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A ‘Taste’ of What’s inside: 




“Little cleanup, please,” she says. And that naughty grin again. She sticks her tongue out and I see there’s still cum there, too. 

God, she is so fucking sexy. 

I close my lips around her wet tongue and slurp the spunk away. Then I clean her face, just like before. Except this time it’s not Kickin’ Chicken sauce I’m licking up. I make sucking noises as my lips leave her skin. This is Trudy’s biggest turn-on, and it lights a fire in me knowing her pussy’s getting wet when I do it. She closes her eyes and whispers my name, and I noisily lap my cum from her cheek. She fondles her breasts as she rolls her neck to offer her other cheek, and I can only hear her because my ear is next to her mouth: Warm … so warm …

My mouth is nearly full, cum starting to spill down my chin. Trudy has one hand down the front of her panties, pushing the thin cotton away, fingers looking for her clit. She opens her eyes and looks at me, mouth open, waiting … 

I know what she wants … 




She’s trying to push me, push us, somewhere we haven’t been before … 




Then she closes her eyes and tastes her way back up Nick’s long member, keeping her lips tight along its side until they hit the ridge at the head. She goes back and forth, back and forth, slowly, making that sound — Mmmmmm. I see a fat wet drop at the tip of Nick’s cock, just hanging there, and I don’t know if it’s precum or my wife’s spit, but the next time her mouth gets to the tip I see her tongue dart out and lick it away and she makes that sound again, in bursts — Mmm, mmm, mmmmmm. 

I wonder what my wife’s mouth tastes like right now. I suddenly want to kiss her so bad I can barely stand it … 
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Snowballing My Cuckold
















Trudy serves burgers and fries and shakes. Which makes it tough hanging onto those orders of burgers and fries. 

My little joke. All the girls where she works have plenty to shake. Not just Trudy. 

At Papa’s Dairy Barn, they also have fried chicken sandwiches, hot dogs (with or without chili), tater tots, and even that last resort of the fast food consumer who imagines he can eat at a place like Papa’s and still convince himself he’s eating healthy: the wrap. Always with chicken, always with a few strands of pale green lettuce, and always with a sauce that looks like Thousand Island and mostly tastes like it, but with a hint of spice, like maybe cayenne. Cheese if you ask for it. But the big three at Papa’s Dairy Barn are burgers, fries, and milkshakes. The Holy Trinity of fast food. That’s what people order, and that’s where the money is. 

It’s called Papa’s after its owner, who named it after himself. In a fashion. I don’t think that’s about giving the place a paternal feel — like you’re eating in your own home, food prepared by your papa, and so your mama can’t be far away. But that’s probably part of it. 

No, it’s called Papa’s because that’s his name: Pappas. He’s Greek. Trudy says his first name is Alex, but I’m sure it’s actually much longer. Probably Alexandros or something like that, but who cares. The girls all call him Papa, just like the customers. Or at least the regular ones, like me. Besides, he’s old enough to actually be papa to most of us. 

The nutritionally virtuous client who orders the wrap will generally order two of them. With cheese. Or so Trudy tells me. She would know. She’s been working there since before we got married, and we just had our third anniversary last month. I know she wants to do something more, she says it all the time. Doesn’t just want to be a fry girl. She’s got dreams, like the rest of us. But instead of going back to school, which we couldn’t afford anyway, she’s sticking it out at Papa’s. She says the old man is thinking of hiring an assistant manager and thinks he might consider her. And why shouldn’t he? Trudy’s got her high school diploma, she’s been working there longer than any of the other girls, and she’s pretty easy on the eyes. 

On Tuesdays and Thursdays I take a long lunch, at least an hour, and on those days I always hit Papa’s. Old man Pappas doesn’t seem to mind if Trudy sits with me for her lunch break. It’s only five blocks from the dealership, and anyway it’s the best fast food unless you go out the strip on the other side of town. Probably the best even then. Unless you’re looking for a salad, in which case you’ll need to head out the strip. There will never be a salad on that backlit plastic menu that hangs above the sales counter at Papa’s Dairy Barn, according to its owner. 

