourteen times already—and he was crawling out of his skin. He kissed them and put them to bed. Little Andy begged for a story and he sat and read for both of them but he was a hundred million miles away.

      Now he was sitting in the living room, his second Dewar’s melting ice cubes on the end table at his elbow. She’d looked so beautiful when she’d left. Standing in the hall looking at him with one hand on the doorknob, ready to leave. She seemed nervous, fearful, her eyes were wide. He’d put his hand on her shoulder, gripped her arm—reassured her. She nodded and braced herself. He kissed her on her warm forehead so he wouldn’t muss her lipstick and she put her arms around his waist and hugged him for a long while. Then she left.

      He’d watched her walk down their short driveway. She had dressed herself up and he longed to be the one she’d done it for. She wore heels, the first time he ever remembered her wearing them. Black, not too high, enough to make her legs seem even more shapely. She stumbled to the minivan learning to walk on her toes as she went. She got in and he saw her face in a brief instant lit up by the dome before she closed the door. Her long, pale blonde hair, thick and lightened by the summer sun, pulled up and away from her still beautiful face, done up in a bun held in place by two metal sticks. It showed off her long, elegant neck. In that little second, lit up in their six-year-old minivan, he saw her for the last time as he’d known her. His beautiful wife. Third Grade teacher. Bill payer. Nose wiper. Loving partner. Number one mom. He didn’t know who was going to come home to him tonight but he knew they would be changed forever as a couple. It gripped him, excited him—absolutely scared the living shit out of him. He had held his breath as the silver van crawled across the night-time blue of their little cul-de-sac dripping water from the exhaust.

      Pete took another sip of his drink. He squeezed the glass in his fist, felt it cold and hard. He took another swig, drained it, and set it quietly back down. His lips were numb from the ice as he stared into the dark room.

      What was she doing right now? Right this moment terrible things could be happening to his wife. She could be bent over the bench seat in the back of their van, her rump tilted up, skewered by her foul-mouthed co-worker, panting and grunting, fogging up their windows, the suspension squeaking as he fucked her.

      He hated the thought. He cherished the thought. His passionate wife really getting it like she wanted for once. He hoped she loved it. He hoped she cried out so loud when she came that she deafened that ape.

      Pete didn’t like her choice. But he had to abide it. That was their rule. He’d wanted this first, she wanted it too, but it was her choice, not his. She could have picked anyone. Anyone from her work, at a bar, or even find some stud online. She only wanted one man. She wouldn’t consider another.

      Was Tyler her type of man? I mean, physically he understood. Tyler was ten years younger than them. Taught gym to the older grades at a sister school and he was very fit. But too muscular. And his personality was muscular too. Brash, arrogant, loud. He had too much to drink at the little end-of-summer get-together they had two weekends ago. He had to be reminded at least a dozen times to watch his language in front of the children. He looked out of place amongst their normal suburban mom and dad friends with his thick but athletic body. And Tyler had to wear long sleeve shirts when he was at school but at the party, everyone could see the tattoos that covered both his arms and over one shoulder onto his chest. Dragons and demons and swords, random Americana mixed in with all that. Bunch of kid shit.

      That’s what his wife liked? He couldn’t believe she would fall for all that show. She seemed to—he’d seen her talking to Tyler in a quiet corner later in the party when it had got darker. She was tracing the lines drawn on his arm with her forefinger. She was flirting with him, her bare, tanned legs drawn up underneath her, looking up at him through her eyelashes, almost empty glass of white wine held crooked in her other hand. Pete took that hard. The arrangement, as it had come to be known, was already under way, but it still hurt to be confronted with it. It hurt but it turned him on and he hated that it did.

      That big, dumb fuck was with his wife right now, thinking that Jess was sneaking out on a little date behind Pete’s back. He bet that Tyler would be high-fiving himself all night thinking he’d got one over on Pete, fucked his wife, never realizing Jess was the one doing the fucking, and doing it with her husband’s blessing.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The room was lit up with headlights coming in the driveway. He watched his silhouette glide across the fireplace, the bookshelves, the framed finger-painting Pete Jr. had done of the family. His mom and dad and brother and their Irish setter, a red hot dog shape with fat legs standing in thick brushstrokes of bright green grass. He heard the van door slam, heels on brick.

      His heart was gripped. It was done. He got up and walked to the door, watched her come into the dark house. She was aware of him in the hall, standing near her. She paused a moment, keys still in her hand.

      “Hi,” she said, her voice so quiet he hardly heard her say it. He moved to her and hugged her.

      “Did it happen?”

      “It did.”

      He could have fallen to his knees but he was prepared for this. He looked into her eyes, lit up dimly by the streetlights. Her hair was out of the bun, dishevelled, her makeup was gone, her mascara running. Had she been crying? “Come in,” he said, closing the door. He walked her into the living room, his hand on the small of her back.

      He sat down on the couch and turned the table lamp on, lighting them both up soft and gentle in pale yellow. Jess stepped out of her heels and stood in her bare feet.

      She put herself down on the couch carefully, sitting on one cheek and tucking a leg underneath her. She winced. “A little sore,” she said.

      Pete’s heart raced. It was true. She had fucked him. There was no turning back. Who was this woman he used to know sitting in front of him? He was excited to find out.

      “How was it?”

      She bit her lip, prepared herself for this. “It was...Pete, it was incredible,” she said.

      “Tell me what happened.”

      She had her hands together in her lap. His little slut wife putting on the demure act. Trying to act like she used to.

      “We went out for drinks at that place on the number Seven, by the Harley dealership—where all the college kids go. We only had two drinks...he was really flirting, putting on a show, you know—”

      “Yeah?”

      “So I leaned in and told him I just wanted,” she paused, then whispered, “to fuck.”

      “You said that to him? What’d he do?” His heart was pounding in his ears. Jess never said that word.

      “He was cool about it, he just nodded and threw down some cash and then he, you know...took my hand and marched me out of there.” That made her laugh, thinking about it.

      “Then where did you go?”

      “I just took him into the van,” she said, making a funny face like she hoped that would be all right.

      “You fucked him in our minivan?”

      “Oh, yeah,” she said, laughing again. Was it going to be just like he’d pictured?

      “How’d you start?” Pete’s whole insides, from the top of his heart right down to his asshole had seized right up. He couldn’t breathe. He really thought there was a chance he could pass out. Jess reached out and took his hand, saw him struggling. They were in this together.

      “Well, he didn’t waste much time. We got in the van and he started kissing me, kissing down my neck. He lifted my top up over my head—”

      “Did he touch your breasts?”

      She squeezed his hand, held it tight for a moment, then said, “Of course he did. I took my...I took my bra off for him and he sucked on them...sucked on my nipples.”

      “Oh boy,” he said.

      Jess moved herself into him, cuddled up with him. She said, “I love you. I love that we’re in this together.”

      “Yeah, keep going.” He wasn’t sure how much he was into it anymore.

      “He took his shirt off—oh my gosh, Pete, his body. I almost came running my hands over him. I wanted to take more time with that—enjoy it—but we were moving pretty fast. He was squeezing my breasts while I did it, maybe a little too hard, but I just let him. Pete, he has muscles on muscles.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “But I was dying for him to put it in me. I was shaking so bad. I undid his pants and pulled them down...” she hesitated. Pete saw that she was feeling like this was getting a little delicate.

      “Tell me,” he said.

      “Well, I’d already kind of heard...” she was stuck for a moment.

      “Heard what? That he had—”

      “Yeah, I’d heard that he had a really big one.”

      “Who told you that?”

      “Sara Bridge—Grade Two—she heard that from a friend of a friend. Someone saw him in a shower at the gym.”

      “You...is that why you picked him?”

      “Yeah,” she admitted, shrugging her shoulders.

      “I wondered why you’d pick someone that arrogant—”

      “Oh no, I like that too. And that body...”

      “And now his big dick…”

      “I’m in love with his penis.”

      “So it was big?”

      Jess rolled her eyes. She held her hands apart a distance that Pete couldn’t believe.

      “Oh, come on, I thought bodybuilders were supposed to have small ones,” he said.

      She clutched his arm, “Pete, I’m serious. It was hard to move around in the van without it getting stuck on something.” She made a wide-eyed face at him, then held her hands up like she was holding a hot dog, said, “Like really, really thick too.”

      “Really?”

      “Biggest one I have ever seen,” she said, putting her hand over her heart.

      “Bigger than—”

      “Brad? Way bigger. I mean way bigger.” Brad was a boyfriend she’d had her first year in University and she’d sometimes tell Pete about him during their dirty talk. He had been her biggest until tonight.

      “So...” he said, struggling. He was feeling a little sick now. This might be too much to take all at once. He suddenly didn’t want to really talk about this anymore. Maybe later, just take a little break.

      He felt Jess’ hands come to his waist. She fumbled with his buckle, undid it, then slowly did his fly down. She fished his little thing out, it was hard as a rock, sticking straight up barely poking up out of his pants. She peeled the fly apart, exposing it, a silver string of semen lit up in the light stuck to the inside of his zipper. She touched him with her finger and it poured from him.

      “So you were saying...you were saying that he had a really great cock?”

      “It was even more than I’d hoped for,” she said. She held his dick in her fingers looking at his shame. The reason they’d agreed that she could seek out pleasure from another man.

      “Did you put it in your mouth?”

      She shook her head, said, “I didn’t want to waste time, I just wanted it inside me.”

      “How did you do it?”

      “I just laid back, I put my leg up on, you know, over the back of the bench. Then he...he put it inside me.” She stroked her husband, giving him what she knew he liked.

      “Did it hurt?”

      “A little. I definitely felt it. But Pete, I was so wet it really...it really did just slide in there. I was surprised. It’s been so long since I’ve had a real one inside me. I’m used to this cute little guy.”

      “You really needed it.”

      “I really did.”

      “So you fucked him face to face? Were you kissing?”

      “I think so, probably. I was pretty overwhelmed, it just really felt so damn good. I could’ve been doing anything, but I was just thinking about his size inside me.”

      “Jess, did he wear a condom?”

      “Of course he did, Petey. I wouldn’t do that.”

      “Okay.”

      Jess leaned over his lap and she reached out with her fingers, snagged a folded blanket on the arm of the couch and she pulled it over. “So, Pete, then he was making love to me. He was doing it so hard. He was making me gasp.” She opened the blanket, unfolded it and lay it across his lap, covered up his erection. “I’m worried one of the boys might come down.”

      “Yeah, okay,” he said, desperately wanting her hand back on his little dick, dying to hear more. She slid her hand over his thigh and under the blanket.

      She searched around for it, found it, said, “Oh, here he is. He’s so hard, Pete. You like hearing about a real man putting his huge penis inside me, don’t you?”

      “I do, Jess. I want you to be happy.”

      She stroked him with just her soft fingertips, running them gently up and down the sides of his throbbing little hard-on. “Tyler made me very happy. He really filled up my insides, stretched me out down there like I never felt.”

      “Tell me how he fucked you.”

      “Just like I told you. We didn’t switch around or anything. He just shoved that big thing between my legs and we were face to face. We made love like—”

      “He fucked you.” She hated the word but he needed to hear it from her.

      “He fucked me, Pete. He fucked me hard. He was amazing. I felt his stomach while he was inside me. He pounded me and I ran my fingers over his abs, felt his muscles flex. It really was incredible.”

      “Did he make you come?”

      She kept stroking him, her eyes watching the blanket move as her hand worked him under there. She bit her lip. Maybe he didn’t want to know.

      “No, he didn’t. But, Pete, it was so close. In a way, it was like I was coming the whole time, it was so...I don’t know, so crazy, so exciting.”

      “He came?”

      “Oh, yeah, he did. It didn’t actually last that long. He...fucked me...hard and fast and I felt his stomach all over. I wanted it to go on forever. But he came. Just a couple of minutes. I could feel him inside me coming, you know? Even though he was wearing a condom I could feel his penis flexing inside me and I could feel his...come...shooting into the end of the condom. Isn’t that crazy?”

      “Oh God, Jess,” she had him on the edge now. It wasn’t the dirty talk he expected. He thought she’d tell him how Tyler made her come like mad. How she thrashed under him and screamed his name out and had the orgasm of her life. This story was dirtier somehow. She almost came. She could feel his load fill up his condom inside her. She was so dirty. He could feel more precum stream out of him, could feel his wife’s hand get slipperier on it, flick on his glans quicker and quicker. “Shit, Jess, what happened then?”

      “We kind of looked at each other for a minute. It was weird and uncomfortable, really. He got nervous, like, maybe he realized he just had sex with another man’s wife. A man he’d met.”

      “Something tells me he doesn’t care about that, ah...” one of her fingers danced across his hole.

      “Maybe not, but it got strange. He pulled it out of me and that was a really funny feeling. Like I felt empty or something. Then I watched him zip it up and he said he should get going. I wanted more but it was...it felt wrong all of a sudden. Then he left. And I watched him go to his bike and I drove around for a while. Then I came home.”
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* * *

      Jess was quiet for a while, flicking her wrist on him, her thumb on the underside of his little cock, three fingers along the back, hidden in his pubic hair. “Don’t you think it’s so unfair? I mean, you were born with this tiny little penis and there’s another man out there who can drive a woman crazy with something two, maybe three—maybe four times what you’ve got. Wouldn’t it make sense if everyone was kind of the same? When you see the ends of the spectrum, that’s when you really see the difference in sizes. You’re at the smallest end, so, so tiny, then he’s got this big, fat beautiful thing, you just can’t keep your hands off it.”

      “It is so unfair. I can’t even please my beautiful wife.”

      “That’s all right, we’ve got someone who can now.”

      “Are you going to fuck him again?”

      “I can’t wait to. You’re not going to try and stop me are you?” Her hand was on him, she had complete control. He looked at his beautiful but now very dirty wife. She had an innocent face. So pretty, with fine features and a long beautiful neck. Her eyes were big and expressive, the lightest crystal blue—when she talked people were rapt, lost in her gaze. She was so kind and so warm—no one who knew them would ever imagine she would go out on a date with another man, fuck him in their minivan, then humiliate her husband with some of the dirtiest talk you could imagine while she stroked his small cock. She could get away with anything with that sweet face.

      “I want you to get what you want.”

      “I’m serious. I wanted to go again right away, but the whole thing felt so odd when he came. He buttoned himself up and got out of there. I would have gone all night with him and that big, thick penis.”

      “He got what he wanted.”

      “He doesn’t know what I want. Not like you do,” she whispered in his ear, her fingertips gliding over his sensitive tip.

      “Oh God, Jess, I wish I had what he had.”

      “I do too. It’s all right now. I think we’ve found someone who’ll play along with us. And I want to go back to that well every time I get thirsty.”

      “Will you let me watch you next time?”

      “I might. I’ll ask him. If he doesn’t like it you’ll just have to sit at home alone again and think about me with him. Think about me crying out when he forces that big club into me. Think about how he’s making me come, over and over again.” She was watching him, her face so close to his, watching him tremble on the verge of a monstrous orgasm. She was toying with him, building up something that was going to make him crazy.

      “I really want to watch you next time.”

      “You know what I want?” she said, “I want to give him a handjob while you watch. Is that weird? I don’t know why. I’d just love to have you watch my hand struggle around that big thing. I want to make it last too, a nice, long handjob, and I want you to watch me make him come. I want you to see what I can do to him.” She was gasping as she whispered into his ear, he could tell she was turning herself on as she spoke.

      “God, Jess, you’re making me crazy,” he said, and he stopped her hand. He was so close and he didn’t want to do it like this, sitting on the couch with her hand stroking him under a blanket. He needed her, needed to be inside her. “Please, Jess, I’ve got to be inside you.”

      “Don’t you think I should clean up first?” she said.

      “No, I can’t wait, Jess, please...”

      “You want to fuck my dirty little hole?” She frowned at him, pretending to be disgusted by him. His heart stopped when she used those awful words; couldn’t believe they were coming out of his pleasant, mild-mannered wife. She was the Third Grade Teacher of the Year, three years in a row now.

      “Please, Jess...”

      She was already lifting her skirt, though, slowly, seductively. He watched it rise up her tan, oily legs. She stopped at her thighs, making him beg. Then quickly revealed it. She wasn’t wearing any panties. She was shaved bare specially for her date and her lips were plumped out from her, still dark and engorged, still looking damp and used.

      She whispered to him, “I’m a little sore but I don’t think you’ll hurt me.”

      He couldn’t take it. He put himself over her, his throbbing cock headed between her legs. He brought the blanket with him, throwing it over his shoulders like a cape.

      “Wait, Petey, no, no,” she said and she put her hands on his chest to stop him, keep him at bay.

      “Come on, Jess.”

      “No, not down here, Pete. We have to go upstairs—the boys...”

      “Yeah, yeah,” he said, hoping he’d make it up there. He was on the edge, so very close.

      “Are you sure Jess? They won’t come down, honey,” he said, trying desperately to convince her. But she was already moving, getting herself out from under him, sliding along the couch.

      “I’m sure, Petey,” she said. She got up and headed for the stairs and as she went she slowly lifted her skirt for him and he watched the tops of her thighs revealed slowly, then the tight jiggle of her cheeks as she strutted through the arch and headed for the stairs. He followed and she let him watch her rump move and work as she sashayed up the stairs.

      When they got in the bedroom, she locked the door behind them, jiggled it to make sure it had taken. He went to put his arms around her, wanted to take her down right there at the door and finish this on the floor with his pants around his ankles and her skirt hiked up.

      “Get a condom,” she reminded him. Shit. He went to the night table and yanked the drawer while he watched her. She didn’t take her clothes off, she lay on the bed, feet still on the floor, and pulled her skirt up at the front and he could see the sheen on her shaved mound in the lamp light.

      “Hurry up and get this over with,” she said, teasing him, “I’m exhausted and I want to go to bed.”

      His hands were shaking with anticipation ripping the foil open on his condom packet. He pulled it down his shaft while he rushed to get himself between her legs. She watched him and she was grinning.

      “Can’t believe you’re going to waste my time tonight with that tiny thing after I told you I just took a real man...”

      “Oh, J-Jess,” he stuttered, barely able to think he was so out of his mind with lust. He slid himself inside her. Maybe he imagined it, but she felt stretched, like he made no impact on her insides, and he slid all the way up inside her with no friction. But it wasn’t like he would normally spread her apart...
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* * *

      Jess felt her husband enter her. His penis wasn’t terribly big. He was the smallest she’d been with, but she felt it and it worked too. His little penis had delivered two of the greatest things in her life. It had given Jess her little boys—her Andy and her Pete Jr.

      It was Pete who was the first one to mention his size. The first one to bring up the elephant in the room. She’d always known it was small but she loved him. Maybe a few times she had thought to herself that she wished he was a bit bigger. Not huge or anything, just maybe average.

      He’d brought it up to her while he was inside her one night. She was horny and turned on and he asked her if he was too small. He kept making love to her, sliding it in and out of her. She told him he was fine. Pete turned it into dirty talk. He told her to be honest and he was working her, teasing her. She felt almost drunk with ecstasy that night. He’d gone down on her and he was so very good at that. He had her primed. Then he was inside her urging her to say dirty things about his size. She felt safe. So she told him the truth. The truth didn’t hurt him. He liked it. She found too, that she liked to say it to him. She liked to tell him dirty things if he wanted to hear them.

      She told him he was the smallest and that was true. She told him he was unsatisfying which could also at times be true. He asked her about her other boyfriends. That was odd at first, difficult to think about let alone talk about. They weren’t just disembodied penises to her, they were real men that had been in her life and for the time she was with them they meant so much to her. Some of the breakups were not so fun.

      But it brought her back to Brad Evans. While her breakup with him broke her heart he was truly a standout in the sack. She remembered her times with him quite fondly. Naughtily, maybe. The first time she’d been with him she pulled his penis out of his underwear and she laughed. It was the biggest one she’d seen. She was only twenty at the time but she’d seen a few. She loved that thing he had, but she also loved him and that was a big part of their lovemaking. Still, he was big and he also knew how to use it. So she told Petey all about him, his penis and what he would do to her with it and how much she loved it. She couldn’t believe how much it turned her on to relive those stories, to tell Pete about them; and how strangely enjoyable she found humiliating Pete was.

      Pete was pumping himself into her urgently now. Her story had him on edge and she knew he wouldn’t last a minute. “I wish I had saved his used condom, Petey, we could slip it over your little penis and show you how it would slide right off you.”

      “Oh, ah, Jess...”

      “Petey, I can’t stop thinking about how good Tyler felt—how big he was...”

      She didn’t really care about size—not all the time at least. Not enough that she wouldn’t have married Pete. A big one was nice when you got it—but a little one wasn’t the end of the world. There was something about humiliating Pete though, that really turned her on. She hated that it did. She was a good woman. A good wife. People respected her. If anyone were ever to hear the awful things she said to her husband they would be mortified. She would be mortified. She could never show her face again, it would be so humiliating. She got a tickle from saying the absolute worst things she could think of. Things that should hurt him.

      She rubbed Pete’s back, whispered in his ear, “Hurry up and fill that little snug-fit condom, Petey—”

      “Oh, God, Jess...”

      “Petey baby, do you know how small you feel? You feel like Tyler’s finger...”

      “I’m going to come, Jess.”

      “Come on, Petey, Tyler wore me out, I just want to go to sleep.”

      He shuddered as he came, drove himself into her again and again as deep as he could get it. His face contorted but he was silent. He finally buried his little thing into her, held it, and she could feel it pulsing inside her. She knew she had really done it for him, had really sent him over the top. His body was racked with sobbing breaths then he collapsed over her, held himself up on elbows so he wouldn’t crush her.

      About a year ago he said he wanted her to be with other men. She wasn’t incredulous at the outrageous suggestion. It seemed like the logical next step. It was crazy but in a strange way it wasn’t that crazy. She never imagined she would ever be able to do it. Pete told her he fantasized about watching her with another man—one who could really give it to her. She’d said, No. Eventually though she let that idea leak into her subconscious and then gradually it became part of their lovemaking. Dirty talk about the things another man would do with her.

      Thinking about it, while she was with Pete or maybe alone at night with her fingers between her legs, became an exciting proposition. The thought of being seduced by another man, or seducing one on her own became a solicitous distraction. One she looked forward to fantasizing about but not something she believed they would ever make happen. But she made up rules any way. Things that Pete would have to concede if she were ever to do it. That was just part of the fantasy too. But every time she made a rule, or came up with a man she’d like to sleep with, the whole thing became more and more real.

      “Oh, Jess, baby,” Pete said into her neck. He was hot and sweaty and he was still huffing. “You’re so incredible.”
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      Jess got up around six, but she’d been lying awake since around four-thirty. Mostly she’d been staring at the ceiling, and she might have drifted off again in that time, but she was up now doing her morning routine and she was exhausted already.

      Little Andy was so sleepy this morning. When she’d gone in to wake the two of them it was like he’d been hit with a tranquilizer. She lifted him up and cradled him like a baby, laughing at him as his head lolled around on his shoulders; his sleepy eyes couldn’t even open. She kissed him awake and Petey stood next to her laughing at his younger brother. She stroked his long, silky hair as he came aware, giggling as he tried to look around and remember where he was. Your bedroom, kiddo, just like every morning, she whispered to him.

      She reminded him that they were going out today, going to go and do something fun with her friend Sara Bridge and her four year old. That got them moving and as they came down for breakfast Andy was so excited now when he jumped on to the chair in the kitchen he overshot it and slipped off the other side. It looked so funny she had to cover her mouth so he wouldn’t hear her laugh. He got up and acted like nothing had happened and he tried again, got himself up and she ruffled his hair as she passed.

      She made them a real breakfast this morning. Made pancakes and bacon and some scrambled eggs. Pete was moving around upstairs and she heard the squeak of the taps as he got the shower turned on up in the master bathroom.

      Sargent was at her knee, a persistent wet nose pressure against her as he subtly urged her to speed up the feeding process. She went into the laundry room and hoisted his heavy bag of dog food out of the bin and scooped out two cups into his metal bowl. He was on a new food, a special gastrointestinal recipe. It was expensive but she got the feeling it wasn’t a very good food. She didn’t like the ingredient list but their Vet insisted that they use this food to help with his problems. It cost a lot and it wasn’t working. She’d already cleaned up one big sloppy pile this morning that she found when she came down. Almost stepped in it too.

      Back in the kitchen she leaned on the counter and watched her boys, waiting for Pete to come down. She’d be back to work in three weeks, back to school facing a whole new classroom and she couldn’t wait. She had all new lesson plans put together, new activities she’d discovered online. She’d filled up a whole Pinterest board with ideas for time structuring that she was going to implement.

      For now she was very happy to be in her kitchen in her short PJs and her robe and slippers. Nursing a coffee and watching her baby boys pal around and eat their home cooked breakfast.

      “Yeah, Cedar Point, Mom!” Andy’s eyes were wide, both hands on his plastic sippy cup with the curly straw. It was Petey’s ploy: get Andy excited about Cedar Point to put more pressure on old mom.

      “Petey,” she said, chastising him and rolling her eyes. “You know we’re not going to Cedar Point.” They’d already gone twice this summer and a day there cost an arm and a leg. Pete Jr. was just trying to ramp his brother up, trying to get the excitement to snowball and hopefully Jess would be powerless against them.

      “We’re going to go to the zoo,” she said to them looking out over the tops of her black framed glasses. The zoo was about a fifth of the price and then she and Sara could get a little peace and quiet, walk and talk behind the boys.

      “Yeah, okay, Mom,” Petey said, happy still, but not as happy as he would be if they were going to an amusement park.

      Pete’s feet were beating down the stairs and she felt a little nervous to see him this morning. She sucked her lips into her mouth in anticipation. He stepped in to the kitchen and he slowed as he saw her, a smile creeping across his face as he came and stood on the other side of the island across from her.

      He was handsome still, looking good in his suit. He was losing his hair and a bit of his jawline as he got older but she could see old Pete in there.

      “Good morning,” he said, and she had to look away she was so embarrassed. She got the courage, braced herself, and turned back to him, held him with her gaze and watched him melt. She knew what she did to him, she knew the power she had over him. She watched him blush, then he was the one so embarrassed he had to look away. He turned and sat at the table with the boys.

      “So, you boys are going to the zoo today are you?”

      The amusement park was forgotten and they were both excited now, telling their dad about all the things they wanted to see today. Jess brought Pete’s breakfast over to him, put it down on the placemat and rested her hands on his shoulders while he listened to the boys. She pressed her lips to his growing bald spot and kissed his scalp. He put his hand over hers.

      Pete ate a strip of bacon and he sighed, said, “Ah, you’re amazing, Jess.” He squeezed her hand.

      “Pancakes are my favourite,” Petey said, and he swooshed a forkful through a pool of Aunt Jemima. He was so active this morning, eating while sitting, then standing, then sitting on one leg. He was going to be a handful today.

      “Guilt pancakes. They’re my favourite too, Petey.”

      “What are gill pancakes?”

      “It’s just the way your mom makes them, Petey,” he said.

      Jess rubbed his neck and walked back to her coffee sitting on the island. She sipped at it, feeling really so good this morning. A little tired but there was an inner calm. Like she’d been on rough waters and woke up to a placid sea and tranquil sky. She watched Pete with the boys. Her heart swelled watching her men. The kitchen was warm and sunny. Sargent had a ball in his mouth and Andy handed him a piece of pancake and he dropped the ball and snatched it from him. Future sloppy poop but she didn’t care. She wished they could all stay like this in the kitchen for another hour.

      “You boys know there’s a new tiger exhibit, right?”

      “No.”

      Pete put some bacon in his mouth, talked around it. He got lower to tell them, hushed his voice to build excitement. “Now you walk through a dark Russian forest. There’s poles that the tigers climb on, and a stream that they swim through.” He had them leaning forward, listening intently. “And there’s a meadow,” he waved his hands out in front of them like he could see it himself, “and you can watch them stalk through the tall grass. And get this...”

      “What?” Petey said, his eyebrows high, his mouth agape.

      Pete looked up to the ceiling over the kitchen table, said, “The tigers pass from one habitat to another right over your head, looking down on you,” he recoiled as if he saw a tiger up above him.

      “Holy...” Andy whispered.

      Petey had been half sitting, one foot on the floor, as he listened, but now he was up and moving. Telling his little brother all about tigers. She’d helped him in the spring with a report for his Grade One class. It put him madly in love with tigers, and he was telling Andy all about them like he was an expert.

      He was talking a mile a minute and he was getting to the good bits now. The predatory aspect and how they kill their prey. “Okay, Petey,” she said, “let’s not scare your brother. He won’t want to—”

      Petey was wheezing. Pete was already up and moving to the drawer on the opposite side of the island. He opened it smoothly and carefully. He was calm. Jess came around and sat herself in Pete’s seat and rubbed Petey’s back. He was gulping for air, his eyes wide and wet. His breaths were a ragged gurgle.

      “It’s okay, Petey,” she said, rubbing her hand in circles around his little back, “Daddy’s coming.”

      Pete put the bronchodilator to his mouth and Pete Jr., also very calm, put both his hands on his dad’s wrist and he took two puffs from the inhaler.

      Little Petey had asthma but he was working with it well. Sometimes he could get too excited and that could trigger it. Especially this time of year. But they’d taught him to be calm, to keep his head in the game and take his medicine.

      “I’ll give him a Uniphyl before we go,” she said to Pete, “It’s probably going to be a pretty exciting day.” Pete stood next to her, his hip against her shoulder, and put his hand on the back of her neck, rubbed it.

      “I wish I could go with you guys,” Pete said.

      “Me too, Dad,” Andy said, his eyes wide and his cheeks rosy from the action. Petey was still getting himself under control. He was going to be okay, but he nodded his head and she could see him swallowing. Poor kid, still trying to open his airways. He cleared his throat.

      “Me too,” Petey said, still a bit wheezy.
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* * *

      Jess had never dirty talked him so well as last night, something really got into her. The things she said to him drove him crazy. He had a fitful sleep, tossing and thinking. He dreamed he had watched it happen, watched another man take his wife in front of him.

      Had she really done it this time? The last time they got this close she’d come home and told him a similar story. A different guy that time. A co-worker, some teacher at another school who she met at a conference. She liked to pretend they were going to fuck. She went out one night and when she came back late in the evening she’d told him a similar tale. They went out for drinks, she came on to him, he took her out back, he had a really big cock, he fucked her in the van, it felt so good, Pete. But when he went to the car in the morning, he could see the child seat still strapped in, her work bag undisturbed on the bench. It was a tall tale. She told him that story to turn him on. He knew it turned her on too. She enjoyed the telling. She had an orgasm that made her scream that night after she relived this imaginary encounter to him while they made love.

      Pete stood in their driveway with his keys in his hand looking into his wife’s minivan. Did she dress up for a date, leave Pete in torment sitting and imagining? Did she go out and see a movie then eat at a drive-thru like last time? Sit in a parking lot and look at her watch waiting to come home and humiliate him with her fantasy? Jess was a little too shy to do the things she fantasized about. He saw the car seat had been taken out and thrown to the bench behind. That was a nice touch, Jess. The bench had been cleared in a hurry, items knocked into the footwell.

      Did she sleep with Tyler last night? She might have. He hoped she didn’t. Not Tyler. At least she remembered to dress the stage this time. Make it seem authentic. One day she would do it for real. One day this wouldn’t be a fantasy anymore. He wanted it. He wanted it for himself of course, but he wanted her to have it. Knew she wanted it, needed it. He couldn’t give her what she needed, and he desperately wanted her to have it. He wanted her to be satisfied because he loved her.

      He stepped to the driver side of his old Buick and that’s when he noticed her panties. He wasn’t sure at first what he was seeing so he went closer. Standing at the rear of the van he could see into the very back and draped over the bench, stuck to the rough velour was a pair of panties. He saw the frilled edge of her soft pink pair that she wore on special occasions. Her dress panties he called them. They were crumpled and hanging from the grey bench as if tossed in passion. Very good work, Jess, he thought. Unless...

      He could picture it like he was standing in this spot next to the van last night. Standing, peering in, while Tyler fucked his wife. Standing in the cold and the dark, the windows of the van lit up by the logo of the bar and his own aghast reflection. He pictured her moving in the dark of the van, Tyler’s muscular body over hers, pulling her panties down and tossing them to the back of the van. She would put her head back and look into Pete’s eyes while that stud pierced her and made her his woman.

      He unlocked the van with his fob and climbed into the back. He picked up his wife’s panties and held them in his fist, felt the soft, satiny fabric running under his thumb. He looked around before risking giving them a little sniff. He put them in his pocket and sat for a moment in the quiet space of the cabin. Did she put her bare feet up on the roof as he fucked her? He looked up but there were no marks. He didn’t really think there would be.

      He sighed into the space, felt its energy. Imaginary or not, this little bench seat figured into every one of his hotwife fantasies and it seemed to figure into Jess’ too. She may even have really been fucked by another man right where he was sitting.

      He shrugged and exhaled, felt a dreadful tremble in his belly. He better get to work.
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      “Hey, Mr. Mapplethorpe,” Rodrigo said with a big smile, looking up at Pete as he walked behind his push-cart filled with flattened cardboard headed for recycling.

      “Morning, Rodrigo,” he said as he passed him. Pete had seen him through the big, front windows of the Save-Mart as he’d walked up from the back of the parking lot. Talking to Rosalita, leaning on a clothing rack, giving her some sweet talk while she flirted back. At least she kept pricing, kept working. Now, here Rodrigo was, oh-so-surprised to see Pete (like he hadn’t seen him coming) hard at work with his recycling.

      At least he made the effort to look busy. Pete ran a tight ship here. Rodrigo knew enough not to be caught half-assing it when Pete was around. This Save-Mart was first in the region. Square footage wise it was number one in the state, out-performing some of the other stores in the more populated urban areas when you accounted for size.

      Pete got up to the second floor, into admin, said hello to all his staff up there. Closed the door to his office behind him—PETE MAPPLETHORPE, MANAGER in white Arial font on a black plastic rectangle stuck on it with two-sided tape. Pete got right to work. Busted out all his reports he’d finished before closing last night, double checked them once again, spent an hour verifying his work, then sent that off to Corporate. Quiet digital swoosh letting him know his mail was on its way.

      He had a lot to prepare for next quarter, goals he wanted to set and notes he wanted to make for his weekly staff meeting tomorrow morning. It was a quarter after eleven, so he went out and grabbed a coffee from the lounge—take a break, cleanse the palate before he started new work. He sat back in the vinyl office chair, swivelling around with his heels planted in the durable carpet. His hand worked the mouse, getting him to eBay.

      Shit, there it was. One hour left and this beauty would be his. A 1980 Lionel Loco 726 Steamer. The Berkshire. Not the best condition, listed as C–6. Probably a C-7. Pete couldn’t afford a mint one. Wouldn’t pay that price.

      His $95 bid was intact. He wanted this train. Came in the original box, from the year he was born. He remembered that old packaging, seeing it in the shops when his dad would take him around the hobby stores when he was a kid. Sunday mornings when his brother was in chemo, his dad would take him through the mall out by the hospital.

      The cow catcher was kind of beat up and wasn’t attached but he could fix that. The lights worked on it and the horn too. And it ran, even in reverse. A few cosmetic touch-ups were all it would take. He shut the browser down, didn’t want to jinx it—staring at it while it was counting down was a sure fire way to bring out adversaries.
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* * *

      Pete was out on the sales floor when Julio caught up with him, said, “Hey, boss, we have a situation.”

      Pete just came out here to be away from the countdown on his train. He couldn’t afford another bid anyway. Wouldn’t afford it. He wanted to resist all temptation. Now Julio had roped him into a ‘situation’.

      “We got two little ladies here walking off with a lot of cosmetics.”

      “Which ones?” He said. Julio was about the best guy you could ask for in Loss Prevention. He was excited by the job and he took pride in his skills. He never half-assed it.

      “Two hotties over there,” he said, pointing at two teen girls cutting through Household like they didn’t have a care in the world. Two cool customers.

      “Don’t call them hotties, Julio.”

      “Sorry about that.”

      “You sure?” They looked like a couple of rich kids. Shouldn’t even be in a Save-Mart.

      “Positive,” he said, pulling down the lower lid of his right eye, which Pete took to mean Julio saw it happen.

      “All right, why you telling me?”

      “Could use your help, they look like the type to split up, make it hard for me. I’m here alone today.”

      “I got it, I got it. What did they take?”

      “Five lipstick. Seventy-five dollars. Maybellines.”

      “Shit, okay, okay, you cover that front door, I’ll go to the east side.”

      “Cool, chief.”

