
        
            
                
            
        

    
Size Curious Brat 2, chapter 1 (Patreon)

Matt felt profoundly dirty when he woke up in the morning. In the cold wintry light of the dawn everything that he’d done last night felt so shameful. He closed his eyes. He could cry right now.

But why? It had been absolutely amazing. His heart had hammered in his chest, he’d never had better sex, ever. But who the fuck was he now?

Freak status.

He brought his hands to his face and covered himself. Fuck, he was a guy who couldn’t stop thinking about his debauchery, his wonderful night of perversion. He was a guy who wanted more, could do it again right now. He pulled the duvet back and looked down. His cock was hard as steel right now, poking up and to the right, practically lifting his waistband off his belly. He peeled his underwear back, let his erection free.

He couldn’t be harder right now. He squeezed it with his fingers, it was like metal, even the glans was firm. His iPhone was on the nightstand—he reached over, grabbed it and swiped to his camera. A couple of light strokes to make sure he kept it rock-hard-max, then watched it in his phone, angling it so it looked its most impressive. He was so hard it hurt to push it downward. It was nothing compared to what his brother, Moric, had, but Chloe loved it anyway, so he snapped a pic, put a nice filter on it then zipped it off to her, closed his eyes and waited.

His phone vibrated.

Chloe: mornin stud. That for me?

Matt: wish you stayed over

Chloe: me to

Matt: you good this morning?

Chloe: Can barely walk. Fraid to poop

Matt: lol skip your coffee

Chloe: So wan too see you rt now. Come over

Matt: I’ll see you this aft we’ll sneak up to my room

Chloe: bring your friend

Matt: Moric?

Chloe: No the one you sent me a pic of

Matt: You’re coming here. Come early please-b4 lunch

Chloe: dum fam stuff. Be there later

Matt: fuuuck

Chloe: you better not start without me

Matt: Going to be weird to see Moric tonight

Chloe: We should fuck with him

He looked up at the ceiling of his room, put his phone on his chest. He should get up, go down for breakfast. What would it be like to see Moric this morning?

  *

“Mornin’ hotshot, where’s that girl of yours?” Moric asked him very close to his ear, looming behind him when he wasn’t looking, him trying to pour the last of the OJ, empty the carton and not spill any over the top of his glass.

“Jesus, Moric,” he said, flinching, spilling juice onto the marble counter.

Mom was behind them, stirring a pot on the stove, without looking admonishing Matt, saying, “Could you watch your language, please? … on this day of all days.”

Moric swiped the carton from his hand and upended it into his mouth.

Matt said to his mother, “Mom, Thanksgiving isn’t about Jesus. It’s not Christmas.”

“Whatever,” she said, “just try and keep the potty mouth to a minimum, what do you say? And I think the Puritans were Christians … ”

Moric crushed the empty cardboard juice carton in his fist then pushed it into Matt’s chest, shoving him against the counter. “Yeah, watch the smugness, too, Harvard.” He belched in his mouth then pointed the exhale toward Matt’s face making him wince and pull away from his brother’s OJ breath. Moric smacked his lips, smiling, said, “Just mind your mother.”

Matt frowned and shook his head at Moric, gestured for him to leave him alone. He’d hoped Moric wouldn’t be such a dick today given what they shared last night.

Moric frowned, too, looking puzzled. He mouthed: “What?”

Matt whispered, “Don’t be a dick.”

Moric whispered, “You’re a dick,” and nudged his chin toward Matt aggressively.

Mom asked: “When is that lovely Chloe coming today?”

“I don’t know, Mom, she’s got fam—”

Moric: “That’s what I wanted to know, too, Mom.”

“—ily stuff … what did you want to know?”

Moric said, “When is she … coming?”

“I don’t know … ” Matt said, disbelief that Moric would be so disrespectful to Chloe (and juvenile) in front of their mom.

Mom asked him: “Will she be here before lunch?”

“Around lunch time.”

Moric whispered, “I can’t wait to see her again … she’s gonna come before lunch, Matty?”

His mother: “Would she drive you to the store for me?”

Moric, in a whisper: “Come on my cock.”

Matt leaned away from Moric, bothered, brushing him off with a hand while Moric laughed. “The store … ? For what?”

“I need a few more things, Matthew. Just go for me.”

There had been an incident with his Mom’s car during the summer, Chloe-related (though she didn’t know that part), and she was reluctant to offer up her vehicle to him. He said, “What about Moric? He’s got his truck. He can go for you … ”

Moric scoffed, saying “Sorry, Matt, I have to work out. I want to look good for my new girlfriend.”

Mom, still at the stove with her back to them, said, “New girlfriend? Really?”

“Yeah, Mom … a real stunner … ”

“Anyone I might know?”

Moric said, “Maybe you know her,” smirking. “Blonde hair, green eyes, little thing … ”

Matt stiffened, anxiety and anger lowering his brow. “Hey,” he whispered.

“Nah, I’m kidding. A girl down south,” Moric said.

Mom said, “Is it serious?”

“I don’t know. Just physical, but you’d be crazy, you know, not to want to lock this little tiger up … ”

“Why’s that?”

Moric winked to Matt, saying, “Between the sheets, Mom. You know … in the sack, I mean, this girl—”

“I don’t want to hear it, Moric,” Mom scolded.

  *

Matt watched the driveway from the stairs to the second floor, looking out through a broad square window above the huge, steel front door. He felt a shudder when he saw Chloe’s rusted Focus coming up the snowy drive.

“‘Kay, Mom,” he shouted towards the kitchen as he headed out the front door, “back in a half hour.” He slammed the heavy door behind him and headed down the driveway to intercept Chloe.

She was in the driver’s seat, her hands held up, frowning at him, giving him her ‘What the fuck? Face,’ wondering why he was coming out to her car. He jumped in next to her, grabbed the lapels of her ski jacket and pulled her lips to his. She was light as a feather, you could make her do anything.

He inhaled her deeply as his tongue wrapped around hers, his arms went around her and he squeezed her tight. She gave it back to him, her smooth little tongue darting over his, her hands coming up and scratching his neck lightly.

“Fuck, I missed you last night,” he said finally, letting her mouth go, but still holding her to him.

“Me too, baby, I wish I could sleep over. I’m just so happy I’m here now, I want to make out with you for like a hour.”

He looked deep into those sleepy emerald eyes. He wanted to consume her, destroy her with his love. He’d never felt like this before, he could hug her so tight she’d stop breathing. He slumped, said, “We have to go to the grocery store—”

“Shit, baby, why?”

“My mom needs a bunch of things for dinner.”

“What? How come—well, like what?”

“I don’t know. She gave me a list. She doesn’t need anything, she’s just freaking out because everyone’s coming.”

“Ah, fuck, Matt, I got myself worked up on the way over here.”

“You can’t wait another hour?” He let his hand travel up the inside of her denim thigh and he grabbed her firmly between her legs, felt her damp heat there.

“Oh, Matty,” she gasped, her eyes closed and her head tilted back, “you’re such an asshole.”

“You feel so good Chloe, you’re so hot down here, I feel how bad you want it.”

“I do,” she gasped, her little voice just a puff of bubble gum breath.

“You’re not too sore down here?” he whispered to her.

“Ah, it does hurt, but I need more, baby,” she said to the roof of her Ford while his hand rubbed her firmly through her jeans. He drove his middle fingers into the denim, pushed them, mashed the fabric into her sex and she moaned.

“Oh, Matt, that feels so good,” she said. Her hand went down and cranked her seat and she tilted it back partway, leaned against it and spread her long, thin legs for him.