But today is Wednesday and I don’t have an hour. I have three oil changes and an alignment waiting for me, but instead of eating out of the vending machine I decide to get away from Bixton Chevrolet for a while. I should have time for the drive-thru, and with any luck my sweet little fry girl will be at the window. I can tell my service manager doesn’t like the idea of my leaving, there being a backlog of work, but I bring him around with an offer to pick up his lunch. He grudgingly pulls a five and a couple of singles out of his wallet and hands them to me. “Cheeseburger, all the way. And fries. Diet Coke, no ice,” he says. He taps his watch. Yeah, I’ll hurry. 

Ten minutes later I’m in the drive-thru. The little Yaris in front of me takes a while, but I roll down the truck’s window and can hear the voice coming through the speaker up ahead. It’s Trudy. The woman in the Yaris finally finishes and pulls up, and I’m next at the speaker. 

“What can I get ya?” My wife, her voice sounding tinny but cheerful through the little speaker mounted in the menu board. Just before she cuts out I can hear her say something else, kind of off to the side, like she’s talking to someone in the restaurant. I hear just a word or two and she sounds a little irritated. Maybe it’s Shelly, the only real friend Trudy has at work. Been friends since middle school, in fact. 

“Yes, I’d like a kiss please, with extra tongue. From the best looking girl you’ve got in there,” I say. This is funny. I do this a lot. I change it up and sometimes ask for a large pair of breasts, or even a blowjob. Trudy always laughs. She’s a great girl, and she likes my dirty mind. 

I sit at the menu board and hear nothing. It’s taking too long. Usually she’ll laugh and say hey, baby. Something’s weird. “Hello?” I say. The speaker spits out some static, some kind of commotion, and I think I hear Trudy again. Okay, okay, she’s saying, and I can’t imagine who she’s talking to. Everyone gets along pretty good at Papa’s. Finally the speaker comes alive again and Trudy, louder than before, says, “Welcome to Papa’s, home of the Kickin’ Chicken. Would you like a lunch combo?”

Kickin’ Chicken? What the fuck is that? Maybe she didn’t hear me the first time, doesn’t know it’s me. But I don’t have a lot of time, so I just order and pull up. Two car lengths later I’m at the window and there she is: my Trudy, in her blue and white uniform, blonde hair pulled up and tucked through the back of a Papa’s Dairy Barn ball cap. She’s waiting for me with two brown bags ready to go. She smiles when I pull up, but it looks more like relief than happiness. “Hey there,” I say. “Kisses no longer on the menu?” 

“Not today, hon,” she says, and jerks her eyes sideways. I look that way and see him. 

Tall guy. Stark skin, dark hair down to his shoulders. He’s wearing bright blue jeans and a chambray shirt. He’s older than Trudy and I, maybe thirty. Hell, at least thirty. He’s got the kind of shadow on his cheeks and lip that could become a very thick beard, the kind of face that has to be shaven twice a day. His nose is a little prominent, even more so because he’s so lean. I see him in profile, standing at the short order window inside the restaurant and talking to Shelly, and he has the ass of a woman, the way it curves out. Not that I look at men’s asses, but it’s hard to miss on this guy. Who the fuck? I mouth to Trudy. The only man working at Papa’s, the only one who’s ever worked here, is old Pappas himself.

“Tell you later,” she says, and hands me the bags. I give her some money, but before she can make change I see this guy walking toward the window. Trudy starts to lean out to hand me change and I open my palm just outside the truck’s window. This is another little game we play. She has to reach way out the window, and I get a nice look down her top. She has big tits. Not huge, but the kind that make a man turn his head. Usually I’ll grab her hand and make the look last even longer. Might even give her a kiss if the place isn’t too busy. But none of that happens today. 