      Pete fucking hated this. Why the fuck did he get roped into it? This kind of confrontation was his nightmare. If he could just find another staff, send them off to do this. Goddamnit, his heart was racing. He looked over his shoulder, Julio nodded to him, his head bobbing along over an aisle of laundry detergent.

      Fuck, there was no one else. No one to signal over and take this away from him. He walked on reluctantly, but he was looking around for the girls.

      Fucking shit, here they were. Targets approaching. They’d headed to the front, that’s why he sent Julio that way, but maybe they pegged him for Loss Prevention and started for this east door.

      His blood pounded in his neck, beating on his ear drums as he walked towards them. Couple of alpha princesses. Both tall and thin, deathly beautiful, painted lips, long legs in skinny jeans, a sliver of bare belly above the waist bands, expensive shoes, LeBrons or Jordans or whatever. Medusas who instead of turning him into stone they turned him into the 16-year-old loser he was in high school. If he said shit to them right now he knew his voice would squeak.

      They saw him coming, locked this old, balding creep with their hardiest bitch faces. He could feel everything shrinking up in his underwear, tightening, retracting.

      They got closer and closer, they were going to pass each other in just a moment. He had to say something.

      “Huh-hey…duh-do you know what time it is?”

      “Do you know what time it is?” one said, scowling at him.

      “Fuh-fuh-fuck off,” the other one said and that made the first one cackle. Throw her head back and laugh at her friend’s cruelty. They bumped their shoulders together in camaraderie, still walking, never even broke their stride. That was it, then they were gone. Couple of sixteen year old bitches who saw right through him, saw him for what he was.

      Julio caught up with him at the cosmetics counter a couple of minutes later. Pete was handing cash over to Wanda at the checkout.

      “Hey, Mr. Mapplethorpe, what happened?”

      “Huh?”

      “Did you get them?”

      “Yeah. They freaked out, gave me cash. I let them go.”

      “You let them go? We’re supposed to—”

      “I know, I know. I felt bad for them. They were shaking.”

      “They bought all five?”

      “Gave me enough cash to cover. I got them before they were out of the store, so technically they hadn’t stolen them yet...”

      “Still…couple of rich girls ought to learn a lesson.”

      “I know but I didn’t have the heart.”

      “All right, Mr. Mapplethorpe, they should be glad was you then, it was me got them…” He lightly punched one fist into his open palm.

      “You’re doing a good job, Julio. We came out all right here,” he said to him as Julio got himself back to surveillance.

      So old Petey was going to take the L on this one. No win for Sad Sack today. Seventy-five dollars plus tax out of pocket. He hoped to God he didn’t win that auction now.

      He hustled back to his office and closed himself in. Why the fuck did he go out on the floor? He had plenty to do in here.

      He refreshed his browser. Well, Daryl1979, you just saved my bacon. He was outbid by five dollars. Normally he would think Daryl was an asshole but today he was Pete’s best friend.
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* * *

      Jess checked to make sure the bathroom door was locked. Twisted the worn, brass knob for a third time. Yes, Jess, it’s still locked. If one of the boys walked in she’d be mortified, so there was no harm in being careful. Come on Jess, bedroom door locked and bathroom door locked.

      Another late August teacher bash tonight. Faculty and family getting together one more time before it was back to school for them all. Familiar faces, friends, and who else? Well, you just never know. Her muscular stud might turn up. She hoped he would.

      She moved her stool over to the door and sat on it, put her back up against the hollow-core door. Just in case. The water in the shower was running to drown out any noises that might lead to someone asking through the door what she was doing in there. Water running cold, she wasn’t going to waste hot water.

      The hard plastic seat on the stool was cold on her flattened cheeks. She pulled her towel off the rack and draped it over the stool she usually used to sit and put her makeup on.

      Finally satisfied, she could begin. She arranged the tools she’d need on the formica vanity. A brand new pink lady razor fresh from the cell pack, six for $4.99, a bowl she brought from the kitchen and filled with very hot water, a can of shaving gel, cocoa butter, and a hand mirror she’d wiped spotless with a facecloth.

      There was only two weeks worth of stubble down there. But it had to go. You never know...

      Thirty-five years old and she’d never shaved her lady parts until two weeks ago. That was the first time. Surprised her what a thrill she got from it. Her girl bits had tingled like crazy, put butterflies in her tummy.

      A blast from the shaving gel can gave up a pleasant blueberry-pomegranate breeze. She hunched over and looked at her little lady. She definitely needed a trim.

      The gel went on smooth as silk, turned to frosting under her fingers. She inhaled and closed her eyes at the touch of her own hand. She was a live wire. She worked it in, let herself have two little swipes up the middle that got her heart beating. Just two though, she wanted to keep herself on edge tonight.

      She hunched over and wiped her hands on the towel. Her butt cheeks were mashed flat on the stool. She didn’t have a fat ass did she? She didn’t think she did. It looked real good in clothes, she caught people looking. Maybe it was just an unflattering angle. Her skin was still perfectly smooth, and there was not a trace of cellulite. She had a great, healthy ass. She would double check when she stood up, and made a mental note not to spread her legs on a stool in front of any guys. You know, should that ever come up.

      The hot, wet blade felt so good sliding across her mound, leaving a bald, shining path through the foam. After each careful, slow swipe she’d wash the blade in the hot bowl. Keeping it clean but also getting it nice and wet and warm to give her that little thrill as she passed it over her skin. Scratch, scratch—she went over herself until the blade was silent, until it passed over her soft, wet, mound without a sound.

      The bowl she’d brought to shave with was one of the deep ones that had a handle on it like a huge teacup. They usually used it for pasta night—kept the mess down with the kids, since they always wanted spaghetti. Thumb hooked through the handle, resting it in her lap, while her free hand used the hot water to wipe her bald, little thing clean. Patted herself dry with the towel and then brought the hand mirror down to give herself a good inspection. Everything looked smooth as silk down there, no little nicks, or red skin or anything. Just smooth and ready. The cocoa butter went on like velvet, almost feeling too good. She had to bring her thighs together at one point. Clamped them together on her hand to stop herself from going too far.

      This endeavour with Pete, and these last few weeks, had turned her into a horny little teenager again. She hadn’t felt so alive between her legs since—gosh, when? University, probably.

      Jess packed her things up, put away her blade and gel, rinsed the pasta bowl in the sink and left it where she wouldn’t forget to return it to the kitchen. She cranked the shower lever to the right for the hot and stood naked in the narrow master bath, one hand under the stream waiting for it to come to temperature. She let her mind wander to all sorts of dirty places.
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* * *

      “Did you get your train, Dad?”

      “No, Petey. I didn’t.”

      “Aw, that’s too bad.” He came to Pete and stood looking up at him while he worked away. “There’ll be other trains.”

      “You’re right, kid. Come on, sit up here.”

      Pete was on his stool at the command centre of the 1957 Calumet Bay Rail Road. A twenty-one foot by thirty-two foot exacting recreation of the old steam line that went through Calumet Bay. Done in O Scale, started by his Dad, finished by Pete. Although he’d never really be finished. There was always something left to tweak, something to be fixed or to be made better. He would never be done.

      Fifty-seven was the last year Calumet Bay ran steam. His dad loved the steam trains. Calumet Bay Rail Road chartered in 1835 and his dad could have told you everything about every train they ever ran. His dad grew up in Calumet Bay and so did Pete. Maybe someday Petey Jr would take this over, make it his own. He’d have to show him where he grew up sometime, show him how it’s all changed. Tell him how it used to be. All the trains out there these days were boring old commuters now.

      Petey climbed up into his lap. Kid was getting heavier every day. He put his hands around his waist to keep him in place.

      Pete was dressed and ready to go to the party. Showered and shaved, clean khakis and a button up--he was just waiting on Jess. So he brought the boys down to the basement where it was cooler, and they could spend some time with the trains while they waited.

      Petey said, “Can I do...” and his open hand stretched out and hovered over the flat aluminum knob that would operate the drive of one of the trains.

      “What’s the rules down here?”

      “I know,” Petey said. Andy climbed up on to his footstool next to the table so he could be tall enough to see the trains.

      “We don’t operate the trains until we’re old enough. We don’t mess around down here, these aren’t toys though they really look like it, I know. Some of this stuff is probably pretty valuable. But soon Petey, soon. Real soon.” He hugged him, felt his disappointment. He felt stupid being hard on them over a train set but it was the same way that his father had taught him to respect the work he’d done. To be respectful in general.

      “Okay.”

      “Someday, Pete—someday this whole darn thing will be your responsibility,” he said looking over the enormous table that took up almost the entire main room of the unfinished basement.

      “I know, Dad.”

      The table spread wall to wall against one far side, partially blocked off the door to the furnace room—you had to turn sideways and squeeze past every time you needed in there. It was a man-made miniature landscape of rolling hills, trees, a little village with a general store and old pickup trucks from the forties and fifties. The train and its yard were the focus. Tracks went in and out of the switchyard and Pete and Andy loved to watch him switch tracks and back the trains  up so a faster one could pass through.

      “Can we make some more foliage, Dad?” Andy asked him, blowing him away that he remembered the word and was able to say it so well.

      “Sure, Andy, we can do that tomorrow. That’s a great idea. Your mom and I are going out soon, but we can definitely do that tomorrow.” He’d taught the boys how to make realistic looking trees, twisting out eighteen-gauge wire into tree shapes, spackling them, then arranging pre-made foliage around the wires to make a natural looking tree. The boys, he discovered had a real talent for it.

      “You guys have another party?” Petey asked, looking a little forlorn.

      “Yeah, Petey, just across town, we won’t be late. Some of your mom’s friends from work getting together before it’s time to go back. You looking forward to going back to school too?”

      “Mm, yeah, I guess so. I can’t wait until next year when I’ll be in mom’s class,” he said.

      The doorbell rang out upstairs followed by Sargent scrambling from his dog bed, nails scratching on linoleum as he barked his way into the front hall out of a sound sleep. “That’ll be the sitter,” he said and he lifted Petey down to the floor. “Come on, boys. Let’s go let her in.”

      They went up and Petey took Sargent out to the backyard. Pete could see a girl through the lace curtains over the window of the front door. He opened the door, surprised to see a young girl there, very heavy set, pleasant enough but not who he was expecting.

      “Hi, Mr Mapplethorpe,” she said, beaming. Somewhere in the back of his brain he remembered something about Nicole, their usual babysitter, going off to college.

      “You’re here for the kids?” he asked her.

      “Yeah, sorry, Mr Mapplethorpe. I’m the babysitter.”

      “Oh, come on in,” he said, “you look familiar—”

      “I just live across the street.”

      “Ah,” he said, escorting her through to the kitchen. Great—now he got to go over all the rules, phone numbers, bed times, asthma...

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Wow, Mom, you look so beautiful,” Pete Junior told her.

      “Aw, thanks, Pete.”

      “Really, you look like you should be on TV.”

      Jess paused a moment, her face breaking into a smile, lipstick poised on a powdered lip that was starting to stretch itself out. This kid. Her hands went down for a moment and she turned to him.

      “Pete, thank you. I really wanted to hear that.”

      Petey was standing one foot over the other while she sat on the stool in front of the mirror. He had one hand in his back pocket, the other was toying with the pasta bowl, tilting it and rolling it on the round edge of its base.

      “Careful with that, Petey,” she said. And don’t you dare ask me why it’s in the bathroom.

      “I’m not gonna break it, Mom.”

      She held his warm soft cheeks in her palms and looked at him. Then she put her big soft, red painted lips right on the flat of his forehead and pressed a kiss on him.

      “Aw, Mom, for crying out loud.” He recoiled, pushed her away from him while she laughed at him.

      “You look ridiculous,” she said. He had an almost perfect, cartoonish, red kiss mark dead centre on his forehead between the bangs of his parted hair.

      “I can’t believe you did that.”

      “Come here,” she said and pulled him to her side so he could see himself in the mirror. She squeezed him into her and couldn’t help laughing again.

      He looked at his reflection, said, “Oh, no, Mom, the babysitter’s here...”

      “Uh-oh—Petey, is she pretty, you worried she’s not going to like your make-up?”

      “Mom, clean it off.”

      “There’s the Kleenex, Petey. Now you’ve got something to do besides rolling that bowl around like I told you not to.”

      He stuck his tongue out at her and she did the same.

      “All right, come here,” she said and she dabbed a wet facecloth on her lip marks. “There, you dry yourself off. I’ve got to do my lips all over again. Look what you did to them.”

      He rubbed a tissue on his forehead and shook his head at her, a wry smirk on his face.

      The trick to pulling off these big red lips in the summertime, she had read, was keeping all the other make up completely neutral. Her face was fresh and youthful enough she thought that she could get away without eyeliner and blush. She just put some black on her lashes and moisturized the hell out of herself until she shone.

      She put down a purple-red base over her lips and then went over that with a liquid lipstick that was a fiery orange-red. She knew she’d spent too much on that brush-on lipstick but looking back at her reflection—how it made her feel to see herself look like this—it was worth the money.

      “So, Petey, is she cute? The babysitter? Do you have a crush on her?”

      “Gross, Mom.”

      “You want me to give you another big kiss?”
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* * *

      Tyler had shown up around 10 P.M. Pete could tell his wife had been so anxious. He could sense a despair from her, desperate for her fling to show up. Imaginary fling? Either way his pretty wife was getting off on another man. It drove a stake through his black heart but somewhere deep in his belly there was a pleasurable ache. It radiated out from there, warm but dreadful, clutched his heart and made his breaths come short. Why the fuck did he like that feeling?

      Pete and Jess got there, on time, at about seven when dinner was served. Like normal adults. Like everyone else that was there that night. It had been a fun evening, just under twenty people, hardly any of them looking forward to being back at school in two weeks. They were more honest about it as the night wore on and the drinks took their toll. Not his Jess. She loved her job and she loved those kids of hers. She got so sad as every school year closed and she wouldn’t be seeing the little faces she’d grown attached to. Jess had a great heart. Open, honest, giving. Those kids would never grind on her. She would never get bitter or broken by them.

      The party had dwindled, some of the gang had said their farewells, some of the tiki torches had snuffed—then he heard the motorcycle.

      Knew right away—10 P.M., loud bike, quiet residential street—Ah, Tyler must be here. Riding in on some fancy high-speed ninja bike.

      Jess’ face lit up right in front of him. He could see the fucking excitement in her. She was wide eyed and bubbling. Like it was 1965 and the fucking Beatles just got here. Frankly, Jess wasn’t the only one. A lot of female faces looking around, looking knowingly to one another, funny, dirty looks on their faces. Yes, ladies, your stud had arrived. He wondered if they’d all heard the rumour he was also packing a real salami too. If that was true. If it wasn’t something his wife had made up to tease him with. Three possibilities there. One, it was made up; two, it was really a rumour she heard; three, it was a rumour proven true to Jess when that asshole fucked his wife with it in the back of their minivan.

      Funny dynamic here if number three was true. These ladies all looking at each other aroused by his arrival didn’t realize that one amongst their coven had actually fucked this kid. Oh, man, would they fucking hate her if they found out. They would wring every detail out of her then rip her to shreds behind her back.

      Then, in the panther strode. T-shirt with dumb calligraphy on it struggling to stay on top of his bulging pecs and bis. Tight jeans sitting low on his hips, sneakers. A twenty-five year old dressing like a teenager. Whatever. It worked for him. He had these ladies slippery between their legs. Pete’s beautiful Jess included.

      He watched intently for their first contact. Let’s see these two together. Tyler came in, said his hellos, winking, high-fiving, clasping backs, kissing ladies’ cheeks. Knowing he was giving them the thrill of their month.

      Jess stood to the side, he could see her waiting for Tyler to find her. She wasn’t going to him. She was waiting to be found. She was breathtaking in her tight black dress, her bright red lips. How on earth did he get so lucky? And how the fuck was she thirty-five? She, without a doubt, was hotter now than when he met her.

      Tyler found her all right. A brief spark between them when their eyes met and it floated in the breeze and lit up Pete’s dry tinder soul. It set him ablaze and consumed him. He was racked with one heavy sob, caught himself. His eyes teared. His breath caught in his throat. It was true wasn’t it? His legs trembled. He sat in a lawn chair behind him, carefully lowered himself. He was dizzy. His hands shook on the beer bottle he clutched to himself.

      There was a spark. He saw it. The two of them shared something across the party, an intimate moment between them. They stood a dozen feet apart. Tyler stopped when he saw her and a devilish smile crept across his face. His eyes narrowed. And his wife—she went bashful and demure under Tyler’s masculinity. She sucked a lip under her teeth and smiled for him, bowed her head to him, looking up under her lashes. Then the two of them came together like magnets. Standing too close.

      Don’t give it away, Jess. Not to these people. Don’t give it away if it’s true. God, it was true wasn’t it? She’d really done it this time.

      Dread turned to inexplicable joy. His wife, his fucking best friend in all his life, was happy right now. Natural, healthy girl energy. She was beaming. And that happiness radiated to her life partner. Shouldn’t it? Pete’s heart swelled in his chest. Look at her out there. She was a woman. A happy goddamn woman. Was her heart pounding, her pulse racing? Pete’s was. Hilarious—her husband’s was.

      Did she have a tingle in her sex? Butterflies in her soft, warm tum-tum. He knew she did. Knew it. And it delighted him. She deserved that, deserved the pleasures of life. If anyone on this shitty planet deserves happiness it was that five-foot-five blonde-haired angel.

      He watched them together. What a good-looking duo. They were careful now not to make a scene, not to attract attention. Tyler leaned on the fence, Jess stood under him. She’d backed off a bit, their shapely shadows cast on the pressure-treated fence by a fading Tiki torch. Jess looked good lit from below by warm torchlight. He could see her sweet face flushed. Red blotches spreading down her neck and across her chest. This kid really lit her up.

      Pete’s cock was like steel in his briefs. It ached. Why was he like this? He wanted to get home her home and talk to her. He wanted to make love to her. He wanted to hear her story all over again. Goddamnit, it was true. She had done it this time.

      He was on top right now but he felt something dark under it all. Something ugly and jealous. But he didn’t want to even open that door a crack. Something so dangerous was likely to kick that door open and barge through once it was given a little light. He didn’t want to face that right now sitting in this lawn chair with a hard-on. He did not want to lose his shit here in front of all his wife’s friends.
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* * *

      Jess could tell Pete had something to say in the car on their way home from the party. He was bristling with energy. He was nervous and twitchy, he would start to speak, open his mouth, then stop. He’d shake his head and she could hear him grumbling. Or maybe she imagined he was grumbling. He had that demeanour. Oh, she knew what it was. One hundred percent knew what it was. But if he didn’t want to broach it in the car then she wouldn’t push. In fact she would make it easier for him. She closed her eyes and put her head back on the rest and pretended to sleep. Now he had less temptation. She did nod off a bit somewhere along the way, feeling pretty good after five white wines.

      Now they were pulling into the driveway and she came awake. Pete’s lips were still pursed. She knew they would send the babysitter off, check on the kids, then they were going to have a talk. And she had something big to tell him too.

      Mad and distracted, that’s how he was, she thought, following behind him up the walk to the front door.

      “You’ll have to cut the lawn tomorrow,” she said, looking out over their patch of grass lit up by the porch light.

      He said, “Yeah,” picking through his key ring looking for the right one, jingling as he went.

      It made her laugh. Why would she torment him when she knew he was upset? Why did she like needling him? There was something in him that enjoyed it. Gosh, if he liked it and she started to really like doing it, how far would this go? Given the right circumstances, she could drive him to want to strangle her. Poor Petey wouldn’t do that, it wasn’t in his eyes. All he had was love for her.

      “Hey, Mr. Mapplethorpe,” the babysitter was in the hall, shoes on and bag over her shoulder.

      “How were my boys?” Jess asked her.

      “They were fantastic—they were only up for an hour before it was their bedtime, but we drew for a little while, then they made me watch some of their shows, then Andy,” she motioned with her two hands next to her cheek, sleeping. “So I put them both to bed and I haven’t heard a peep from—”

      “Do you want me to drive you home?” Pete asked her.

      She was taken aback slightly by his briskness. She said, “I...I live across the street, Mr. Mapplethorpe.”

      “Oh, yeah,” he said, leafing through his wallet.

      Jess touched her arm, said, “Thank you, Ashley.”

      “You look so beautiful, Miss Mapplethorpe.”

      “Mrs.,” Peter said, giving her a few folded up bills.

      “Huh?” she said, taking the money from him and counting it.

      “Mrs.,” he said again.

      “What did I say?”

      “Never mind.”

      “Hey, Mr. Mapplethorpe? This is twenty-four dollars.”

      “Yeah?”

      “No tip?”

      “Pete,” Jess said, she couldn’t help laughing.

      Pete regarded her for a second, blank face, “Sorry,” he said and gave her another five.

      “They watched her walk down their steps and she rubbed Pete’s arm, “Pete, you’re terrible.” She kicked her shoes off and left them in the hall.

      “Can’t believe that fatso called me on it.”

      “Pete,” she said walking up the stairs, still getting a chuckle out of her cheap husband, “if our boys are still alive up here we are going to want to call her again.”

      Then she said down to him, still standing in the dark hall, “Don’t scare this one yet.”

      “Make sure there’s two of them up there first. And that they’re both breathing.”

      Jess opened the boys’ room door, quietly, peered in on them. Both asleep, little angel faces turned to the side, open mouths. Her cherubs. She snuck in and kissed each of them on their messy hair. She stood a moment, enjoyed it. Their little boy smell, their quiet breathing, their nightlight projector casting dim cartoon fish that drifted, swam across the bedroom walls.

      The light from the hall shining through the sliver of the open door went dark as Pete filled it up, looking in and smiling at his wife standing with his boys. She gave him a thumbs up.

      Pete went softly across the hall and she followed after him into their bedroom. She knew it was time. She knew this was going to come.

      She closed the door behind her, and came to him, stood face-to-face with him a few feet apart in their tiny bedroom.

      “It really did happen, didn’t it?”

      She nodded.

      “Oh, Jess,” he said, his voice trembling. She saw his knees buckle. His face looked ghostly. Like a ghost just punched in the stomach. “Really?”

      “Yes.”

      “Oh, God,” he crumpled, took a step back and sat heavily on the corner of the bed, put an arm out behind him to support himself.

      “Pete,” she said, came to him.

      “I’m okay,” he said, put a hand up to stop her. “I...shit,” he said, face pained, he clutched at his side.

      “Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “Oh, my God, Jess, how? Like you said?”

      “I told you the truth,” she said, sat behind him, put her hands around him. “I told you everything.”

      “With Tyler?” More incredulous than a question.

      “Yes, Petey.”

      “Oh, Jess...” He said it so quietly. He covered his face with his open hands. Then the sobbing started. He lowered his head and she rubbed his back. “Oh, Jess,” he said again breaking up into sobs, carrying her name off into a cry.

      “There, there,” she said, rubbing his shoulder.

      He moaned loudly, long, mooing almost like a cow. He doubled over and lay on his side on the bed. He howled in pain, loud enough to wake the kids.

      “Petey, Petey, Petey,” she whispered into his ear. “It’s okay, baby. I’m here, I’m here.”

      “Oh, no, no, no,” he howled again.

      “It’s okay, baby, don’t wake the kids, shhh...”

      She rubbed his arms, and soothed him, shushing in his ear. He was in horrible, mournful pain and it tickled her. It made her belly feel funny like when she thought of Tyler’s beautiful body and that big, hard dick he pulled out of his pants that night. She had this amazing power over her husband. It felt incredible to control him like this. To see his love displayed like this. To feel how easily she could wound him so deeply. He was dying under her fingers.

      His sobbing travelled up through her arm like electricity, got her sobbing now too. Her eyes teared up and she blinked one off, felt it splash on her cheek and roll down. “Pete, Pete, stop, stop, stop, please...”

      She soothed him until he lay still on the bed. His face was red from crying, a vein bulged out on his forehead. He seemed okay now, sleepy, and she’d feel him tremble under her hand every few breaths. He’d cried himself out.

      “Baby, this is your fantasy,” she said.

      “I know. I know. Don’t feel bad, I’m just catching up to what you already know,” his voice was a whisper.

      “I told you every detail already.”

      “I know. I wasn’t sure it was real. I didn’t think it was. You never looked in my eyes and told me, One hundred percent, Pete, it’s true this time. I fooled myself thinking it was just another story.”

      “Well, it happened, baby. I thought you might not want to talk about it. I was giving you space.”

      “No, I’m glad. I’m glad.” He was looking out across the room while she fooled with his hair.

      “Pete?”

      “Yeah?”

      “There’s more.”

      “Oh, no, Jess, oh baby—”

      “More to come, I mean.”

      “It’s not something you’ve already done?” His eyes pleaded with her.

      “No, baby, it’s something I’m going to do. And you’re going to watch.”

      “I am?”

      She stood up and went to where he could see her at the foot of the bed. His wet eyes went over her, took her in, standing there in her slinky black dress and bare feet. Her arm went behind her back and she drew the zipper down, let him hear the teeth unclenching in the quiet room.

      “There’s a chance,” she said, “we can get you what you want.”

      “Really?” his face was drawn and anxious. This was too much for him and it was delighting her.

      She held her dress up by the bust, pinching the two cups between her thumb and forefinger. She wiggled her hips a little bit, let it drop, lowering it by her fingertips. Down over her bare breasts, catching on her hardened nipples.

      “You’re bare,” Pete said.

      “Just wait...” She swayed a little, helping the fabric slide down her flesh. She slowed as she got it to her hips, dragging out her revelation.

      “Jess...” Pete’s eyes were as wide as they could be. Waiting to see her revealed.

      She let the dress sit right at the V of her thighs and the crease of her hips. Then her fingers opened and she let it fall to the floor, standing completely naked in front of him.

      “Jess, you had nothing on under there all night?”

      She stepped between his open legs and ran her fingers through the hair at the back of his head.

      “I wanted it to be easy for Tyler to fuck me.”

      “Jess, you didn’t—”

      “I was prepared for it. I wanted it. I got myself wet thinking about it.” She watched him swallow, his face tense but beaten.

      “You wouldn’t. Not there—what if you got caught?”

      She smiled and shrugged. “He’s worth it.”

      “You’re killing me.”

      “I know,” she laughed, put her arms around his neck. “Touch me.”

      His hand felt warm going up her thigh. He slid the knuckle of his thumb up until it bumped into her folds. His thumb opened, the tip of it parting her and sliding right inside her with ease.

      “You are so wet.”

      “That’s from thinking what Tyler would do to me if I pulled him into a powder room when we were there,” she whispered to him.

      “What did you want him to do?”

      His thumb worked her, made her close her eyes. “Take me from behind, bent over the toilet. Pull my dress up and fuck me with that big cock. Put his hand over my mouth so I couldn’t make a sound.”

      “You really thought about him.”

      “I really did.”

      “Is that what you want me to watch?”

      “Do you want to see that?”

      “I do,” he said, his voice trembling.

      “Are you ready for the next step?”

      “Oh, Jess, I am.” He closed his eyes and rested his head on her chest.

      “I invited him for dinner. He’s coming a week tomorrow. I told him you had to go away for the weekend, a conference.”

      “Oh, God.” He hugged her to him tightly, he squeezed her so she could barely breathe.

      “He’s coming here to fuck me. He thinks he’s going to spend the night here, do all sorts of dirty things to me. We’re going to have to convince him it’s okay to do all the filthy things he wants while you watch.”

      “He thinks you’re a dirty, cheating housewife.”

      “He doesn’t know about your little penis. Doesn’t know you don’t think it’s fair that it’s the only one I’ll get.” Her voice was a delicate whisper that tickled his ear.

      “Jess, baby, I can’t believe how wet you are.” His fingers worked inside her. The room was so quiet except for the obvious slurping sounds being made between her legs.

      “Sit back, baby, sit back,” she said.

      He let her go, reluctant to do it, leaned back on the bed.

      “Take your little dick out,” she told him. His hands were shaking, working his belt, but he got it, and then he was tugging on the zipper. He pulled his cock out for her, showed it to her between a thumb and finger.

      “You are going to die, Pete, when you see what Tyler’s got.”

      “Jess, please,” he clutched a hand over his heart. She was hurting him. She was going to kill him.

      She laughed as she got to her knees between his legs, said, “I can’t wait for you to see me with it,” then put his cock right in her mouth, all the way to the base. He was so hard she didn’t think he’d last a minute.

      Pete groaned out above her, loud, and he fell flat back on the bed. Precum surged from him, filled her mouth up. She smelled it in her nose when she exhaled. Her fingers pushed his balls up under her bottom lip, then she popped them into her mouth, doing it one at a time. Her mouth was stuffed with him. Her tongue stroked the belly of his cock, going up to the tip then diving between his balls, pushing them apart. He was making all sorts of crazy noises above her, saying her name; she could feel him thrashing about. He exploded down her throat. So much semen she thought she might choke, but she breathed and swallowed it and took it all. Pete was roaring out and slamming his fists into the bed as she drank his bitter seed up.

      “Oh, God, Jess, oh, God...”

      She climbed up him, got face-to-face with him. She wiped at her bottom lip with a finger.

      “I love you so much, Jess,” he said looking in her eyes.

      “I love you too, baby,” she said. “Will you still love me when you watch me do that to Tyler?”

      “I will. Is he going to come in your mouth?”

      “I’m going to drink every last drop of him. His balls are so big, I bet it’s a huge load. I wonder what he’ll taste like?”

      “Steroids, probably.”

      He broke her spell. She collapsed on him, her head into his collar, laughing into his neck. He caught her so off-guard, he had her cackling, her back shaking.

      “Oh, Pete, you got me, baby,” she said, sitting up, straddling his chest. “You think he’ll taste like steroids?”

      “Creatine? I don’t know. If you swallow his load and your back breaks out in zits we’ll know he’s juicing.”

      She unbuttoned his shirt for him, smiling at him. “Come on, he’s my sexy toy. Don’t make fun of him.”

      His face went serious. “Jess, you’re so beautiful. Too beautiful for me.”

      She put her hands on his bare chest, said, “Thank you, baby.”

      She dipped her head down and kissed him. “Okay?” she asked him.

      “Yeah.”

      She walked her knees up over his shoulders so her sex was over his face. She lowered her dripping wet mound to his mouth, his hands locked over her thighs, took them firmly, and his tongue worked through her. He was an absolute master down there and he had her panting in no time. He punished her back for all her games, bringing her close then letting her go. He had her heart hammering in her chest and she was sweating.

      “Oh, Tyler,” she cried out and grabbed handfuls of sheets in her fists.

      Pete gave it to her now. He went wild, his tongue pounding her swollen button, and she knew she had his permission.

      So she shouted out, “Tyler, Tyler,” over and over again, thought about that night two weeks ago when her thirty-five year old pussy took that kid’s huge cock in the minivan. She thought about his hard body under her fingertips, and she came on Pete’s tongue, barking out her lover’s name and picturing all the things she was going to make her husband watch her do to him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Cherry Blossoms

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            Little Choo

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        Friday, May 12th

      

      

      
        GEOFF

      

      Geoff J. Kane was on a deadline but tonight he was silkscreening. Three weeks from now he had to turn in fourteen large scale drawings of happy trains for his editor. The Big Book of Choo. A three-to-six year-old readers’ favourite, and award winner, the bestselling Choo original had spawned this sequel. His first book, The Little Book of Choo, was in its eighth printing. They’d had to shake their wallets out to get him to draw that many trains again. On top of the trains, he had three books about farm animals, a kind of a sad book about divorce, and three covers for Scholastic books. His inimitable style had become a hot children’s commodity since Little-Choo came out three years ago.

      The fourteen drawings could wait. He knew his pace. He wasn’t worried. Eight weeks from now there was an expo in Toronto where he had a table and he wanted an inventory of prints to sell.

      So, his garage space studio, out back of the Roncesvalles fully detached two-story, had been transformed. All his tables had wheels on them that could roll them around wherever he wanted on the polished and painted concrete floor. The computer tables and ink station had all been pushed to the side, and in the centre he had one cleared table with all his silkscreening gear.

      He was printing one single lone image: a cheeky monkey, stylized and happy, almost sugary. Conjuring up Hong Kong Phooey and Paul Pope and Miyazaki all at once. Whatever the reason, this bold simple image worked. Drawn with ink and dirty brushes, scanned, cleaned, Photoshopped, run through his Ryonet exposure unit, then screened by hand with purplish Speedball on a cherry-stained dove-tailed box that he’d built himself. There were fresh prints on countless 100lb peach-orange sheets, draped over every surface in the studio; over his iMacs, his paintbrushes, his mechanic’s chest filled with quills and inks and exotic pieces he’d ordered online and not yet used, even sheets draped over his prized Cinelli ten-speed propped against a white painted brick wall.

      The baby monitor was spared coverage. Its screen needed to be viewed. Little Odele was seven years old now but the garage was detached from the house and mommy was out with her friends. He never liked his eyes off her anyway. She was tucked into her bed, a silky tapestry hanging from the ceiling and draped around the bed, a big stylish old oak tree he’d painted in white against a pink wall wrapped its gnarly arms around her. She was fast asleep. Fuck, it was past 3 A.M. Where was Nia?

      She’d gone out with some of her old friends from Woodbridge. Bunch of Italian girls from her old neighbourhood getting together, coming into the city and going out to Square on Queen Street. A dance club, kind of a young crowd, rooftop patio. Not the kind of thing from her current life but very much like something young Nia would have done on a Friday night when he’d first met her. That was an intimidating Nia. Just thinking about those early days with her could cramp his stomach. She was a bit wild, a lot of fun. Nothing like his whitebread suburban ass was used to dealing with. She smoked, she cursed, she was s-e-x-u-a-l. He’d only ever slept with three girls and talking to Nia back then always made his palms sweat and he’d get this weird nervous tension thing where his ears would ring powerfully. She was a lot to handle. But she was the one. The one for him. Under all of it there was a kind and warm loving person and she responded to him. He was her friend first. Shit, for two years at York University he’d be her shoulder to cry on when some complete fucking asshole dumped her, not seeing how amazing she truly was. Then, gradually, she would look into his eyes a little longer. She was considering him in new ways. One night she kissed him. She kissed him. He’d always wanted to do it. In two years, seeing her almost every day, he just never got the nerve. One night she decides she likes him and bam, she locks lips. After that kiss there was no looking back. It was on. Once he had her he’d never let her go.

      There was a thunk in the back alley. The converted garage opened out behind the house to a wide well-lit and treed alley that separated it from the backs of the other houses on Garden Street. There she was, getting out of a green and orange taxi. Long legs, so long, high heels and the short fuchsia skirt of her dress peeking out below her jacket. Just like that sexy twenty year old he’d long for back at University. He smiled, watching her walk boldly up to the garage seeing his lights were still on. She was bold but obviously clumsy. His bad girl had a few too many glasses of wine. “Oh, Nia,” he laughed, watching her pretty face smiling to him, catching him spying on her from the small square window in the wall that was once a garage door. Their Volvo sat just outside the door in the short gravelly mouth that led off the alley. She ran her hand along it as she passed, trying to steady herself. He opened the door for her and let her in.

      “Hi, baby,” she said, very high and breathy. Happy to see him. He hugged her tight, said, “I guess you had fun tonight.”

      “Mm—I did,” she sang, hugged him back and rocked gently with him.

      She was tall. Taller than him in her heels. His Greek goddess. She had thick, heavy, lustrous black hair that hung in waves and natural rings. She smelled like Chanel and wine and cigarette smoke and her familiar woman smell. She’d been hot and sweaty from dancing. He ran his hands on her back sneaking them up under her jacket.

      “I missed you tonight,” he said.

      Her arms came up and draped over his shoulders, her clutch held in her hand, she regarded him coolly under half lidded black-makeup eyes. “I missed you, too.”

      “How are Angie and Donna?”

      “They were great, it was good to see them,” she said and she kissed his lips lightly, pulled back and smiled crooked. She was so beautiful it still intimidated him, even after fourteen years knowing her. She had strong features; a Roman nose, a sharp jaw, and dark, dark eyes. At night, like right now, they looked black. She had them rimmed with shadow and the way she stood, just a bit taller than him, kissing him and smiling down on him, he felt a bit like prey.

      “All the girls show up?”

      “A bunch from high school...from Woodbridge.”

      “Aw, did you catch up?”

      “Nah, just had fun. It was too loud. We danced...you know...”

      “Had some drinks?”