“You going to come right here in my driveway for me, Chloe?”

“Oh, fuck, Matt, I think I am,” she whispered. Her hips squirmed against him, her sex ground against his hand. He watched her face, wanted to see her pretty mouth part when she came for him.

“Ah, Matt,” she said, “oh, baby.” Her eyes opened, winter light glinting off the snow putting a wet, white spot under her thick long eyelashes. “Oh, shit, Matt, stop, stop, stop,” she hissed and her legs clamped together.

He looked over his shoulder, saw his mom standing at the open front door. She held her wrist up and pointed at an imaginary watch. He nodded to her, his face going beet red.

Chloe waved, then shifted the car in reverse. “Well, that was so embarrassing,” she said, looking over her shoulder as she worked back down the long snowy drive.

“Oh, God,” Matt said, “she totally saw that. Fuck.”

“Matt, when you graduate can we get our own place?” she asked him as she backed out onto the quiet road, put it into first.

“Of course, baby—not even a year away.”

“Good,” she said as they headed out of the subdivision, “I can’t wait—I feel like you and me are going to get up to all kinds of kinky stuff, baby.”

  *

They were standing in the produce section of the high-end Kroger Marketplace when Chloe put a cucumber in his hand.

“What’s this?” he asked her.

“That’s a ‘bush slicer.’”

“Okay. We don’t need cucumbers. Not on the list,” he said, hefting the big cucumber.

“‘Bush slicer’ is kind of appropriate, don’t you think?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Look at it,” she said, hands on her slim hips.

He looked at the cucumber. Kind of got it. It was big and thick and kind of tapered at the end. “What do you mean—you mean, like—”

“That’s almost exactly like Moric’s cock,” she said, uninhibited. He looked around, worried someone would hear her. “And he sliced my bush pretty good. You know, even though I shave it.”

“Chloe …”

“It looks good in your hand, Matty,” she laughed.

“Gross, Chloe. Come on, you’re supposed to be helping me out. Not looking for stuff that looks like penises. Could you stay on task, please?” He handed her back her big cucumber.

“Did you touch it last night?”

“Touch what? His dick?”

“Yeah.”

“No, Chloe. Are you crazy? I did not touch my step-brother’s dick.”

She smiled at him, playing with the cucumber, running her hand along it while she talked. “I couldn’t always see what was going on behind me. Maybe you were touching him. Or maybe you were squeezing his balls while you ate me out.”

“Jesus, Chloe,” he said, looking around again. There were lots of people around and it was like she wanted them to hear.

“That would be so hot.”

“One: that’s fucking gross, two: Moric would punch me right in the face if I touched his dick.”

“I bet you he wouldn’t.”

“You don’t know Moric.”

“I know him pretty good meow,” she said, talking like a kitty cat and letting him see her grip stroking the tip of the cucumber. He winced and it made her laugh.

“You’re a sexy, sexy freak,” he said.

“Would you do it?”

“I don’t want to do that.”

“What if I asked really nice—”

“Nope,” he said briskly. His mind was made up on that one.

“You’re such a prude,” she said.

He laughed out loud, up into the high, steel girder ceiling. His back was to her and he was going through wicker baskets of organic herbs looking for oregano. “You have to be kidding. A prude? After last night?”

He felt something poking him between his butt cheeks. He flinched, said, “Stop it, Chloe, come on.”

She did it again, pushing his cheeks apart. “Chloe, stop,” he said and he turned. She was holding the cucumber and laughing.

“See, such a prude,” she laughed.

He looked at her seriously, said, “Even if Moric wouldn’t kick my head in for touching his dick, I just don’t want to do that. Chloe, I’m not a prude. You can take a dump on my chest, pee in my face … I just don’t want to touch a penis.”

“Gross, Matt. Why would you want me to do awful things, weirdo? You don’t want me to … poop … on your chest, do you?”

He went back to his herb search, said, “No, I’m just trying to emphasize how I have no interest in touching a dick.”

She was right up against him now, leaning her light body into him. “Don’t you ever wonder what it would be like to touch another guy’s penis?”

“No, I’ve never wondered that.”

“It would be so sexy. Penises are so neat.”

He laughed at her. “Penises are neat, are they?”

“I think so.”

He kissed her warm forehead, said, “Why would you want to see me touch a penis?”

“I don’t know. If we were all together and we just went wild. It would be hot to see you touch one, put it in your mouth. Oh, God, or rub them together, that would be crazy hot.”

“Really? You think that would be hot?”

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” she bubbled.

“Well, forget it, sweetheart,” he said, and he turned on her, headed to find shortening which he had no idea where to even start looking. “Hey, do you want me to buy you that cucumber?”

“No,” she said and she threw it in with a bunch of peaches she was walking past, “maybe we can get the real thing later.”
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Driving home from the grocery store, shopping bags in the rear of the hatchback, Chloe asked Matt to take out his penis.

He said, “Here?”

They were in thick suburban traffic, stuck on the main drag, crawling along with the holiday traffic.

She said, “Chicken?”

“No,” he said, looking around to see if anyone could see in. There were people everywhere. He unzipped his fly and pushed the front of his underwear apart, fished around and stretched his penis out so she could see it. “There,” he said, still looking around nervously.

She looked down, saw him stretching it out for her, frowned, said, “Don’t show me that soft shit, make it hard for me, Matty.”

“You make it hard,” he said, mad at her.

Now she was glancing over her shoulder, then she licked her palm and reached over blindly; he took her wrist and guided her to find it.

Her slippery little hand got his heart pounding and she had him like steel in half a minute. “Wow, baby,” she said. She took her hand back, changed gears as traffic picked up. “Show me your balls now, Matty.”

She had him so hot the edge of his vision grew blurry. He fumbled around inside his pants and he pulled them out, pushed his pants down so they would hang over the edge a bit. “Here, Chloe,” he said, wanting her to look.

“Hold on,” she said, watching where she was going. She slowed down as they bunched up at another light, then looked down at his exposed parts.

“I’m so horny right now, Matty. Can you stroke it for me?”

He looked to the right, some mom yelling at her kids in the car next to him. He stroked his shaft for her, showed her his fingers going up and down on it. “Show me something Chloe.”

Chloe touched her shirt like she would unbutton it then shook her head, kicked her sneakers off. She pulled up on the brake and unbuttoned her jeans.

“Chloe, what are you doing?” he said, laughing at her.

“Showing you something, Matty,” she said, and she raised up off her seat and pushed her pants and panties right down her thighs.

“Holy shit, Chloe,” Matt said, still laughing.

She was laughing, too, as she pushed her jeans down over her knees and then pulled her little feet out of them. Cars had started to move and there was a honk behind them. “I’d never get my shirt off any way,” she laughed.

She jumped off the clutch, trying to catch up with traffic and he looked over into the footwell at her tiny bare feet and painted toes working the pedals, her jeans and shoes scattered around down there.

“You’re so crazy, Chloe,” he said, “I love you.” His hand brushed up her thigh, headed between her legs and she gasped out a high squeak, the car wobbled. “Careful, Chloe,” he said as his hand came between her warm bare legs and found her hot slippery sex.

“Oh, Matt,” she moaned.

“Chloe, you’re dripping wet.” She tilted herself open to him and his fingers slid across her little pink parts.

It was his turn to gasp as her hand found his glans, didn’t even know she was looking. “You going to fuck me when we get home?” she said, her hand gently stroking him.

“No, I can’t.”

“You tease,” she whispered.