This guy, he comes right up behind Trudy. I mean so close he’s almost on top of her. He puts his hand next to hers on the counter of the drive-thru window and positions his head right next to Trudy’s. “This the man wants kisses?” he says, and he has that accent. Sort of slavic. It isn’t strong, but it’s there. 

“Nick, this is my husband. Darren, this is Nick,” says Trudy. I look Nick in the eye, in as friendly a way as I can. 

“Hi, Nick. You new here?” The guy leans forward a little more, which pushes Trudy just an inch or two further toward me. His hand is still on the counter, but his other hand is behind my wife, resting I guess on her back. He’s smiling at me in what seems a good-natured way. 

“No kisses at drive-thru, okay? Have to come inside for that. Ha!” says Nick. I see his arm slide down behind Trudy. I think it stops right at her waist, but I don’t know. Maybe it went further. This riles me up a little, but before I can say anything else he’s gone. Trudy finally hands me the change. Her cheeks are flushed, and I notice the same redness traveling down her chest. She follows my eyes, and I just glimpse the white of her bra before her hands come together and close that button, the lower of the two she usually leaves open at the top of her uniform. I give her a confused look. 

This is not the level of service I’m used to getting at Papa’s. 

I look behind Trudy and see Nick at the short order window, hands on his hips, talking to Shelly again. I watch him grab Shelly’s ball cap, pulling the bill down over her eyes. She laughs before picking up two plates of food from the counter and carrying them into the dining area. 

Then it hits me: Old man Pappas is nowhere in sight. 

“Babe, what’s going on?” I say. “Who is Nick?” Trudy rests her elbows on the counter. She has a tube of lip gloss and rubs it across her mouth. When she’s finished I can see she’s smiling. It’s a little uneasy, that smile, though maybe it’s a little excitement, too. I’m not sure. 

“I’ll tell you later,” she says quietly. 




* * *




No, we don’t live entirely off takeout, but tonight Trudy does bring home food. A burger for her, one of those chicken wraps that I like, and an order of fries for us to share. We fight a little over who gets the wrap, and in the end we split both the wrap and the burger. She tells me about Nick while she eats. 

“He’s the old man’s son,” she says through a mouthful of fries. “He’s turning it over to him. The whole damn thing.” 

“You mean he’s retiring?” I ask. 

“Looks like it. I mean, he’s old, right?” I just can’t believe it. Old man Pappas is as much a landmark as his restaurant. I’ve been eating there since I was a kid. But what I really want to know now is: Where did this guy come from? And what does this mean for Trudy’s job, her aspirations to move into management? 

“I didn’t even know the old man had a son.” 

“I didn’t, either. None of us did,” she says, and wraps her lips around a straw. We’re sitting on the bed and she’s out of her uniform, Indian style in her bra and panties. “Papa came in this morning and introduced him. This is my son, Nicholas. He is boss now.” She does a fine job imitating the old man’s accent. This is all starting to make sense. The father and son, they have that same look. That Mediterranean vibe. And they have the same accent, even if the son’s is stronger. “So he was living in Greece, doing whatever over there, and I guess Papa just calls him up and says come to America and take over restaurant.” 

“Then what?” I ask.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, is that it? He just introduced the guy and —“

“Yeah, and he leaves. And you know, I get the feeling he ain’t coming back.” She’s finished all the fries and now picks up her half of the chicken wrap. “And Nicholas, he’s trying to be a hardass. Changing things. Now we have to say ‘Welcome to Papa’s, home of the Kickin’ Chicken’ every time we answer the drive-thru bell. Marla didn’t do it, like, three times in a row, and he pulls her off the drive-thru and made her clean the restrooms. Even though we had already cleaned them. I mean, she was crying, Darren.” 

“What the hell is Kickin’ Chicken, anyway?” I ask, biting into my half of the wrap. 