      “We did,” she nodded, her smile widening until he saw her white teeth past her deep red lipstick. She turned her back to him, threw her clutch onto a clear corner of a table and took her jacket off. Her dress hugged her slender frame. He watched the bare olive muscles of her back work as she took her jacket and folded it and plopped it on a stool. She was thirty-three but she looked twenty still. Smooth Mediterranean skin, glowing with health and vigour, long legs that showed muscle and grace, her painted toes pointed into a pair of black stilettos.

      “You’ve been busy,” she said, looking around at all the prints, face up and drying.

      “Yeah, I totally lost track of time, I—”

      “You weren’t staying up to discipline your naughty wife, she was—”

      “Do you need discipline?”

      “Maybe.”

      He said, “Were you flirting tonight? Like you’re flirting with me.”

      “Oh shit,” she said, and she clapped her hands and stomped a high heel foot. Her face lit up with happiness at her great news, “Guess who got a job?”

      “You did? Really?” It was time. They’d talked about it. Odele back in school now for a year, Nia was getting antsy around the house. She’d been his companion around here, his assistant, but she was eager to work away from the house. His books were selling but the first one, the bestseller, was freelance illustration. He didn’t get royalties. Money was coming in now pretty good on new jobs but a little more wouldn’t hurt. Toronto was not getting cheaper.

      “Yeah, yeah, I did, I think,” she said, and she tip-toed to him again and put her arms around him.

      “That’s so great, Nia, so amazing, baby. What is it?”

      “Like an assistant. A secretary, some bookkeeping. A... pool company, in Etobicoke.”

      “That’s awesome, Nia. How did you—”

      He saw her face seem a little troubled. Like good news and bad news. She was happy still but there was a little problem.

      Her voice went high, ending everything with a question, she said, “Dino...uh...Dragonieri? Uh...his brother, Rocco? He...uh...has a pool company...”

      “Dino?” Her ex-boyfriend. Firefighter.

      “Yeah,” she said, “his brother, Rocco.”

      He frowned. “How did you get the job?”

      “Well, he was there tonight.” She looked away from his eyes by a degree.

      “Rocco?”

      “No...Dino.”

      “Oh,” he nodded, looked away now too.

      “Geoff, baby, come on...”

      “I thought it was just you and the girls...I didn’t go...”

      “I didn’t know he was going to be there, Geoff, I swear. He tagged along with some other guys from school too, they came down because the girls were...they weren’t supposed to be coming.”

      God, she’d just stabbed him in the guts with this. Here he was thirty-three and he felt like he was dating again, felt like he hadn’t yet married and nailed down this love of his life in front of him. This was shades of University. Nia crying on his shoulder because some jerk had cheated on her or just brushed her off after three weeks dating. He’d console her and think how crazy those guys were. What did they have that he didn’t? They were good enough to get her eye, date her, but then not keep her? How could they callously slough off a gem like Nia? He’d just time-travelled and all he wanted was to race back to the present, yesterday night at least, laying on the couch with his wife and daughter, popcorn bowl and pyjamas, rubbing Nia’s feet and ankles through her long comfy socks.

      She said, “Geoff?” Her brows had gone up, worried for him.

      “I’m okay,” he lied. “Whatever.”

      He tried to pull away from her but she wouldn’t let him. Her arms held their grip on him and he struggled but she just held him tighter. “Not whatever, Geoff. Not whatever. Come on. I swear I didn’t know and it doesn’t matter anyway, does it? That was all a long time ago.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said, he looked down at the floor, a broad peach sheet had strayed down there, his dumb cheeky monkey looking up and giving him a wink.

      Her fingers scratched through the hair at the back of his head. She said, “Ooh, I’m seeing old Geoff tonight, am I?”

      He chuckled, “Who is old Geoff?”

      “Old woe-is-me-Geoff.”

      “Woe-is-me?”

      She hugged him and giggled. “The Geoff who let me date all those men and then cry on his shoulder, never once letting me know he was dying inside over it.”

      “I’m not dying inside over Dino tonight.”

      “You’re also not throwing me over the arm of that couch and giving me what I came in here for,” she smiled wide and squinted her black eyes.

      “Is that what Dino would do?” Oh God, he was irritating himself. Listen to you whine, Geoff.

      She held his gaze, said, “He probably would. We’d be on our second time already since I got out of that cab.”

      “Nia, don’t be gross.”

      She looked at him coldly, raised her eyebrows, her face firm and unimpressed, she rolled her eyes as she let her embrace go. She turned and went to her jacket.

      He stepped to her quickly and grabbed her, put his arms around her waist and held her tight. Then something happened. He felt transported, still, to that trying time, thirteen years ago when he would listen to her sob stories about men who amounted to nothing and he would nod, stroke her shining hair and ache for her. His heart swelled. He wasn’t that guy anymore. Holy fuck, he forgot how far they’d come. That Nia was goddamn his. He’d fucking got her. His courtship was slow and sweet, and somehow that painful two-year window had the curtains closed on it. But this tonight whisked them open sharply and he was going to fuck that young Nia tonight over the leather couch in his studio bathed in its bright stinging light. Like he should have thirteen fucking years ago. His stomach, his heart—all clamped in pain for her. He loved her desperately. The idea of her with someone else clenched his insides, squished his organs in its grip until his eyes went foggy.

      He threw her on the couch. Hard.

      “Ow, Geoff!” She stumbled in her heels and fell on her front onto the seat of the couch. She whipped her head around to him, her eyes were fierce, sparkling. She looked like an animal.

      He was on her, his back pressing against hers, crushing her into the couch. Her knees pressed into the concrete floor of the old garage. He bit her neck and his hands reached down between them and he pulled up the tight slim skirt of her dress. She growled.

      He slapped her ass. He’d never slapped her ass in all the years he’d known her which was crazy because he wanted to. And it felt so good. He slapped her again. She liked it. Her taut flesh bounced and jiggled.

      “Were you flirting with men tonight?” he asked her, his hand smoothing her ass now, going around her firm smooth globe.

      “Yes!” she hissed.

      “You got drunk and acted like a fool, didn’t you?”

      “I did,” she whispered, rubbing her ass back against his hand and into his hips.

      “Did you make a fool out of me?”

      “Yes.”

      “Flirting with men in front of your friends?”

      “Men flirt with me...” she hissed.

      “Tell me you didn’t flirt back.”

      He could see her smile. She was so beautiful. This was crazy. He was mad at her. Mad at her for who she was thirteen years ago. Talking to her like he wanted to back then. His cock was so hard he felt it scratch against the front of his sweatpants.

      “Okay, I fucking flirted,” she laughed.

      “Did you flirt with Dino?” he growled in her ear.

      “He started it,” she whispered.

      He gripped a handful of her hair and pulled her head up to face the ceiling, her long neck exposed and vulnerable. She let him do it. His wife was letting him treat her like this. His other hand smoothed her cheek, went down the back of her sensitive thigh and he felt her tremble. She spread her legs. He brought that hand up to her hot wet centre. Her silk panties were damp, he felt the heat from her insides against the pad of his thumb. “Should I be worried?”

      She gasped, “He’s married and I’m married.”

      “But otherwise?”

      Her face broke into a big devious smile, her bright white teeth glistening in the dim lamp lit studio. “You married a bad girl. You like that, remember?”

      “I do. I did.”

      “I rocked your world, didn’t I?” His balls suddenly exploded in pain. Her hands were trapped between the two of them, but his crafty girl had felt them hanging in his sweatpants and now she had them clutched in her painful grasp.

      “Ah, hoo, you sure did.” He let go of her hair, put his arm out on the couch to brace himself.

      “I know I rocked your world.”

      “Hoo, you’ve got a good grip there,” he winced, she was really hurting him.

      “These balls are mine, I’ll grab them however I want.” She squeezed him harder. “You like that?”

      “Ow, holy fuck, yeah, I do. Easy.”

      She let them go and he heaved air into her hair, made it rustle and waft sweet tropical coconut and papaya. With a quick circular swipe of her wrist her hand was inside his sweats. She stroked the underside of his cock with her palm. He groaned heavily into her ear.

      “Geoff, you are so fucking hard right now.”

      He moaned and stroked her through her panties. She was eager, pushing herself against his touch. The warm dampness was soaking through the fabric. He shuddered and spewed precum into his wife’s palm.

      She laughed into the couch seat and her hand stroked his slippery shaft. “Someone likes their wife to be a bad girl.”

      Fuck, did he? He did. “This is my young Nia, the bad one. The one who didn’t know better. Fucking all those guys and didn’t know her husband was sitting next to her, stroking her hair, telling her everything was going to be all right.”

      “Oh my God.”

      “What?”

      “It’s true. I didn’t know it but you were my husband and I told you about all my heartaches.”

      “You told me more than that.”

      “I did?”

      “Sometimes...”

      “Oh baby, ah,” she moaned and pushed her sex hard against his working hand. “Touch me... put your fingers in me...”

      His heart was pounding, his blurry vision shook with his powerful heartbeats. This was his wife. The mother of his child. But fuck, he’d always wanted to say these things to her. He was mad at her but he loved her so much. This was huge, this was incredible. He pulled her panties to the side and he plunged a finger into her and it disappeared without resistance. “You don’t remember?”

      Her eyes were closed, her mouth hung open in pleasure, she shook her head No, her hair whispered against the leather.

      He felt so free, this was a relief of burden and he didn’t realize how heavy it had been. “You told me Dino hurt you. You had anal and you said it hurt and you didn’t like it.”

      “Ah, I...ah, told you that?”

      “You did.” He stroked at her insides, running his middle finger against the back wall of her hot interior.

      “Why would I tell...oh...you that?”

      “Beats me...it hurt to hear it...” He drew out his plunging finger, bunched three together and thrust them through her sucking hot sex hard and fast.

      She cried out loud, “Ah, God, oh fuck, Geoff, give it...to me...”

      “You were just a cocktail away from making a big mistake tonight, huh?”

      “Ah, mm…how’d you mean?” She pushed her sex against him, wanting to feel his long fingers plunge deeper.

      “I mean dancing and flirting with Dino. One drink more…” he thrust harder and faster, “…and your inhibitions...” He danced his other hand like a flying bird, going out the window, right in front of her glassy gaze, her ecstatic face still pressed against the couch.

      “How would you...feel about that?” she whispered, her hand had stopped stroking but she gripped him, all she had was focused on the pleasure he was giving, the dirty things he was saying.

      “What,” he laughed, “if you kissed Dino?”

      She closed her eyes and writhed against his forceful plunging. She didn’t answer.

      He assured her, “I would not like that.”

      “Okay,” she nodded, bit her lip.

      “Why?”

      “I thought I was turning you on.”

      “Talking about flirting?”

      “Mm-hmm,” she squeaked, her eyebrows furrowed, her mouth still sucked under her teeth.

      “A little.”

      “But not really?” her hand gently palmed the underside of his painful erection. He was so slippery form his own intense excitement.

      “No,” he said.

      “Your cock is rock hard right now, sorry. I thought you were getting off on this.”

      His fingers plunged, the room was filled with her sopping wet suction sounds. He said, “I don’t know, it’s kind of hot.”

      “That’s what I thought,” she laughed.

      “I know I married a bad girl,” he said, low, with a snarl.

      “You did didn’t you?” she snarled back.

      He slipped a hand between her and the couch, found her thigh and crawled up, slipped it down the front of her panties until he had her from the front too. His middle finger searched her slippery folds for her hardened button. He felt she was smooth and soft and bare. “You shaved this pussy?”

      “Yeah,” she gasped.

      “For who, Nia?”

      “Nobody, Geoff.”

      “Bullshit. You went out tonight to have fun and you shaved your pussy. Who did you think was going to see it?”

      She laughed, and it made him more mad, more aroused. He laughed too. “Don’t stop, Geoff, I’m...going to come.”

      “You are, aren’t you? All this talk about Dino.”

      She grunted, he was hurting her, her face frowned in pain.

      He said, “Your ex got you all horny and you come running home to me?”

      “Yeah,” she gasped.

      “I should thank him. He’s got your pussy fucking soaking.”

      “Shh-it, I know, keep doing that...”

      “Dino make you horny?”

      “Ah, mm, yeah...”

      “He’s the one?”

      “One what, Geoff?” Her eyes were still gently closed, her mouth parted.

      “Your freebie?”

      “Yeah,” her mouth peeled over her teeth in a dirty smile, “mm-my freebie...”

      “But you’ve already been with him, haven’t you?”

      “I have...”

      “If I let you fuck one man it would be him? Not someone new?”

      “Yes.”

      “He fucked you that good?”

      “He...ah...did...”

      “Better than me?”

      “Mm-yess...”

      “You can’t get enough of him?”

      “Ahh, mm, I can’t...”

      “Would you fuck him behind my back?”

      “I would,” she said, breathy and laughing, teasing him.

      “Did you already do it, you slut?”

      “Yes.”

      “You did?”

      “Baby, don’t stop...”

      “Nia...” his movement slowed.

      “Please, baby...”

      “You fucked him?” His wet hands came to his sides.

      “Not tonight, oh no, baby. Ah, no. Geoff, not tonight.” She looked at him seriously but there was something else there, a fear that glossed her eyes and made them quiver.

      “Not tonight? But you fucked him?” He gripped her forearms, getting her attention.

      “We...dated...”

      “You did something...” he said, looking in her eyes, feeling her gaze pulling away from him, afraid of him.

      Her eyes were wide now, awake. Her lips trembled. He saw it in her eyes. She’d said something she shouldn’t have. But it was true. She had done something, he saw her guilt. “I didn’t tonight.”

      “What are you telling me?”

      “Nothing.” She rested her head on the couch like she was exhausted. Like she was tired of lying. Tired of keeping something a secret.

      “Holy fuck. What am I missing here?”

      “It was a long, long time ago.”

      “When we were dating? Behind my back?”

      “Shit. Yes. I know, baby, I’m—God, fuck!” Her face twisted and her hands balled up. She pummelled both of them once, forcefully, into the beaten leather.

      He let her go and slumped back on his heels. He was reeling. He looked at his wife, the woman he trusted. She was bent over on his couch, her fists softly beating against the seat now. Her skirt was pulled up, her panties shoved to the side. Her sex, shining and wet, peeking out from the pink silk, was mushed to one side. Ugly and beautiful all at once.

      He clenched his fists until they shook. Tears filled his eyes, rapidly swelling and then rolling hot down his cheeks. He opened his hands and watched them shake. He shook his head, his face screwing up, feeling himself go red. His mouth opened but no sound came out, a vague squeak finally. He wanted to crumple. To fold up infinitely until he disappeared. He looked at her. Her beautiful evil face. She watched him over her shoulder in horror like he was a man turning into a werewolf. She shook her head too. Shaking away her sins, but they would never come off her. Her thick hair trembled around her. Black tears rolled from her black eyes.

      “You fucking slut,” he groaned.

      She cried, “Geoff!”

      She turned, threw her arms around him and she hugged him. He wanted to throw her off, throw her against the wall and smash every fine bone china piece of her under that lustrous skin. He grabbed handfuls of her cunt bitch hair and he shook her. Shook her head in front of his until those black eyes were looking into his. He shot his pain into her like deadly laser beams. Then he kissed her. He kissed her hard. Kissed her like he wanted to possess her, become one with her body. He pushed her way back until she was on the floor. She kissed him now, harder. She clawed at him.

      “Fuck me, Geoff,” she hissed, “fuck me!”

      “I can’t even fucking look at you,” he roared. He grabbed her roughly and twisted her around. She didn’t fight. She cried and tears streamed down her cheeks. She let him force her around again and push her face into the couch.

      “Please, fuck me,” she whimpered.

      He grabbed her silk panties in both fists and he pulled them down so forcefully he heard them tear. Her flesh shook. Nia cried out.

      He was blind with anger, his eyes so wet he could barely see. His hands still shook as they shoved his sweatpants down. His cock was cold and wet from his own precum that his whore wife had conjured from him with her dirty fucking mouth. He forced his tip between her cheeks. His cock was hard as steel and it sunk into her. He knew it was her anus and he didn’t stop. He crushed her with his weight, forced his chest into her back and pushed her into the couch as he slid his entire length up her ass in one painful stroke. She cried out and he could feel her high heels kicking at the back of his legs as she struggled. Then she cried, “Fuck me, please, Geoff, punish me...”

      He fucked her hard, thrust his hips against her, heard the slap-slap against her soft flesh. He pummelled her, grabbed handfuls of her hair and pulled her head back so he could curse her.

      “Fucking, fucking, whore...” he growled in her ear.

      “Ah, fuck, Geoff,” she panted.

      “Fucking take it up your ass...” he hissed.

      “Yes, ah, fuck me harder...”

      It made him mad to hear her want it. He gave it as hard as he could. The couch banged loudly against the wall. Its wooden feet screeched on the concrete and it drew screeches from his dirty wife. She cried out bright and piercing with each thrust. It drove him. Every plunge of his cock made her cry and shout and hiss and moan. He fucked noises out of her he’d never heard before. She was loving it. Loving it up her ass. Loving his rage, loving the punishment he gave her with his throbbing cock.

      His rage turned to lust. His hands came around and he grabbed her pussy. His knuckles slid right through her. She was so wet he could feel her dripping. Then he found her clit and she breathed in so sharp she squeezed his cock inside her. He was going to come.

      It felt so good to let it all go, to fuck her with abandon, fuck her like other men fucked her, ones who never gave a shit about her. This is how good those men felt. Treating her like filth while she writhed on their cock. They came inside her then left her. She bounced from one to another. Looking for something, never finding peace til she realized she had it in her nice friend Geoff. He drove himself into her, again and again, a question forming on his lips. Something he’d always thought about, an idea that he had permanently attached to Dino. The name Dino had become synonymous with a horrible possessive thought. Never confirmed. He wanted to know. He wanted to know now.

      He growled in her ear, “Does Dino have a big cock?”

      She whimpered, “Ah, oh, ow, yes-ss.”

      “How big?”

      “So-oo big...”

      “You loved his cock?”

      “I fucking loved his big...ah, fat...mm, uncircumcised cock.”

      He pinched her clit between a knuckle and his thumb. He pulled it, and rolled it and it made her hips rock and sway and she tightened her insides on him so hard it hurt.

      “Oh fuck Nia, I’m going to come.”

      “I’m coming, I’m coming,” she squeaked.

      He rolled that swollen button, pulled it, squished it with all her soft wet folds bunched around it in his angry grip. She started bucking. She let out a long low animal moan, his thrusts broke it and bounced it, and turned it to desperate yips as he got her right on the edge of something big.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she hissed, “ah Geoff, oh baby… Don’t...ah stop...”

      She cried out his name, practically a scream, as she came. It hurt his ears and he thought briefly of the neighbours then it was gone because he was coming. An overwhelming tickle that wriggled from the very point of his cock and shot like lightning up into his brain. He shot his load up inside her and if she wasn’t taking it he felt like it would have crossed the room. He launched strong streams inside her as she came too, both of them crying out and writhing against each other, both of them trying to get his cock inside her as deep as it would go. He fell over her, his face against her back. His vision went grey and if he closed his eyes and gave up he really might have passed out. Then he was struggling for air, heaving it in. His heart pounded in his ears. Nia was gulping air too, her back heaved in double time. He could hear her heartbeat going like a rabbit’s behind her ribs. He withdrew his cock, then stopped and gasped as it was so sensitive the slightest movement fried his brain.

      “Oh,” he gasped. It took five short tentative pulls to get himself out and he collapsed next to her, put his back against the couch and looked out over his studio. The room so quiet now he was aware of how loud they must have been. Nia slumped next to him, turned and put her hip on the concrete, hissed with pain.

      He caught her eye. She looked back at him.

      “Holy shit,” he whispered.

      She shook her head and her mouth opened but she closed it again. She laughed, then stopped herself and covered her mouth with her hand.

      He wanted to laugh too. She had devastated him, ruined him. But it was all in the past. It didn’t matter anymore. Her deceit, her lies, the infidelity. It was a long time ago. She watched him as he pulled his sweatpants up. His arms could barely work. He shifted weight on his hips so he could slide them up under him and pulled them over his glistening erection.

      “Huh,” he chuckled and he rested his forearms on his knees.

      Nia covered her face with both hands, spread her fingers and peeked at him from the open ‘v’. “Geoff,” she whispered quietly from behind them.

      He jumped up suddenly. Jumped and scrambled and threw himself on his desk. Grabbed the baby monitor. He always left it open so he could talk to Odele while he was in here. She heard everything. Heard their disgusting sex, heard her dad call her mom a whore. Heard her mom say how much she loved her ex’s huge cock. He clutched the monitor, saw Odele on the screen, sleeping as soundly as he’d seen her earlier.

      “Geoff, what? What is it?” Nia was crying now behind him.

      He hugged the monitor to his chest tightly and he slumped back down next to her. He felt himself starting to cry. “It’s two-way, Nia. She could have heard us. Baby, the things I said...”

      “The things I said...” she sobbed into her hands.

      He fell against her, said, “Nia, I’m so sorry for all those things I said. You’re not a whore, you’re not a slut.” His body shook with his sobs.

      She put her arms around him and she held him. She rubbed his back and her other hand scratched through his hair.

      He cried, “I’m sorry for what I did...I...I...” He curled himself up in her lap and she soothed him. She was crying too, tears dripping along her jawline. She whispered, “I’m the only one should be sorry.”
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      The headache was intense. Not electric and sharp and stinging but slow and steady, an omnipresent thud that beat rubber hammers against the back of her eyes with her pulse.

      But she was in his arms and that made up for everything. What in the world had she said last night? She remembered some of it. It was a little foggy, a bit like a dream, but she knew it was real. All those things happened. She’d said something horrible. Admitted something that had weighed on her more than she realized. Geoff had gone crazy too and he hadn’t even been drinking. And he did anal. Eleven years together as a couple and they’d never had better sex. She shook her head and sucked her lower lip into her mouth.

      She was awake in bed, Geoff’s arm around her and she’d clutched his hand to her chest. She felt safe there. Geoff breathed against her, lightly snored. They’d been married now for almost ten years, she’d known him for thirteen. Never a fight, never a bad word. Geoff was her pussycat. Her infidelity was the only thing that had ever gone wrong between them. More wrong than Geoff even knew.

      She stroked his bare forearm with the back of her long burgundy fingernails, back and forth, gently petting him. When he came awake the very first thing he did was pull her tighter to him, hugged her to his chest. She closed her eyes, so happy that she could be forgiven. She squirmed in his arms, let him hold her tighter, she pressed her back against him and tilted her head so he could get his face next to hers.

      “I love you so much, Geoff,” she whispered.

      His hand came up and held her neck and he pushed his face against her cheek, he breathed deeply and the sound so close to her ear made her heart sing. Her hands gripped his forearm tightly.

      “I love you more than anything, Nia. I love you so much.”

      The sun came in their window, streamed softly through the lace and it made the room seem so safe and warm. The way Geoff held her, despite some horrible truths, she felt like they were on the doorstep of something new.

      “Hey, we’re naked,” she said. She could feel his soft penis against her bottom, his pubic hair scratching back there too as they spooned in their bed.

      “Mm, we are,” he sighed.

      “We’ve never had sex like that before,” she said, her nails working along his arm again.

      “You liked it.”

      “I know. It was so hot, Geoff.”

      “I’m so embarrassed. I can’t believe I said some of those things.”

      “Me too,” she whispered. She wanted to talk, wanted to talk about sex but not about the bad she’d done. She wanted him to forget that. Forget her truth that brought that filth from his mouth.

      “I’m sorry, baby,” he said.

      She winced from the pounding in her head, turned slightly to him, said, “No, I mean, I can’t believe I said some of those things.”

      Geoff said, “It was hot. It really hurt. But, wow, yeah, that was incredible.”

      She put her hand up to her collar, wiggled the tips of her fingers at him over her shoulder, she said, “Please rub my back, Geoff.” Anything to steer it away from her confession. She needed to move on from that.

      Geoff’s hands came up and his fingers dug into her muscles there along her neck and into her back. Her head eased into the pillow, stretched herself out so he could work his thumbs into her. Geoff had magic hands. His long fingers, masculine but somehow elegant, eased the pounding, loosened some of the tension.

      She said, “Did we do it again? Up here?”

      He kissed her shoulder, told her, “No. Almost.”

      “I didn’t think so.”

      “Way we were going last night, you’d remember if we did.”

      “We both said some dirty things.”

      “We did some dirty things too.”

      He was quiet, she knew he was thinking back there, his hands continued to work her but his touch felt tentative. She heard him sigh.

      “So, you cheated on me.”

      She bit her lip, looked out across the bedroom and out the window. “I did.”

      “Why?”

      “I don’t know. It was a long time ago.”

      “Didn’t you care about me?”

      “Of course, Geoff. It wasn’t…like, I mean, it was really just sex.”

      “Ouch.”

      “Wouldn’t you be glad that it had nothing to do with wanting to be back together with him, or wanting to see if I still had feelings, or because I loved him? I had zero feelings for him.”

      “No. Yes, I mean it’s better but it doesn’t make it much easier.”

      She rolled around to him and his arms went around her. Her fingers went through his beard and she looked in his eyes. “Geoff, it was a long time ago and I swear it never, ever, even once ever came close to happening again. I tortured myself over it for so long, I know… I know how awful it was, how terrible I am. I knew it was wrong, I mean, that it was a mistake right away. And I knew after... how much I loved you. Fuck, it made me feel like I wanted to hurt myself, you know? That’s when I knew how much you meant to me.”

      “Don’t hurt yourself.”

      “Would you respect that I don’t want to talk about it anymore?”

      “I don’t know.” His face was firm but troubled. She kissed his lips softly.

      She said, “I feel like there was a lot of positive last night. But if we focus on the negative, and it can’t be changed, we’ll miss out on something amazing.”

      He kissed her forehead then closed his eyes. “There was a lot of honesty last night.”

      “There was.”

      “I’m okay with all the things you said…”

      “I’m okay too. With what you said.”

      “I can move on. As long as we keep being honest.”

      “I like that. I can do that. I can be honest while you rub my back.”

      He rolled his eyes, said, “Okay, turn around.”

      “Geoff, really,” she said, turning herself around next to him and snuggling her back up against him again, “I feel so amazing about last night. I mean really excited. I feel like we’re about to start something new, you know? Something great.”

      “Well, can I ask you something?”

      His hands started working her again, easing that throbbing pain out of her muscles. She said, “Yeah, fire away.”

      He paused, like he was building up nerve, finally said, “Uh, was Dino the biggest one you’ve ever had?”

      “Really, Geoff? That’s how you want to kick this off?”

      “If I’m being honest, yeah. Yeah, I do. Because it’s something I’ve thought about a lot.”

      “Are you kidding?”

      “No. It bothers me. Not knowing bothers me. Does that make sense?”

      “I don’t—I guess so. You think about that?”

      “A lot. Like, worry about it.”

      “What would you worry about?”

      “Fuck, I don’t know. It’s weird and obsessive, I know.”

      “It’s okay.”

      “Well? Like, how big was the biggest?”

      “I don’t know. How big was the biggest? It doesn’t work that way. It’s more vague. Like, there’s small, medium, large and extra-large. There’s XXL too, but I’ve never seen one of those. You just hear about them from other girls. Probably just XL and they’re exaggerating.”

      “You don’t think they exist?”

      “Girls like to brag about their males. Not because they’re proud of them but they like to hurt other women with how male their male is. How much money he makes, how big he is, how good he is in bed. They like to make other women jealous. Show them their own value by the masculine quality of their male.”

      “Very primitive.”

      “Isn’t it? We can put on silk and lace, and work an iPhone, drive a car, but we’re just animals. Men and women.”

      “So no one was the biggest?”

      “I guess Dino was my XL. My biggest.”

      “How big?”

      “Mm. I don’t know. Like, if I was giving him a handjob—” she turned, put her hand on his lower belly, moved it up to his navel, “—it would come up past here.”

      “Oh. Really?”

      “Yeah, it was a nice one.”

      “Okay. I don’t want to know anymore.”

      “You ask me and I’ll tell you.”

      “No more secrets.”

      “No more secrets.” She saw something in his face, and had felt something below—a mild arousal. His flaccid cock was looking slightly plump when she’d shown him how big Dino was. “No secrets?”

      He shook his head, agreed.

      “Okay. Does this talk arouse you in some way?” His eyes darted away and she knew the answer. She pat her palms on his bare chest, said, “It’s okay. Don’t answer. Not judging. Ask me something else.”

      She sensed it was another doozy because he took his time getting to it, like he might not even be able to ask it. Then, “You ever...fuck a black guy?”

      She frowned and pulled a corner of her mouth up while she looked him over. “Yeah. Two.”

      “Two?”

      “Yeah, I’ve been with two different black guys.”

      “Did they have big cocks?”

      “No. They had cock-sized cocks.”

      “I thought they were supposed to be hung.”

      “Me too.”

      He chuckled, “Were you disappointed?”

      She laughed. “Yeah, ha ha, yeah, I actually was. I forgot about that.”

      “Part of you wanted them to be big?”

      Good question. “Interesting. I guess, yes. But, hey, I dated them because I liked them not because I thought they would be hung.”

      He nodded again, his eyes drifting, his mouth firm.

      She said, “Baby, it’s not about penis size.”

      “That’s why you’re with me?”

      “Why?”

      “I’m small.”

      “What? You’re not small. You have a penis-sized penis.”

      “Like a black guy.”

      “Huh? Oh, ha ha, yeah, like a black guy.”

      “So, I’m as big as a black guy?”

      “Yes. Big as the ones I saw.”

      He made a mock expression of pride and she smiled for him, glad to see him with his humour back.

      She said, “Penis size is silly. As long as it works, gets nice and hard...”

      “It does matter though, somehow.”

      She put her chin on his chest, said, “Well, it’s hot if a guy has a big one, but...”

      “What?”

      “It’s not necessarily better, really. Sometimes it can hurt. If he doesn’t know what he’s doing. The worst is a guy with a big dick who can’t stop talking about his big dick.”

      “What’s the best?”

      “Best what?” she asked.

      “What would be the hottest combo? If you were to make a fantasy man in a lab...”

      “Oh. Personality, number one. Humour. Sense of humour. I like arrogance. Ooh, I like toxic masculinity. A big, burly guy, funny, driven and decisive, but an asshole with a big cock, good in bed, gets hard quick.”

      “Sounds just like me.”

      “Baby, you said fantasy. They don’t exist. Personality, number one, that’s you. I love you so much, Geoff. And everything else you’ve got is pretty great too. I like your cock, I really do.”

      “Am I good in bed?”

      She whispered, “That was hot last night wasn’t it?”

      “But before last night?”

      “It was fine, baby. I never thought you were not good in bed.”

      “But last night—you want more of that?”

      “Don’t you?”

      “Shit. Yeah, I do.”

      She said, “Well, shit, yeah, I do too.”

      “You screamed like a demon when you came last night.”

      “That was real, you did that to me, Geoff.”

      “Did you like that?” he asked, really smiling now.

      “Oh fuck, did I.”

      He rolled over onto his back and she wriggled into the space under his arm.

      He said, “You think your new boss Rocco has a big one like his brother Dino?”

      “You need to stop talking about other men’s cocks.”

      “You don’t think that’s sexy?”

      She laughed then frowned, shook her head No.

      “I guess it’s not, is it?”

      “No.”

      “Your fantasy man wouldn’t talk about other men would he?”

      She shook her head and giggled. “He smashes other men, knocks them out with his big, huge cock, swinging it around like a weapon held in one hand.” She pulled the sheets down, pinched his cock at the base between middle finger and index finger and started whipping it like she was hitting imaginary opponents. “Pow, pow,” she said.

      “I wouldn’t knock out too many men with this would I?”

      She laughed, “It might sting them a little.”

      “You should write a kid’s book, you have an imagination...”

      She was laughing at that when the door opened and they both jumped. Geoff grabbed the sheets and snapped them up. Odele stood in the doorway. Nia’s hand snatched up out from under the covers and she ran it through her hair oh so casually. Geoff chuckled, made the bed shake.

      Nia said, “Good morning, sunshine, come here,” she waved her over with both her arms out, her hands clawing the air and drawing their daughter closer to them. She sat up in bed with the sheets tucked into her armpits, covering herself up.

      Odele stood smiling in the doorway, a Little Book of Choo tucked under her arm. She looked at them, almost knowingly, she swung her shoulders gently like she was dancing and she chewed a lock of her own hair held up between her fingers. Then she hopped and jumped and climbed on all fours up between her mommy and daddy, her book falling onto the bottom of the bed.

      “Let’s just get under the blanket, okay, sweetie, stay on top of the sheets,” Geoff said.

      “Okay, Dad,” she said, again Nia couldn’t help feel that this little girl knew why. She was a crafty one.

      “How was your sleep, O?” she asked her once she got herself settled between them. Nia adjusted her sheet, tightened it up under her arms so she was covered. Saw Geoff doing the same and winked at him. His smile broke through his beard.

      “It was good, Mom,” she said and she had her dad’s book up on her stomach and she cracked it open and she looked at all of her father’s wonderful cheery drawings of trains and train stations and tourists and workers, commuters... Geoff’s work was very distinct in his attention to detail.

      “Guess what, Odie...” she said while her daughter kept reading and flipping. “That handsome guy right there said he’s taking the day off work and we’re all going to go have fun today. All three of us.”

      Odele’s face went wide and her little pouted lips peeled to a smile. She was such a daddy’s girl. She dropped her book and turned to Geoff and she put her arms around him. Geoff smiled and she could see the warm feeling of love wash over him as his daughter wrapped her arms around his neck at the thought of spending the day together out of the house.

      “I said that?” he laughed.

      “I need you, Geoff,” she said earnestly.

      “The day off? I have so much to do...”

      “I need you, Daddy,” Odele said and she saw her daughter’s arms flex as she squeezed her dad tight.
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* * *

      
        GEOFF

      

      Nia made French toast and bacon and Geoff brought the girls’ bikes out of storage. He’d put them in the crawlspace to keep them out of the way over the winter. He had the padlocked door open now, standing outside in the alleyway checking headsets, bolt tightness, pumping up tires. It was an amazing spring day today. He was glad he’d surrendered to his wife and given up work for the day. He felt like there was something fresh and new and incredibly arousing in his marriage. In his relationship with his Nia. He felt fully charged. Had things waned before? He never thought that they had but now at the footstep of this huge and unknown thing, standing in the fog and trying to surmise its exciting shape, he realized that it must have. The two of them had made love in ways they never had before, passions had been unleashed and burdens un-shouldered.

      “Odele, do you remember where I stored your helmets?”

      Odele had been watching quietly, wanting to be outside with Dad rather than stuck inside, helping in the kitchen. She may be a future tomboy. It was in the Kane genes, his sister and his cousin Patricia were major tomboys, college athletes and no-nonsense broads who would tell anyone which way was up whether they were asked or not.

      Odele said, “They were in here, Dad,” and she scurried into the crawlspace under the house, into the dark, completely unafraid of spiders. That was not in the Kane genes.

      “Careful in there, sweetie,” he said into the blackness.

      She was in there a while and he heard her scuffling. He had a horrible thought, funny though, of a raccoon wrapped around her head with its tiny paw clamped over her pinched lips, waiting for Dad to come to the rescue so it could jump on his face and rip his eyes out. That psycho raccoon he’d hit with a baseball bat in the fall that jumped up and hissed afterward and then ran off into the night. It had left his garbage cans alone but now it was back for his daughter; back for revenge.

      “Odele?” he questioned weakly into that cold wet space.

      She blundered out, helmets clutched to her chest, and fell to a knee, jumped up, her face excited, “Got em, Dad!”

      “You were in there so long...where were they?” He asked her, still peering into the black space under the house, feeling its cold damp breath on his face and neck.

      “They were up front, Dad, I was looking at the stuff in the back. Remember my old tricycle?”

      “Yeah?” That was, like, three summers ago, of course he remembered.

      “It was in the back. I loved that bike, I called her Stacy.”

      “I remember. You like your big girl bike too, don’t you? What do you call her?”

      “He’s a he.” She turned then and looked into the crawlspace, said, “There’s a lot of memories in there.”

      He laughed. She was seven. He said, “You’re not afraid of the dark?”

      “No. I guess not. Are you afraid of the dark?”

      Nia’s pretty head popped out the screen door, up the stairs, from the kitchen, she called to them with a smile, “Breakfast.”