“No, all my family is there now, we won’t be able to.”

“What …? Oh, come on, Matty, I can’t take it.”

His middle finger found her hard sweet button and worked it for her, watched her long eyelashes close as her eyes went sleepy, her pouty lips parted. He said, “You can’t take it?”

“I can’t, Matty.”

The car drifted off to the right and there was an aggressive honking behind her. She slowed almost to a stop and Matt kept his hand pressing her button, watching her struggle.

“Where are you going, Chloe?” he laughed, “you don’t even know what you’re doing right now.”

She’d turned them down a snowy side street, a long street with houses lining either side, cars in all the driveways, everyone home for Thanksgiving. The car was going so slow, the four-cylinder sounded like it was going to stall.

“You can’t even work the clutch, sweetheart,” he whispered to her, his fingers slipping across her wet pink sex, threatening to slip inside her but never committing. Her hand had stopped on him, just held his hard penis while she felt him work his magic on her, but she came aware and she squeezed him with her fingertips, made him slippery, too.

“Ah,” he gasped, buckling as her fingers were able to slide all around his swollen tip, teasing him in return now.

Chloe giggled, said, “We have to pull over, Matty.”

“We do,” he agreed, and he stopped teasing her, but kept his hand where it was. It didn’t want to ever leave this place.

Her bare legs flexed and worked the clutch as she picked up speed, wandering down the suburban side streets looking for a quiet place for them to park and get this thing done before they both went completely out of their minds.

“God, there’s nowhere,” she whined, her face furrowing with frustration as they rounded another corner and they saw more of the same, houses and houses, everyone home.

“Up there,” Matt said, “up there,” his hand pointing and fluttering. A tree-lined field, maybe a baseball diamond, a parking lot, some low buildings.

“Oh, shit, thank God, Matty,” she said, and his fingers took up their exploring again.

She careened left without signaling, bouncing up the edge of the curb and speeding through the small empty parking lot. She drove it straight toward a snowbank and then slammed the brake, her Focus sliding through the polished snow and her bumper just missed the plowed bank. She cranked the brake, took her foot off the clutch and let it stall as she climbed between the seats and into the back.

“Oh, Chloe,” Matt moaned, trying to smooth and touch her bare legs as she crawled past him.

“Hurry, Matty,” she said.

He lunged to follow her, yanked back hard by the seatbelt and he hissed, fuck! as it squeezed his middle and precum surged from his tip.

“Matt, please, get back here,” Chloe hissed.

“I’m coming,” he said, unhitching the belt and climbing back, his hand going into his back pocket to get his hidden condom.

She pulled him to her lips, her small fists bunching up the lapels of his woolen peacoat. She kissed him hard, trying to consume him and his hands slipped up under her shirt and felt her slim sides, her sweet, tight body. He lifted her up to her knees and kissed her, both of them hunched over, the tops of their heads pressing against the charcoal felt roof of her old Focus.

Chloe spun quickly and bent, looked over her shoulder at him, her bare white rump exposed to him, her wet mound split and shining desperately.

His hands were shaking so badly he couldn’t tear the condom packet open.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m getting my condom on,” he said, his fingers so wet from Chloe they kept slipping off as he tried to tear the foil open.

“Matty, fuck, just slide it in me, pull out, just pull out.”

She was right. Fuck this condom. He threw it up into the front, frustrated, and he took his aching erection and slid it up and down his girl’s pretty shaved sex. She was so hot and wet—he couldn’t believe what a little dirty brat she was. It was Thanksgiving for crying out loud. He slid himself inside her and she hissed.

“Careful,” she said, “I’m kinda sore.”

She was boiling inside. The air was cold and wintry even in the car’s cabin and the cold flesh of his hard cock felt like it was on fire when he slid it inside her.

“Oh, baby, Chloe,” he said, his hands going over the smooth round globes of her cheeks, watching his cock slide in and out of her heat, he put his hands around her thin waist and smoothed them up her ribs to her braless bare little breasts.

“Oh, Matt, you feel so good,” she moaned. She pushed him back, let him sink all of himself inside her, forced him back to sit on his heels and she sat back on his cock, raised herself up against him and pressed her back against his chest. She bounced on his little cock, whimpering to him as she did. He ran his hands up under her shirt and he felt her hard swollen nipples, watched her parted swollen lips, her upturned nose and long eyelashes as she thrilled herself on him.

He wasn’t going to last long, and he didn’t think she would either. He lay back and rested his head on the cold glass of the window, closed his eyes, concentrated on how hard he felt, how soft and hot and wet his girl was.

“Oh, fucking shit, Matty,” she said. She stopped.

“What is it baby?” he said, but when he opened his eyes he knew. His heart clutched, seized right up and his lungs stopped working.

Lights, bright halogens, flickering bright enough in the daylight to change the color of the ceiling of her old Ford. Flashing blue then red.

“Fucking cops,” she said. She slid off him and his cock slapped up onto his belly.

His hands were shaking out of control as he slid his briefs back up and covered himself. He wanted to get up and look, see what was happening, but instead he slunk himself down and pressed himself into the seat wanting to pass through it and disappear into another universe.

  *

Chloe threw herself across from Matt, slumped in the seat like he was, the points of their knees touching. “Fucking unbelievable,” she said, rolling her eyes and blowing the hair out of her face.

“Chloe, cover yourself up,” he said, looking down at her thin parted legs and her glistening bald mound, her pink-brown puckered lips pouting out and engorged.

“My pants are up front,” she said.

“Well … close your legs,” he said.

There was a sharp double knock at the driver’s side window and Matt winced.

Chloe made eye contact with whomever was behind him, and her head lolled before she got off the bench and reluctantly climbed into the front. Matt sat up and looked over his shoulder, trying not to look as scared as he felt. She turned the key in the ignition and he heard the motors wind her window down. Matt could see the crotch, belt, and gun of the black-uniformed officer, a man, with his thick-finger hand on his hip.

“Yes, officer …?” Chloe said, sounding innocent, but with a hint of arrogance and condescension.

“You want to be here, ma’am?”

“Pardon?”

“You want to be here with this man? Are you here against your will?”

“What …? Matt …? … He’s my boyfriend,” she said, turning back and looking at Matt, her expression: Can you believe this guy?

The cop asked her: “How old are you?”

“I’m eighteen,” she said.

“Do you have your ID?”

“It’s in my purse,” she said, and she held her hand out to Matt without looking, her fingers wiggling at him. He looked in the footwell saw her fake leather purse on the floor and he handed it to her.

“My boyfriend just got back from college and we haven’t seen each other in months, you know. It’s Thanksgiving, his house is full of people,” she said, rummaging through her bag, pulling things out that weren’t her ID. “I don’t think I have it.”

“How about you, sir?” The cop looked down at him through the rear driver’s side window, bending so he could look in Matt’s eyes. He was no-fun-looking at all, serious business with his shaved head.

“Yeah, I have mine,” Matt said, his voice up high again.

“Would you come up to the front, please, sir?”

“Oh, hey, here it is,” Chloe pronounced and handed it to the officer.

He read it. “Chloe Rose? … your mom Cyn Rose?”

“Yeah, you know my mom?”

He didn’t say anything just kept chewing his gum and handed back her license. Matt looked down at Chloe as he climbed into the passenger seat, saw her bare legs, her naked sex right out where this guy could see it.

The cop said, “You two get home to your Thanksgiving, all right?”

“Do you want my ID?” Matt said, holding it out for him, in front of Chloe.

Chloe waved Matt’s hand away, irritated. She asked the cop: “Couldn’t we just finish up?”