      He turned back to Odele, their little girl they named after Nia’s grandmother, said, “Definitely. Come on.” He picked her up and hugged her to his chest and they went into the cozy house and they had a breakfast at their kitchen table like a commercial for families. It was warm and they had real maple syrup and his coffee was excellent.
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* * *

      
        NIA

      

      Nia watched Geoff ahead of her on his prized ten-speed. He was trim and fit, sexy in his way, his flannel plaid flapping behind him. He had a thick head of sandy-blonde hair and he’d grown quite an excellent beard two years ago and she still liked it, even though she gave him such a hard time when it was coming in. He watched traffic like a hawk, worried for their little girl. He was the best dad, really an award winner at that. He had such a bond with their girl. She hated that sometimes it made her jealous. She’d even occasionally get a little competitive, do things to win Odele’s attention away. But she was a little smartie and she picked up on that. She could read it in her daughter’s eyes; Odele saw the dynamics. Cute at seven but if she turned out anything like teenage Nia they better keep an eye on that because she would stomp her feet all over this family when she was fifteen.

      They walked their bikes across Parkside Drive and then they were in High Park. She’d wanted to come today because a girl at yoga told her the cherry blossoms were at their peak. They were, it was incredible. Seven years in this neighbourhood in the city and she’d never come out to see this spectacle just around the corner from their house. They’d made their way across the park to the west ravine. Odele was dumbstruck as they wheeled their bikes along the gravel path under the cool colonnade. Cherry blossoms as far as they could see, above them, beside them, all along the path, like there was no end. Bright pink and delicate white, the blossoms filled the trees, ruffling lightly in the breeze. The sun filtered through them and lit all three of them up in a wavering pink hue.

      “Whoa,” Odele whispered, her eyes sparkled taking this all in. Odele’s helmet slid to the back of her head, and Geoff tilted it forward, always making sure she wore it properly.

      Odele pushed it back and chastised him, “I’m not even on my bike, Dad.” Geoff laughed off her disdain.

      “We need to tighten those straps, O.”

      “The flowers dad, the flowers,” she chanted, looking all around her with her mouth hanging open.

      Nia put her arm around Geoff’s waist and she hugged herself to him. He kissed the top of her head and hugged her back. She slipped her hand up under his flannel, under his T-shirt and slipped her fingers under his waistband, just a little. She felt the bare warm skin of his hip. Whatever erotic strangeness had transpired between them last night it had left them unscathed. Somehow in its wake they were stronger, more attracted to each other and even midday out in public hanging with her fam she was horny as could be for him.

      Geoff made her and Odele pose with the blossoms, he took about twenty different pictures. Her face got tired from smiling but she held it together for a bunch more where he selfied all three of them with their faces pressed together, cherry blossoms filling up the background and framing their beaming pink-lit faces.

      They walked the rest of the Park, spent a lot of time at the Zoo where Odele didn’t want to leave the yaks. They were huge and black and shaggy with long hair that went from their belly to their feet. The boys had enormous horns. Geoff brought out his sketchpad and made some funny drawings. Odele imitated them and they kept up their grunting like they were talking to her.

      They made a complete loop, ended up back at the cherry blossoms and Geoff took them to the Grenadier and, while Odele wanted to sit inside under the huge indoor tree with its hanging leaves, it was such a nice day Nia convinced them to sit out on the patio. The sun was shining and Geoff took more pictures of the two of them. They had hot chocolates and grilled cheese sandwiches and, even though he shouldn’t, he got Odele a sundae.
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* * *

      
        GEOFF

      

      When Nia dated other men and Geoff was merely her friend there was a tension in his life. He hated it. He hated that feeling, that desperate anxiety, that challenge that it would give his heart, make it beat faster. He was never man enough back then to step in and make his intentions known. Fuck, truth was he never knew she would ever give him a thought like that. All her male friends were hard-chargers, what would she want from Quiet Geoff? Looking back though he cherished that time. It was exciting. He would have enjoyed it a lot more if he’d known he would end up with the object of his flailing desires. Or maybe not. There was no jeopardy without threat of loss or the threat of never being good enough. It was the jeopardy back then that drove him, that made that time so stark.

      That talk of Dino had brought it all back and it was exciting as could be. He wanted to push it away and he didn’t want it to leave. How could he curate it, tame it and enjoy it? It was a hard painful lump, like a canker that he shouldn’t play with but he couldn’t keep his tongue from toying with it, then turning his nose up at the coppery tang. Then back to tease it. Her and Dino. Her on her back getting rocked by his tremendous manhood. Did she scream? Did she growl? Did she make those noises like last night? Fuck, maybe she was even wilder. Nia turned on and horny like last night was something, now that he’d seen it, he would never get enough of.

      “Want me to rub your back?” he said.

      “Mm, do I ever,” she said.

      She was in the hot bath he’d run for her after dinner. Knees up, chin resting on them, her arms wrapped around. Showing him her slender back, her tight middle with no folds just bunched lines of flesh, her ample breast squashed against a thigh, a hint of her dark nipple. Her skin shone with the wet. He rubbed her back for her.

      “You’re so beautiful, you know?”

      “Thanks, Geoff. Good day today, huh?” His hands played around the hard ridge of her spine, digging into the muscles there, then back up to her shoulders and her neck. His hand tangled in the wet black hair at her nape.

      “I’m glad you got me to skip work.”

      “Me too. You should do what I ask more often,” she said, face turned to him, resting on her arm with her eyes closed.

      “I’d do anything you asked and you know it.”

      “Anything?”

      Something about the way she said it made his chest tighten. It wasn’t sexual, was it? Was that what she meant? I mean she made it sound sexy but she was probably just being funny. Or was there something sexual she wanted to try? He worried he wouldn’t be enough for her once she wanted to get crazy. Wondered if he could muster up more than that drive and that energy last night. Worried himself he’d wilt under pressure. His performance last night was about all he had in him. There was that feeling again. Not measuring up. It hurt him profoundly and lit a spark in his tight prostate too, got him just a little hard.

      Odele called from downstairs. “Dad!” she called again. She was mad. He was supposed to come and draw with her.

      “Gotta go, babe,” he said and he kissed Nia’s shoulder. He gave that beautiful body a secret once over before he slipped out and headed downstairs.

      He went down and took Odele with him out to the studio. He got himself set up for what he knew would be a long night of drawing. He got Odele on task, set her up with some paper and some supplies. She was an amazing artist. Even better than him when he was seven. She had skill, she had imagination, and an amazing hand control. She wielded a pencil or a crayon or a brush—she held them like an adult. It was amazing to see her tiny little hands work the tools like that, make amazing shapes on paper in interesting clashes of colour and with an inherent knowledge of composition. She’d have big spaces filled with an unusual colour, then a scramble of tumbling ideas put together in an artful swatch in a corner. A space thundering with cartoon faces in black and one other colour. Where did she get that from? From where did her abilities emerge? He’d taken a few drawings that she’d done that he really liked and he’d framed them and put them on the brick wall of the studio. An editor came one time, liked them enough to offer money for them, she thought he’d drawn them. He told her they weren’t for sale, worried he’d embarrass a potential client. But inside he was beaming for his daughter.

      When it was 7 P.M. he told her it was time for bed and she demurred and he said one more hour but she had to come into the house and sit with him and Mom. She was getting surly because it was getting late and she’d had too much sugar today but she gave in, followed him into the house. He made some popcorn and put a pot of coffee on while she sat in the kitchen with him, playing on her tablet. Nia was in the other room in her sweatpants and a tee and she was on her phone with Angie. Donna was getting married in July and they were planning a bachelorette in June. Nia was a bridesmaid and Angie was the Maid of Honour.

      He could hear her talking in the family room. She had the TV on but it was muted. She said, “I know…they will all want that…I don’t know…right…well, that’s their problem…it’ll be the last one she sees and then it will be just Joey’s forever…ha ha, yeah until they divorce…pfft, a big one…no, he doesn’t…who gives a f—…who cares what they say, it’s not their party, okay?…yeah, love you too, see you tomorrow, ciao.”

      He wasn’t a hundred percent sure what they were talking about but the prospect excited him. It shouldn’t. He knew it shouldn’t. But he almost wished she’d been talking dirty with her friend. He could fantasize that she was, twist her words and imagine she was talking to Angie about getting a stripper with a big dick so they could all clap and laugh and cheer him on. He wanted her to be talking like that. Wanted but also hoped she wasn’t. He was more mixed up than a fart in a fan factory.

      “Okay, Odele, baby,” he said and came and held her head and kissed her sweet smelling hairline. “Let me take you up, read you a story, kay?”

      She was sleepy now and she loved getting tucked in and she loved having her daddy read to her. She nodded, her eyes struggling to stay open, and she slid off the kitchen chair with her tablet clutched to her chest. They passed through the family room and Nia was on the couch and she was flipping through her phone in the grey-blue flicker from the TV. He pointed to his watch and mouthed Ten minutes.

      He walked behind Odele on their creaky stairs and he took her into her bedroom. He got her into her PJs and he sat and brushed her hair for her. She was quiet, too tired—he should have put her to bed sooner. Her face was surly and he tried not to let her see him smile about it. It usually made her more surly. He helped her into her princess bed, underneath its silky cocoon and he tucked her in so that her sheets were right up under her tiny chin. He brushed her thick hair back from her face then he took a book from her table next to the bed and he read two pages and that was all she had. She was asleep. He turned her light off and slipped quietly out of her room and back downstairs.

      When he got back down he saw Nia sitting with her long legs up on the couch using the remote to scroll through Netflix. He slipped into the kitchen and poured himself a cup of coffee. He was going to be up quite late tonight catching up on drawing some trains.

      “Here, babe,” he said, bringing the popcorn into the family room, to the couch where Nia was sitting.

      She leaned forward for him so he could slip in behind her and he stuck a leg next to her along the back of the couch and she eased into his chest in the ‘v’ of his legs with the bowl in her lap. He put his coffee on the side table and put his arms around her and held her, breathed in her warmth and her shampoo smell. “How was that bath?”

      “I feel pretty good. Too bad you didn’t join me.”

      “That fuckin Odele,” he joked.

      “Kids ruin everything,” she agreed, laughing.

      “Why’d we have one?”

      “Well, she has good qualities too.”

      “I suppose. She is kinda awesome.”

      “She is awesome isn’t she?”

      “Cept she won’t give me half an hour in the bath with the sexiest woman in the world.”

      “Me?”

      “You didn’t know?” he said and his hugging arms dropped til his right hand cupped her breast through her shirt. He found her nipple and played with it between thumb and forefinger. His other hand caressed her long neck. He felt her body loosen, melt itself against him. Shit, he was going to get lucky again tonight.

      “Geoff, I really do feel like our marriage changed last night,” she whispered.

      “Me too, Nia.”

      “We were always open but now...it’s like there’s nothing hanging...”

      “I love you more than ever.”

      “Just took a little honesty,” she sighed.

      “It did.” He whispered into her ear, “I’m willing to be more adventurous, Nia.”

      “Adventurous how?”

      “I don’t know.” He knew but he didn’t too.

      “Tell me. The whole point of our epiphany was to be more open and communicate.”

      “Epiphany?”

      “Everything we said the other night. How it made us feel.”

      “I do feel so good now.”

      “Me too. I feel amazing. You know, you’ve always been so respectful to me. I already know you respect me. Sometimes it’s okay to let go.” She took his hand and she brought it down her tummy and up under her shirt, back to her breast. She wasn’t wearing a bra and he felt how warm and soft she was. Her nipple had tightened hard, taken a plump and aroused shape, the tip swollen into a firm, yielding bud. “Tell me how you’ll be more adventurous.”

      He didn’t know. He was blank. He had no idea what would turn this she-devil on. Boom. There he was again, transported back to that night, wow, twelve years ago, when he first made love to the girl of his dreams. He should have been rock hard but he wasn’t. His dick was so scared that night, scared of being considered inadequate that its knees shook with stage fright. She didn’t say anything, she held it, stroked it, got it to where he could put it in her and then once they started he hardened up inside her. But still, his first time with her was profoundly fraught with a fear of not being good enough. He was a nice guy. Never an asshole. Always treated women with respect. He knew this raven-haired object of desire was used to men who didn’t give a fuck. Muscular guys who got in fights and argued and treated their girls with disdain. He was just as frozen tonight.

      But guess what? Tonight, he laughed, it was safe. This was his wife and she definitely loved him. Maybe he could just enjoy that thrill. That situational time machine was taking him back to the night he was given a gift he didn’t deserve. The night Nia kissed him. Kissed her good friend Geoff and they ended up in bed together. He smiled into her hair and squeezed her. He laughed out loud.

      “What’s so funny?” she said.

      “Why did you marry me?”

      “Geoff. Because I loved you. I love you like crazy, I mean it.”

      “I wasn’t your type.”

      “No, but it was time for me to settle down.”

      “You settled for me?”

      “No, baby. You were good for me. I was wild and I was with people who didn’t respect me. You were there the whole time...once I realized it, I had to have you. I mean it, Geoff.”

      “Do you have…untamed passions?”

      “Is that a soap opera? Do you mean, like, do I have the DVD set or something?”

      “You know what I mean, stop it.”

      “I don’t know, Geoff. What you did to me last night woke something up. I want more of that.”

      “What do you want me to do to you?”

      “I don’t want to tell you. I want a man who doesn’t need to be told. Who does it and does it right.”

      He clamped up tight again, his stomach crippled with a real and fierce pain. She wants a man like that? Geoff J. Kane was not the man who knew what women wanted and did it without asking.

      He held her breast and coddled it, moved over to the other and did the same, fine-tuned her nipple there until it sat up pertly like the other. Nia didn’t want some guy who was good at playing with nipples though, did she?

      He whispered, “You know what I remember vividly but I forgot all about until this afternoon?”

      “What?”

      “How excited I would get seeing you for coffee on a Sunday morning. I would be vibrating with angst, so worried about what you were going to tell me about your weekend, but at the same time...just bubbling over, like, I couldn’t wait to be with you. Even if it meant hearing about your dates.”

      “I know that...”

      “I forgot the feeling though, Nia. God, I can’t explain it to you. It was so intense.”

      “You’re telling me you liked that?”

      “No. But, yeah...”

      “Tell me,” she sighed, “tell me what you thought.” She wriggled her back against him, he could tell she was smiling.

      “I wanted to be that guy that you would date but I knew I wasn’t. I was happy for you, because every time you started something new you were so excited...but I wanted you to want me...boring old me...and I hoped for the best for you because I cared about you...”

      “Why didn’t you just tell me?”

      “I was scared...that I wasn’t good enough...”

      “You let me fuck other men for two years, and the whole time you wanted me, didn’t you?”

      “Yeah.”

      “How could you, Geoff? Why wouldn’t you step up and grab my shoulders and kiss me?”

      “I thought I wasn’t good enough...”

      “All you had to do, Geoff, was prove to me those feelings. I would have fallen for you.”

      “I was scared.”

      “Scared enough that you let other men take me?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Geoff. You have to take what you want.” She took his hand again and she led it across her warm stomach and he knew where it was going. She pushed it under the wide drawstring waistband of her black sweatpants and she took him through her silky folds. She wasn’t wearing underwear.

      “You’re wet, Nia.”

      “I am,” she laughed. “Tell me what you want to do to me, Geoff.”

      “I want to fuck you so bad.”

      “I know, but how.”

      “Like, from behind?”

      “Talk dirty to me, Geoff,” she sighed.

      “Tell me what you want to hear.”

      She said, “Tell me what you want.”

      “You talk dirty to me first. Tell me...did you like it when I called you a whore?”

      “No, Geoff, no...I did but it wasn’t the word it was the passion, the honesty. Be real with me.”

      His hand played through her tiny vagina. He stroked through those damp folds, heard the crackle of her wet flesh now. He found her clit with his fingertip and he rolled it around, pushed it through her own hot sex, felt it begin to swell. “Tell me your best fuck.”

      She said, “Really?” He could feel her bristle.

      “Dino?”

      “Yeah. I told you.”

      “Tell me what was the hottest fuck ever.”

      She turned her head to him, showed him her smiling profile. “Okay, now you’re getting me,” she laughed. “That’s real, isn’t it? Thats what you want to hear.”

      He whispered, “Feel,” and he led her hand to twist behind her and put it between his legs, giving her his aching erection.

      “Shit, that’s like steel, Geoff.”

      “Tell me your hottest fuck ever.”

      She turned herself around and she got to her knees between his legs and shimmied his sweatpants down and his cock wagged stiffly in front of her. He was so fucking hard right now. She was okay with this, okay with his bizarre thoughts. She looked down the hall, saw it was clear, then whisked the curtain over the window behind the couch. The neighbours were close and they were about to get down. He smiled and bit his lip, watched her as she stood before him, her face bright and happy too. She slipped her pants down and stepped out of them, then threw her T-shirt off over her head, stood before him completely naked now. She was a perfect black woman-shape with long legs and pert breasts. She was rimmed with a white light from the TV, catching the outline of her shape even between her legs, the curve of an ass cheek, the soft edge of her mound. She grabbed a wool blanket off the arm of the couch down at his feet and he watched that beautiful body of hers work. She came to him then, wrapped the blanket around herself and she got on her knees again between his legs.

      “You want me to tell you a story?” she asked, a devious smile on her face. Her fingers touched his upright throbbing hardness. She went up and down it so lightly her touch was like a feather.

      “Mm, ah yeah, oh God yeah,” he gasped.

      “I like it, Geoff. I like it. Okay, yeah, listen, the hottest? Mm, oh, you feel good,” she laughed. She scratched him along his neck with her other hand and across his chest and she looked him in his eyes while she climbed up his lap and got herself over his hips. She kissed him and she never felt more wonderful, more loving. More sexual. She worked his tip into her heat and she slowly slid herself down his shaft until he was inside her. He lay back so he could give her his length and she could have something to work with. She fucked him. She was smiling, not friendly and fun-loving, but aroused and mean. Her eyes glistened with wet, they were glazed, lost in passion. This was working.

      “Tell me,” he said.

      “Mm, he took me once...right in front of his friends.”

      “Oh, Nia,” he groaned, maybe not sure he liked where this story was going. But he wanted to hear it, no matter how bad it got.

      “Yeah, they were sleeping...or, ah, passed out but the...whole time I fantasized that they were...ah, watching, that they could see us and it...drove me crazy.”

      “Tell me how it happened, Nia,” he whispered.

      Her eyes were closed, picturing it while she fucked her nice husband. “Party at his house. Late. Mm, ah, he just threw me down on a couch, like you did last night, and he, ah, fucked me from behind. I was right next to a guy and a girl...on the couch, they were rocking back and forth with how hard he was fucking me, Geoff...”

      “Oh fuck, Nia.” He watched her move, watched her as she clenched her eyes and her mind went back to this erotic secret time in her past. It was like he was learning more about her. He thought he knew everything but there were secrets, and he wanted them for himself. He wanted to have every part of her, even the darkest bits she thought she could never share.

      “I came, like, t-twice...right in front of them. There were more people too, on the floor, on a chair. Ah-all angles watching me get fucked by my big dick, mm, boyfriend...I fucking loved it...”

      Her face had clenched, her own tale turning her on until it looked like she was going to come already. Her breasts swayed, her tummy flexed, she had both fists clasped against his chest and her pussy sucked on his hardness. “Oh God, Nia, you’re so fucking hot. Are you lying?”

      She laughed and came down to kiss him. “No, I’m not. Why? You really like what you hear don’t you?”

      “Yeah, I do.”

      “Oh fuck, Geoff, that’s hot...”

      “Were you naked?”

      “No, he pulled my skirt up and my shirt was open...”

      “Your tits hanging out, swinging?”

      “Yes-ss, yeah, oh yeah...”

      “His balls swinging...”

      “Geoff!” she yelped, her mouth spreading to a white-toothed gleaming smile. Her eyes were still clenched, her head pulled back now. Her hair shook around her while she fucked him.

      “Tell me.”

      “Probably...”

      “Did he come?”

      “Yeah, yeah, I sucked him.”

      “Did he come in your mouth?”

      “No—”

      “Did he come in your face?” he grunted.

      “Ge-off, oh my God, I’m your wife.”

      “You’re my dirty wife aren’t you?”

      She growled, “I’m your dirty cock-loving wife.”

      “Did he ever come in your face?”

      “Yes-ss.”

      “Did you like it?”

      “Sometimes, yeah. Oh, grab my tits, Geoff...” she gasped and she took his hands up and put them on her breasts. She ran them in circles over herself while she rode him. Her chin pointed to the ceiling and her back arched. He watched her tight belly flex and wriggle as she gobbled his cock up. Her beautiful hair swayed with her bouncing. “He came on my face right in front of all those people.”

      “Ah, that’s so fucking dirty,” he hissed, his eyes squinted, watching her work on him. This was true, what she was saying was true and it turned her on. He loved her so much and he wanted in, wanted in to her thoughts and her darkness.

      “He took me the way he wanted, Geoff. He’s a real fucking man.”

      That stabbed him so hard he folded up. God, she knew the difference, knew he wasn’t a real man like her other lovers. “Then did you...see me the next day?”

      “Yeah, I did, we met for c-coffee.”

      “That’s so hot.”

      “It is isn’t it?” she cried.

      He pulled her down to him, pulled her so he could get in her ear. He laced his hand through her hair and his other hand clenched her ass, held her rigid. His hips went into overdrive and he fucked her hard. He pounded his wife and heard her gasping in his ear. He’d tightened every muscle in his body so he could really show her what he was made of. “You were talking to your husband. The morning...uh...after the best, ah sex you ever had.”

      “Oh, Geoff!”

      “You had another man’s come in you or on you, your pussy stretched by his big cock, sitting and having a Starbucks with the man you were going to marry...”

      “I’m such a slut,” she squeaked into his ear.

      “You dirty pig, you’re such a fucking whore...” he hissed. “Take this cock, take it...”

      “Ah, it’s not big enough...”

      “Oh Nia, ah, I’m going to come...”

      “Me, ah, fuck, mm-me too...” her hands clenched his chest and he felt her nails digging into him like cat’s claws.

      “You need, ah, a big one...”

      “Mm, fuck yess...”

      “Oh, fuck me-ee, Ni-ia,” he gurgled into her hair as he launched his seed into her. He shot stream after stream up inside her. She was coming too, he could feel it in the way she clamped on his cock, grabbed his skin with her nails, and the tremble of her muscles under his touch. They were coming together.

      “Oh-ohhh, oh, Geoff,” she whispered as she rode it out. He slowed his stroke and just enjoyed the feel of her on him. Her pussy squeezed him and grabbed him until he fell out. His head went back into the cushion and he felt light-headed and distant, like he was floating. That was so dirty.

      “Oh, wow, oh, Geoff. Okay?” she whispered down into his collar.

      “Yeah, you okay?”

      “Mm, yeah, baby.” She worked her hips up his body a little and he felt his seed dripping out of her, hot wet splashes on his belly. “That was so fucking hot, Nia.”

      She raised up and he saw her face, saw it sleepy and content, her cheeks flushed, her eyes wet and tearing. “Oh, it was. Yeah, it was,” she gasped.

      “It wasn’t too weird?”

      She closed her eyes, her mouth hung open as she gulped for breaths, her bare chest heaving in the open blanket over her shoulders. “A little weird, I guess, but it sure...sure turned me on.”
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      Angie’s aunt Stella laughed so hard she almost spilled her wine. When she got it together, she said, “I don’t care what you do but you better not tell the boys!”

      Angie’s cousin, Gracie, said, “Ma, stop it. It’s not a thing. Don’t worry about it.”

      “This is our private party, we’ll do whatever we want,” Angie said, then, when it was quiet, “but no harm keeping it from the boys...”

      That got a big laugh. They were at Giuseppe’s in Vaughan, Stella’s brother’s restaurant. It was all women tonight. Angie and her cousin, Angie’s mom, Stella, two other moms, Donna’s sister, two of Donna’s cousins, and five girls they knew from York. They were loud and they all wanted a stripper for the bachelorette. None more than the four oldest women.

      The debate was: do you tell the boys? If Donna’s Joey found out that his bride to be had a stripper at her party, word was that he wouldn’t be happy. A lot of the other girls chimed in, saying what their boyfriends or husbands would do if they found out there was going to be a naked man. It was like a contest then, each subsequent account of what their madly jealous ultra-male would do to another man to prove his ownership over his woman. They were proud of that extreme possessiveness. They were still going to get a stripper though.

      One of the girls from York said, “Peter would cut his dick off and shove it down his throat for showing it to me.” That got the biggest laugh. It was a show stopper.

      When Angie looked to Nia, she smiled and said, “Geoff would want me to have a good time...” For her friends that knew Geoff that was the real showstopper. Then they had to whisper to their friends or the older ladies that Nia had married a nice white kid.

      This was their third bachelorette planning session. One each month now leading up to the wedding in July. Mostly these had become a get-together, not too much planning, but this was the crunch. They had their day mapped out, the venue taken care of. Nia had been in charge of invitations and those had all been mailed and RSVPed. Tonight was about details and drinking and eating. But Nia couldn’t drink because she had to drive all the way back into the city.

      So, the itinerary for June 24th was a full day of fun and mild debauchery with Donna and the guests, starting with a lunch at Scarpa’s, then massages and a spa treatment for twenty provided by Donna’s cousin Maria who owned a day spa. Afterwards there was a three-pub pub crawl, transportation via Sprinter service. Then, the surprise part: rendezvous here at Giuseppe’s for a private function where they could do their gift exchange, more partying and drinking, a live band, and for the finale, one male stripper, please. Full nudity was the consensus.
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        GEOFF

      

      Nia didn’t get home too late. It was 11 P.M. When she pulled the Volvo into their short driveway, her headlights lighting up the brick wall of the garage that was now Geoff’s studio. Too late to sit on the couch and watch TV tonight but he had a more exciting thought anyway. Their new life, their new relationship, as Friday night had shown, required a man who wanted to fuck. He wanted to fuck. He just needed to show it.

      All right then, he kicked his Herman Miller chair back from his desk, suddenly excited by an idea. He stood and unbuttoned his shirt and threw it aside, then kicked his moccasins off and unzipped his jeans and pulled them down with his underwear and stepped out of them. Now he was completely naked—standing in the ambient low light of the studio, hoping he looked sexy. His penis started to grow, slowly lift itself up and away from his body. He watched to see if she was coming, didn’t see her yet, so he gave himself a good stroking. He was so fucking aroused by his own nakedness he had it like steel in a few strokes. He smiled in anticipation of his wife walking through that door and seeing him. He wasn’t some stud but he was thin and fit and while he didn’t have a big impressive cock it was average. He saw the top of a black head of hair coming up the walk and he stood confidently waiting to be seen...until he cowered at the thought that she might not be alone. Some friend coming with her, or shit, what if it wasn’t even her? What if it was, like, his mom showing up with bad news about Dad, or, fuck, a burglar. That’s how he’ll die? Bludgeoned after surprising a thief with his boner. He stepped to the side, tentatively watching who might come through the door, hiding his lower half behind a table with a 27 inch iMac. The door opened and Nia walked in and he sighed. He took a step to show her his goods and she turned and closed the door and flicked his overhead lights on.

      “Geoff?” She looked around the room for him, saw him stepping out from behind his desk, flinching and blinking from the sudden bright.

      “Shit, Nia, the lights,” he hissed.

      He was snow-blind for a second but he could tell she’d shut them down and he could hear her laughing over at the door.

      “Geoff, ha ha, what the fuck...” she couldn’t continue, she was laughing so hard.

      “Surprise,” he managed and he stepped out again where she could see him.

      “Did I just catch you masturbati—Geoff, do you take all your clothes off when you jerk it?” she cackled. She leaned against the wall.

      “Ha, fucking ha, Nia,” he said and he kept walking to her trying to be confident but feeling it waning. “I got you this gift and I was trying to wrap it when you walked in...” he motioned with both hands to his cock.

      “Let’s see this gift, Geoff,” she said and she watched him walk towards her and he felt stupid and self-conscious but Nia smiled and showed him she enjoyed the show. Her eyes were between his legs watching his erection wag as he crossed to her.

      “That’s for me?” she said as he got close.

      “Sure is,” he said and he stepped to her and put his hand on the back of her neck and kissed her.

      He shuddered as he felt her hand grip his aching hardness. She jerked him earnestly while she kissed him, his passionate sexy wife. She wanted it again. Three nights in a row now. How long was this going to go on? His dick was hard as a rock but, if he were honest, it was also a little sore.

      “You know, the girls want a stripper for the bachelorette. You wanna make a couple hundred shaking this thing for them?”

      “We could use the money.”

      “Say the word and I’ll have you booked.”

      “Think I got what it takes?” he asked.

      “Mm, you’ll get a couple of tips.”

      “Sympathy tips from you.”

      “I wouldn’t want you to feel bad, Geoff,” she laughed as they kept kissing.

      “You’re killing me,” he whispered.

      “I’m teasing, Geoff. I like this package you’re working with. In fact,” she said, broke her mouth away from his, that mean smile appearing again. “I want a show.”

      “You do?”

      “Oh, yeah. I do.” She walked past him and went to his couch and threw herself down in it. She spread her arms over the back and stretched her legs out in front of her and crossed them. She was beautiful. She was fully clothed, skirt and sweater, jacket, heels, hair done and makeup, and he was completely naked and hard, hair messy, body hunched and sore from drawing all day. It aroused him incredibly. “Nia, you’re so fucking hot.”

      “You too, tiger. Show me what you got. Shake it for me.”

      “There’s no music, Nia.”

      “Ba-dum-bum-dumm,” she said, snapping her fingers, watching him slyly through her eyebrows.

      “Oh, come on...” Geoff laughed.

      “Da-dum-dum-dumm,” she continued, still smiling, still snapping.

      He rolled his head around, covered his privates with his hands, “Fuuuuuck,” he moaned. “Fine.”

      He took his hands away, Nia kept up her musical accompaniment and he walked with the beat towards her, throwing his hips out on the bass beat and thrusting his cock out and making it bounce for her.

      “Ba-dum-dum-dumph—” she broke into a laugh, but she nodded, encouraging him, snapping and waving her hands while she did, dancing while she sat, drawing him towards her. He rushed the rest of the way overcome with shyness and feeling a little humiliated. She reached for his cock as he got close but he threw himself on the couch and covered it up.

      “Very sexy, Geoffy baby,” she said and she climbed up his body. The zipper of her jacket was cold as ice and as it dragged up his bare skin his scrotum shrank up like a raisin.

      “Well, look at my naked husband,” she said, looking him over, hovering over him as he lay on the couch with her on all fours over top of him. “Move your hands.”

      He slowly took his hands away and let her see it, watched her face as her eyes went down and saw his hardness revealed to her.

      “So you girls are going to get a stripper?” he said.

      “We are,” she said and she still surmised his aching cock. Her hand came up and she ran a long fingernail down the belly of it. She watched it flex and wriggle. She chuckled. Then her hand gripped it again, slowly and gently stroked him. “This is like my control stick. My little Geoff lever. I can make him go left, I can make him go right, up and down,” she moved his cock, shifted it in those directions. “When I press the tip his mouth opens and I can suck his tongue or put my pussy on it.”

      He laughed and opened his mouth for her, making it swing open like it was on a hinge. Her thumb ran circles over his ticklish tip with his streaming precum.

      She nuzzled her face in between his head and the pillow on the arm of the couch and she whispered in his ear, “And when I stroke it…I can make him agree to anything I want. Like letting me fuck the stripper.”

      “Oh, my God, yes, Nia, you can fuck the stripper,” he whispered in comical agreement.

      “I bet he’ll have abs and a big chest. I bet he’s got a fantastic cock. A cock like this you keep tucked away.” She jiggled his around to show him the cock she was talking about. “Would you show my friends this cock? Take your pants off and dance for them like you did?”

      “No way, ha ha.”

      “Right,” she whispered. “Guy that’s coming is bound to have a whopper. It’s gotta be big if you’re going to show it to a bunch of foul-mouthed Italian girls been drinking all day. Bet he’s got something I could really get down with. You know?”

      “You’re so bad.”

      She giggled and nibbled on his ear and it gave him chills so bad he had to jump up. He squirmed out from under her and sat up. She lay back on the couch now smiling at him. She was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. She put her hands up over her head. Her skin glowed, her eyes sparkled. He was so in love.

      “Let me serve you,” he said.

      “Oh yeah?” her grin widened.

      “Let me pleasure you.”

      “I like that, Geoff. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

      He got on his knees over top of her and brought his face down on to her stomach, biting at her shirt while her nails scratched through his hair.

      “Show me, Geoff,” she whispered again.

      He got his lips underneath her shirt, pushing the fabric up until he could feel the hot skin of her belly against his lips. Her skin smelled of her perfume, faint and subtle and spicy. He breathed her deeply. She started to writhe. He pushed her legs wide and she moved them eagerly apart while he kissed and bit around her belly button. She pushed him lower and he went where she wanted, kissing his way down, feeling the scratch of her skirt across his lips, the snag of his beard in her fine wool.

      Her panties were smooth and satin and he bit at them, pulled the fabric with his teeth, tucked a finger into the waistband and she moaned when he pulled it away and she felt the cool air touch her between her legs where she was wet and eager. He kissed her mound, she was shaved again, bare and smooth, her skin was buttery, her flesh yielded to his lips as he slowly made his way to her hot stripe. He found it, swollen and ready, craving his tongue. He gave it to her, felt the jolt it put in her, felt her tremble under his fingers pressed into the wonderful flesh of her thighs.

      “Oh, Geoff,” she whispered, spurring him on to deliver her something special.

      He worked his tongue through her, touching all her parts, pulling her lips into his mouth, tugging and kissing, licking low, almost too low, then back up her centre. He went on like that, running his tongue through her slippery folds, tasting her bitter tang and loving every musky drop she had. Her hands pulled at his hair, scratched at his scalp, her nails dragged on his jaw, dug through his beard. She forced her pussy into his tongue. He dove it deep inside, then up and finding her hard swollen clit and spreading it flat, squashing it with his soft tongue. He held her like that, his hand clutching at her thighs, his mouth clamped over her aching hungry sex and Nia did the work, got herself to where she needed to be, grinding her clit against him. Her hips swivelled in circles, her little girl sounds went high and squeaky, came quicker and quicker, she chanted, yes yes yes, over and over as she got closer. He held himself rigid so she could use him as a device, her living breathing sex toy, and finally she bucked against him, cried out once, a loud Yes that he worried the neighbours might hear. Then he softened his tongue, tasted her again as Nia heaved breaths above him and her legs closed against his ears. “Stop, stop,” she whispered. “I came, baby.”

      He propped himself up on his elbows, framed between her long legs, and he wiped at his mouth, said, “I know you did.”

      “Thank you, tiger,” she said. “That was a great way to greet me.”

      “I love you, Nia.”

      “Geoff, I love you too,” she looked longingly into his eyes and she caressed his cheek with the back of her hand. “Come up here,” she whispered sweetly. He crawled up the couch to lay by her. They both lay on their sides face to face and Nia put her lips just a breath from his. She smiled and her hand came up and she wiped at his beard, getting her nectar off him.

      “Come on and kiss me,” he said.

      She giggled and wiped, then moved in and bit at his lower lip. Her right hand gripped his cock and he sighed into her mouth. “Mm, Nia,” he groaned.

      “So, baby, you don’t mind if we get a stripper?”

      “You going to be a good girl?”

      “Mm-hmm-hmm, no promises...”

      “You’re looking forward to it, aren’t you?”

      “A little.”

      “You’re my bad girl.”

      “I can be bad. Do you want me to be bad?”

      He felt the nails of her other hand run along his balls, felt them pull up tight to his body. She stroked his cock teasingly and slow. “I don’t want to get in your way, you know...”

      “You don’t want to cramp my style?”

      “Ah, mm, right. I want you to feel good...”

      “When I go out? You want me to have fun?” Her fingers stroked his head lightly, going up and down very fast and ticklish.

      “Ah, I do.”

      “All the other girls were worried that their boyfriends would find out and beat up the stripper. Would you do that?”

      “No.”

      “I know you wouldn’t. You’re a nice white boy aren’t you?”

      “Yeah, I mean…”

      “You’re my good husband, right?” Her hand gripped him fully again, squeezing and stroking, a finger on her other hand now making quick circles over the hole of his penis.

      “Ah, oh, I am.”

      “You’re the wonderful dad to our little girl…”

      “Of course…”

      “I know.”

      “Know what?”

      “That’s what you are.”

      “Do you want me to be more?” His face clenched as he got so close and all he wanted to do was explode in her hand and shoot his seed all up her shirt.

      “No.”

      “Do you want me to go crazy...a-and beat up the stripper?”

      “Ha ha, that’s not you though, baby, is it?”

      He shook his head, her hand felt so good. He wanted to keep looking into her eyes but his kept wanting to close on him.

      She whispered, “You are the way you are, other men are the way they are.”

      “You want to be with...those men?”

      “And leave this wonderful boy I have at home?”