“No.”

“But we were so close.”

The cop got down close to her, his elbow on the ledge of the car door, he looked over his sunglasses at her, said as calm as he could maintain, “You know, I could fine you for public lewdness.”

“Fine,” she said, giving the cop the stink-eye the whole time her window slid up between them.

When the cop was gone back to his cruiser, Chloe did up her seatbelt saying, “What a fucking asshole, huh?”

“Let’s just get going, please.”

She looked at him and said, “You want to just use our hands on each other?”

“No, I think we should just go home, Chloe.”
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Thanksgiving dinner was fun despite the afternoon’s troubles and his throbbing set of blue balls. The cast of characters: Matt’s mom was there, Dominik of course, Moric was there, dressed nicely, Chloe making funny, cute little faces at him, making him laugh, Grandma Foster was there, and then Dominik’s big brother from Hungary, Roman, and his wife Angela, Dominik and Roman’s mother, a shriveled, toothless, black-eyed lady who you never knew whether she understood any English at all.

When they’d arrived home from the grocery store, Matt and Chloe coming in each holding two bags, one in each hand, Moric met them at the archway to the kitchen in his workout sweats. Taking the bags from Chloe, he’d said, “Matt let you carry those?”

“I don’t mind,” she said.

“She’s strong, don’t worry about it,” Matt said, hoisting his load up onto the marble countertop.

Mom said, “What took you two so long? Everybody’s here now.”

Matt said, “Mom, you don’t even need these things. What, are you going to make a new salad?”

Moric had said, “You don’t know what they were up to? These sex freaks …”

Mom said, “Stop it, Moric. Just help get these things in the fridge.”

And he did, pulling things out of the bag and moving around, corralling Chloe while he did it, pushing her up against the counter, her giggling and putting her hands between her legs and hunching her shoulders up. Moric had a smile the whole time; moving around her acting like she was in the way, brushing past her, making sure that he rubbed his crotch along her as he went, flexing his muscles when she was looking. Matt got himself between the two of them and his mom so she wouldn’t notice. Moric and Chloe getting along so well now.

At dinner, they were sat separate from Moric, and he and Chloe and Matt were all on their best behavior, though that was expected from Matt. They had turkey and ham, a potato casserole full of cream and cheese, roasted onions, turnip and squash, Hungarian sausage of course, though this evening with mixed company Moric refrained from any comparison. They had creamed onions, too, stuffing, Brussels sprouts with bacon and cranberries.

Matt kept his appetite at bay. He knew he would be spending time with Chloe later and he didn’t want a full stomach. He noted that Chloe abstained as well, picking at her food. And despite Moric’s bulk and tremendous appetite, he seemed to keep it in moderation as well. No beer even, just a glass of wine. He was pretty presumptive, if it was the case him not wanting to be stuffed in case they got naked later; just assuming that he would have sex with Matt’s girlfriend again tonight, two nights in a row. Though Matt knew that Chloe was eager he didn’t like Moric assuming she was.

Dinner conversation was easy because there were so many voices. Matt stayed mostly quiet and fielded questions about how it was going at Harvard. “Very good,” he said in his pat response, told them how he was doing, what he intended when he graduated next year. They asked Chloe what she wanted to do and she would shrug and act bashful, make light of it by saying “Whatever Matt’s doing, I’ll be there.” That drew coos from the old-timers.

When the turkey was done, coffee was poured, then it was time for pecan pie and while Moric and Matt turned it down, Chloe had a piece with two scoops of ice cream. But she always liked sugar. The men drank aperitifs, and then slowly the table was cleared and the women made their way into the kitchen, Matt encouraging Chloe to join them. The men sat around and talked, Moric bragging about all the work he was getting down on the Gulf Coast. The table was uncomfortable for sitting too long, and groups began to separate, Dominik and Roman helping their mother to go downstairs, Grandma Foster joining them, the two men beginning to play pool while the older ladies sat and watched television.

Moric hung out with his father and his uncle, not playing pool, but sitting on a stool and wisecracking with them. Matt sat on the couch and changed channels for the two older ladies who would never be able to figure out the remote controls necessary to operate Dominik’s home theater. He got the channel turned to Matlock, relief flooding through him finding something that wasn’t sports that these two ladies would want to watch.

His vision closed off suddenly, two warm and damp hands pressing against his eyeballs. He reached up and grabbed the slender wrists that could only belong to Chloe. She giggled and clambered over the back of the couch like a five-year-old, collapsing next to him, her head in his lap, her feet down by Grandma Foster who kept a stoic face but Matt knew would not like his girlfriend’s unladylike behavior. He kissed her forehead and ran his hand over her hair while she looked up at him.

“Your hands are warm and wet,” he said.

“Dish pan hands,” she said.

“You guys all done up there?”

“No, your mom sent me down here to have fun with you.”

Matt said, “She just says that—you’re supposed to resist and stay to the end helping out.”

She whispered, “I don’t really want to.”

“I don’t care what you do,” he said, smiling.

“Should I go back up?”

“What do you think?”

“Will you come with me?”

“No way. I hate doing dishes.”

“I hate doing them, too. I’m staying with you.”

“That’s fine,” he laughed, and gave her a hug. “Stay here with me.”

***

10 PM, everyone getting groggy, Chloe took on all comers, sitting next to Matt on the couch with her Xbox controller and no one could beat her. They played Gran Turismo, and though Dominik’s brother had raced real rally cars in Hungary in his twenties even he couldn’t beat her. Winner stayed and played, and she remained undefeated through many challenges, Dominik and Roman, his brother’s wife Angela, Mom, even Matt who spent his fair share of time behind the theoretical wheel of Gran Turismo’s cars.

She had the room charmed except for Grandma Foster who seemed to recoil at her gregarious antics; the high-pitched shrieks and giggles, the leaning from side to side as if riding in a real live car. At one point she kicked a foot out and almost toppled Matt’s Pepsi, but it only wobbled, and managed to stay upright.

Right now she had Matt’s mom dead ahead of her on a straightaway and Mom was convinced this was going to be her big break. Chloe was gaining. She sat bent forward, low, as if to reduce all drag possible and Mom was laughing and yelling, her face flushed red from a good time and a little too much wine. Chloe gained and gained, getting close enough Mom’s black Porsche loomed fully in Chloe’s half of the screen. Chloe PIT maneuvered her, like a cop car chase; she dug the nose of her Ferrari under mom’s whale-tail and skewed her rear-wheel-drive so she spun out and cracked up against the guard rail, doing three-sixties till she came to rest in a swatch of sand. Mom laughed, but clambered now to wrestle Chloe’s controller away from her so no one would win, but Chloe was wiry and focused and she squirmed herself behind Matt, her controller held where it couldn’t be reached. The two women hollered and regaled loudly, Matt pulling up his hands between them to preserve the sportsmanship of game.

Chloe won, then tossed away the controller, squirting to pass through on the other side of Matt, Grandma Foster tsk-ing the whole time. Chloe strutted off the couch, pulling her shirt down where it had bared her tummy then raised two fists up and chanted, “Undefeated!”

Everyone laughed, including mom, though Grandma Foster’s eyes stabbed at the spectacle with admonishment and Dominik and Roman’s mother grinned toothlessly, probably unsure of what was so funny.

“On that note—Karen,” Dominik said, his big gnarly hands taking Matt’s mom by the waist and helping her to stand.

“Aw,” mom sighed, using two hands to brush away the hair that clung to her face. “We were having so much fun.”

Dominik said, “We can have fun upstairs.”

Chloe clucked her tongue and wolf-whistled, winking slyly at his mom whose mouth dropped into an ‘O’ shape. Chloe held up a hand, thumb and forefinger forming a circle, then ran two fingers from the other hand in and out of the hole.

Mom giggled and covered her mouth, went to Chloe saying “Oh, you’re so bad,” hugging her and kissing her on the cheek. “Good night, Chloe,” it was wonderful to see you again.

“Good night, Mrs. Laszlo,” she said, kissing her in return then pointing straight at Matt saying, “You want another Pepsi, Matty?”

“No, I’m good,” he said, standing up to help Angela getting her mother-in-law to raise up out of the leather recliner. Mom helped Grandma Foster and they all crossed the parquet floor headed for the stairs.

Moric watched, leaning with his elbows on the bar. The fridge and kitchenette behind him, Chloe went to him and he gave her a mean smile, said, “What do you want?” He blocked her access to the fridge.

“Can you get me a Pepsi?” she said, gesturing to the fridge.

“Sure thing, sugar pop,” he said, languidly eating his bulk off the bar and turning to open the fridge.

Matt passed the pool table now, looking back to witness the exchange between the two of them. Moric was bent over, head in the fridge, and Chloe admired his rump. She turned and gave Matt a wink, reached down to Moric’s knee and swept her hand up the inside of his thigh, grabbed a handful between his legs and squeezed, Moric jumping, bumping his head on the roof of the fridge and a can of Pepsi fell and rolled on the floor.

Chloe scooped it up, big smile on her face, and as Matt made it to the steps with the rest of the family, Chloe called to him in a lilting singsong, “Some-body’s-not-wearing-underwear.”

***

While Roman and his wife helped the ancient Laszlo woman to her guest room, Matt helped his mom and Dominik get Grandma Foster to hers. Meanwhile, downstairs, Chloe was alone with Moric and it twisted at Matt’s insides.

At the top of the stairs, giving Grandma Foster a gentle nudge down the hall, Matt turned to head back to the basement. His mother stopped him, calling him back as Dominik took Grandma’s hands, saying “Matt, Matty, get back here …”

He hung his head, groaning “What, Mom?” while every ion in his body grew heavy with atomic weight, needing to be in the basement right now.

“You have fun, dear?” she said, coming to him and putting her arms around his shoulders. “Yeah, Mom. Of course, dinner was awesome.”

“Thank you, Matty,” she said with the slightest slur. “Hey, baby …?”

“Yes, Mom?” he sighed, hand on the rail, one foot down on the first step.

She got close to him, said, “Matty, I like your Chloe …”

“I know, Mom, I like her, too.”

“I bet you do, Matty, I bet you do.” Then she got closer and whispered, “I bet she rocks your world.”

“Okay, Mom, okay … that’s uncomfortable,” he said, shrugging out of her grip.

She released him, but rested one hand on his shoulder and looking him in the eye, said, “That’s what it’s all about—if I’m right, and you love her and she loves you, never let her go …”

“Yes, Mom,” he said, a smile taking control of his face now. “I’m not going to let her go.” But she might outrun me, he thought, keeping that one to himself.

He paused a moment watching his happy mom disappear in the dark of the hall. Off to get a thick, two-finger-fucking, he thought, Dominik’s huge cock reaming his mom in and out while she raked her nails over his back.

“Aw, shit … gross,” he cursed himself, holding his nauseous stomach while he hustled down the stairs.

***

At the bottom of the stairs, coming down fast and taking two at a time, Matt found Moric and Chloe together, Chloe sitting on the lip of the pool table with Moric standing between her thighs, his hands holding her hips.

“Hey, hey,” he said, crossing the parquet floor. It was easy to imagine the worst: Moric’s cock out of his fly, Chloe stroking it with the wetness of her saliva after she had it in her mouth, or, even worse, Chloe tearing a hole in the seam of her jeans and Moric had his cock inside her, going in and out. But as he drew near, coming to join them and standing to the side, it was clear Moric’s fly was done up, Chloe’s hands resting on her thighs.

“Relax, bro, relax,” Moric said to Matt, not looking away from Chloe. “She told me she wouldn’t start without you.”

“Oh,” he said, feeling a swelling in his heart for his beautiful Chloe turning now to smile for him. “Thank you, baby,” he said quietly.

Before Chloe could answer Moric said, “He’s here now,” and he ran his hands from her hips up her sides to caress her little boobs through her shirt.

Chloe giggled and bit her lip, scooted closer to Moric, one hand cupping between his legs. Matt watched what was underneath fill her dainty grip, understanding what the appeal was for his girlfriend.

Matt said, “Are we doing this again?”

Moric said, “Goddamn right we’re doing it again. I couldn’t stop thinking about your girlfriend all night.”

Chloe laughed again, her hand discerning the shape of his penis under the cotton, running her fingertips and squeezing. She said, “I want to get a lot dirtier tonight.”

Matt’s voice was weak, but he managed to say: “Dirtier than last night?”

“Oh, yeah,” she said while looking in Moric’s eyes.

He said, “We can do dirtier.”

“I know you can,” she said.

Matt’s heart was racing now watching the two of them together and he said, “What’s dirtier?”

Chloe said, “Let’s find out.”

Moric said, “I’m going to show you dirtier,” and put his hands down, resting them on the green felt, whispered something in her ear made that made Chloe chortle.

Chloe said, “Okay, but we have to use a lot of lube tonight.” She squeezed in between his legs saying, “This big dick hurt my little hole.”

Moric said, “We can use all the lube you want.” Then, directed at Matt but still looking in Chloe’s eyes, he said, “Matt, you got lube?”

Matt said, “Shouldn’t we go up to the bedroom?”

The sound came of Moric’s zipper, Chloe’s two hands together drawing it down, one disappearing behind the fabric then pulling out Moric’s big brown floppy cock. She watched her hand on it, fingertips stroking up and down as it hung out of the opening.

Moric said, “Did you think about this dick last night?”

Chloe lifted it, taking her thumb and index finger and pulling back his thick foreskin till the pink pointed head of it emerged. She ran the pad of her narrow thumb over the slit.

She said, “Yeah.”

“You did?” Matt said.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I did.”

Moric said, “Did you play with yourself?”

Chloe said, “A little.”

Moric said, “Show me. Show me how you do it.”

Chloe switched hands, taking his cock in her left, slipping the right under the waistband of her pants, her hand moving around under the fabric, between her legs.

Moric said, “God, I can’t wait to see that pink little thing again.”

“You like it?”

“Yeah.”

Chloe asked him: “Did you play with yourself?”

“I didn’t need to. You drained me, didn’t you?”

That made her smile, and she said, “It’s been twenty-four hours—you think you can go again?”

Moric said, “I’m going to fuck every hole in your body tonight.”

Chloe laughed again, this time saying, “You wrecked me but I was ready to go again right away.”

“You’re one horny little girl, aren’t you?”

“I’m always horny,” she said. “And Matty gave me a case of lady-blue-balls today.”

“You need it all the time and my little brother can’t give it?”

“He tried but a cop stopped us.”

Moric said, “No cop could stop me from fucking you.”

She wriggled his cock with her hand, shaking it threateningly saying, “I’d just show him this big thing and he’d back away.”

“And if he didn’t …?”

Chloe made a chick-chick sound, her hand stroking once up and down Moric’s cock, racking it like it were a shotgun and she said, “I’d let him have it.”

Moric said “Squirt him right in the eye?”