      “But you’re saying they have something you want? Is that it? Aren’t we supposed to be honest and comm—”

      “I’m teasing, Geoff. I’m trying to turn you on. I’d only do something you were comfortable with.” She kissed him, kissed his chin through his beard, he could feel her teeth biting at his jawline. Her hand stroked steadily now.

      He said, “If I said you could have sex…outside the marriage…you would?”

      She pulled back and looked at him through half-lidded eyes. “Are you saying that?”

      “No. Nia…are you...mm, teasing or is this for real? Ah-honestly.”

      “I honestly don’t know.”

      He shuddered, thrashed his head and scowled at her with his eyes shut tight. What the fuck was she saying?

      “Ah, ah oh,” he groaned and cried out as he shot his thick semen and it spurted up between them all over her shirt and over her hand. She stroked him and pinched it, her hand crushed his glans and squeezed the semen out of him.

      “Come for me, baby, that’s it,” she cooed, “I love to see you come.”

      “Agh, oh, ah, Nia. Who? Dino?”

      “No. Nobody. Let’s just forget it, okay?”

      “But, I—”

      “No, I don’t want to talk about it now. Forget I said anything.”

      How could he forget? How would he ever forget the night she might have insinuated she’d like to seek out a partner outside their marriage?
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      “What was Rocco like?” he asked her.

      “He was chubby. Chunky.”

      “He wasn’t a stud muffin like your Dino?”

      “Ha. No, he was...he’s more like their dad. He was big and blocky.” She turned to face him, made eye contact, said, “He was good-looking though,” then bounced her eyebrows in a cartoonish way, like she was an accomplished seductress.

      He laughed. “Should I be worried?” he asked her.

      Her eyes were back on the road, she said, “Time will tell, Geoff. Time will tell.”

      “Ow, you’re making my stomach hurt.”

      They were on the Gardiner, inching along in traffic, Nia behind the wheel of their Volvo station wagon. Geoff had an appointment with Jenny Brown, editor over at Evergreen Press, to work out where they were on Big Choo, and where they were going to be a few weeks from now. A friendly meeting, Jenny was a sweetheart, but tense just the same.

      Nia was on her way out to Etobicoke for her job interview. A formality, she had said, just paperwork, but he could still feel her nervousness. She’d primped herself thoroughly this morning. A long hot shower, aloe and creams and moisturizers, about eight outfits laid out on their bed, blow-drying and styling and curling, then came the makeup. She was at it for more than an hour. Fuck, she looked good. She looked good to him, though, first thing in the morning when she still had sleep crusted in her eyes and her black, tangled hair made her look like she was a super-villain—some kind of Disney witch that ate puppies and stole the souls of children.

      She’d settled on a very form-fitting skirt and sweater. She was thin and shapely and her outfit hid nothing. It made him squirm thinking about how she was going to be out of the house today, on display—a visit to her ex-boyfriend’s brother. She had heels and a nice wool suit jacket. Very professional and very presentable but there was something noticeably sexy about it. Geoff could determine that if she was going to a job interview with a stranger at a company of unknown people this is not quite the outfit she would have picked. There was something to her outfit selection this morning that said she wanted to be noticed for her figure.

      They got off the Gardiner and into the city and she drove him along King Street until they came to the renovated factory that Evergreen was in. She signalled and pulled to the curb.

      “You sure you’re going to be back for lunch?” he asked her.

      “Sure, I’m sure. I’m just going for a quick meet and greet. I have the job practically. They just want me to come over and, I guess, see what I’m getting myself into. Least that’s what he said on the phone.”

      “You’ll be back in, like, two hours?”

      “Yeah. Probably. What you don’t want to do lunch with me?” she said haughtily, one eyebrow up, one eyebrow down.

      “Nia. I can’t wait,” he said. “I’ll be sitting on that planter,” he pointed out the car window to a concrete cylinder with a honey locust growing up out of it.

      “Got your drawings?” she asked him.

      He patted his art bag. He’d printed out copies at print size of his progress so far to go over with Jenny and had digital copies on his iPad.

      She looked a little anxious suddenly, said, “You excited for me?” and she bit the inside of her lip.

      He leaned over to her and gave her a kiss. “I’m excited. I want you to be happy.” She turned her cheek to him so he wouldn’t muss her lipstick.

      “Careful,” she warned him.

      “Hey. You’re going to knock em dead. Okay?”

      “Thanks, Geoff. You are too. Tell Jenny I said Hi.”

      “I wish you were coming up with me...I’ll see you for lunch,” he said as he got out of the car. He closed the door behind him and patted the roof of the Volvo like she was going off to battle. He watched her signal, pull back into traffic and head to Dufferin and turn, disappear on her way to something new that was all her own.
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* * *

      
        NIA

      

      She saw Rocco Dragonieri standing next to a dump truck in the noisy work yard behind the Dragon Pools main office and retail space. That big chubby boy who was the younger brother of her one-time boyfriend had become a giant.

      He stood talking to another man dressed for work in his Dragon Pools polo and khakis and work boots. He nodded, his face serious as he took directions from Rocco, who towered over him.

      He was way over six feet and he was massive. He had leaned out, lost his baby fat, but he was still a big boy. Thick-waisted with a huge chest and wide shoulders. He was wearing a plain black T-shirt with the sleeves cut off and his arms were heavily muscled and tattooed. He looked very little like the youngster she had known.

      She adjusted her jacket as she clicked her heels across the asphalt, she straightened her skirt. She had caught their eyes now, saw that glint that men got when she walked a certain way. His head turned to watch her come, he said something to the one in the polo shirt and he walked off, also looking her up and down.

      A smile peeled her lips back as Rocco took her in walking those last twenty feet, feeling very conscious of herself but also really loving it too. She felt like she was back. From where she didn’t know, but boy, it felt nice to be looked at on a bright sunny day. He smiled knowingly as she came to a stop in front of him and she held her hands out to the side and said, “Ta-daa.”

      Rocco nodded, looking very confident, his eyes narrowed and went up and down her body. “Holy shit. Nia Giannoppoulos. I remember you so good. Fuck, look at you—I’m not lying, I swear you look exactly the same last time I saw you.” His voice was deep and guttural.

      She said, “Well, it’s been a long while, so, thank you.”

      “Holy shit, step back. Look at you.” His eyes went all over her again and they sparkled, like he was enjoying what he saw. She turned for him, knew she should be offended, but here she was, submitting, showing him her body because he asked.

      She stopped herself, said, “You don’t look the same. At all.”

      He smirked and nodded. “I grew.”

      “You did. How tall are you?”

      “Six-five. Three-ten.”

      “Not quite the little brother any more…”

      “Chubby little brother, you mean.”

      “No…”

      He ran a huge, thick-fingered hand over his stomach in a half circle, said, “I still carry a little—”

      Then he squat right down low and wrapped his enormous tattooed arms around her thighs just below her ass and he stood up with her like she was absolutely weightless. He hugged her to him and she had to put her hands on his shoulders to support herself. His traps were like stone. A girlish laugh was squeezed out of her and it surprised her.

      “—but I’d still crush Dino if he said shit about it—I’m mostly muscle…”

      Her eyes locked with his and she felt them draw her in. His eyes were dark, almost black, like hers. She said, “D-Dino was the one said you need somebody.”

      He kept his eyes on hers, said, “How the fuck he ever let you go?”

      “His loss,” she said and ran a lock of her hair behind her ear.

      He said, “His loss.” He held her eyes one uncomfortable second too long—then he set her down and he was walking, waiting for her to catch up.

      She wobbled a bit on her heels, reached to pull her skirt down, then trotted to catch up with him. She said, “Dino said you have three kids. How do you have three kids already? You’re younger than me.”

      “How do you not have three kids already? You married me I’d pump that body so full of fuckin babies your fuckin head would spin.”

      She giggled, said, “I married a white boy.”

      “Ah, ah-hah, a mangia-cake? Okay. I see.” A skinny guy with dusty black jeans and a Dragon Pools ball cap was walking near and Rocco shouted to him, “Hey, you tell fuckin Godfrey to get his dumb ass over to Steeles and grab that fuckin Bobcat and get it on to Markham for tomorrow. I saw it sitting there driving in, he shoulda moved it yesterday, I fuckin told him.” The skinny guy gulped and nodded effusively and scurried off.

      “Hey. Your folks are doing well? Dino said your dad is loving retirement.”

      Rocco walked with purpose, taking her back towards the building. It was a low plaza with a brown metal roof and beige brick walls. The front was all glass-front retail space, where they sold pool supplies and hot tubs.

      “Yeah, you know...he doesn’t know what to do with himself most days. Ends up here.”

      “Helping out?”

      He looked at her over his shoulder and gave her a knowing smile and rolled his eyes. “Yeah.”

      Dino and Rocco’s dad had started the business and had run it up til about five years ago. Rocco never went to University, stayed and helped with the family business. Dino told her, that night at Square, that Rocco had completely taken over about five years back and the business went bonkers. Dino said he’d added haulage and aggregates and branched out the construction side to include all sorts of landscaping projects that weren’t always pool related. Dino said he’d doubled the income in a few years.

      They stopped at the back of the building, stood in front of a brown metal door. He put his hands on his hips, the muscles in his arms bulging and flexing. His tattoos snaked around his arms, black dragons twisting and writhing from his shoulders down to his thick wrists. His gold wedding band winked in the cold spring sunlight

      “We got eight teams of two, they do openings now, this time of year...those same guys do maintenance contracts in the summer, they float around though, I pull em for construction when I need them. They do overtime sometimes. I got four crews of four, full-time construction...retail, hauling, aggregates, listen, I ain’t gonna lie, it gets hectic here sometimes. We got eight months to make real money, you know?”

      “It does sound hectic. You need somebody keep it all organized for you.”

      “That’s right. We have to move fast, then we generate so much fuckin paperwork and the goddamn government...”

      “I can handle all that for you.”

      “Dino said you did business at York.”

      “I have a BBA with a specialization in accounting. But I’m not CPA.”

      He nodded, looked out over the work yard, said, “You’re over-qualified for this job. But it pays well.”

      “I’ve been out of the workforce for eight years and eight years ago I was hardly in it anyway.”

      “It’s not really just bookkeeping. You okay with that?”

      “Sure.”

      “It’s bookkeeping, it’s secretary, it’s assistant...it’s go-go-go, for, like, eight months. We do have fun, don’t get me wrong. You’ll be with me, every day, sometimes it gets hot around here. I yell a lot.”

      “Yell at me?” she laughed.

      “Don’t fuck up and I won’t,” he said, not smiling and he looked down at her seriously.

      She held his gaze, said, “I don’t fuck up.”

      “Dino always said you were smart.”

      “I am.”

      He kept looking at her, looking her in the eye, and up and down her body too. “You remember the last time I saw you?”

      “Probably. When?”

      “Party at our house. You were with Dino. Late at night. I was on the couch.”

      She blushed, winced, said, “That was the last time?”

      He smiled again, he had a nice smile, he held the metal door open for her and gestured into the building. “C’mon into my office.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      
        GEOFF

      

      The meeting with Jenny went well, like he thought it would. He had a grasp on the trains they wanted and the success of the first book made them really pander to him this time around, which he was unaccustomed to but he was starting to like. She liked what he had so far, of course. It was more of the same, just some funnier situations and he was on track. Sort of a waste of a half-day but Jenny had to justify her job and he didn’t mind since they were paying so well this time around. Jenny had to come up with something, she couldn’t just let him go without some input—he was okay with that, knew the job as an editor came with its stresses. She told him he should ‘brighten up’ a few of the faces on the trains. They were bright but if she wanted the corners of their mouths turned up a fraction of an inch more he could do it without any bother.

      He checked his watch for the fifteenth time. No Nia. He was starting to wonder if he should just text her that he’d subway it home. She hadn’t responded to his previous texts yet, but he could let her know she didn’t need to come right into the city. They could do lunch together another time.

      How would it be to have her out of the house during the days—out in the workforce again? He’d got used to having her around all the time, helping out with his administrative stuff, running an errand for him, sitting with him, helping, or just puttering around the house while he was in the studio. It would be so weird now for her to be away from him during the day, off having her own experiences, living a life with other people, her life entwined with the lives of strangers. It made him feel weirdly possessive, like he maybe secretly wanted her locked up and kept in the house where she was his and his alone. But he was never really like that—that was something base and primal, afraid. He wasn’t afraid and he wanted her to do whatever would please her. And there was that tickle again: that strange little feeling that made his heart pump a few beats stronger than the others. The idea that she would be engaged with other men, that her value would be seen and measured by them, that her feminine wiles would come once again to the surface and she would flirt and her eyes would dance and she would smile and feel alive. Men would make advances. How could they not? She was stunning and sexy. He wanted that for her, he really did. There was something about it that brought a maleness from his core and his testosterone licked at the underside of his skin. The dark notion of his mate being enjoyed by another man challenged him in some way, made him alive and angry and wide-eyed. Prepared, viable, looking to be better. Looking to keep her. And there was a value he felt when her attractiveness was enjoyed by other men, like his measurement as a man was in some way increased by the incredible and obvious value of his Nia.

      Right now, sitting on a planter at the edge of a busy King Street in the middle of a bright, spring Toronto day he could feel himself so different than the man he was last week. He was awake. Alive. His heart pounded, his fingers tingled with worry. Where was she? What was she doing? Why wasn’t she responding to his texts? Who was Rocco?

      This guy was an unknown to him, but his Nia knew him. She was joking—but she said he was handsome. Probably not really joking, though. A brief horrible flash came to him—a man in his office chair, pants undone, legs parted, his Nia on her knees between them, her head bobbing on his cock, wanting that job. A horrible vision, one that would anger a normal man. Somehow, while angry, he also felt an intense arousal by it. A sudden, and real, undeniable swelling in his Jockeys. Brief but pronounced. He pushed it away, afraid of it.

      What would arouse him by being an outsider in his wife’s sex life? What would make a man want to be on the sidelines and watch another man take his wife, give her pleasure and make her face twist, make her gasp and moan?

      His relationship with Nia was forged that way, that was how he came to know her. He was her friend and confidante. He got to learn what she liked a man to do and what she liked for him not to do. He knew what she was really like—she would tell him—and maybe deep down he always thought he wasn’t enough for her. Still wasn’t enough for her. She was of a higher sexual caliber than him. His bullets didn’t fit in her magazine. She had been with men, like, gorilla-men. Big, ultra-masculine studs. That was what she used to pull. And he got it, he guessed. If you were a girl wouldn’t that be what you sought? Did she ever long for men like that? His difference to them was pronounced. Did she ever wish, every once in a while, to just throw down and go toe-to-toe with the kind of man she was used to?

      A double-honk.

      He shook his head, shook himself out of that rabbit hole he’d tumbled down. It was Nia.

      The silver Volvo, the shape of his wife in the driver seat, her crazy black hair, her long bright hands on the steering wheel, her wedding ring. And then all those sexy thoughts gone, replaced by irritation. Her leaving him to sit in the cold and wait for her while she did her new things. Was this what it was going to be like? It better not be.

      He walked over with his art bag, not smiling, got into the car, dumped himself into the passenger seat. “Why wouldn’t you just text me back? I could have been home already, I was sitting out there for—”

      “Oh, it went great, Geoff, thanks for asking.”

      “Fuck. It’s just that it’s cold out there, you know?”

      “You could have waited in the building, Geoff...”

      “So it went well?”

      “Yeah, I got it.”

      He nodded and humphed.

      She drove in silence for a while, heading out of the city. He watched out the window, shaking his head. This was going to be a big change and as exciting as it was and despite all the fun he was having with some dirty thoughts, he didn’t like it now. This was real.

      “Where are we going?” he said.

      “Home,” she said.

      “I thought we were going out for lunch.”

      “I’ll just make something at home. Why are you in such a mood?”

      “You left me out there.”

      “So?”

      “You didn’t respond to my texts.”

      “I was driving.”

      He let it go again. Watched people on the street, admired their apparent happiness while they inched through traffic headed back home when he’d been looking forward to getting lunch out.

      “I’m really going to miss you.”

      “I know, Geoff.”

      “You spend all day with me. Every day. Now you’re going to be out.”

      “It’s big, Geoff, I know.”

      He shook his head, feeling suddenly, overwhelmingly sad. He looked at her finally, her sexy profile while she watched the road. She was too good for him. It was nice when she was locked up and home. If she was out of the house she could be taken, she could be lost to him. “I’m sorry. I’m just...I guess I’m sad.”

      She nodded, kept her eyes on the road, flashed a look over at him quickly and he could see her eyes were wet too. She had to be a bit scared. At home for eight years, now out and back at it. It had to be hard for her too. He leaned over and kissed the shoulder of her jacket and squeezed her arm.

      He said, “Who’s going to do my website, respond to fanmail? Who’s going to make me a sandwich and rub my neck?”

      She said, “You really want me to stay and do those things?”

      “No. I’m really going to miss you though, I mean it. It’s going to make me crazy.”

      “You can get an assistant.”

      “Yeah.”

      “It’s really good money, Geoff.”

      “Really?”

      “Almost as much as you made last year. No, sorry, two years ago.”

      “Shit. Really?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Wow. That is good news.”

      They were pulling on to Garden Street, heading to the alley to park at their garage. He said, “We can walk down to the bakery together, get a sandwich, we—”

      “We need to talk, Geoff.”

      “Yeah?”

      He felt his hands go cold and he looked to her. Something in her tone. She was serious. This wasn’t simple. “Baby, what is it?”

      “Let’s get in the house,” she said as she pulled off the edge of the alley and nosed the Volvo up against the wall of his studio.

      “Nia, seriously. What is it? Is something wrong?”

      She didn’t answer him, she didn’t even look at him. She got out of the car and left him with her beautiful perfume, he couldn’t even see her face, her black hair swinging to block it. What the fuck?

      He got out, left his stuff in the car and he followed her up the walk between his garage-studio and the wall of the house. She walked up the stairs and he called up after her, “Nia.”

      “Inside, Geoff,” she said out to the air, not turning around. He watched her fiddle with her key in the lock. She looked so different, all made up during the day, her professional outfit on, her long sexy legs, standing in heels at the door to their home.

      “Nia, please, talk to me.”

      She got the door open and she walked through, left it open behind her for him to follow.

      “Nia,” he said. She kept walking, heels clicking over the linoleum in the kitchen and then out through the wood of the family room. She was going upstairs. His heart pounded. She was serious, this was something big.

      “Nia, come on,” he said and he ran through to catch up to her, trotting up the stairs behind her. Her steps went quicker too, she seemed a little upset. When they got to the bedroom she went in and looked out the window, kept her back to him.

      “Nia, please. What is it? You’re killing me.”

      She turned finally and she still hid her face from him, kept it tucked in her black hair. She leaned forward, fell back against the window ledge and she clutched her beautiful hands to her thin knees.

      “Oh fuck, Geoff. I made a big mistake,” she said down to the maple parquet.

      “Nia? What?”

      She looked up and he saw her eyes wide and scared. Her chin trembled. She took her jacket off, quickly shook herself out of it. She unbuttoned her shirt, she looked to him, she whispered nervously, “Geoff, please...fuck me.”

      “Nia,” he said, hearing the fear in his voice, hearing the edge of panic tighten its grip on the weak sound coming from him. “Nia?”

      “Just fuck me, okay, baby, please?” she was pushing her skirt and panties down.

      “What is it, Nia? What happened?”

      She was in just her bra, bare foot, she crossed the room to him and buried her face in his chest, he could feel her trembling. She unbuttoned his shirt and opened it.

      “Geoff, just fuck me,” she said into his shoulder as her hands worked his pants open.

      She shoved them down and his cock strained against the front of his white Jockey briefs. She pulled him to bed and he stumbled along with her, his shoes on, his pants bunched up around his ankles.

      “Jesus, Nia, what the fuck is going on?”

      “Geoff,” she whimpered and she pulled him down on top of her, wrapped her legs around his waist. Her thumbs hooked into the sides of his waistband and she forced his underpants down enough that his cock sprang free and slipped right along her mound. He could feel her heat, feel her wet and slippery.

      “Did something happen, Nia?” he whispered, so afraid of the answer.

      She nodded into his chest. Her hand gripped his cock and she pointed it into her silky folds and he thought for a moment of pulling back, and shaking her, shaking the truth out of her. “I was bad,” she whispered as he plunged himself inside her.

      Her words cut him deep. Paired with his own darkness and the feel of his wife’s sucking wet heat on his throbbing erection a thrill shot through his brain and he cried out. Cried out in pain and sadness and fear and death, “No, Nia, oh no...”

      “I was bad, Geoff,” she whispered again and her claws went under his shirt and across his back. “Take me back, baby, make me yours, Geoff...”

      He thrust himself into her, hating her again, hating her and loving her and wanting every bit of her to be destroyed. “You didn’t,” he hissed.

      “I had to,” she said. “Oh God, Geoff, fuck me, God, I made such a big mistake, ohhh,” she moaned and cried.

      “Nia,” he cried too, his eyes went wet and he clutched her shoulders as he fucked her, stabbed every inch of shaft inside her like it was a butcher knife and wanted her to hurt, wanted her to know pain like he knew pain. “Oh, Nia, why, why...”

      “I had to, Geoff,” she murmured, “I had to...”

      “You didn’t have to, Nia, you fucking wanted to...”

      “No, Geoff, no...”

      He pounded her hard, felt his balls sticking to her damp mound, felt something rising in him, felt something building. He was going to fill her up with his love, fill her up with his seed and let her know she was his. She was meant to be his.

      “Fuck me, Geoff, ah, that’s it, God, you feel good...”

      “What did you do?” he hissed.

      “I’m a whore.”

      “You fucking...Nia, what. Did. You. Do?”

      He pulled his gaze back to look at her but she couldn’t meet his eyes. She pulled away, twisted her face and hid it from him, hid it in that crazy mane of hair. “I...I sucked his cock,” she whispered.

      “Nia,” he gasped, horrified, he felt himself shudder, he clutched her to him, he gave her what she wanted, he fucked her, fucked her shame away, it was okay. “It’s okay, Nia. Baby, it’s okay.” He felt the tears come, felt them fill his eyes, felt them stream on his cheeks, cross the bridge of his nose and trickle through his beard.

      “I had to, Geoff, I wanted that job.”

      “No, Nia, you didn’t...” She didn’t want that. She wanted other men. He knew it. He could feel it. Maybe he always knew it.

      “Call me your whore,” she whispered.

      “No, Nia, I love you.”

      “Geoff, call me it.”

      She bucked against him, fucked him harder than he fucked her, thrashing underneath him and pounding her sex against his. Her pussy gripped his cock like her fist.

      “Oh fuck, Nia, you—”

      “Whore,” she hissed.

      “Fucking whore,” he whispered into her ear and he put the palm of his hand over her mouth and felt the hot breath snort from her nose against him. His other hand went around her throat and he squeezed her roughly. “Cunt whore,” he said, pounding, each word a deep stab up inside her hot pussy.

      She squeaked and bounced underneath him, her hips crashed against his in perfect rhythm. She was going to come. He was going to make her come. She sucked some guy off but she needed Geoff. He could be here for her. Help her when she was bad, “I love you, Nia,” he said and he let her mouth go just at the lip of her orgasm. She clutched herself suddenly to him, dug her nails into him as her head thrust back into the mattress. Her eyes shut, her face contorted as if in pain. Her whole body tightened and clamped, her pussy squeezed the cum out of his cock. He exploded inside her, he came watching her come, knowing she was bad, knowing she was in love with him still and needed him. He shot his semen inside her and he felt a wave of warm love for his bad girl wash up over him and crash around her shoulders and the water was warm and nice and if he was in it with her everything was going to be okay. Her teeth clenched and she snorted for breaths, her lips peeled back in a snarl and she growled and coughed and struggled to breathe all at the same time. It was the craziest hugest orgasm he’d ever seen. Her nails shredded his back, her heels dug into his thighs and kicked him, her pussy tried to suck every bit of him in and he thrust his hips forward to give her every bit he had, wished he had more. His heart pounded out of control.

      He watched it ebb from her finally, felt her grip calm, her heels release. She lay on her back, her chest heaving, a vein pulsed in her hairline and he saw just how fast he’d got her heart going. He watched wide-eyed as she came to, as she returned to the land of the living. Her eyes opened and she looked into him. Her eyes sparkled, a white dazzling spot in those black balls. She smiled.

      Then reality kicked his doors down. The enormity of her actions. Forgiven or not. He started to shudder, felt himself buckle under the pressure of his emotions.

      “Geoff?” she said.

      “Oh, Nia.”

      “Geoff, I was kidding,” she said.

      “Nia...”

      Her long finger poked his side. “You idiot.”

      “Nia...” he felt himself start to cry.

      “Geoff?”

      He cried, buried himself into her shoulder so she couldn’t see his stupid face.

      “Geoff, baby, get off me,” she said, but he clutched her tighter.

      “Geoff. Geoff! You fuckin...you think I sucked a guy’s cock for a job?”

      He clenched his face shut tight. He breathed her in, inhaled her deeply until his chest couldn’t swell any larger. He was crying but his exhale turned to a chuckle.

      He felt her remorse in her. She knew that wasn’t funny. She knew it could seem very real.

      “You weren’t joking,” he whispered.

      “Geoff, look at me...”

      He pulled back and saw her face underneath him, she said, “I did not suck a cock for a job okay?”

      “Why would you do that to me?”

      “You liked it.”

      “Baby, no I didn’t.”

      “You thought it was real and you didn’t stop.”

      “No.”

      “You were okay with it. When you thought I was serious, you were still okay.”

      “I love you.”

      “Geoff,” she said and he saw a sadness in her too and she hugged herself to him. “I’m sorry. That was mean. I thought it was hot, but it was mean.”

      “It was hot, I guess.”

      “Was it?”

      He couldn’t answer. Too ashamed to answer.

      “I didn’t even get to the part where I was going to tell you how big he was. You like that.”

      “He was big?” he said and he rolled off her, his cock sliding from inside her. He fell to his back and covered his face with his forearm.

      “He had a big one, Geoff.”

      “Oh, Nia,” he said and laughed.

      She kissed his chest and he opened his eyes and moved his arm and looked at her. She was smiling and she kissed his chest again and let him see her do it, held his eyes. “I love you, Geoff.”

      He took her and held her against him, let her sit in the cradle of his arm and rest her head on his shoulder, she put her hand up on him.

      He lay like that for a long while, felt himself get sleepy. He watched the ceiling and thought about this woman he loved so much and how it felt to hold her and feel her amazing beauty against him.

      He’d thought that was real. Thought his wife was so dirty, so stupid, she would suck a cock for a job. And in that perceived reality, he was okay with it. Loved her just the same. Part of him in a way, sadly, even liked th—

      “Geoff?”

      “Yeah?”

      “You thought I sucked another man’s cock.”

      “You told me th—”

      “You were okay with it.”

      “I know. I love you.”

      “In a way...I thought you would.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I thought you—”

      “Was that a test?” He felt mad now.

      “No. Not on purpose. Maybe...”

      “You want to suck someone’s cock? You wanted to know if I would be okay?”

      “I don’t know.” She sat up and leaned over him. She kissed her bunched fingers and touched them to his lips. He kissed them. “I know that if I ever really want to sometime, I can. You’ll be okay with it.”

      “Nia,” he said, trying to get her to be serious.

      She laughed and stood up in just her bra in front of him, let him see her incredible body.

      “Interesting,” she laughed.

      “Nia,” he said again, sternly.

      She gave him her back, swayed her hips and showed him her perfect woman ass. She sashayed to the bathroom door, giving him a show and watching him over her shoulder.

      “Wow, Geoff, I wonder who it’ll be...”

      She closed herself into the bathroom and he heard the tap running and heard her laughing to herself over the rushing water.
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      The two British Airways tickets marked Destination: Grand Cayman had been laying in the flat brass dish in the hall for two days. Kate put them there while she'd been packing so that they wouldn't be misplaced. But so much had been happening in preparation that for the life of her that fact could not be retrieved.

      “Are you sure they're not in your pocketbook?” Mitch said from the hallway.

      “I checked Mitch, I told you that,” she said to the empty bedroom, though she knew he couldn't hear her. Mad at him, but she didn't know why. It was just defensive like throwing up sand in someone's face in a street fight. She'd seen her father do that one time in a parking lot. Grown man, knocked down in a fight with another Dad over a parking space.

      She heard Mitch say, They’re here, and then knew right away where they were. She could picture them sitting in that brass dish below their wood framed wedding picture. She came out to the hall, Mitch standing there exasperated with her, leaning over the handle of his bag. He smiled and waved two fingers over to the tickets on the teak table.

      “It’s going to be a rush,” he said but she knew they’d have plenty of time.

      “All right, all right,” she said and picked them up, “Let’s go.”

      She looked around at their beautiful, modern Campden Hill flat. It felt strange, like she was seeing it for the last time. What would they return to? She checked her pockets, did a brief little inventory. Mitch was already headed down the hall, and she took one last look at the little two-bedroom with a patio and manicured garden that cost more than her Dad had made in his entire life and she turned off the light.

      They wheeled their bags to the elevator and down to the parking garage without running into anyone. She’d said to Mitch earlier to just call porterage but Mitch didn’t want small talk with anybody. Didn’t want anyone knowing their business. He was being more secretive about this than she thought he needed to be. As far as anyone would see from the outside they were two people going away on vacation. What did he think people would see? How did he see themselves?

      It felt like they were sneaking out. As Mitch drove the black Range Rover out into the morning light she imagined he was glad their windows were so deeply tinted.
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* * *

      When Kate had got the little diamond stud in her nose he’d had to tell his friends she’d just done some travelling in India. People, other wives he knew, didn’t do things like that. Didn’t bother him in the slightest, but still, she had to keep up appearances. Did she have to give out a signal to everyone like that? Most of them were already talking about her behind the back of their hand.

      Something had gotten into her recently. She’d always been aloof, unusual, and very unlike every other woman he’d met in his circle. That was why he loved her though—she was different than them in every way.

      There were more than a few things—besides the nose stud—that hinted to him she was tired of playing the part of the proper wife of a former barrister turned Investment House co-owner. And she wasn't like that—it was truly just a role in a movie to her. She didn’t even look the part, stood out from the thin prep wives in their slim fitting dresses when at a function. She didn’t fit in with them socially either, isolated herself. Waited for Mitch to get home every night. That was fine with him. He didn’t fit in with them either even though he’d been raised amongst them.

      He watched her walk a step ahead of him as they made their way from business parking to the pod that would transport them to the terminal. His beautiful wife. The person for whom he would do anything. And that wasn’t some rote phrase, he knew that. Whatever had made this bond with her he always had felt it had been made unbreakable. It was one of the greatest sources of power in his life. His stability.

      She wore a black quilted Barbour jacket, skirt and leggings, and tall black Burberry riding boots with the house check along the cuff. Her beautiful, silky hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She looked gorgeous. She was his dream girl but there was more to it. She wasn’t just his pretty doll that he liked to see dressed up.

      He’d met her while he was in pupillage and instantly fell for her. They dated quite a while and even Kate didn’t know how much he was tortured in that time; the sleepless nights, the twists in his stomach as he tried everything he could to win her over. That was mostly about her looks if he were honest. That was his hormones in overdrive.

      Once they were committed he saw something else in her. When he’d won her away from the others, and she’d promised herself to him, that was when they started to grow together; into one another. She took to his mum, who was used to being sort of left out but who was the most important person to him. She’d raised him, with a little help of course, but his mum was an older woman when he was born, and she had nothing but time for him. They spent all their days together when he wasn’t in school. Museums, zoos, art galleries; they’d travelled all over Europe before he was eleven. Mitch was the youngest son by far, ten years younger than Derek and the others. Growing up it was just him and his mum, while the men seemed to be in and out of the house, off doing their very important things.

      When his mum got sick Kate was there for her when Mitch couldn’t be. Went with her to her appointments, sat with her in the park, brushed her hair and did her makeup when she had to go out. When she was in the hospital Kate was there every day. She was there holding her hand when she passed while Mitch was at work.

      Mitch held Kate’s hand at the funeral. Looked over at her, saw her through the veil. She wasn’t just a spouse, or girlfriend at that time, she felt like blood. Family.

      His dad and brother, Derek, hadn’t been so quick to take her in. At first he hadn’t been sure why. Who wouldn’t like her? In a fight with his dad, late one drunken summer evening when a party had dwindled, Derek Sutton Sr referred to her as a slapper. It had crushed him that he would think like that.

      But she wasn’t your typical prep school waif, like most of the others he’d dated. She was petite but full-figured. Built like a woman. Big breasts, narrow waist; voluptuous. She drove him crazy.

      They checked themselves in and headed to the Galleries Club Lounge. Mitch got himself a coffee and Kate didn’t want anything. She settled into the crook of his arm as they sat and watched planes out on the tarmac. She pat him on his chest, told him, See, plenty of time to spare, closed her eyes and fell asleep.

      Her figure, and perhaps sometimes her manner, might have led his father to the insult, but there was a small truth to it. It was probably why it hurt him. It hurt that his Dad could see it in her. She’d had a lot of boyfriends and quite frankly she was ruthless in bed. He’d never encountered anything like it. And, over the last few months, she’d really kicked it into high gear.
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* * *

      They boarded the plane and took their seats in business class. There were no first class options. Mitch could have arranged for something, had Derek make some calls to get something private, but this was all right. They had their seats together in little pods but facing each other. He looked around at the other passengers as they started to taxi. This was better. Quieter. If he kept this as low key as possible it would be for the best.

      Over the last maybe eight months she would bring it up. In the beginning he would think not this shit again. But she was consistent, maybe once a week she would offer. Bringing someone else into their bed. But Kate was all he wanted, he had no real desire to fuck some other girl. He’d told her this so many times. Sure their lovemaking had tapered off somewhat, but it wasn't that he'd lost any sort of desire for her, he was just, at times, overwhelmed with work. He wanted her to know he was faithful and that he hadn't lost any interest in her at all but he thought it would sound funny saying it in those words.

      Although of course that would be simplest, sometimes, he had learned, the direct approach was not always best with Kate. He felt like sometimes her feelings were hurt easily. If he’d stated that he wasn't losing interest she might accept it but inside a voice would tell her that he’d said it because that was how he felt. How else would he have known to say it? Sometimes the straight path was indeed the least efficient route through his relationship with Kate.

      Then, not too long ago, Kate was back on again. Back on like Old Kate. Kate that would put her hand down your pants in public while she said dirty things in your ear, or stand naked in the hall as you came home and tell you to fuck her. That was really how she got him to agree to this. Not recoiling from him, saying no or acquiescing, but advancing, taking. Instead of demanding this from him, or pouting, she inspired him to want it. Now he did want it. This last while he’d felt like he was twenty-one again. He’d lost a stone, was sleeping better, and he woke up with a smile most mornings.

      When she’d told him it was arranged he’d just nodded, eyebrows raised, in agreement. He’d agreed, somewhere along the way there, that it would be fun. He thought of it as an idea, a concept, not something that would ever become a reality. But here it was. And it was intriguing.

      Not just some girl. Her best friend. Her Maid of Honour. Kiley Beckett, her almost constant companion since they were nine. She’d been her roommate when Mitch was dating her. He’d never thought of her like that at all. Pushed it out of his head because she was Kate’s best mate. But her charm was undeniable. Tall, slender, a great mane of beautiful hair. And she was lovely as a person, he felt warm towards her, felt like he could trust her. She would be perfect.

      Kate said that Kiley was into it and that put a tingle into him. The thought that he could do this, that this was a possibility, would have been something unimaginable to a young Mitch. He was not that sort of guy. But he wanted to be. The idea that his wife’s friend would agree to this was so flattering too. Had she thought of him before as well? Had she pushed away intimate feelings while they were together? Didn’t act because he was her best mate’s husband? It was heady thinking.

      The arrangement was made quickly, only a few days ago, the opportunity falling into Kate’s lap. A small window of time, a place warm and far away. Kiley worked in America now, a sales rep, pharmaceuticals. She was doing well but always busy, they didn’t really see her any more. Their schedules overlapped only one week, it could be now or never. But Kiley was seeing someone. And like that it was off. All of Mitch’s excitement dashed on the rocks. He hadn’t wanted this for himself, but once it was arranged, he had to admit, he was crestfallen when it was cancelled.