Chloe laughed out loud and Moric laughed as well, his eyes glued to her face as she threw her head back and her mouth opened showing her perfect teeth.

Moric said “Shit, Matt, you did so good for yourself, I can’t get over this.” He leaned forward again, resting his hands on the felt, tried to kiss Chloe on the lips but she darted them away.

She said, “No kissing.”

Moric said, “No?”

Chloe bit the corner of her lip as her smile spread wide then said, “You can kiss me here …” and her hand indicated between her legs.

“That’s a deal,” Moric said, and he grabbed her knees and hoisted them up in the air, Chloe laughing and falling back, hitting the back of her head on the granite of the pool table. It didn’t faze her, and Moric buried his head between her legs biting at the crotch of her pants, right over her sex.

Matt had grown to full hardness watching his girlfriend behave this way. But, just as things were getting good, footsteps came down the stairs to the basement and his heart jumped out of his chest.
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Coming down the stairs, Matt saw thick feet and knees and hips as a man descended—at first thinking it was Dominik—slowly revealing that it was his brother, Roman. Heading to the basement in a robe and Adidas flip-flops; in one hand he held a bottle of liquor, his thumb and finger pinching an old-fashioned glass, and underneath the other arm a folded up newspaper.

“Shit,” Matt said, lunging forward and taking Chloe’s wrist and pulling her to sit.

Moric stood upright as well, zipping up, turning to see Roman who was saying, “What you guys doing down here?”

Matt said, “Teaching Chloe how to play pool, but she’s terrible.” Chloe grinned, still sitting on the pool table.

Roman, passing from the right to the left, his rubber shoes clapping on the parquet, said, “Could have predicted that.”

Chloe pouted and whined: “Hey …”

Moric said, “What are you doing?”

“I’m headed to sauna.”

“Sauna? Is it going?”

“Yeah, I fired it up when you idiots were playing your games.”

Moric smiled holding out a hand for Chloe who took it, and he pulled her to stand on the floor next to him. He said to Roman, “How about we join you?”

His back was to them, passing through the gym and turning right down the hall that would take him to the sauna and he said, “I don’t care. But I’m not looking for chitchat.”

Moric smiled at Matt and then Chloe, and said, “What do you say? Sauna? …”

Chloe, eyes glistening, said, “I didn’t even know you had a sauna. I love to get hot and sweaty …”

***

They joined Roman in the vestibule off the hallway that separated it from the cedar-paneled sauna, and served as the dressing room. It was also cedar-paneled, rows of nickel-plated hooks there to hang your things down one side, a bench on the other. Past the bench there was a step down to a metal and glass door that led outside to the garden. Straight ahead and set into the wall was the glass door of a wood stove, a wild and orange fire blazing within, and though Matt had lived here for five years he never actually partook in the benefits of a searing hot sauna, not like Moric or his father did.

Roman set his things down on a bench and said, “I’m not wearing anything under robe.” Not looking for permission to undress just offering up reality.

Moric said, “We don’t wear anything in the sauna in this house.”

Stacked on the bench next to where Roman laid his alcohol, glass, and newspaper were clean and folded white towels that any of them could drape over themselves. But he knew that was honestly not the custom for the Laszlo men. Now he faced the embarrassment of disrobing in front of Moric and his uncle and his Chloe—who would see all three of them in naked comparison. He was getting the idea that Roman would also be well-hung.

Moric unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off, revealing his broad and hairy chest. Chloe slowly disrobed, her eyes waiting to see Roman turn around. She took her shirt off over her head, moving slowly, watching Roman’s bare bottom. She shimmied out of her pants and stood now in just her pink panties and pink bra. Roman had shaken off his robe and hung it up, but his back was to them. He was big and bulky, six-four, with a barrel body, round and pale ass, big legs, and thick feet.

He squatted down, knees popping, sliding his slippers under the bench with his hand and then taking up his paper, bottle, and glass. Between his legs one huge testicle dangled almost to the floor, in front of it a large sagging penis that did touch the floor.

Chloe’s eyes were wide and glued to Roman. When he stood and turned, his huge penis swung between his legs and Chloe pointed saying, “Holy shit, you have a great big dick, too. Do these things run in the family?”

Moric laughed.

Matt said in a stern hiss: “Chloe …”

“What?”

“It’s not polite to do that … Mention things like that.”

“Oh, I’ve never been naked in a sauna with men before. I didn’t know. Guys don’t do that?”

“No, Chloe,” Matt said.

Chloe said, “Sorry, guys. That’s my bad.”

“Don’t worry, Chloe. No one is offended,” Roman said, his eyes moving over her almost bare body.

“You’re doing great here, kid,” Moric said, and he put his arm around her and gave her a friendly hug against his side.

Chloe said, “Right?” Then to Matt: “They just both have really giant dicks, I couldn’t help it.”

“Chloe,” he said again in a tone of admonishment, but he couldn’t hide a smile and she knew it was there. He whispered close to her, “How would you know Moric has a big one?”

She made an Oh, shit! face, her pretty mouth forming a shocked ‘O’ shape. Moric still had his pants on.

Chloe folded her arms behind her and unhooked her bra, tossing it onto the bench, then running her hands over her breasts to perk up her nipples, he thought, then while all three of them watched she shimmied her panties down and left them on the floor. She let them all look and take in her shaved mound like it was no big deal.

Moric hiked his pants down, tossed them on the bench, his dick swinging between his legs while Matt unzipped his own pants. Chloe wasn’t interested in what he was going to reveal, and she watched for Moric to turn back around. Perhaps he was not as exciting as the other two, but he also had something she had seen a thousand times already. He slipped his pants off and got close to her as Roman opened the heavy cedar door next to the glowing stove and a wave of wet heat collapsed out of the small sauna and instantly Matt was sweating.

“Holy shit,” Matt said.

“Wow, that’s hot,” Chloe said and her long buttery hair already looked limp and lank.

Moric said, “Hundred-and-thirty,” tapping the thermometer on the door jamb as they all entered and Matt closed the door behind them.

***

On the right-hand side was the back of the iron stove and its chimney, with blue ceramic tiles on the wall behind it. The room was baking like an oven and smelled like cedar. Benches lined both sides, and at the back two tiers like bunkbeds. The heat was a tangible force in the compact room.

Moric went to the back and sat with his head ducked under the upper level, his legs wide apart, his huge penis and balls hanging down over the edge of the bench resting on the front face. Matt and Chloe took the bench on the left, sitting side-by-side while Roman sat across from them posed much like Moric. He gripped the edge of the bench with both hands, his legs wide apart, displaying what he had for Matt and Chloe to see. Just like Moric’s it was uncircumcised and huge. Roman was a man in his late fifties and age and gravity had taken its toll, the thing looking heavy and lazy.

Matt watched beads of sweat form all over the surface of Chloe’s perfect smooth skin. Looked at her slender shoulders and arms, the way her tummy bunched in little lines the way she sat leaning forward. Chloe’s eyes could not be removed from the new penis in her life. She stared at it as it hung over the bench, brown and wrinkled. She said to Roman, “Hey, you only have one ball. What happened to the other one?”

Matt flinched and put his hand over hers. It was most likely cancer and something someone should never bring up; but Roman said, “Street fight.” He opened the newspaper and lay it next to him on the bench, took the black bottle and poured himself a glass of cherry-colored liquor. He held the bottle out to Moric, wondering if he wanted any. Moric took the bottle.

“Oh, come on … really?” Chloe said. “A street fight?”

Roman took a sip of his drink and said, “A street fight. In Budapest. The Kozvagohid.”

“What? How did you lose it?”

“I was stabbed.”

Moric hissed, but he nodded like he knew the story, drawing his legs together to protect his own genitals from the idea of being stabbed there.

Chloe said, “Are you serious?” Her eyes grew wide.

Roman said, “Yeah. In a bar. Loudmouth. Communist. We went outside and I knock him around. But he didn’t like it, when I turn, going back in bar—he stab me between legs from behind.”

“He tried to stab you there on purpose?” Chloe said, her face frightful, nose turned up, her lips sneering.

“Told you he was communist. Scumbag.”

“Did it hurt?” Matt asked.

Roman said, “Not at first. It did later. Dom took care of the guy. Knock his teeth out. Got me to the hospital.”

Chloe had lost interest in the street fight, asking now: “Does Dom have a big one like you, too?”

Roman’s eyes were turned away, lowered to his newspaper, but her question made him chuckle, and he nodded before taking a sip of his drink.

Chloe said to Matt, “Your mom is so lucky. No wonder she’s always in a good mood.”

Moric and Roman laughed out loud, Moric’s eyes dancing with glee as they pored over Chloe. He was really enjoying her company. Roman smiled to Chloe and saluted her with a drink held up.

Moric leaned over and passed her the bottle.

She said, “I don’t drink,” but her eyes looked over the label. She pronounced what she read: “Uni-cum …”

Roman nodded, saying it better: “Unicum. And real Unicum, not that American piss.”

Chloe said again, still holding the bottle: “Uni-cum.”

Roman said, “No, you’re still saying it wrong. Try it again—Unicum, say it more quicker …”

Chloe frowned, twisted her mouth up like a little kid in intense concentration, faced with a new and difficult task. She said, “Uni … Cum.”

“You’re putting too much emphasis on ‘cum’, Chloe …”

Moric smiled, said, “She’s doing it on purpose.”

She set the bottle down, folded her arms up and said, “How dare you,” like she was gravely offended. She turned from them, her head tilted to Matt, eyes closed like a little girl who’d decided she would never talk to them again
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Moric said to Roman, “How’s your ticker?”

Roman said, “Like horse’s,” and Matt looked to Chloe waiting for her to make a size joke but she didn’t, her eyes, though, still lowered to watch his genitals.

Moric said to Matt, “You wanna plunge in the river?”

Matt said, “No, I don’t think so.”

Moric said, “Matt. You’re jumping in the river.”

Matt said, “It’s freezing cold.”

Roman said, “That’s the point,” and he laughed. He stood now, his heavy thing swinging in Chloe’s face.

Chloe turned her head but not her eyes, said, “Matt, what are they going to do?”

Matt said, “You know that river that runs by the house …?”

“Yeah.”

He held her hot sweaty wrist and she looked at him now as he said, “These guys when they get in the sauna they get real hot and then they run out and they jump in that river.”

She said, “It’s snowing out there.”

Moric said, “All the better. You’re coming with me, too,” and he stood up and held his hand out to her.

She said, “Me? Jump in the river?”

Roman opened the door and walked into the change room leaving it wide behind him for Moric who said, “Come with me, let’s go.”

“Okay, oh, my God, oh, my God,” Chloe said, jumping up holding Moric’s hand, standing on her tip-toes, bubbling with excitement. They bustled out into the change room together, Moric heaving the glass door to the yard with his shoulder, leaving a sweaty print on it. Matt reluctantly got up from the bench and followed, heading outside where the cold air hit him like needles, but he was surprised that the heat from his body defended against the winter pretty well.

He stood naked and barefoot on the cedar planks outside the door, in a triangular space aimed to a narrow stone path that led down a slope between gardens, the pond iced over on the left; a river, actually a stream, babbled in a black stripe below a line of towering pines. The night was solid black, and fat lazy snow drifted sideways, lit up in the halogen floods set in the garden.

Roman, in the lead, trotted down the stony path and then dove, poised in a breaststroke before he plunged into the river, bellowing out a cry like a big African animal as he surfaced. Chloe and Moric laughed, the two of their young tight bodies jumping and shaking as they trotted behind and then ran like Roman did, throwing themselves chest first into the black water. Chloe shrieked and hollered, Moric let out a roar.

Matt skipped to catch up, stopping at the shore. The riverbank was dark but he could make out a two-foot drop from the lip to the water. He paused with his toes curling over the edge and his two hands clasped together between his legs.

Moric stood up, the water is high as his navel, Chloe as well, standing up and using two hands to scoop her wet hair from her face. Her skin was flushed red.

“Get in here,” she yelled at Matt, her demand turning to a girlish giggle.

“I am,” he yelled back.

Chloe said, “Get in here,” and she used two hands to heave water up at him that splashed at his ankles.

“Fine,” he yelled, jumping in feet first with his hands clutched between his legs, his cheeks puffed out, his lips pouted like a fish. He closed his eyes and disappeared under the water. It was nowhere near as cold as he thought, but it was enough shock to force out the air from his lungs and he let out a roar that rushed to the surface in a torrent of bubbles.

When he emerged—his knees striking the bottom of the riverbed then leaping up using his feet—Chloe was clapping for him, and she bounced to him and hugged him.

He held her tight, trying to steal any body she might have, steam whispering off her shoulders.

She yelled, “That was amazing!”

Moric said, “Cold enough for you?” coming up and rubbing Chloe’s back while she held onto Matt.

She turned to face him and thrust her breasts out. She said, “Look how hard my nipples are.” It was an invitation to touch them, and Moric made no hesitation reaching up with both hands and holding onto her nipples and rubbing them with his thumbs.

“Holy shit … hey, Roman,” he said and guided Chloe away, pushing underwater at the small of her back. She waded over to Roman who squatted in the river with only his head above the surface. “Look at her little titties …”

Chloe said, “Feel my nipples,” presenting them to Roman.

Roman’s eyes were wide and he looked from Moric over to Matt, not knowing what to do. But he was a man, and slowly he rose to stand.

Moric said, “Go ahead and touch them. Matt doesn’t mind.”

Chloe laughed and said, “You can touch whatever you want,” and she turned around and shook her bottom, though it was hidden under the water, then danced completely around again and presented her breasts for him. Roman stared at Chloe’s chest and Matt imagined what must be happening between his legs under the water. While he made a move that looked like he would touch them, he glanced over his shoulder and up at the house; all the blank windows looking down onto the river, who knew who was watching from up there. He said, “Better to not.”

“Go ahead,” Chloe said, “you can touch them.”

Roman got himself back down, his chin touching the water, but his eyes turned up and focused on Chloe’s bare chest. He said, “I can see they’re hard.”

“Your loss,” she said, hopping and turning around in one spot, her hands clutched below the water between her legs, her breasts pressed together and thrust out, nipples like rosy diamonds.

Her teeth began to chatter and Moric said, “Come on, this is where we go back in and get warm.”

“That’s my favorite part,” Chloe yelled and she followed behind Moric as he ran up the bank and dashed across the stonework and into the sauna again. “Come on, Matty!”

Matt joined them, leaving Roman behind who may have been worried about displaying the arousal he probably had.

***

He found Moric and Chloe together in the center of the sauna, arms wrapped around each other, acting like they were cold and trying to get warm. Matt came in, not missing a beat and getting behind her, wrapping his hands so they held her waist, his frozen penis like an acorn pushing in between her round butt cheeks. She swayed her butt side-to-side for him, nestling him within her seam.