      The next day, sitting at the kitchen counter, Kate had a new idea. It was quietly presented to him, shy but hopeful. The threesome became maybe a foursome. And how do you feel about that, Mitch? He didn’t like it, but he saw what the idea was doing to Kate. She was excited. Kiley called back. It was definitely a foursome. And ever since then he was looking for a way to call it off. But the thought of him and Kate fucking another couple together, of seeing Kate being pleased, her face when she was in ecstasy; despite how his stomach hurt when he thought about it, part of him wanted to see it happen. He almost enjoyed the fear, the worry, the lust.
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* * *

      Kate wanted to get this done. Needed it. It wasn’t easy that was for sure. She wasn’t convinced it was a settled deal yet. There was plenty left that could go wrong. She knew that.

      She’d thought Mitch would balk at doing a blood test. She thought that would be where it ended, but he didn’t. He didn’t even ask that much about Kiley’s guy friend. The only thing he made her swear was that there were to be no cameras. She got that, the business could be vulnerable.

      Mitch was next to her, deep in thought. She saw him looking off with his hand gripping and rubbing his chin. He worked so hard, had so much on his mind. And now she’d given him more to trouble himself over. She wanted this to be fun, she wanted him to have a good time, to open up.

      Things had just changed too much recently. Changed for both of them. But really everything in her life was a by-product of Mitch and the things that he made happen or had happen to him. She was along for the ride. That sounds bitter. She wasn’t, knew she wasn’t. Too grateful for this man in her life and all that he helped her escape from.

      She could see out the window, the afternoon sun glinting off the ocean. Surprisingly dark for such a sunny day. Ten hour flight, a double touch, stopping in Nassau, and another hour and a half now meant they must be almost there. She looked over her shoulder saw the little white embarkation cards getting passed around.

      Mitch had given up lawyering, worked now with his much older brother Derek, brought into the family’s owner-managed Investment House. Their father’s really. But a heart attack had brought him down on the twelfth hole at St. Andrews five years ago and Derek ran with it. Had been groomed to. Mitch had come on three years past.

      It had twenty-one billion in funds, trusts, and portfolios. Three billion more than when their father was manager. One billion since Mitch had come on board.

      She could see the white dashes of rolling waves now through the haze as they descended towards Owen Roberts Airport. She put away her things and eyed Mitch doing the same. They looked at each other, well they were here.

      While Mitch was also a co-owner, Derek had started him out as an analyst in compliance and risk management, then half a year under the chief investment officer doing oversight. Learning as he went along. He acted as co-manager now for a year and a half. They better watch out for Mitch though, he was more than he seemed. More than the little brother. He was smarter than Derek for sure, and no one would out-work him. Strategies and schemes. He could look at things and see all the potential outcomes at once, predict a result no one could see. And he was never wrong.
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      They walked down the metal stairs rolled into place on rubber wheels, onto the tarmac and crossed to the airport. It was oppressive, like stepping into a sauna in your street clothes. By the time they’d made it to the steeple-roofed terminal their clothing was sticking to them.

      Her stomach had flipped as the plane dropped and it never had settled. Just an anxious twist inside her. When they were in the line for passport control Mitch leaned in and kissed the top of her head. She looked up and he said, “Nervous?” He could feel it off her. She put her arm around his waist and squeezed him.

      “Just another vacation,” she said.

      By the time they made it to baggage she was dying from the heat. She’d taken the leggings off in the bathroom in the plane, and her jacket was away into her carry on, but she needed to take her boots off very soon. It was urgent.

      They got through handling quite fast and she swapped out the boots for a pair of little Prada ballerinas, leaning against the wall with one hand in the crowded little room.

      They got outside, back into that thick tropical air and Mitch pointed out the car that the rental company had sent for them.

      The driver, a skinny kid in a Hawaiian shirt, held the door for them and got their bags into the trunk. He told them where the company had left a Jeep for him at the resort and handed him a set of keys. Mitch signed some things for him, putting the clipboard on his knees.

      He sat back in the seat and closed his eyes and there he was off again. Working away in his head.

      She leaned in to the front and asked the driver if the air conditioning could go up any higher. He laughed before he turned it up, seemed like he was used to pasty Brits who couldn’t take this heat.

      She sat back with Mitch and used a compact to try and sort out her hair. She was a mess. Could see the unkempt wisps in mutiny from the humidity. Her face was a glossy, damp sheen with no makeup. She closed it up and turned to look at Mitch.

      “What is it you’re hard at work on?”

      “Maybe I’ll tell you sometime,” smiling but not looking over at her. She moved in and kissed his neck, put her hand on his chest. She ran her hand down his stomach, between his legs and squeezed him through his pants, felt him flinch.

      “Hey, it’s broad daylight,” he said, trying to keep it quiet so the driver wouldn’t hear.

      She could see the cabbie’s eyes in the mirror.

      She flopped back into the corner with a laugh. She put her feet up on Mitch’s lap and he put his hands on her, rubbing her ankles.

      “This is going to be a good time, right?” he said.

      She put her head back now and closed her eyes, said, “I think we’re going to make you very happy.”
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* * *

      There weren’t any villas available because of the short notice in getting this little trip together but they did manage to get a two-bedroom suite on the top floor. Mitch would have preferred the privacy of a villa but it wasn’t likely they would run into any of their friends at the resort anyway.

      The suite came with a personal butler, a young, smiling, baby-faced islander who showed them to their rooms. He opened one side of the double doors for them and escorted them through with a gesture. The House Suite was bigger than their flat in London. The entire far side—through the bedrooms, the dining room, the living area—was all a window looking out over the beach across the Caribbean Sea. The place was beautifully appointed, staid and formal but somehow modern--greys and creams, but with splashes of cranberry and turquoise in the pillows, the art, flecks in the upholstery.

      He walked them out to their sprawling patio, showed them the bar, the pantry, how to work the plasma screens. Mitch put some money in his hand and told him how he’d like the bar stocked.

      When they were alone they went out to the patio and looked down over the pool, out at the sea. He took her hand and watched her as she looked out over the water. This was going to be some week.

      He’d gone through a bit of a thing after the miscarriage. He was different after, changed, and his life as it had been just felt so wrong. He didn’t want to see those same faces anymore, didn’t want to see the sadness for him in their eyes.

      The welcome back to the Sutton family had been unexpected. He still wasn’t sure what had changed with his brothers. But now he had a new job, a new path. And he and Kate also had an exciting new direction. Who they thought they’d be just wasn’t the way it had played out. He didn’t want to be that lawyer he was trying to be so he made a change. Kate, he figured, didn’t want to be that housewife she thought she wanted to be. This was her change. Crazy as it was he’d be there for her. They could do this together.
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      Kate waited for Mitch while he was on the phone—Derek back in London, she figured. It sounded like business. Can’t just put his flip-flops on and relax. That could be a worry. Real life clawing away from home, tearing away the fantasy they were creating here.

      She looked down on the pool about ten stories below, saw the shapes of people packing themselves away for the day, their shadows long across the stone tiles in the dwindling daylight. The sun was almost down over the water, the sky lit up before her in pastels and shimmering yellow light.

      “You ought to put that thing away while we’re here,” she said to him as he came out to stand next to her and watch the sun set.

      “Yeah, just for emergencies,” he said, fiddling with it, putting it back in his pocket. He put his arm around her, held her while they looked out over the sea. “Last time you’ll see it, I swear.”

      “Until.”

      “Right,” he laughed. “Emergencies only now, Kate. Swear it.”

      “You need the week off.”

      “I know I do.”

      Kiley and her male friend were arriving tomorrow. Meeting up in Miami and coming in together first thing in the morning. Kiley was coming in from San Francisco, and her friend was flying from Spain. Everyone eager to get this done.

      She figured they’d take tomorrow, let every one get adjusted, rested, and then, not to waste too much time, they’d try this little foursome out that same night. Twenty-four hours away. She figured they better not waste too much time, let some bad feelings get in the way.
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* * *

      Kate soaked in the big square tub filled with water so hot it took her a few minutes to sink into it, her skin reddening and stinging as she went. She wanted to be soothed and have that travel filth washed away. She wanted a clean slate to begin right here. This bath was the true start of her vacation. And maybe the start of something more. Her stomach tightened at that thought. Was she crazy? This consumption of her thought had been unshakable. Horniness? Maybe. But something more.

      She felt on fire sometimes, or itchy would be more accurate. Like the itch that would come with a nettle's sting—it required scratching and rewarded with pleasure, but wasn’t satisfied. Sometimes the urge so strong and undeniable you couldn't stop yourself even thought you knew it was no good for you. Knew how much it would hurt later.

      Mitch came in with his tumbler of Scotch and placed it next to the sink. He looked at himself in the mirror. She knew how hard he worked and she could see the toll in his face. He was tired, pale; he looked too tired for a guy who was just past thirty.

      She watched him brush his teeth, the man she truly did love. In so many ways the greatest thing that had come into her life. She looked at his pale arms, his softening waist and smiled as she thought how much she still loved him. God, did she want a medal for loving a guy who was aging? Was that such a great feat? Maybe it was for her. The old Kate held looks in the highest esteem. The bad Kate, she thought. Her love for Mitch was unshaken though, she knew that. He still did it for her. When he was present in the moment. But he was not often home and they would go weeks without a night out, and sometimes even when he was home she still felt alone because he was so distracted or he was sequestered in his home office.

      She watched him brush and rinse, spit out in the sink, touch at his hair. His hair. He had a beautiful thick head of wavy hair. He was wearing it a little longer these days. He should, he had great hair.

      “You going to join me?” she asked.

      “I'd love to,” he said. He pulled his tee off and threw it to the floor then stepped out of his boxers. Kate bobbed and waited, spitting a little spigot of the hot water. She watched as he turned back and finished off the Scotch, his naked body in profile, his flaccid penis sticking out from his dense thatch of pubic hair.

      He came to the tub and stepped in slowly with one leg. “How can you stand it in here?” He looked down at her, one leg in, one leg out, “It's too hot.”

      “Stay there,” she said, and bobbed over. She kept his eyes on hers, she wanted him to know what was coming.

      “Really?” he said, but she didn't answer, put an arm around his thigh and smiled up at him. She reached up, dripping water, and put her hand over his dick and his balls, seeing them recoil at the sting from the heat. She gave him a wink and tugged on it, pulling it out from his pubic hair.

      “Think you can get the other leg in?” she asked, and cleared some room for him, trying to look as sly as possible. She watched him as he took her in, knew he was looking at the water running down her breasts, little streams coming off the tips of her hardened nipples.

      He didn't even respond just got both feet in and seated himself on the edge. He was wide-eyed, not even mentioning the temperature now. He wanted this and she wanted to give it to him.

      She put her mouth over him and stretched him with her lips, letting it pop out and jiggle before doing it again, feeling it stiffer each time. She circled his scrotum with her thumb and forefinger, gently pulling on him as he got fully hard. She kept it in her mouth, in all the way, pushing on it with her tongue and twisting with her neck. His hands fell to her and he placed them on the back of her neck. She could feel him throbbing now and he pushed into her open mouth with his hips.

      “Kate,” she heard him say quietly, his hands guiding her away so he could see her face. “God," he said, "I need to fuck you so bad right now.”

      They stood up and he kissed her, his hands holding her face gently. “I feel like it's been forever,” he said.

      It had been awhile, she thought, and she felt it now too, needing him inside her. She turned her back to him, keeping his gaze over her shoulder, and lifted her rump for him. Options for penetration in this space were going to be pretty few. He caressed her big, round bottom and squeezed her little waist.

      He had to lower his hips awkwardly to get the right angle but she felt the tip of him going into her. He pushed but it slipped out of her, “I'm too tall,” he said.

      Kate bent right over, putting her elbows on the lip of the tub. Her head was pushed in the corner now but she looked back at him and swayed her hips, “Come on,” she said. He slid himself all the way into her and they worked on getting a rhythm. They got it going and she pushed back on him getting as much of him on each thrust as she could.

      “Oh, God,” she said pushing herself up, her elbows hurting from the pressure. He kept fucking her but she said, “I don't think you're in any more.” They slowed and she found him with the tips of her fingers and pushed him inside her again. The position wasn't great and he was thrusting between her thighs a lot. It felt good brushing her labia but she wanted him inside her. She turned to face him and kissed him, finding him with her hand and working it with her fingertips. He was too tall, or she was too short, to do it facing each other, and she concentrated on giving him pleasure with her fingers. He bit his lip and moaned as she worked it over.

      Did she feel guilty for her errant desires? Was this about making herself feel better for wanting 'it' from another man? No, she thought, she wanted Mitch to feel this good, wanted him to love her and feel her love for him.

      She gripped his tightened balls, almost completely up inside him, and pumped her other hand on him. Short strokes with just her thumb and first two fingers. He didn't stop her. He put his head way back and exhaled hard, “Ah, Kate,” he said, “yes.” She stroked him faster watching him react.

      He groaned and grunted as he came and she watched it stream from him down over her thumb. She kept working him until he squirmed and she laughed as he had to take a seat.

      “Whoa,” he said, looking exhausted, but he came to her right away, putting himself in the hot water and kissing her, moving her across the tub until her back was against the far side. He lifted her up and put her down, seated at the far edge. His kisses worked the way down her neck and her freckled collar. He kissed her breasts and worked his lips down her stomach until he was between her legs.

      She pulled his head into her, made him do the work. He was eager, putting everything he had into pleasing her. She arched her head back and let him push his tongue into her.

      She came like that, her hands pulling his head hard between her legs, grinding her hips up against his tongue while some of the dirtiest thoughts she could conjure helped her over the edge.
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* * *

      “Smoke?” he asked her as she lay in his arms in the tub.

      “Yeah” she said. They'd both quit almost four years now but this was their holidays she figured. Mitch left the tub and grabbed his toiletry bag. He had a pack of Silk Cuts in there and he pulled out a cigarette. He said, “We'll share one,” and brought it back to the tub with a lighter.

      Kate lit the cigarette. She inhaled it deeply and then watched the smoke twirl above her as she slowly exhaled. She missed it but hated it at the same time. She took a few puffs and handed it back to Mitch. He finished the cigarette, holding her close to him in the tub, floating between his legs, puffing smoke out behind her.

      Their conversation had died and she was starting to feel a bit sleepy when he moved out from behind her and worked himself to the edge.

      “Had you ever thought of other women?” Kate heard herself ask. It emerged from her unwarranted and it surprised her. God, she thought, she just really wanted to get into this.

      Mitch clung to the edge for a moment, silently, his back to her. “No,” he said, “not really.”

      She could tell he meant it honestly. Mitch was that sort. What's the word? Dutiful? He could push temptation away.

      Ask me, she thought.

      “Why would you ask that?”

      “Because I didn't think you did.”

      “I don't. I mean. Not...did you just want to hear me say it?”

      “I know, I believe you, I just feel like, I don't know,” she paused, “like I want to talk about it.” Here it was.

      “Why I don't think about other women?”

      “No, why—”

      “Why you think about other men?” He wasn’t sure that’s what she meant, puzzled look on his face.

      She couldn't answer now that it was here, it felt ugly out in the open after all. She floated, nude but somehow not vulnerable, and looked at a spot on the wall above the fluted, chrome tap.

      “Have you,” he shook his head, “done something?”

      “What? Mitch, Jesus Christ...” she hated herself for loving the chance to be the victim here. “This isn't that kind of talk. How could you think I would cheat on you? I just have feelings that I don't necessarily like but I can't shake them. I just want to talk about that. I want to share something with you.” She watched him nod. “This is a good thing to do. This is the darkest part of me.”

      “Do you wish I looked at other women? Would that make it better? Make it easier?”

      “I know you don't. But yeah, it would. Help you, I don't know, understand how I feel.”

      “Well, I did...enjoy hearing that Kiley would...”

      “Share your darkest thoughts with me too, Mitch, please,” she said. She watched him struggle with the response. C'mon and say it, she thought.

      “I like Kiley and I...I like that you said she was interested in me.” That was it, Mitch.

      “What do you like about Kiley?” She was being good-natured, getting him to talk.

      “I don't know Kate—she's very pretty,” he said. Obviously, she thought. But isn't there a dark side to you Mitch, a dirty, filthy, fuck-Kiley-up-the-ass side? Kate was desperate to hear it. Could she be the only one?

      “Well, do you want to have nice pleasant sex with her? Shake her hand afterwards?”

      “Kate...”

      “Mitch, tell me what's in your heart,” she said.

      “Kate, I'm into it, I just...I don't know...”

      “Well, Mitch, I love you, and I want you to go for it. I want you to know when you are with her you can't hurt me. There's nothing you can do wrong. I love you and I want you to know I trust you. And I want you to trust me.”

      “Well, we’ll have to see what happens.”
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      Mitch and Kate spent the morning just milling about the suite. They hadn’t gone out even though it was a beautiful sunny morning out there. They’d both skipped their breakfast, probably too nervous to eat but Kate said they should go out for a brunch when they got there. That was fine with Mitch, he felt like anything he might eat right now would want to come back up or it would sit like a ball in his nerve-tightened stomach. He was finding it hard to breathe.

      “What time is it?” Kate said. She was so restless.

      “It’s twenty past ten.” He kept his eyes on his iPad, only wanted to think about the news for a while. He hadn’t wanted his mind wandering. She picked up her phone and swiped through it. After a while she said, Seems like their plane was on time, and put it back down on the side table. He watched her draw her knees up and put her arms around them. She looked so nervous. Watching her was making him more anxious so he got up and walked around, trying to make himself busy. Kate went out to the patio and looked over the railing. The parking was underground or out front so she wasn’t going to see them coming. There was a soft knock on the door, played out in a little tune. His heart was gripped.

      He went to the door, rested his hands on the handle, then opened it. Kiley was there, more beautiful than ever, her face frozen in some bashful sort of smile, looking up at him eyes glistening waiting for Mitch to say something. She held her arms out for him to hug her and he did. Pulled her close to him, hips held away, and patted at her back. He nodded at the unshaved stranger over her shoulder and he nodded back with a smile. Handsome sort of fellow in a black polo shirt buttoned right up.
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* * *

      Kiley watched her best friend in all her life run to her from the patio and through the living area. She still did this quick little skipping hop just like she did when they grew up in the Council. Kate ran to her and put her arms around her, nothing was said. Kiley hugged her hard. She felt her eyes tear up. “Oh God, Kate it’s so good to see you love,” she said. Her throat was tight, hard to talk. She held her close and rocked her. Kate pushed her back, looked at her, her eyes wet with tears too. Kate couldn’t speak either but she was trying to. Kiley pressed her knuckles into her own cheek and stared back at her, her lips trembling. Kate just shook her head, face scrunched up, and put her arms back around her and they felt each other shaking with laughter.

      “Hey mate, how are you?” Mitch said, and shook the other guy’s hand.

      “Ah, shit, everyone. I’m sorry, Omar.” She turned, said, “This is Mitch, and this is Kate,” putting her hands on each of them as she said it. “And this is Omar.” Omar shook their hands and smiled, said it was nice to meet them.

      “Oh, you’re French then,” Mitch said.

      “Oui,” he said, “but my English is very good. My mother was American, living in Paris.”

      “That where you’re from?”

      “No,” he said, “I grew up in Marseille but now I live in Frontignan. Just outside there.”

      “You do any bull-fighting there?” Mitch knew his cities.

      “No,” he laughed. “I never have.”

      “They fight bulls there?” Kate asked him.

      “Yes, but I leave that to the locals, I think. I like animals,” he joked. They all laughed and that was good.

      Mitch and Kate walked them in. Kiley had waved off the butler, felt weird about him coming up with them. They wheeled their bags behind them and Mitch and Kate gave them a tour around the suite. The place was truly out of this world. Nothing like she’d seen before. The tall ceilings, and the view that looked out over the brilliant blue of the Caribbean. She looked at her smiling friend. So happy for her, how far she’d come. The two of them had great times together but there had also been a hardness to their childhood.

      Mitch and Kate showed them to their big, beautiful bedroom with the stunning view, and they dropped off their bags. Omar followed Mitch into the private bath.

      Kiley touched Kate’s forearm with a finger, said, “This is crazy you know.”

      “Yeah, shit, you’re not getting cold feet are you?”

      She told her that she wasn’t. She was good to go. She actually was pretty interested in the idea. Not her first foursome, mind. But this setting, this circumstance? She did worry about seeing her friend in a new way. And naked—sexually naked. That was a pretty freaky thought. She pushed the image away, we’ll deal with that when we come to it.

      She was worried for Kate. For her relationship with Mitch. Mitch was a real surprise. Buttoned up, borderline stuffed shirt. How had she convinced him to do this?

      She watched Kate, happily chatting with Omar now by the window, Mitch had his arm over her shoulder. She was one lucky girl. Look around, Kate she thought. Look at all you’ve got.

      Mitch doted on her, he’d always done that. She’d always thought Mitch was completed by Kate. He seemed like the kind of guy who would fall to pieces if he’d lost her somehow. What had become of these two? They seemed far different than the last time she saw them.

      She’d been there for Kate when she’d lost the baby but felt enormously guilty that she’d been so far away in the aftermath. Couldn’t be helped, she’d relocated for work and the travel was too much. She kind of knew though that there was more to it. That maybe in some way the inconvenience came too conveniently. That was a lot, during that time. That was a sad, dreadful patch. She was always there for a call or a text, but being truly there was difficult and it wasn’t really, honestly, due to travel. Kate and Mitch went through the wringer, had tried again and again, then came the tests, the in vitro. God, the money they spent. But mostly how hard it must have been for them. It was beyond Kiley’s ability to help. What could she have said to her?

      “Did you want to unpack, freshen up? Or we could get a bite.”

      “Yeah, we’ll unpack later. We could maybe do with a wash up though, give us a minute.” Omar agreed, and they closed the door.
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* * *

      So this was the guy. Not what she expected. She’d thought a lot of what was going to come through the door. Why hadn’t she asked Kiley for a picture of his face? Well, whatever, she thought, this was good. She did like what she saw. He had strong dark features, a hard jaw and a sharp nose, black stubble but his hair was a close-cropped sandy brown. And were his eyes navy? He was more handsome than she’d considered. Of course, what did she expect from Kiley? Kiley was a stunner. She hoped it wasn’t all too much for Mitch.

      Their golf cart zipped along the path through the resort with an electric whine. It came with the suite, and Mitch was up front behind the little wheel. She looked at Omar’s profile as he talked to Mitch from the passenger side. He had a nice smile.

      “It’s so good to see you, Kate. I can’t believe we’re here,” Kiley said, and put her hand on her forearm. Kate put her hand over it and kissed Kiley’s bare shoulder.

      “I love you, pet,” she said. She’d missed her so much. They were in constant contact through texts but it had been a year and a half since she’d spent time with her best friend. They’d been quite inseparable since they were both kids. Kiley had been with her through some of the toughest breaks growing up, had seen her at her worst. She thought of Mitch as Kiley’s male counterpart. They were the only two people left in her life that she felt she could trust.

      Back in the suite Kate had said they should just order in some room service. It had been excellent last night. Mitch kind of waffled and said they should go out. He didn’t want to spend the whole day in the room. He booked them a place on the patio so they could sit outside. She hoped that’s what it was, not that he’d felt uncomfortable with Kiley and Omar thrust into their living space. That would sort of be like Mitch, too.

      Mitch put the golf cart in with a bunch of other carts off to the edge of the parking. They walked along the narrow, wooden boardwalk that took them to the bleached wood pillars and tall glass front of the restaurant. It was such a beautiful day. Blue sky with just the faint white splotches of clouds, a slight breeze.

      Kiley and Kate followed along behind Mitch and Omar. Omar wasn’t too tall, not short though. He had a muscular build, but slim. He looked good in his linen pants and sneakers. He dressed all right. She liked it. Of course that could be all Kiley, she really knew her way around a man’s wardrobe.

      The hostess walked them across the stone floor of the busy restaurant, under the rattan ceiling fans and the tall indoor palms, out to the warmth of the sunlight on the patio. She sat them at the edge by the railing, looking out over a small garden, the Caribbean Sea just beyond.
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* * *

      Talking with Omar was easy enough but Mitch couldn’t help looking him over, assessing this guy. He had to force himself to pay attention, to stay in the conversation. He looked at the tanned, healthy, olive skin of his forearms, his big muscular hands, surprisingly clean nails for a mechanic. His fingers were thick but somehow elegant, watching as they twirled the silverware while they waited for the food to come. It was just some sort of primal response. Assessing this rival’s health, his mating ability. But if it were truly primal, why wouldn’t he put a stop to this? Sink his canines into his scruffy neck. Emerge the victor?

      “Oh, really?” Kate said, “Mitch loves race cars.”

      Easy, he thought, I’m not a ten-year-old. “Yeah, well, a bit. I’ve been to LeMans twice.”

      “Huh, yes, that is where I will be one day, maybe.” Omar said. Omar had been telling him how he was a Formula 3 mechanic. A number one mechanic on an F3 team.

      “How long have you been doing that?”

      “Since forever in one way or another. F3 now for a few years. We have a good team, and I run a shop there too.” He talked a lot with his big hands. Shrugging for emphasis.
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      Mitch figured Captain Rod had everything figured out. A Brit living in Grand Cayman, tanned and healthy, long hair thick and greasy from the ocean. Just taking tourists out every day, weather permitting, on his catamaran. Wasn’t cheap either. But those bigger tours were packed with a lot of what his Dad would have called riffraff, and who knows how safe they were. The wind whipped at his hair as they sailed out to some special spot described with a wink by the first mate Izzy, a tall, lean black kid dressed only in shorts, his long hair braided with colourful beads. Rod said they were guaranteed to swim with stingrays, maybe even a dolphin, mid-morning Bourbon on his breath.

      “How much longer do you think?” Kate said, behind sunglasses, hair pulled back in a ponytail. She rubbed his back and looked out over the waves with him.

      “I think it’s just up there,” he said pointing at a line on the horizon where there were some other boats bunched up along a sandy little cove. Well, looks like they were going to be with the riffraff after all.

      Kate jerked her thumb over her shoulder and he saw Omar looking a bit green, leaning into Kiley. Kiley had her arm around him, hair tossing around wildly. Just like Kate she was wearing a big, colourful, over-sized T-shirt that came down to her knees, string of a bikini top visible at her shoulder in the big wide neck of it. No make-up, but she was hot as hell. Sharp jawline, thin neck, long legs tucked up underneath her on a cushioned seat at the back of the catamaran. Omar might be better off up at the front here but that was up to him.

      He put his arm around Kate’s waist as Rod slid the catamaran in between these other big Tour boats, looked at her excited face. There were rays there.
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* * *

      Izzy shrugged to Kate as an apology, they didn’t know other people would be here. But Kate didn’t care anyway, she smiled it off and looked to see where Omar was. Mitch was talking to Rod, Rod explaining how to handle a stingray, what to look for, the rules (which Mitch always liked to be aware of), and he was standing there motioning out over the water, Mitch taking it all in.

      She saw Omar and Kiley just behind, vaguely listening to the captain, and she went and stood with them.

      “They’re not dangerous are they?” Kiley said to Kate, leaning over to her.

      Kate caught Omar’s eye, laughed, said, No we'll be all right, and she took her T-shirt off over her head. She held a while, her head still wrapped up in her tee, hoping he would get a good look at her body in her too-small bikini.

      She threw her shirt back with the cooler and watched Omar as he did the same, looked at her then slowly pulled his shirt off and threw it aside, smiling the whole time. He was lean and strong and his skin was beautiful. She looked away, worried about being caught, saw Rod help Mitch down into the water.

      Kiley slipped in with Mitch, then Omar, standing next to them in the waist deep clear water. Izzy helped Kate, holding her hand and she felt Omar behind her, his hands on her hips, helping her into the water. The feeling of his hands on her skin felt so wrong, Mitch right there. It really made her shiver, gave her a very unexpected little ache between her hips. And this was just the start, she thought. Imagine how it will feel when she lets him go even farther.
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* * *

      This whole thing was Kate’s concoction. This trip, this little experiment. Mitch couldn’t have conceived this sort of thing, or put it together. How would one have the ability to make this sort of thing happen? He guessed it wasn’t that crazy, he knew other people had done it. But still, good for her.

      It put his stomach in knots at the anticipation of the love of his life being touched by another man. But it did mean that he would be with Kiley. And that Kiley had already agreed to be with him. The truth was that, he had to face it, he was looking forward to this. To being with Kiley, really. Not the kind to cheat, and he knew he loved Kate completely. He also knew that Kate felt the same. Nothing Kiley did could change how he felt for his wife.

      Omar’s big hand made an impression into Kate’s soft skin and he felt the emotion that produced, held it and examined how it raised his heart rate, how he felt the anger. Something about all this was strangely exciting.

      Omar had his shirt off, standing side by side with Kate as she talked to him. Big shoulders, muscular, but not overly so. Very trim, strong, veins that stood out like cords along his arms. He was hairy, but not long wispy hair, Jesus, did he use a clipper on his body hair?

      Rod pointed out three stingrays, coming in, leaving the other groups. He said they’re always curious, know that people will feed them. They were under the boat, then glided out into the light right amongst them.

      “Oh, look at them, do you see them?” Kate said, her voice high and excited, bending over.

      “We all see them, Kate,” he said, meaning her tits. Jesus, you can’t wear a bikini top with a chest like that and bend over in public, Kate. He looked at Omar and he wasn’t looking at any stingrays.

      Mad at first, watching this guy get a good look down at his wife’s perfect breasts. But he felt something else too. Something he hadn’t anticipated. It kind of turned him on. Get a good look, Omar. A wave of arousal came over him out of nowhere.

      “It's seven years good luck if you kiss a stingray,” Izzy said from the boat. Omar got down lower in the water and a larger one came up behind him. It started nibbling at the skin on his back. He lifted himself up a bit, called Kate, and she was able to get down and kiss the stingray on its bright underside.

      Mitch looked down at Kiley’s ass, perfectly round and upright, petite, her tiny, striped bottoms curling over the cheeks and disappearing down between her legs. Soon, he thought, soon, probably tonight, he could put his hands on her and lift and squeeze that crazy little ass. And she was okay with it. Kate said she wanted it.

      Kiley bobbed, excited, as a stingray approached and he watched her open-mouth smile, her super-model profile. He stared at her, just pored over her flawless, smooth skin. Looked at her for the first time with intimate eyes. He’d never let himself see her like this. How far were they going to take this swap thing? What were the rules? If she looked over did he have to pretend he was looking at a stingray? Could he let her know he was looking at her? That he wanted her. He felt weird about that, but at the same time had to tug the front of his shorts and make a bit of an adjustment. Could she catch him looking? It was funny, but it still didn't feel right even though everyone here knew what was going to happen. Still not proper.

      Kiley bent over and stroked the top of the passing ray, no rolls or folds in her middle. “Mitch,” she said, motioning at the ray, “don’t miss your chance.” So he bent down and held his hand out and let it pass as he felt the rough skin of its back pass under his palm.

      Omar had his hand across Kate’s back as they watched another ray pass right below them. And there was that feeling again. Did he get it now? He didn’t think of Omar any more. Just of Kate. Of her wanting something and getting it. Getting pleasure. If he pictured her face as he saw it when it was twisted in passion, when she pulled his head into her pussy, driving it in, and he would look up and see her going crazy. Yeah, if he thought of that he got it. He could watch that.
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* * *

      Captain Rod said they had a great day for it. He’d anchored them somewhere, Mitch figured, along the north shore and they were bobbing with the waves, a slightly sulphur smell from the ocean. Izzy had told them it was the underwater vents, fumaroles, said they were active today. Rod said it was perfect because they should have great visibility down there, shouldn’t be cloudy at all.

      They all donned the snorkelling gear Rod had brought them and Izzy made sure they were all set up, giving them last minute tips and pointing out to them the direction they should go. They all jumped in.

      Mitch headed out, followed Izzy’s directions and zig-zagged along the shoals. The water was perfectly clear, the coral just about six feet below the surface. He swam through the Bar Jacks and these colourful, very tame fish that came right up to him before darting away. He swam through a hazy warm pulse of water, the vents Izzy had told them about. Then he swam with a sea turtle, followed it, over its shoulder, watching it as it swam looking back at him, not quite sure what he was up to.

      Then he came to the end of the reef and he looked out to the depth of the ocean. Saw the ominous darkening beyond. He was at the drop off and the coral here stretched up like elk horns. It looked like a cemetery and it gave him a chill. He stared into that darkness, felt the dread of the unknown.

      Something brushed his thigh and he startled, giving off a torrent of bubbles. Kiley swam past him and then jack-knifed over and down the drop off. He watched her long body slip away, still bright against the deepening ocean. He thought, Fuck it, and swam down after her, feeling the pressure in his ears as he sank. He watched her flippers kicking, her toned legs flexing, and dove deeper with her.
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* * *

      Omar was into it. Excited he was going to fuck this little rich girl with the perfect set. He watched her swimming out ahead of him in her tight black bikini, held together on her hips with gold rings. He tailed her, swimming in her wake, watched the split of her ass chew on her suit as she kicked her legs.

      She was sexy. Hard to believe this arrangement. Kiley had set it up, gave him a call, said he could get a free vacation. Told him that there might be more. Maybe, you know, she wasn’t sure. Then a week later told him what her friend wanted. He was game of course. Kiley told him Kate was a knockout and she was right.

      He watched her with the colourful fish, floating above an endless bed of green coral. She saw him looking and smiled at him, tried to smile. He watched her lips stretch around that bulging snorkel end.
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* * *

      Kiley had stopped, suspended in the deep, dark, navy water, her body shining from the sunlight above. She kicked her legs lightly keeping her from sinking. He caught up to her. She turned, graceful, and swam backwards, snorkel off, smiling at him. Mitch was dying for air but he followed her. She stuck her tongue out at him, then put her hands over her chest. He kicked himself closer, gaining on her. She quickly pulled her top apart, jiggling her perky little breasts. Mitch looked, was shocked, saw her exposed tits floating up off her chest, rosy brown nipples tightened by the water. He exhaled a jet of bubbles from the snorkel as she turned around and kicked away, swimming into the dark.

      Mitch laughed at himself, how he didn’t see that coming, as he struggled to get to the top. He broke the surface and breathed deeply, coughing up some water. He bobbed in the waves and looked around. No sign of anyone, but he saw the boat back near the beach.

      So this was how it was. She was into it, this was no joke. He thought about tonight. What would it be like to put his hand on her, feel her taut flesh? Would she be as wild as Kate? God, would she taste different? What would she look like as he entered her?
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* * *

      When Mitch got back to the boat the three of them were standing thigh deep in the water, waiting for him.

      “Got out a little far?” Kate said. She was wiping the inside of her mask, Omar standing next to her. He wondered if Kate revealed herself to Omar? That was exciting. He was hard as a rock right now and he had to tread water about a dozen feet from them where the water was deeper wishing it to go away.

      “Yeah,” Kiley said, “we went out past the drop off.”

      “What was out there?”

      “It was dark,” she said. “Pretty scary. Wasn’t it Mitch?”

      He nodded agreement, watching her stand there, hand on hip, holding her gear, the water beading on her tanned, tight skin. Her long, wild hair wet and pushed back, showing her perfect face.

      “It was dark, but it wasn’t really scary.”

      “I grabbed his leg out there, you should have seen him jump,” she said to Kate.

      “Mitch come on up, we’re going to have a bite to eat on the beach here,” Kate said. There was a blanket and a basket, up on the sand, underneath some Sea-grape trees, set up by Izzy.

      “Yeah, yeah, I’ll be up in a minute,” he said and put his mask on again and floated back out, hovering over the coral. He still felt hard and he sure didn’t want to stand up in front of them with the tip of his dick pressing out the front of his wet shorts.
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* * *

      Kate liked catching Omar’s eye out there. She’d caught him looking. It would have been odd if he hadn’t. He knew what this was about and her swim wear was very revealing. It was nice to feel lusted after.

      She watched him drink his beer, his thick-fingered mechanic’s hand making the bottle look small. He wasn’t even really that big of a guy. Smaller than Mitch, shorter, slim-hipped. He was fit, wasn’t he?

      Omar talked to Mitch, sounded like something to do with race cars. She watched him talk, listened to his accent, watched the flash of his dark blue eyes.

      Izzy came and cleaned up their dishes and collected their bottles. Rod had called from his phone and a local had shown up in a little motorboat with some fresh caught bonefish. He’d split them right there and cooked them and they’d eaten them with a spicy pepper sauce.

      Mitch looked happy, sleepy eyed. They would head back now, but it was still early afternoon. They had some time to kill before it was night. They had dinner reservations at six. And then after that? Her heart rate quickened at the thought. This was crazy, right?
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      Mitch watched a group of kids run by, weaving through the crowds around the pool. Next trip was going to be adults only. Find a place that didn’t let families in or make sure to get a villa or a private residence. Kate had booked this one in a flash when everyone’s schedule came together. Guess it was short notice and she couldn’t find a place that was more adult-oriented. Or maybe it just didn’t occur to her. Didn’t occur to her, hell. Kids.

      Kiley was back up in the suite taking a nap. Too much sun and wine. Omar was out in the pool. Playing volleyball, or water polo or something, with a bunch of twenty-year olds. Boy, he found friends fast. White teeth smiling out there, his French really came out in his trash talking. He might have spoke English well, but when he had to rush to a ball, reach out and knock it back, barely making it, just off the tips of his fingers, he made noises that just sounded French. Funny how a grunt or a one syllable yell could have an accent.

      Kate was reading, he looked at her on the white lounge chair next to him, her legs stretched out to get some sun. She had her wet hair combed back spreading across her shoulders. Reading through big, black sunglasses. Her top, God, when did she start wearing bikinis, could barely hold her breasts up. It attracted one’s attention that’s for sure. A lot of glances over, these kid’s dads, those twenty-year olds, and yeah, of course Omar.

      Omar was saying something to the twenty-year olds, they were calling him back, he was getting out. Mitch looked over at Kate, thinking he’d get her out of here, maybe go sit at the bar. She was looking out over the top of her sunglasses.

      “Kate,” he said to the side of her head but she didn’t hear him. “Hey, Kate.”

      She was looking over at Omar getting out of the pool. Omar was standing at the edge, water splashing off him onto the concrete, tan body, white trunks. He felt a little mad about it, but hell, this thing was already under way wasn’t it? This was part of the deal.

      “Hey Kate, let's go grab a drink.” Nothing. C’mon, love.

      “How’s the water?” Kate said to Omar. Not in Kate’s voice. Some other flirty, small-talk Kate.

      Omar was drying that close crop of hair on his head with a big, white hotel towel. He said something into the terrycloth but Mitch missed it. Those were some short-shorts this guy was wearing. Real Euro style. Then he saw what Kate had been looking at.

      Not a bulge, like something suspended in a pouch, but a clear outline of his enormous cock and his balls mashed down the leg of the trunks. He looked at Kate, yeah, that’s what she was doing, looking right at it.

      Omar came up to them stood on the far side of Kate’s lounger, said something about having fun out there, asking what she was drinking. Standing right there next to her, giving her this unavoidable display of his disgusting manhood. Had to be on purpose.

      She handed him her drink, fruity-red daiquiri something, and he used her straw. Kate was looking point-blank at this fat thing down his trunk leg. Hip-cocked, pressing it against the fabric for her, knowing she was looking, just a foot and a half from her face.

      Fucking drink it in, Kate, he thought as his stomach knotted. He felt like he was going to be sick. Just throw up all over himself in the sunshine in front of all these happy people. Don’t these people have problems? Fuck’s sake. He sat up, seriously fighting back an urge to vomit. His face went red, he could feel his neck go hot. He had to get out of there.

      He tossed his e-reader on the lounger and did that, just got the hell out of there. He heard Kate call after him but he kept walking. He looked at his hands, saw them shaking.
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* * *

      Kate found him standing at a bar on the far side of the resort, smoking a cigarette under the tiki roof. This wasn’t good. She came up behind him and he half-turned his head at the sound of her flip-flops, but he didn’t make eye contact.

      He gripped a glass of whisky.

      She put her hand on his back, “What are you doing, big guy?”

      “It’s off Kate, it’s off.” Not even looking at her. Talking to the bar.

      “What the fuck, Mitch…” she said.

      “Did you see that?” He was mad.

      “What?” Even though she knew.

      “C'mon,” he said, but she just stared back at him, waiting, eyes hidden behind her big black Ray-bans, not giving anything away. “Kate, I was watching you fucking stare at it. I was watching you.”

      “His package?” Well, here it was.

      “He has a fucking horse cock, Kate.” He did at that. She had not missed it.

      Mitch said, “There's...I can't, there's just no fucking way,” whisky glass tapping out the syllables of the last three words against the wooden bar.

      She looked at the bartender’s back as he shook a strainer, martini glass in front of some tourist on the other side. Who drinks a martini in this heat? It’s the middle of the day for Christ’s sake.

      “Mitch, we wanted this, we've come so far…” she didn’t know how to do this. Thought it would come up but didn’t think he’d be so upset. Two middle aged guys came up next to them and ordered some beers.

      She got up close to him, “What does it matter how big his dick is?”

      “It matters,” he said up into the tiki roof. Too loud.

      “I love you. This is just fun, it's just sex.”

      “Not with him, sweetheart,” he left her at the bar and headed up some stone steps that led back to the hotel. She caught up with him, and held onto his wrist.

      “Please, Mitch, hold on.” He turned and looked down at her. She moved to the side for a wide old woman trying to get past them, her grandkids behind her.

      “It has to be. C’mon, Mitch. We’ve come all this way, everything is in line, how will we find another time to—”

      “What, you really want that big dick, don’t you?”

      She looked over the top of her glasses at him. Too loud, Mitch. What was he trying to do, talking like this in public?

      “Mitch, c’mon.”

      “You do, don’t you?”

      For fuck’s sake, anyone they swapped with was bound to be bigger. But she couldn’t say that. She wouldn’t say that. “I don't not want it.”

      “Wait, you knew,” he said, and like that he was on to her. Mitch the barrister.

      She waited.

      “Yeah,” she said.

      “You knew he had that?” he said, bobbing his head to get eye contact. He wanted verification.

      “Yeah.”

      “Holy fuck,” he said and sat himself down on the step. “That’s why you want to fuck him?”

      She shrugged, looked out at the hazy ocean, a boat pulling a parasail.

      “How did you even know...I mean, you've never met him. Did she tell you, Oh, my boyfriend has a huge dick?”

      “Yeah.”

      “She did? What did you tell her? Did you tell her I have a small dick?”

      “Mitch, no.”

      “What? I mean, I just...I can't…”

      “Mitch, listen, I love you and you’re more than enough for me. I’m head over heels for you. It’s not that at all—”

      “My dick too small to fill up that big wizard’s sleeve?”

      Fuck this. Fuck this. “Fuck you, Mitch, that’s really shitty.” She bit her lip and nodded her head, mad now. Slap-slapping a flip-flop on the bottom of her foot with her toes. “Yes, I knew he had a big dick. Yes, that’s why I want to swing with him for fuck’s sake.”

      “Yeah, holy shit,” throwing up his arms.

      “I don't want to swap just so I can be with any other guy, yeah? I love you, Mitch. It’s you and me in this. We're together through thick and thin. That won’t change. But I can't help it if sometimes—just sometimes Mitch—I want something, I don’t know, a little…more…down there.” That hurt him. That got him. But truth was, she did love him, and there was something she didn’t get from him. But how do you explain that? The need to be filled. Just thinking it seemed so vulgar. “And what does it matter anyway? If we're doing this then you’re fucking someone and someone is going to fuck me. There's going to be another dick in me. You were okay with that. Why do you care what shape it is, how big it is? He’s uncircumcised too, is that a concern? Why would any of that even matter to you?”

      She knew he had a lot more to say. Why it mattered. She had more to say. Nicer things too. She didn’t want to fight. But she wasn’t going to do this here. Not in front of these people. She told him she’d be back in the room and left him there sitting on the steps.
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      He’d been in locker rooms before, he wasn’t stupid. This wasn’t the first time he’d heard he didn’t exactly have the biggest dick. Hell, he’d been told quite directly that he was too small by a girlfriend once. He got shoved naked out of the boy’s room one time after football and heard a girl in the crowd say to her friend, He’s covering it with one hand.

      At thirty-one he’d just sort of not cared anymore. Kate never said a thing. Sure, some positions were pretty hard. But they made do. He thought they did.

      This was like a fucking knife in him. Teen years played out all over again. Fuck her for making him feel like that. Made him want to scream out at the stupid tropical night.

      He was sitting in the sand somewhere along Seven Mile, he wasn’t sure how far, but he’d been walking a good long while. It was dark now but the sky was still lit up in purple, pink-orange where it met the water, couples out strolling, hands held. How many of them had been about to do something disgusting tonight. They all looked so innocent. Goddamnit.

      The pragmatist within him said to hear what Kate had said to him. To really listen to her. Did he love Kate? Yes. Most importantly, did he trust Kate? Yes, he did. He felt sure she’d never cheated on him. Knew it. But she’s telling him she needed something. Something he couldn’t provide.

      A little subterfuge in her facilitation, though. For sure. He imagined that would be to spare his feelings. Okay. Do you disregard that she felt she needed something? No, he should listen. But that would fucking require him letting her get fucked by that thing he saw in Omar’s trunks. See, this was where he was truly stuck.

      She was right though, he’d been okay with a swap before that, and truthfully was pretty excited about getting his hands on Kiley. That was true. So the hurdle was size. But Kate’s only interest in a swap was size it sounded like.

      That really dug in. Inadequacy. He couldn’t do it for her. He felt that scream want to come out again.

      He considered why he’d never asked her about this other man in the foursome. He’d not really thought about it, sort of pushed it away. Maybe deep down he never thought about the guy who would put his prick in his wife because he kind of didn’t want to face the fact that he might be big. But he could feel a thought, very deep down, toyed with it like the frayed edge of a book corner. Maybe in some sort of way, for Kate’s sake, he had hoped it would be big.
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* * *

      Mitch never showed up back at the room. Kate had changed into pyjamas and waited on the couch for him. Now it was completely black out.

      She was so worried. The thought of having hurt him was killing her. The way she left him on those stairs. They never fought. Not really. Not like her parents had. But she’d sworn that that was not the way she was going to be. Mitch was so level-headed, so easy-going, they only had bad moods, never any fights.

      And it was her selfishness. Her weird desire that had done this. She could give that all up if it meant he wasn’t hurt.

      God, why had she started this? It was crazy.

      But that cock. She’d seen it today, flaccid but so large, tucked down his leg.

      She’d already seen it. That wasn’t something she was going to tell Mitch now was it. That Kiley had sent her a photo, maybe a year ago. Grainy, cell phone, a picture Omar had sent to Kiley. Disembodied and grotesquely large, erect, reflected in a mirror resting on some bathroom sink. Kate texted, wtf is that? Kiley replied, new boyfriend, a banana, current mood: and a screaming face emoji. Kiley had no way to know that picture would linger with Kate. She couldn’t get it out of her mind. Now she wished she’d had. This morning she’d been so ecstatic, all the hurdles cleared for this insane endeavour, they were on their way, then that guy had to show it off.

      She heard a chirp and the magnetic lock buzz. She stood up, worried. Mitch came in quietly through the double doors, said Hey.

      “Hey,” she said back. She stood on one bare leg, the other still bent up on the couch. Just wearing her big shirt, hoping to look as gentle and kind towards him as she felt. She wanted to go to him, hug him, make it better but the thought of him pushing her away made her too fearful.

      He scratched his ear with the key card then went to the bar and poured a drink.

      “Mitch,” she said.

      “Hold on,” he held up a hand as he poured, then took a sip.

      “Kate, we can’t lie, yeah?”

      “I know,” she said. “Please, just come here,” she didn’t want to cry, wasn’t going to, but she hated the feeling that not everything about them was in the right place.

      He came over and kissed her and put his arms around her and held her without saying anything. She just squeezed him and felt him breathing.

      “I don’t want this,” she said. “Can we just go home?” And she meant it in that moment, the disgrace she felt, disgust.

      “I want to do this,” he said.

      “I don’t Mitch, not any more. I did, I really did, but I just—this whole thing feels so wrong now, it’s making me sick.”

      They sat down across from each other for a while, looking down at the empty glasses on the low table between them. “Something made you put all this together and I don’t think that’s going to go away.”

      That was true. She felt that. “I don’t want to do something that’ll hurt you, Mitch.”

      “I know. I feel like maybe you had hidden something from me. That you tricked me into this. False pretences and all that. I feel like you left me out of a lot of this. This threesome that became a foursome? It was always going to be a foursome.” He was a smart one.

      He lifted his empty whisky glass and cocked his arm, looking to hurl it through a glass display case across from them, seemed as if he would, but shook his head and put it back down. Not mad, just frustrated. She took it from him and set it on the table and climbed into his lap.

      “That’s the part that I really don’t like,” he said to her, close up. “I get why you want what you want. I don’t like it. I hate it, but I do want it for you. I want this for you because you want it. I don’t know why. But I’m okay with it. Just no more lies.”

      She agreed but she didn’t tell him about the picture that Kiley sent and how it made her crazy. She told him that Kiley really was into this, wanted to be with him but she didn’t tell him that she had told Kiley that sometimes she thought Mitch was too small and she wasn’t always satisfied. That the two of them had arranged this little get-together for the sole purpose of Kate's desire. She didn’t tell him that she asked whatever happened to the guy whose picture she’d sent because Omar and Kiley weren’t really a couple any more. They had split up quite a while ago. She didn’t tell him that Omar was only there specifically because of what she knew was between his legs.

      She couldn’t tell him. It would hurt him that she could be so deceitful, and she had that feeling back in her stomach, and she just wanted this done and over so she could stop thinking about it.
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      Mitch took them out the next morning in the Jeep and they all had breakfast in Rum Point. It was early but the parking was already almost full and the place was getting pretty lively.

      The diner was a little yellow-painted bungalow at the edge of the beach, ten tables and packed, everyone there for the coconut bakes and fresh papaya and lime that you couldn’t avoid hearing about. It had a thatch roof and a surfboard at the door even though nobody surfed around there, but the rum barrels on the boardwalk out front under the Casaurina trees made the place a bit more authentic.  

      Omar had left the table before the bill came, before the plates were cleared, and Kiley and Kate were talking to each other, whispering in the noisy little room. He watched them talk, serious faces. He reached across and took Kate’s hand and Kiley looked over at him.

      “We should get going, we need to get to the port.”

      “Yeah, let’s hit the loo,” Kiley said, standing, nodding to Kate.

      “One second,” he said, and she waited then went off by herself.

      “Little rude, Mitch,” she said, but kind of smiling at him.

      “I’m looking forward to tonight, you know,” he said. He wanted to reassure her. “You know, though, that this isn’t an open marriage now, yeah? You know that right? This is a bit of fun, but you know it ends here.”

      “Yeah.”

      “This is cheating. I know you think we’re in this together,” he squeezed her hand, “and we are, from here on out--but the way this came about? It’s practically cheating. You found a way to get this thing you’re looking for and you just figured out a way to do it right in front of me.”

      “Hey—”

      “Kate, I’m in. I feel tricked, but I’m listening to you.”

      “Mitch—”

      “Kiley was bait you used to lure me into a yes. Give you a green light on your desires. And once I sunk my teeth in you hoped I wouldn’t let go. You have me in the trap, Kate. Let’s see what you can do.”

      She put her hand over top of his, brushing her fingers over his soft skin, looking into his eyes. God, he loved her.
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* * *

      Mitch had slept the entire night with his arm around her holding her tight against him. She’d woken up with a sweaty bar across her shirt where his arm had been.

      Seemed like he’d been up all night thinking. He’d figured her out though. She hadn’t even seen it that way, but wasn’t that what she’d done? Wasn’t he right? He made her sound very bad. Maybe she was. She’d been called it before, grabbed roughly or slapped by some bloke stinking of lager that she thought loved her. They just made her feel more right. More righteous. Mitch was making her feel wicked.

      Kiley was next to her, sharing the mirror, fixing her hair, they looked at each other in the reflection. Kiley turned, stayed quiet, squeezed her arm and went back out to the restaurant. She took a minute, looking down, avoiding herself, gripped the edge of the sink, exhaled deeply. She would show Mitch what she could do. She left, pushing past two young girls coming in.

      The little hallway was crowded now, a bunch of people coming in off the beach. She was pressed up against the wall, painted mural of the sea, grim sailing ships from another time, getting herself through. Omar came out of the doorway ahead of her and turned, said, Hi, his voice very deep, low. He stepped forward to let someone into the Men’s behind him, right up next to her now, looking down into her. Light coming in from a small side window getting into his eyes lighting the navy up into a brilliant blue. She put her hand next to his, almost touching it, felt the heat from it. If he’d kissed her right there, she might have gone into the men’s room with him and let him do whatever he wanted to her. They stood like that letting the hallway clear, he shrugged his head to the side, and she followed him out to the parking.

      Kiley and Mitch were at the Jeep, Mitch was looking in the wheel wells, there was a sign saying to check for iguanas.

      “Submarine?” Kiley said.

      “Where?” Kate said.

      “We have to drive back up to George Town.” Mitch was getting the keys out.

      Kate asked him, looking for clarification, “We’re going on a submarine?”

      “I have a little trouble with tight spaces,” Omar said.

      Kate looked over at Kiley, What does he mean? He ruined this yesterday with his revealing swim trunks, could he not say things like that. Everyone still talking, she realized she was the only one who thought that was dirty.
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* * *

      Kiley sat in the back of the Jeep and looked at Mitch as he drove. Handsome guy. Kate was up front with him, her right hand over his wrist while he held the gearshift.

      Kate told her what happened last night, why they cancelled. She got it. Kate said that he didn’t come back until late and when he did he was okay with it again. Kate had kind of confessed a lot of it to Mitch. But Kate told her this morning that she hadn’t told him everything—she and Omar still had to act like a couple, and don’t say that she had seen a picture of Omar’s penis and had practically special-ordered him. She didn’t get that. Why would Kate still keep things from him? If he doesn’t want lies, don’t lie, and if he can’t truly handle her strange desires then don’t do it for Christ’s sake. Yeah, Omar was hot, she’d been obsessed with him at one time, but the guy could be a real prick too. If Kate missed out on him it just wasn’t the end of the world.

      They got to the port and parked. Kiley had said Omar could wait in the Jeep but he said he was fine to get on the little tour sub.

      They waited in line for a while before their boat showed up, standing out in the sun. The boat that took them out to the sub wasn’t crowded and the trip out was pretty peaceful, Mitch and Kate leaning over the rail, holding hands. It was nice, she was happy for them. She stayed with Omar, sitting with him as he huddled up in the shade worried he’d get seasick again.

      It took forever for the people on the sub to disembark and she was glad they weren’t on that trip. For Omar’s sake. Wasn’t sure to begin with how he’d handle being underwater in a little metal coffin. At least it wasn’t going to be crowded. She climbed down the ladder and onto the sub, Mitch holding her hand to steady her as she jumped off the last rung.

      She was glad it was back on for her and Mitch too. Kate made him sound kind of underwhelming but she’d always enjoyed spending time with him. He was very dashing, he looked the part of a Prince or something, at home in a tuxedo with a drink in his hand. Like he was out of a Scotch ad. Kate was very lucky.

      Back when Kate and Mitch were dating, Kate was also seeing two other blokes. Kiley couldn’t keep the stories straight, so Kate gave them nicknames and Mitch was referred to as the one with the little dick. It wasn’t mean, she treated it as matter of fact. But that was her husband now.
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* * *

      Omar sat bathing in the weird blue light inside the submarine, his back facing a vent that was blowing cold air over his shoulders. Kiley was next to him looking out at the coral and the fish. Same they saw yesterday, but now behind glass.

      Omar was looking at Kate and Mitch. The two of them watching out the little round portholes on the other side, holding hands. Kate wore this big, white linen shirt that came down over her ass but he could see her well-toned, bare legs underneath. The shirt glowed brightly in the blue.

      She was well-kept. That was for sure. Her perfect white teeth, her glossy hair, manicure, pedicure. He imagined most of her days were spent in gyms, hair salons, nail salons. Expensive to keep a girl like that.

      Mitch was whispering something into her ear and she leaned her head on him, put her hand up on his chest. Still holding hands. These two made no sense.

      Omar wondered who it was really for. This week together, the four of them like this. Who was the one of the two of them who wanted this more? Mitch looked like he could be a dog. Of course he’d want to fuck Kiley. But Kiley called Omar.

      There was a bing, and he looked to the right, next to the two black operators piloting the sub in their white lapel shirts. A digital sign flashed one-hundred-ft. They were about as deep as they would go.

      Kate was the one who wanted it.

      He smiled looking at her slim legs and her painted toes. He knew what she looked like under that shirt and he couldn’t wait for this to happen. Glad this was back on, wondered what had happened last night. Who got the cold feet?

      Kiley hadn’t talked to Omar for about six months. She’d called out of the blue. Kiley wasn’t interested in getting back together that was pretty obvious. He figured there was only one reason he was here. Kinky that Kiley would have told Kate. Kinky that Kate wanted it for herself. He scratched his beard and watched the two of them. Strange little lovebirds.

      “Omar,” Kiley said, “there’s your shipwreck,” pointing out the porthole.

      He turned around and looked out into the sea, saw the coral-crusted remains of an old ship, jagged spires out of the white sand. Now this was interesting.
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* * *

      Mitch wasn’t sure if Omar was just showing off or if he really did just want to open the jet ski up. He saw him ripping up ahead, splitting the ocean with a spray of foam, getting farther and farther from him.

      Kate had said they should rent jet skis and go out in the afternoon but when they showed up at the dock Kate had changed her mind. All four of them standing in the heat and sun, ready to go, and she convinced Kiley to stay on land with her and go get a massage on the beach. So he was left with Omar and the jet skis. He’d have preferred to stay, go get a massage with the two girls, but Omar was already getting on his jet ski. For some strange reason he didn’t want to ruin his fun. This guy who his wife wanted to fuck because he had a big dick, and here was her husband concerned about the guy’s feelings.

      So now he was out on the water, sitting on a jet ski, watching this hotshot tool around spraying up water in a rooster tail. He felt like he was getting a sunburn sitting out there, checking his arms for redness, and wondered how much time would have to pass before it would be considered all right to call it quits. He checked his watch again, then waved Omar over.

      “Think we should pack it in, mate,” he said.

      Omar used his big hands to wipe the water off his face, shook them out. He seemed happy, invigorated.

      “Yes, they should be done by now, you think?”

      “Yeah, they’ve got to be,” he said looking back to shore as if he might be able to see them.

      Omar leaned forward, draped his arms over the handlebars, dripping water. “So, Mitch, you do banking in London, stock exchange?”

      “Sort of, I run an Investment House.”

      “Handling rich people’s money for them?”

      “That’s right, more or less.”

      Omar nodded, looking out deeper into the sea, the two of them bobbing with the waves.

      “Well, you certainly got us the best in wave runners,” he said, looking over the gauges, squinting from the sun.

      “Did I?”

      He laughed, said “You don’t know how good they are?” He looked at Mitch, squeezing the grips, said, “Supercharged four-stroke, air to water intercooler--you should really open it up out here. You don’t want to find out what she can do?”

      “Not much of a thrill-seeker, I guess.”

      Omar rubbed his broad chin, “If you don’t know what it can do I suppose you don’t miss out on putting it through its paces,” he made it sound friendly, smiling holding his hands out to his sides. Laissez-faire. Mitch got it, Frenchman. If he fucked his wife better she wouldn’t have to seek you out?

      They rode back together and dropped off the machines at the dock, but the girls weren’t out where the massage tables were. Someone there told them they’d gone off along the boardwalk after they were done, so Mitch and Omar walked to the shops and poked around until they found them.

      He saw Kate in the back of a little boutique, standing at the counter with her items neatly folded by the cashier who was talking to her, intimately, like they were divulging secrets.

      She grabbed his hand and kissed him, said Kiley was still trying things on. Omar went and sat on one of the low leather arm chairs in the fitting area, slumped in it, and picked up a brochure on parasailing. Mitch left Kate to her conversation and sat in the chair next to Omar, watched him adjust himself while he flipped the card over.

      “Hi, fellas, how was your jet skiing?” Kiley said, Mitch looking up and seeing her come out of the shuttered dressing room and stand in front of the mirrors.

      “Refreshing,” he said, Omar not answering, looking for something else to read through.

      She looked sheepish for a moment, scrunched up her nose, said, “Mitch, I hope you don’t mind, Kate made me…”

      He put his palms up and stopped her, said, My pleasure, assuming she meant some of the clothing on the counter was hers and Kate was paying.

      She turned her back to a tall mirror held in a stand and looked over her shoulder. “What do you think?”

      She was standing on her tip-toes, trying on a short, silk tunic coverup with a split neckline. Big bold pattern, silhouettes of emerald palms against a bone background, three quarter sleeve with a lacy trim, showing off her long graceful wrists and hands.

      He looked at her firm, beautifully shaped legs, her bare little feet on the polished maple floor. The hem of the pullover coming down to just the tops of her thighs. When she lifted her arms the back of it came up and he could see a flash of her panties, the curve of her cheek.

      “Just get it, Kiley, you look stunning.” He felt strangely self-conscious saying that in front of her boyfriend.

      Kiley didn’t really seem too close with Omar, they seemed kind of distant. Kiley looked really outstanding in that little top and Omar only managed to raise an eyebrow. It was unusual the way those two got along.

      He stood up and went over to the counter and put his hand on the small of Kate’s back. He wasn’t sure if it was alright to pay for Kiley’s things. He wanted to, just wasn’t sure if Omar would like him buying his girlfriend gifts. Maybe that was stupid though. So he showed the girl the pile of clothes, told her to add whatever Kiley had in there, and gave her his card. Hoped nothing in there was for Omar.

      Maybe they were going to swap, be intimate with each other’s partners, but it was odd to let another man spend a few thousand on your girlfriend. Unless he figured that Mitch had so much to spend. But still. Pride and all. If Omar had bought Kate a gift, however small, it would make the other things he was going to do to her unworkable.

      On the way back to the Jeep Kate found a seven foot tall plaster pirate with a parrot on its shoulder outside of a liquor store. The pirate had a sign that said Big Black Dick Rum and Kate called Kiley and when she turned Kate grabbed it between the legs and made a funny, snarling face, kicking up one leg behind her. Kiley said let me get a picture, but Kate waved her off, bent over from laughing.
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* * *

      They had gone back to the room to change before dinner. Kate had contemplated cancelling the reservation, she sure didn’t feel like eating. But it was still too early for them to begin anything serious. So she decided they’d go out as planned and she was just going to have a few stiff drinks. Maybe a salad.

      The menus were tall stiff folders, handed to them by a pretty black girl in khaki shorts. The pages were thick linen, the carefully crafted descriptions pressed into the paper in black ink. Fresh fruit, fresh fish; what is the proper meal before being taken in front of your husband? Watching your husband fuck your friend? She didn’t think she could eat anything.

      She looked out over the top of her menu while her companions read. She wondered what tomorrow would be like. What would Mitch think of her? He could hate her. Kiley could too.

      That was exciting. These were high stakes.

      Omar made his selection, said he’d have the steak, folded up his menu. He smiled at her, caught her looking. His white teeth, berry coloured lips and thick stubble making her want to get this dinner over with and get back. He was going to fuck her once they left here. Right in front of her husband.

      She ordered a salad and a double Macallan. Her feet were tapping under the table. She put her hand on Mitch’s arm and waited for everyone’s dinner to arrive.
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      There was no turning back now, Mitch felt that. The brakes were off. He’d taken away the only obstacle left in the way. It was pretty liberating. He felt a little drunk from the wine too. He didn’t drink wine often. They all sat sort of looking at each other over their half-eaten plates. No one really knew what to say.

      There was a knot of anticipation inside him. It was excitement. Not just for him, but for Kate too. She looked a bit worried, sitting across from him. No one had big smiles. They all looked stone-faced.

      Mitch said, Well, I guess that’s it. He closed up the bill folder and put his wallet back in his pocket. Why didn’t they eat at the resort? It was a bit of a walk back and they hadn’t brought the cart. He didn’t know if his legs could hold him up.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Kiley walked with her arm linked in Kate’s. They went in silence along the boardwalk. It was grey and damp, getting dark now. Warm, but there was a wind picking up. The sea was crashing along the beach and it started to bother her, made her want to walk faster.

      Mitch walked up ahead and Omar followed behind him a few steps. The two of them on their own. She hugged Kate’s arm against her. Kate looked over and smiled weakly, gave her a wide-eyed look. What were they about to do? Kiley knew it was on. Nothing was going to stop them. She hoped this was worth it for Kate. This was just a bit of fun for her. And, well, Omar…he would be fine. It was Kate and Mitch she wondered about.

      They made it back to the hotel without saying a word. On the elevator on the way up to the top Mitch let out a little chuckle. Nervous. Kiley looked at him, his reflection across from her, and smiled at him.
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* * *

      Kate said, when they got back to the room, that she’d like a minute or two. Kiley told them to all meet back in the living area in twenty minutes. Mitch got himself a drink and Kate asked him to get her one too. They all went into their respective rooms and closed the doors behind them.

      She looked at Mitch but he didn’t say anything, just bit his lip then took another sip of his drink. She stood between his legs and put her arms around his head, held it against her chest.

      Kate told him she was going to have a quick shower and brought her Scotch into the bathroom with her. Mitch sat on the bed and watched her.

      She got undressed and got herself into a scalding hot shower with her hair pulled up. She stood there for a good long time, feeling the hot sting on her back. She touched the cold glass to her forehead.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Omar was dying to get this going. He held the door open for Kiley and she walked out into the common room. Kate was there sitting on one of the big padded wingbacks. Mitch stood over her behind the chair. They got up and moved to the centre of the room when they saw them.

      The four of them stood looking at each other. It felt like someone wanted to say something. Omar looked around. No one was looking at each other, maybe Kate was looking at Kiley. Come on guys. He waited, watched them looking around at each other’s knees. What were they waiting for? Did someone want to say something?

      Omar kissed the back of Kiley’s neck and she tilted it for him. He kissed her and bit at her nape. He put his arms around to the front and lifted her shirt slowly for Mitch to see. He watched Mitch look at her being revealed. Watching as he could see the skin of her flat belly, wanting to see more. Kiley lifted her arms and he pulled the shirt over her head. He kissed her shoulder and with a hand at the small of her back he sent her to Mitch. Mitch looked like he didn’t know what to do. He let her come to him and put his arms around her back. He looked over at his wife, and she didn’t give him anything, just standing there with her hands clasped together, one foot on top of the other one. Kiley stood up on her toes and kissed at him. He was reluctant but he kissed her back.
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* * *

      Kiley kissed Mitch’s stiff mouth, she could feel the tension in him. Felt him wanting to pull away. She backed off, keeping it less intimate. She made sure he was watching and she hooked her thumbs into the band of her panties, she wiggled herself out of them keeping her eyes on him. She stepped out of them and stood in front of him and let him look at her. She could see him swallow.

      She looked over and watched Omar cross to Kate and kiss her on her neck. Kate leaned back and let him, touching her fingers along his arm as he put his hand on her waist. Mitch was watching too. She took the bottom of Mitch’s shirt and lifted it, kissing him on his chest. He pulled it off and put his arms on her shoulders. She ran her hands over him, feeling his chest and then along his back. She put her hands into his waistband and looked up at him. He was aghast but she could see he wanted it. She pulled them down slowly, lowering them over his dick. It popped out and she saw that it was pretty small. Not the smallest. Small for someone as big as Mitch. She let his pants fall to the floor and put her hands over it, cupping him, holding him.

      She looked back at Kate and Omar and she had a brief chill. Omar had Kate’s top off now and his lips were on hers. Her breasts were bare. It felt so strange to see her friend like this, naked and intimate. Kate looked over and smiled at her, saw her with her hand on her husband’s penis, pulling on it, wanting it to get hard. Kate smiled at her, and closed her eyes as Omar kissed her neck.
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* * *

      Kate felt the scratch of his beard as he kissed her collar and neck. There was something she wanted to do, she couldn’t wait to do. But part of the fun was anticipation, so she let Omar take the lead. Let him squeeze her breasts with his strong hands, felt him run them along her back, and into her panties. He put his hands on her cheeks and squeezed them hard, lifting her up on to her toes. It made her feel wet instantly. She could hear that she was wet. She made a little gasp, and he did it again and bit her lip. She felt him slide her panties down over her hips and she let them fall. She pushed him back and looked at him, biting her own lip now. He took off his shirt and faced her. Her hands traced over his chest, and down his stomach. She slipped her hands under his waistband and felt for his cock. Couldn’t wait anymore. She took it in her right hand, her fingers feeling so cold against its heat. It was so big. Much bigger than Mitch when he was hard, but so soft. It was strange to feel one so large yet so pliable. She grabbed his balls with her other hand, held their weight. He was hung like she’d never felt before.

      He took her hands away by the wrists, whispered in her ear, Come and see and he sat himself in the wingback, grey light on him from the window. She looked at him sitting in the chair looking up at her knowing what she wanted. Confident smile on his face, and yes, she did want it. She wanted to see him hard, she wanted to see what she had seen in that picture. She wanted to feel that thing in her hands, climb on it, feel it push her apart. She kneeled between his legs and put her hands to his waistband. Her hands were trembling almost uncontrollably. Like she was freezing. The spasms coming in waves. He laughed and she heard him say something to her but it was in French. He helped her, both of them pulling down the satiny shorts, him lifting himself off the seat to get them down. His flaccid cock fell across his thigh. A dark red-brown, uncircumcised, fat thing. She lifted it and stroked it, watching it wriggle in her hand.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Mitch couldn’t get hard. He stood there, felt his teeth chattering. He felt shrunken, shrivelled. Kiley’s foreign fingers on him felt vaguely medical. Like a procedure. He saw Kate put her hands down Omar’s shorts. So she’d felt it now. Was her heart racing? He could see her trembling.

      Kiley sat him down, his dick felt like it had gone back up inside him. She kissed him, licked her fingers, and put her fingers on him again. Slippery, rubbing over his tip. She looked over at Kate and Omar. Mitch could see Kate was between Omar’s legs now, he was naked and Kate was staring at the huge cock in her hand. It was disgusting. A sagging, big brown wrinkled thing that squirmed in her grip. So different than what Mitch had. It was like it was a different thing.

      Kiley pulled at him while everyone in the room seemed to watch Omar getting bigger and harder, the end of it still flopping around, left and right. Kate stretched him out and draped it over his leg. They watched her pull his scrotum out from under him. She put one of his large balls in her mouth and pulled on it gently. Omar put his head back. Kate licked along the underside of his cock, all the way to the tip, pulled on the end of his foreskin with her lips and looked up at him. She put her hand back on it and stroked him. She couldn’t take her eyes off it. He was harder now, and the head of his cock was coming out of his foreskin as she jerked it. Kate pulled his foreskin back and put her mouth over him.

      Mitch looked at Kiley. She was staring at Kate. Thought it must be weird for her to see Kate like this too. Or maybe it wasn’t. What if this wasn’t their first time? He hadn’t thought of it before. The two of them as roommates, fucking guys in their bed together. The same bed where Mitch was first with Kate.

      Kate had it hard now, her hand barely meeting around it. The engorged head of it looked like a doorknob in her tiny hand. Mitch felt himself begin to stiffen under Kiley’s fingers.
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      Mitch’s hand felt tentative in hers, like it was somewhere far away. Kiley walked Mitch into the bedroom, a few steps behind Kate and Omar. There was another one of those awkward silent moments, the four of them naked at the foot of the bed, where no one really knew what to do next. Kate looked at her, then went to the side of the unmade king-size, got on and lay herself back. Kiley climbed up from the bottom, tugging Mitch behind her and he followed, one hand between his legs covering himself.

      “Let’s watch them go first," she said. Kate had told her that in the bathroom at the busy diner in the morning. She wanted to go first. Have Mitch watch. She sat with him side by side, cross-legged in the cotton nest of bunched up bed sheets. She moved his hand away with hers, slipping under his drawn up bag, felt his constricted member in the cleft of her hand where it met her wrist.

      Omar put his knee up on the bed, kissed Kate on the lips. Kate’s hands found his outstretched cock, wrapped around it. He pushed her back with kisses along her neck and her chest, and then leaned over and flicked on the table lamp next to the bed, a squat wide-shaded ivory thing that lit them up in a warm yellow light. She could see Kate looking up at Omar, a wet white spot of light in her eyes, admiring him, his firm body, the masculine edges of muscle cast in shadow. He got down on his hands and knees over her, putting his head on her chest, running his tongue down between her splayed breasts, down over her sternum, creasing her belly. He kissed and bit at her there, working his way to the unshaven mound between her legs. Kate instantly inhaled as his tongue found her in there, and she arched her back, hissing between clenched teeth.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Kate pulled at his hair, felt him in her nest, his tongue pushing on her folds, warm and wet, sliding over her. She squeezed her legs together, holding him against her but stopping him. She didn’t come all this way for some foreplay, as nice as it was. He looked up at her, his steely eyes framed in her thighs and her wispy patch of hair.