Roman came in, and Chloe watched between his legs. His one ball that had dangled so low before had been pulled up into his body with the cold water, his huge hanging penis had become engorged from Chloe’s nipple display, but had still shrunk in length, large still but pointing out and down from his body.

Chloe laughed, pointing and saying, “Look how it shrank.” Roman smiled, sat back down on the bench and took a swig of Unicum.

Chloe pushed back from Moric looking down between his legs saying “Yours shrank, too—look how small it got.”

Moric stepped back and bounced his hips making his huge but shriveled penis jump up and down. His testicles had gone inside his body as well.

Chloe whipped around, exposing Matt to all three of them, putting her hands on her knees and bending to look at his. “Oh, my God,” she laughed, “Matt, your poor little guy is practically gone.”

He covered himself up with both hands and sat down but couldn’t help laughing. This time Moric sat next to him, hips touching, his back leaned back against the wall. Chloe took a spot across from them sitting next to Roman, putting one thigh up on the bench and tucking her foot under her other knee. Her sex was fully on display, her little slit pretty tightened up from the cold to just a pale pink grin right now. Roman was looking at it.

Moric said, “Matt, seriously, mad respect for you. I never knew you had it in you.”

“Had what?”

“You got that,” he said, a finger lifting up indicating Chloe who sat with her back against the cedar, batting her eyes at Roman.

Matt said, “She is pretty awesome.”

Moric said, “Awesome is an understatement. And she’s into you. No joke. I know I fucked her in front of you and everything, but she’s got it bad for you, little brother.” Now he held up his big meaty fist and Matt brought up his studious and well-groomed hand to fist bump him. Moric said again, “Seriously, bro, mad respect. I don’t know how you can keep a leash on that girl, she’s got it for you so you must be doing something right …”

“Thanks, man,” he said, but when he turned he saw now Chloe with her chest thrust out again. Her nipples were still hard buds and Roman was feeling them. One big hand held up, so huge against her little chest, thumb and forefinger tweaking one rosy extension. She had a big smile on her face, her head lowered to watch him touch her. Now he reached and felt the other one, too, lingering and enjoying, his hand lowering and cupping her whole breast.

“Holy shit,” Moric breathed, and he leaned forward with his elbows on his knees and his eyes in sharp focus.

Matt’s heart stopped—this tremendous display was a breach of something. He wasn’t sure what, but what he was witnessing right now was tremendously bad.

While he continued to play with her breasts, Chloe’s eyes slowly drifted up to Roman’s and watched his face, analyzing his expression as he felt this young girl’s body. His hand swooped down, touching her stomach now, too.

Chloe had one thing on her mind and this was her opportunity—she got closer to him, her hand crossing over his and touching him on his thigh. Roman opened his legs wider, Chloe’s fingers crawled over his pubic pad through his thick gray hair, fingers running across the base of his hanging cock. It was growing in size; the foreskin tightening and pulling back, the coronal ridge of his head pressing out against it as it filled with blood.

Roman reached down and took it, lifted it and put it in her hand. Then his returned to her stomach, drifting lower, Chloe parting her legs. In her hand, Roman’s huge cock squirmed, his foreskin puckering and drawing back while she stroked it and tried to get him all-the-way hard.

***

When Roman placed his penis in her hand he’d included his lone testicle, too, and while his hardening member draped over her wrist Matt and Moric watched Chloe play with it, teasing it with her fingertips before letting it go where it sagged between his legs again, the heat making it heavy. She took up his cock and stroked it, the thing flopping less and less, growing straight and large.

Roman’s hand covered the full breadth of Chloe’s tummy, moving, hesitating but definitely dipping low, going so slow, some internal struggle in the older man’s head. But his fingertips finally crested her mound, his big middle finger stroking her commissure and dipping lower to touch her pink slit. Chloe seemed unsure as well, her legs coming together a little, her pelvis tipping forward so she sat on her sex.

Leaning forward now, Roman had to remove his hand. He cupped a breast instead. Chloe closer to Roman now, looked at what she held up close, admiring it, her fingers playing with some of its shapes, touching the ridges, the rising veins. He grew to full hardness.

Matt chanced a look to his left—his throat was dry, his heart pounding in his ears—saw that Moric had grown aroused as well by watching Matt’s girlfriend be insanely bad.

This was dirtier.

Moric and Matt were learning what dirtier was.

Chloe let his huge cock go and it bobbed, heavy but staying mostly level with the floor, heaving to one side, resting against Roman’s inner thigh.

Chloe looked to Roman saying, “Take that thing upstairs.”

He said, “You coming with me?”

Chloe said, “You’re a married man. And I like Angie. I really like her. Take this big gift up to her,” she said reaching to hold it again and looking at it. “She’ll want this. Don’t tell her I made it like this, though,” she said with a smile.

Roman’s mouth hung open and his eyes were hazy with sex. They traveled all over Chloe, from her bare breasts and her pretty face, then down covering every inch of her perfect skin. A croaking sound came from his throat, as he began to come back to reality, looking over now and seeing Matt and Moric watching him. He shook his head, his eyes staring down at the floor, leaning forward.

He got up, said, “Yeah, Angie,” and he left the sauna, his dick wagging back and forth, leaving his drink and his newspaper behind him.

When he was out of the sauna, everyone’s heads tracking him with slack jaws as he left, Matt stood to go to Chloe, stopping to look out the square window set in the sauna door and seeing Roman tuck himself into his robe, tying it up at the waist, his erection poking out the opening still. He left.

Matt collapsed on the bench next to Chloe, groaning, holding his forehead. It was so hot in here, and what he’d witnessed so terrible, he felt delirious. He groaned, “Oh, man, oh, my God, I don’t know if I like that or what …”

Moric said, “That was fucking crazy, Chloe,” but he began to smile as his eyes narrowed on her.

“What?” she said. “I didn’t do anything.”

“Oh, my God,” Matt said again and covered his face with both hands, speaking into them saying, “You kind of did.”

“I didn’t fuck him.”

Moric said, “Would you?”

She said, “I don’t know … I would, I guess. If Matt said I could.”

Matt said, “Oh, Chloe. He’s, like, almost sixty.”

“So?”

Matt couldn’t argue anymore. His own erection pulsed between his legs hard as steel. His girlfriend had sexual proclivities he was not aware of. But he wanted to know every one of them, he wanted to be with her to discover them. Most of all he wanted to take her right here and right now even if Moric was watching. He took Chloe’s hand and put it on his erection.

She said, “Jealous? Wish you were him?”

“You mean you touching it or his size?”

“Both,” she said.

“Both,” he agreed.

She stroked his thing quickly, saying to him, “Well, I’m touching yours now, but really, right?—Roman had a really awesome dick.”

“Oh, my God, Chloe,” Matt said once more, reeling, leaning back far but slumped on the bench, his head pushed forward, chin touching his chest, lazy eyes looking down at his girlfriend’s small hand on his meager size. Her dirtiness spewed excitement from him, thick and clear, dribbling over her thumb as she stroked him.

Moric stood now, also aroused, Chloe watching it as he stepped across the space between them, put a knee on the bench on the other side of her, gripped the base of his penis and she put her mouth over it. Moric groaned and look to the ceiling. His body gleamed with sweat. So did Matt’s, and Chloe’s as well.

This was exciting but they had to get out of there. If he did all the things he wanted to do with her his heart would burst in here, all their hearts would; his parents coming down in the morning and finding three dead young people in their hot sauna.

While Chloe sucked Moric, Matt ran her hair behind her ear and whispered, “Let’s go up to my bedroom.”
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