      He got up to his knees, looking down, serious. He ran his hands over her bent legs and she saw how large his hands were against her. The touch of his fingers in the soft flesh of her thighs shot through her, feeling it between her legs, aching for it. His cock hung between his thighs, wide as her wrist.

      “Do we have any lube?” she said, turning to Kiley, her voice very small in the big room. Kiley left Mitch sitting there, looking at her grimly, while she went to the bathroom to get something. 	She turned away from him and looked at Omar. She reached down and held his cock. She stroked it, wanting it to be returned to its most turgid state. She sat up a bit and pulled one of the big white pillows behind her to prop her up.

      When she’d first touched it, picked it up off his leg, it was like a warm, sticky bag handed to her, feeling something moving inside just under the surface, something menacing stirring, awakening. But it had changed, it was firm now but yielding, the glint of a table lamp rimming the grey lip of the corpulent head stretching itself out now from its furrowed sleeve. She ran her thumb along its chin, a wide cleft, black opening in its heart looking at her. It was like a monument to her sexuality, a throbbing totem in her hand.

      She gauged his size with her hands; more than three lengths of her fist along the knuckles, and thick all the way even around the head. Kiley bounced back onto the bed and dropped a little blue tube next to her elbow.
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* * *

      The lube was a blue gel and Omar watched Kate squeeze a swirl into her hand the size of a Euro. She rubbed her hands together quickly, then gripped his cock and slowly went up and down his length. He smelled the medicinal mint of the lube. Kate put her hands between her legs, wiping herself off down there. Her face was all business, getting this done.

      It turned him on to see this little housewife made so horny by him, by his cock, that she would pay for his vacation if he would fuck her with it. He was really hard right now, felt the ache behind his balls, and he couldn’t wait to watch her expression as he put on a show for her, slid himself inside her inch by inch.

      She was beautiful on her back, soft but still shapely, her huge tits falling over her arms, big pink nipples, brown at the tips where they were hardened. Kiley was watching and she looked like she was into it, wanted to see what would happen, but Mitch looked like he was trying to find a voice that would stop Omar from putting his cock inside his wife. Omar knew he wouldn’t, his sexy little wife owned him, had his tiny dick in her pocket.
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* * *

      His cock looked so huge pressed up against her. He saw it dark against the white skin of her belly and wondered how it was going to fit inside her, the tip of it nesting in the hollow of her belly button. The feeling of deep dread that had rationalized how wrong this whole evening would be and gave him the agency to stop it was gone and all that was left was a lurid desire to watch what his wife would look like fucked by this swinging mule cock. It sickened him, the prospect so horrible that his jaw was tightened and his temples ached.

      She had stroked Omar hard again, her little hand shiny from the lube. The big diamond engagement ring he’d spent half a work day picking out that snowy morning six years ago twinkling in the lamp light. Everything was in place.

      She looked up at Kiley and then over at Mitch, and put out her hand for him to hold it. Mitch took it and felt her squeeze him. At least they were in this together. Mitch felt himself harden between Kiley’s fingers, swiftly and urgently.

      Omar stroked himself and he asked her if she was ready. She watched his hand on his cock and nodded, eyes half-lidded. He brushed his big swollen end against Kate and Mitch could hear the scratching of her pubic hair. He pushed against her gently, not entering, but finding his way and getting some of her dampness on him. Kate bit her lip in fearful anticipation. He gripped it in one hand and rubbed it against her sex in circles and up and down, doing it firmly. Mitch heard wet smacking noises and knew it was about to happen.

      He pushed into her again. There was a lot of resistance and Kate made a little-girl gasp. He pulled it back and wet his tip further and slid in again. There was more resistance, and his push slowed but he persisted and she accepted it. There was a soft wet sound as he slid that enormous head past her muscle. Mitch’s cock pulsed and a long stream of pre-cum ran over Kiley’s thumb and down his erection. Kiley feathered the slippery tip with her finger and thumb. He tried to thrust it into her hand wanting her to grip it but she kept tickling away. More pre-cum poured out. He flexed again and again and it just kept coming. It almost felt like an orgasm but there was frustratingly no release.

      “You turned on by seeing your wife get what she wants?” She was stroking him now, whispering in his ear so she wouldn't disturb this sick little sex show.

      Omar inched it in slowly, backing up an inch for every half inch gained. Kate squeezed his hand hard, feeling her nails dig into the backs of his fingers.  She said, Wait. He paused against her. Mitch looked between their legs and felt a bit sick at the sight of Omar’s big wide cock halfway into his wife.

      Kate began to grind gently against him and he let her. He stayed motionless and let her work on to him. The slick wet sounds came again as her body began to slowly accept this large, foreign invader.

      They both got their hips working in contracted circles and Kate began sighing with each tiny thrust he gave her. She was slowly working her way down his shaft, wet thrust by wet thrust. He pulled back almost all the way out and plunged in again. She accepted it, and he did it again. He propped himself up and pushed himself in deliberately deep. Kate’s pubic pad bulged up with his entry and she cried out.
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* * *

      It felt so wrong inside her. Not her husband. Not her husband's size. Too big. Not how this was supposed to feel.

      But it felt so good, felt like she'd hoped it would. She had to search for that pleasure somewhere past the strange feeling of being stretched too far. Like stretched to the limit. She felt like she could tear. Every time he thrust himself inside her, despite the pain, a carnal charge shot through her brain, wanting more and more of him. Every time he withdrew it felt like she was being pulled out with him, turning herself inside out. That was when she feared he was too much, just for a moment, then he thrust himself in again and she felt a tingle from her heart to her fingertips. Wanting to be fucked.

      She felt exposed to her husband, naked in a new way. Not like she was on her bare mattress in the apartment in Finsbury Park when he clumsily undressed her and she let him fuck her while she gripped the chipped metal rails of the Charity Shop headboard above her. And not like when he unclasped the hook on the back of her shamelessly white ball gown in the Honeymoon Suite at the Langham and politely acted like he was seeing her for the first time. She felt like she was sharing with him the darkest depths that she travelled. The hidden desires and the abyss of her lust. This was her exposed and she wanted to be seen by him. And instead of pushing through the shame, seeking out only the pleasure in this deplorable act, she embraced it, felt her husband's eyes on her, wanting to make him see her for what she was.

      She looked up at Omar, his masculine face snarling at her, the ripple of the muscles of his torso as he fucked her. The veins stood out on him, a network from his shoulders down his strong arms. She clawed at his neck, resisting the pain like a bitch being mounted, then pulled him into her scratching at his back.
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* * *

      At first it was really hot. She watched Kate take him deep inside her and the sounds she made filled up the room. It almost sounded fake but she sort of knew it was real. She’d been there before. Kate clawed at his back while they got themselves going, her legs wrapped around his hips. Kiley watched Omar thrusting into her, slow at first, saw the muscles of his back, the flexing cheeks of his rounded rump, and got herself a little turned on from seeing him from this angle. She'd caught a glimpse of themselves once, in a sliver of mirror in a cheap motel in Florida, the same view but she'd turned away, ashamed of the pleasure she saw contorting her face.

      Then the more it went on seeing her take it, her heels digging into him, spurring him, telling him how big he felt, slapping at him as he got too deep, getting on her side her legs shaking, arching her back and scratching at the bed, the flipping her over and the yelp she gave when he got back in her, then more frenzied fucking, her gasping, and yipping, the ah, ah, the Fuck me, fuck me—it got quite uncomfortable. She felt very conscious of Mitch in her hand, small but hard as bone. She looked over at him once in the middle of it and saw him watching stone-faced. It was hard to figure what he might be thinking but his body was responding positively.

      Now Omar had Kate's legs up, her knees forced into her face, and they could both see he was really in there, see his sack slapping and sticking to her sweaty cheeks. And Kate was out of her mind, taking it and loving it. It was a bit too intense.

      Kate’s little feet were up in the air over Omar’s shoulders, flapping as if broken. Her face was a frozen frown, brow furrowed, mouth agape, a low fried sound bubbling across her vocal cords, undulating with Omar's vigorous thrusts.
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* * *

      Kate grabbed handfuls of sheets and pulled them over her face as she felt something gargantuan building inside. She inhaled soft, soapy hotel laundry and something else in there; a spicy, leather smell, masculine but dirty. She looked into Omar's eyes, he was gleaming with sweat, she felt every ridge and vein on his big cock, even his retracting foreskin as he thrust himself in and out of her. She twisted her head to the left and right, trying to get a hold of something unhitching within her, something letting go, and something very powerful released, rushing through her from the other side. She felt her hair clinging to her face, could see her breasts pushed out, jiggling, her nipples hard and upright. She could see Mitch watching, could tell that he would be able to see her dirtiness spread wide and skewered, the slap of her flesh as she was pounded. Omar fucked her hard and deep, her legs bent up and her filth exposed and spread for him, her little hole being ruined. The mahogany bed was a stable slab, a monolith, a polished unmoving platform. Nothing to rob his thrusting of its energy as he fucked her towards destruction.

      Her orgasm came ruthless and unyielding, she slapped at her belly like she'd been burned, clawed at his thighs as he continued to thrust, she was wild-eyed like a witch being burned at the stake, a cry building within her that started low and quickly went high and loud and encouraging. Urging him to fuck her harder, pounding on his thighs, she squeezed her eyes hard until she saw stars. And then a bliss, a warm comforting glow that spread through her like she'd slipped into a hot bath, her hair stood on end, and she squirmed away from him, getting him out of her. She squeezed her breasts, and clasped her thighs together, gyrating against a phantom invader that continued to fill her and she rode it, gyrating her hips, the longest orgasm she'd ever felt.
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* * *

      Kate looked worn, her hair wet and clinging to her, her whole body had a clammy sheen. Omar turned her onto her side and she fell over lifeless. He got himself behind her and pulled her apart like frog's legs, her heels touching. He took his cock in his hand and sought out her wet centre. She turned her head and he kissed her. The tip of him found her and he pressed it into her again and she grunted into his mouth, a high squeak.

      The light from the bathroom fell across their exposed sexes, Kate’s tufted mound split wide and gleaming deep-pink and wet, Omar’s thickness buried in there, his balls hanging into the bed sheets.

      Her right hand was in his, bracing her from underneath, disappearing inside his big grip as he started to fuck her again. Her other hand scratched at his backside encouraging his thrusts. They were locked in a kiss like that and he was fucking into her hard, his balls swinging against her, slapping his leg.

      Mitch felt his heartbeat in his throat, Kate was over the top, snorting through her nose as he fucked her, her lips still locked on his, she made noises like she was talking, saying, Yes over and over, but they were formless sounds that ended in her strained throat, the tendons standing out like thick cords.

      Omar roared, his head thrust back and he pulled himself out of her, leaving her puckered and stretched, falling heavily against her leg. He grabbed himself at the base and humped himself into her stomach, his thick thing gliding across her slickened skin. Kate’s hips thrust despite his absence as he fucked her smooth belly, her little wedding-ringed hand rubbing his broad underside, pushing him against her. The first stream of semen went up her front and under her breasts, he kept thrusting and spurting on to her, across her belly and up onto her chest and into the sheets. She was groaning too, high and encouraging, squeezing his tip against her, watching her hand on it and seeing the last white surges squirt from him.

      Omar had disappeared behind her, spent, and Kate fondled his dwindling erection watching it in her grip. Kiley handed her a t-shirt and she took it, wiped down Omar's cock between her legs, then wiped herself in slow circles, looking down to see if she'd got it all. She lay back, looking exhausted but not unnoticeably content. She looked over at them, Omar's hand gently stroking at her belly, his cock draped over the inside of her thigh. It was their turn now.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It hadn’t occurred to her what it would be like to have to follow a performance like what she saw Omar give until he had Kate on her side, fucking her from behind, her legs spread, his manhood splitting Kate apart slowly, on full display for Mitch and her.

      Now all eyes were on them and she felt the enormous pressure to provide a show--a spotlight on her, a silent expectant crowd, a cleared throat somewhere in the steep horseshoe of a two-tiered concert hall. She suddenly couldn't swallow.

      She looked at Mitch, his eyes were wide, a fear of the unknown. They kissed hesitantly, facing each other, sitting cross-legged. She felt his hands cup her shoulders, and the feel of him broke her tension. She kissed him back, putting her fingers to his neck.

      It felt good to kiss him. She wanted him to enjoy this, to give him a good time. She stroked him, felt how hard he was. He wasn't much longer than her hand, but he was good and stiff and that turned her on. She held him with her lips while she pulled him onto her, laying back on the bed and spreading her legs for him. She watched as he looked down over her, his hand gripping his erection and slowly sliding it into her. He felt good inside her.

      It was intense, she felt a sudden rush, her face flushed and she filled with emotion. She'd stood by her friend as she married this man, she loved him as a friend. Had seen him when he was a little puppy dog in love with Kate, encouraged him over a cup of coffee, gave him the inside scoop on how to win over her best mate. Attended funerals, hospital trips--she cared for him deeply, and she felt her eyes get a bit wet as she felt a warm happiness come over her. She put her arms around him, she held his eyes with hers and watched him gently make love to her.
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* * *

      Mitch looked down at Kiley, her beautiful face inside a halo of her wicked mane of hair. Her eyes were open, watching him. He was inside her, he felt her gripping him, but he couldn't shake the sweat-dripping show they'd been given. The display of ecstasy that came from his wife that he'd never seen from her before. The idea that another man's organ, the size of it, was what it took to produce that from her. He looked at Kiley, unmoved by his erection inside her, enormously aware at her lack of passion, no display from her of any kind of excitement. She wasn't thrashing or squeaking, bucking, recoiling, or squirming away from him because his manhood was hurting her. She looked back at him, calmly, sweetly.

      She was used to the fucking they'd just watched. That would be a normal night for her with her boyfriend. She was used to getting it from a cock that was at least more than twice the size of his. Did she look like Kate when she took it? She sure didn't lay there and mildly receive it like he saw right now, he was sure of that. She held his face with her hands, looking into him, he felt her grinding against him, it felt good to be inside her. But was he even making an impression?

      He felt himself withering inside her and he was gripped with a sudden panic. He reached down and squeezed himself at the base trying to plump himself up. But it was too late. He could feel himself buckling and folding against her exterior as he tried to get it back inside her.

      The room felt desperately quiet. Kiley sat herself up now, and was trying to stroke him back to hardness, he looked over at Kate, lazily watching, the jangling of Kiley's metal bracelets the only sound in the room. She watched her husband getting jerked by her best friend, him sitting back on his haunches looking back at her. She was absently stroking Omar's flaccid cock as it lay on her leg, pulling it, rolling his thick foreskin between her fingers. Kiley leaned him back, pushing him with her hand and lowered herself to put her mouth over him. He lay back on his elbows and watched her work on it under the cover of her thick mane.

      He looked at Kate play with her new favourite thing, feeling so inadequate, overwhelmed by everything he'd seen tonight. He thought of Kate responding to Omar's touch, her gasps as he thrust into her, the ecstasy he gave her. The orgasm he gave her. Something Mitch had never done for her with his penis in his life.

      It was over, he couldn't go on. This big adventure was at a close and he was alright with it. He lifted Kiley off him, and she looked at him troubled. She looked like she wanted to go on, didn't want to be stopped, but he knew he was done. He just shook his head at her and then hugged her. She put her arms around him. He looked at Kate and saw that she was asleep.
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      Mitch lay on his side in the bed and watched Kate's back as she slept, the sun rising and putting a glow of yellow light across her. He watched her bare skin as she breathed. He took the edge of the grey cotton bed sheet and gently pulled it down trying not to wake her. She lay on her side, naked, her legs drawn up, and he looked at the soles of her little feet tucked up under her bottom.

      He just wanted to squeeze her, to hold her and make everything better. If anything was even wrong. What he saw last night disgusted him but he couldn't deny that he was aroused by it. Hated himself for that. If what she was doing was wrong, and God, just wasn't it, then shouldn't he stop it? Was he enabling some sort of deviancy, some sort of mental illness? But maybe if she'd got what she'd wanted this would finally be all over.

      He put his hand on her waist and felt her move with her breaths. He felt her soft skin and hated that another man had felt it just last night. She breathed in deeply and held it, turned her head up as she woke.

      She groaned something, her eyes still closed, and put her hand over his hand. He said, Good morning and she lifted an arm up and put it behind her head, still half asleep. He looked at her big, naked breast exposed to him. He ran his hand up her side and over her breast and underarm wanting to erase all the spots that another man had touched.

      She groaned again and he saw her frown, troubled. He saw a little glint of light reflect under her long eyelashes as she very slowly opened them. She turned over to him, onto her back keeping her legs drawn up, her knees held together.

      "How are you feeling?"

      "Mm. My pussy is really sore," she said, her dry lips sticking together.

      "Really. Is that really a thing?"

      "Mm-hm," she said, eyes closed again.

      "You seemed all right last night." He watched her left hand come up and rest on her belly just above her thatch of pubic hair.

      She opened her heavy eyes and looked at the ceiling, still not quite awake. She looked over at him saw him looking at her, eyes trying to focus. She looked embarrassed.

      "I'm all right," she said, and put her hand on his cheek. She kissed him and he kissed her back, said, Why don't you get washed up?

      She looked down, and said, Yeah, I probably should. He caressed her face, rubbing his thumb over her cheekbone. "Let me run you a bath," he said.

      "See if we have some epsom salts, that can sometimes help."

      He thought about what that meant. Like she's taken some real big ones before. A little glimpse into the life of Kate Simon, the Kate before. Fuck me, why did that turn him on? He told her he would have some brought up, got up and into the bathroom and ran the hot water.

      "Oh, and an aspirin too," she said from the bed, rolling back onto her side.
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* * *

      Kate got up and walked into the bathroom, between the marble counters lined down both sides and to the tub. She turned the water off and checked the temperature. He'd run it well and he'd left a glass jar of epsom salts someone must have brought up. There was a small square tin of aspirin too.

      She padded over to the sink and looked at her naked body from mid-thigh up. Looked at herself in the mirror, and grinned wide, then broke into a laugh and covered her mouth. That was fucking crazy.

      God, she thought, how fucking hot was that? She couldn't believe that it had been done. That she'd actually managed to get this thing done. She poured some cold water from the tap into a glass. She tapped out an aspirin from the tin and swallowed it. Mitch seemed a little shell-shocked this morning. She wondered how he'd taken it. Could she ask him? She wanted to. He would assume, or want to hear that her crazy little fire had been put out. Maybe it had. She hoped it had.

      She put her hand down between her legs and felt herself. She was throbbing but somehow it felt so good too. It felt a bit like she'd been kicked with the toe of a boot or something, a dull ache that practically went up her backside.

      She sat on the toilet to pee and it felt like it was hot turpentine coming out of her. She sucked air in through her teeth and gripped the roll of toilet paper, digging her nails into it. It gradually subsided, down to stinging needles at least, and she could get through that.

      When she was in the tub she thought of Mitch with Kiley. Seeing her best friend put her husband's cock in her mouth, watch him climb onto her, and put himself inside her. She was okay with that. God, how she loved Kiley. They looked good together fucking, even as awkward as they were.

      She put on a heavy white robe and walked out to the kitchen.
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* * *

      Kiley got up and looked out the window down to the beach, the shadows of the hotel stretching blue across the sand as the sun came up behind them. She turned and looked at Omar stretched wide out, bare on the bed, his legs bent into a number four. She shook her head at him laying there. That had been something, what she'd seen last night. She'd heard Kate with guys before, they were roommates for years. But seeing it happen was obviously a crazy new level. She'd been prepared for it, and frankly it was a little more than what was expected. She hoped it wasn't too much for Mitch. He was obviously affected by it. Not finishing. I mean, he couldn't think she wasn't attractive could he?

      There were a million more likely things going through his head. He’d just his seen his wife get the fucking of a lifetime by a bonafide stud. He probably wondered how could he fill up Kiley when he thought Kiley was used to a man like Omar. God what would he think about being with Kate now too, after what he'd seen? But she felt nothing for Omar. Hadn’t been with him sexually in almost a year and a half. Had no intention to be with him now either. She had been obsessed with him when they met but it fizzled quickly. She really was just into the novelty of it. The sex was good, but painful really. And ultimately Omar was very aware of his size, and the sex mostly revolved around how great he thought that dick was. He could be an asshole too.

      When he stuffed that thing into Kate last night, she did a quick emotion check on herself and was relieved she felt nothing. No jealousy. She had wondered how that might feel when they finally got down to it. She was happy for Kate that she somehow made this all work. Dangerous game though, Kate.

      She liked fucking Mitch, but he was so stiff, so self-conscious. She'd hoped it would be better but she was glad she could do it for Kate. And for Mitch too. Didn't know how Kate could manage it though. If she loved Omar she couldn't share him. She wouldn't let Kate touch a man she loved no matter what she felt for Kate.

      She picked some panties off the floor and slid them on under her nightshirt. She looked down again at Omar, watched him sleeping. She looked at his bare body. He did look good. She pulled the sheets up over him, covered that obscene manhood, and went to get something to eat.

      Mitch was already up, she saw him standing out on the patio with a cup of tea in his hand. He was handsome, distinguished, staring out at the sea in the growing light. She felt a little wave of embarrassment come over her, felt her cheeks flush. She felt inadequate, aware that she'd failed at pleasing him. Such a strange thought but it made her realize she was going to be very uncomfortable when she first spoke to him today. She walked to the kitchen before he might turn and see her.

      She ran the Nespresso machine, standing in front of it with her hands on the counter, her back to the kitchen. Listening to it hiss.

      She heard Kate come in behind her and say good morning. Her coffee was ready but she just couldn't turn around and face her. She said, Hey, but it sounded maybe too quiet to hear. She felt Kate standing behind her looking at her, waiting for her. Finally she heard the soft sounds of her bare feet walk across the tile and out of the room.

      What the fuck was that? Why couldn't she turn around and face her? She hadn't even seen that coming.

      She felt a bit sick, took her coffee and sat on the couch in the living area. She could see Kate out there with Mitch now, talking to him. He kissed her, she smiled and laughed about something. She watched them talk a while as she sipped at her coffee. He was so happy with her. Looks like it all worked out for Kate.

      When Kate was sixteen she'd turned up at Kiley's door in the Estate. Kiley's mom was the one who'd been there. Her mom had been upset about whatever Kate had told her and Kate never wanted to really say. But she'd run away about a hundred times before. Always in trouble. She'd lived with her best friend as a sister, sharing her room, for almost a year after that. Then she went home to her mum after her Dad had run off and didn't come back. Hard to believe this was Kate Simon on a patio in Cayman, sweet talking her handsome billionaire husband wearing nothing but an expensive terry robe. Then it fucking hit her. Jesus Christ of course it was, wasn't it? This or dead, and that made her smile.

      Kate opened Mitch's robe and started kissing his chest. Kiley thought, Oh boy, and made to leave but the thought of going back in with Omar right now this morning was worse. She turned in the couch but couldn't help peeking to the side. She could see Kate kneeling, hidden in his robe, her head with her wet hair over her collar twisting on him. Her hands holding the back of his knees. She saw Mitch from the side, his head back, then quickly thrusting down, chin to his chest. She watched them go like that for a while until he buckled, finishing in his wife's mouth. Kate doing the job Kiley couldn't do.

      She turned back and put the television on. One more look over her shoulder and she saw Kate smiling, wiping her mouth, her robe open now, the little dark thatch of her hair between her legs. Mitch looking at her, the love for her in his face. Kate said something to him over her shoulder, waving her fingers as she came back in and went to the kitchen.
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* * *

      Kiley was watching the news with the sound turned low, curled up on the couch with her coffee as Kate came back in, tying the belt around her robe. She wanted to say something to Kiley, make sure she was okay, but she wasn't sure how to start. That was a lot for Kiley to take in last night. They'd been roomies and heard each other with men every once in a while over the years. Well, Kiley heard it more than Kate. But while Kate had no feeling seeing Mitch get between Kiley’s legs and put himself inside her, maybe Kiley was given a show that was a bit too extreme. X-rated as it were. She felt a bit embarrassed that it was just her and Omar who were vocal, who had really surrendered to it. She thought that Kiley and Mitch would at least have had some success. What had she looked like to them? She hoped it was alright.

      She heard the bedroom door open down the hall and bristled. Now she had to face him as well. Omar came into the kitchen with a grin, wearing a pair of faded boxers and a t-shirt. He said good morning to her, his eyes travelling from hers down to her bare feet. She felt strangely naked in front of him, just a loosely tied belt keeping her robe from opening and exposing everything to him. She smiled at him, a little bashful. He put his hand on her cheek, and she leaned into it but couldn't look at him.

      "You look beautiful," he said.

      She held his wrist, felt a little uncomfortable, a little too intimate being affectionate like that, barely dressed and so close. And Mitch was just out on the patio, he wouldn't want to see this.

      She turned her back to him and poured a coffee, then one for him.

      "So what happens today?" He leaned on the counter next to her.

      "I think we can do whatever we want now," she said. He smiled, still staring. She didn't mean anything.

      "Maybe we could just stay on the beach today."

      "Yeah, I'd like that," she said, brushing a strand of wet hair back behind her ear.

      "Good," he said, energetically, pleased with the news. He went to the fridge and opened it, picked out a carton of half and half. She looked at him, how trim he was, his muscular arms. He walked back and asked her if she'd like cream. She shook her head, but she'd been watching the movement behind his boxers, the swinging against the fabric she could see while he walked.

      He took a sip of his coffee, leaning on an elbow on the high counter next to her. Not saying anything, but watching her. It made her so nervous.

      "Mitch is just out on the patio," she said.

      "He likes to watch, yes?" She felt him touch the corner of her robe where it met her thigh and she flinched. He pulled back a corner, the thick terry snagging on the belt and leaving a narrow gap where her thighs came together. She felt the cold there, damp against her, knowing her mound was exposed.

      He brushed her cheek, said, "We can show him many more things now that we're lovers. Make him crazy." She shivered at the thought.

      He let his hand slowly fall between her legs, touched her lightly there and she opened up for him. He ran his big finger along her, parting her puckered folds, working her apart easily.

      He brought his finger up and touched her lip very softly, and she felt the wet against it. He picked up his coffee, said it again, “Make him crazy," and walked back to his room.

      Kate adjusted the front of the robe, covered herself up. Stood there, for a minute, waiting. She didn't know where to go.
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        LANDLORD Series

        Owing Reza

        Reza’s Coming

        It’s the first of the month and that means Reza is coming.

        Jonny and Charlie Keen got themselves in financial trouble. Well, that was Jonny’s fault. But sweet Charlie has a way to keep them in the apartment they love. And despite how terrible it may seem, it’s still a better option than the two of them stumbling back to her parent’s Kansas farm and telling them what a failure Jonny is.

        She’ll submit to Reza, their landlord’s son. Jonny will watch as another man takes care of his woman in every way she needs. It’s the first of the month and this is the way it is now.
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* * *

      
        MAGGIE Series

        Tempting Maggie

        Sharing Maggie

        Secret Maggie

        Exploring Maggie

        Discovering Maggie

        Max is a fourth year Government and Policy student engaged to wed the love of his life.

        Maggie is a fourth year Art student and she can’t wait for the summer to come so she can finally tie the knot with the guy she fell in love with when they were Freshmen.

        They’ve been together four years at their prestigious private college nestled in the Green Mountains of Vermont. This is the year they’ll graduate and set out into the world together as a couple.

        But Maggie is surprised to find her desires set on fire by a gorgeous new figure model. She thinks she’d never cheat but she can’t stop thinking about him.

        When Max learns her secret he’s crushed. It tears down everything he knows about her. But in the rubble he finds something shining: excitement.

        Now, if he could just convince her it’s okay…
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* * *

      
        Learning Lessons

        A Losing His Wife Novel

        This long series is now one novel! A 160,000 word cuckold tragedy …

        Pete and Jess Mapplethorpe have been married for seven years now. They’ve got two wonderful little boys and an Irish Setter. Everyone that knows them would say they are the nicest couple you’d want to meet.

        Well, they might say that Pete can be a bit of a jerk sometimes—but Jess? Regional Grade Three teacher of the year, three years running. Pretty, polite, sensitive, kind and thoughtful…

        It must have been black magic that brought them together…

        Behind closed doors everyone would be shocked at what goes on. They’d never believe the dirty things that sweet Jess might do or say. Pete doesn’t think he has what it takes to please his beautiful wife and they fantasize about larger men taking her and making her happy.

        She’s just starting to discover herself at thirty-five… She wants to make up for lost time.

        They’ve found a handsome, well-built young man to play along. It’s better than they even imagined. Now that they’ve started will she be able to stop? What if she doesn’t want to?

        Her husband loves enduring distressing levels of humiliation and she’s finding a crazy pleasure now in delivering it…
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* * *

        Cherry Blossoms

        A Losing His Wife Novel

        This long series is now one novel! A 300,000 word cuckold tragedy …

        Geoff J. Kane is a successful children’s book illustrator. Ten years ago he married the girl of his dreams. She’d been his best friend and he’d helped her through tough relationships and gave her his shoulder to cry on many nights. Then after two years, she kissed him. Now they’re married and they’ve got a beautiful seven-year-old daughter.

        Nia Kane was a wild one. She liked to have fun and she liked to cause trouble. Everything she did, in the end, blew up in her face, hurt her. One night she realized the best man in her life was sitting with her, telling her it was all going to be okay. She kissed him and it was wonderful and he’s always good to her.

        Their daughter is growing up, she’s away at school now and it seems like it might be a good idea for Nia to return to the workforce. The city isn’t getting any cheaper. She gets a job offer from an old friend. The brother of her very hot ex-boyfriend. She cried on her husband’s shoulder a lot over this guy, back when Geoff was just her buddy.

        Having her ex back in her life stirs up old feelings in both of them. They both like it. There was something exciting about that time when they were twenty. It’s safe now. He’s got her. They can fantasize, right?
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* * *

        Obsessed Series

        Obsessed: Book One

        Obsessed: Book Two

        Four couples lives intertwine as they explore their erotic boundaries. From simple wife-watching to cuckolding and domination and humiliation, these couples have one thing in common: they all share the same incredible bull. And he is far more than they even expected.

        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’ 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 colourful 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.
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* * *

        The Cayman Proxy Series:

        The Cayman Proxy (Box One)

        Mitchell Sutton’s family is one of the wealthiest in London. But Mitch is an outsider, the handsome young son who took his own path. He’s in love with a girl from the wrong side of the tracks.

        Kate’s a troubled Council house girl thrown into a lifestyle she never imagined. But she’s more than his dressed up little princess.

        He’s got just about everything she needs. But she’s got a mind full of dark thoughts she can’t escape. And there’s something Mitch can’t give her.

        She needs something his money can’t buy.

        He would do anything for her.

        They hit the hot beaches of Grand Cayman, a reunion with an old friend and a handsome stranger. Passion boils in her blood. Can she make this work or will her desires destroy the man she loves?
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* * *

      
        Pool Party

        A cuckold thriller.

        Darren’s wife is far away this weekend at a conference in New York City. At least that’s what she told him. Who knows these days?

        He’s got a sneaking suspicion Lynn’s been cheating on him. Nothing concrete; little things. Like the gym dedication, the slim-fitting new clothes ... there’s an attitude as well. And she’s been denying him his marital pleasures.

        A distance has been growing between them though they’ve been happily married for twenty-five years.

        Today’s the hottest day of the summer. A hundred-and-five degrees, and at Darren’s house it’s about to get even hotter ...

        A fortuitous knock on the door brings Darren surprises and clues to the mysteries that have been keeping him awake ...

        He worried his imagination had been getting away from him ...

        Sometimes the worst thing you can imagine isn’t even close.
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* * *

        Going A Little Too Far

        You couldn’t picture a sweeter couple than Troy and Emma.

        Troy’s a former Division One college wrestler. A walking water park at two-sixty-five, with shoulders no woman could get her arms around and a set of abs you could scrub laundry on.

        Emma’s a sweet little Georgia Peach. Pretty as can be in her proper dresses; she’s a good girl from a good family that raised her right.

        You couldn’t tell by looking at them that they were two straight-up freaks that loved to push each other’s kinky buttons.

        Emma, with all her book club shyness, loves to be man-handled, loves to be lifted off her feet and dominated. Troy is a monster with a six-hundred-fifty pound deadlift and she’s like a feather in his arms.

        Troy likes to be humiliated. He knows he doesn’t have much ‘down there’ and he likes his virginal wife to tell him he’s no good and she’d have to get what she wanted elsewhere.

        Couple of closet freaks.

        A summer housewarming party on a scorching hot West Texas day puts a gift in their lap. A big, larger-than-life playtoy for Emma to tease her husband with. He wants her to. She wants to do it. But once it starts, where do you stop? What’s going too far?
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* * *

        Taken While He Watches: On Their Honeymoon

        Ken and Ashley just got married and while money is super-tight they’ve got themselves a weekend getaway in the Honeymoon Suite looking out over the ocean on the sunny Carolina coast.

        The room was a steal. Turns out it’s Bike Week and no one books the Honeymoon Suite during Bike Week. Especially not two dopey white kids from the suburbs.

        A mix-up leaves them in trouble and they don’t know how they can get out of it, don’t even know how they’ll get home. They get some help from their hotel neighbours. A half dozen handsome, muscular, and very wealthy black men.

        Ken’s wary but Ash is all in.

        When they find out she’s saved herself for her special night she becomes the star of the show and they’ll offer anything to help her...

        Ken doesn’t like it but she’s going to do what they ask. She says it’s for their future...
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* * *

        Taken While He Watches: At The Combine

        Coralee has put her own career on hold to help her husband keep his Sports Podcast afloat. He’s spent eighty grand on his tiny entertainment empire.

        Bobby just needs a big break. His business is a half second away from going belly-up. When their camera captures an XXL wardrobe malfunction by the combine’s star prospect they see an opportunity.

        Coralee will do anything to get an interview with him. She’ll use the video as leverage. She’ll get to this bad boy super-athlete, even if she has to break into the locker room…

        She’s doing it to save the family business, right?
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* * *

        Taken By His Best Friends: At The Hockey Rink

        Marguerite was a sexy little French student Randall fell in love with at college. She loved hockey. He played hockey.

        They fell in love and they married. They live a regular 9 to 5 now, but Randall and his best friends still play once a week. They are four big guys and they play rough and Marguerite is always there to cheer them from the stands.

        When they all end up alone in the locker room after a bench-clearing brawl passions are already high. And when some innocent flirting starts it quickly tumbles out of control.

        Marguerite does nothing to stop it. Randall is frozen...

        He’s going to watch his best friends do all the dirty things they’ve ever dreamed of doing to his wife...
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* * *

        Measured Next To Her Ex: A Medical Size Comparison Cuckold Fantasy

        When Ben Watson went to the new Sexual Performance Clinic across from his office he was just looking to get some help.

        But when he showed up on Opening Day the place was so overwhelmed they started doubling up in exam rooms to make sure all the patients were assessed.

        Of all the gin joints in all the—

        Guess who his exam partner is? Yeah, his honey-pie’s ex-boyfriend. He is going to be sitting next to him, knees practically touching, while theses nurses assess their size and performance using only their latex hands.

        He could leave, get the hell out of there. That would be sensible. But he’s kind of curious. A dark part of him wants to know something. Wants to know what his precious girl’s ex-lover has between his legs.

        He’s going to wish he left.

        Then, when his obscenely endowed exam mate starts to relate to the nurses the casual but very dirty hook-ups he’s been having with an ex, Ben’s hands really start sweating.

        This is going to be the worst day of Ben’s life.
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* * *

        Size Curious Brat

        Matt Walsh is on his way home from Harvard. It’s Thanksgiving recess and he hasn’t been with his sweet Chloe Rose in months. He can’t wait to get off the bus and wrap his arms around his baby girl.

        Chloe’s a perverted little high-schooler with a habit for trouble. She loves her boyfriend Matt and she’s been aching for him.

        But there’s a problem.

        Matt’s step brother came home early. He’s a bully. A domineering man’s man who made Matt’s life miserable growing up. Now he’s a sexy deep-sea welder just getting home from Louisiana after two months at sea and he hasn’t even seen a woman in ages.

        After a brief, naked encounter in the hallway little Chloe can’t get something out of her mind. Matt’s stepbrother Moric is built much better than other men and she can’t stop thinking about it.

        It makes Matt mad but Chloe is just naturally curious. She doesn’t think it’s a big deal. She’s just never seen anything like that before.

        Now Moric’s got his eyes on his little brother’s prize possession. She’s not exactly unwilling. Moric is a big powerful stud and Matt is powerless to stop him. Once he starts neither of them could stop him. He could take whatever he wants. It might be better—if Moric would let him—to just join him…
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