“You’re eating it. It’s the same stuff, he just changed the name.” I’m thinking, if this guy is coming in and making changes like that, this is for real. Like, meet-the-new-boss permanent. So I ask the important question. The one that’s really on my mind, and I know has to be on Trudy’s mind. 

“So, you think you’ll still make assistant manager?” 

“Well, I heard Nick telling Shelly he still wants one, someone to be in charge when he’s not there. So … yeah, probably. But I’ll tell you, he was awfully friendly with Shelly today. Spent more time talking to her than any of us.” 

She’s going on like this doesn’t bother her at all. Which I can’t understand. Truth is, whatever little increase in pay might come with being an assistant manager, we were both counting on it. My job at the dealership isn’t going to change, and if expenses go up or the furnace dies or one of our cars breaks down, anything like that, we’re going to be in a spot. The kind of spot where it’s hard for a young couple who might be thinking about having kids soon. I mean, we’re only twenty-two, but we’re not getting any younger. 

“But why Shelly? You’ve been there, what, a year longer than she has? And she calls out of work —“

“Yeah, once a month at least.” She chews on her mouthful of Kickin’ Chicken, and on her thought. She’s adorable, sitting there, and I’m briefly distracted by a drop of sauce that’s fallen onto one of her boobs. She notices as well and, with one finger, she wipes it off, being careful to wipe away from her clean bra. She licks her finger. “Thing is, Nick’s a real flirt. And Shelly, you know how she is.” 

So that’s it. Shelly, who’s been married longer than me and Trudy, has something of a reputation. Not that I judge her. I mean, I don’t even know if the stuff I hear is true. But if even half of it is, well … pretty sure her husband would lose his shit. I don’t know the guy, but I remember him from high school. Travis, I think. How must that feel, to find out your wife has been fucking around? For years? 

“All that stuff about Shelly,” I say, “Is it true?” She smiles, the smile of the insider, of the friend who knows. 

“Some. Yeah. I know she fucked some guy last year. Some guy who works with Travis. And I asked her why she did that, thinking, what the fuck? Aren’t you afraid Travis will find out? And you won’t believe it.”

“What?” At this point, I’m done eating. I’m still filthy from the shop and need a shower. I’m hoping I can get Trudy in there with me. 

“He knows.” 

“Who?”

“Travis. He knows about it.”

“And they’re still married? He isn’t pissed?”

“No, no. You don’t get it. He set it up. He watches.” Now my head is spinning. I feel like a bomb just went off in some distant place, the way you feel when you learn a secret about someone you only know a little. 

“Let me get this straight,” I say. “Travis is okay with his wife fucking another man. He just sits there and watches it go down.” I chuckle at the thought. “What a fuckin’ loser.” 

“Not really. I mean, it was his idea,” she says. This bomb hits a little closer to home. I’m just sitting there shaking my head. “Babe? You okay?” 

I don’t know that I am. I don’t know that I’m okay with my wife, my Trudy, working alongside a girl who does this kind of thing, who’s married to a guy who encourages it. But what am I going to do? It’s her best friend. “And you said he watches this? Travis?” 

“Oh yeah,” says Trudy. “It gets him off. And Shelly, well, I guess she has no complaints.” 

I’ll bet she doesn’t. 

“So how much has she told you about this? Does she, like, talk about it all the time?”

“Not really. She’s only told me about this last guy. She fucked him two or three times. But the way she talks about it, I don’t think he was the first.” 

“So, while this is going on, Travis just … what?” 

“Sits in a chair and beats off, I guess. Oh!” Her eyes widen, and she leans toward me. I can’t help but stare at the cleavage this pose affords. I mean, I see my wife naked most every day. But I don’t get tired of it. “And the last time, he taped it. Made a video, with his phone.” 

Now I’m getting curious, thinking there’s a video out there somewhere of Trudy’s friend Shelly getting nailed. Shelly’s not really my type. I mean, she has kind of a big ass, and small tits. But she’s a pretty brunette. And there’s something about the thought of seeing someone you know having sex, especially sex they’re not supposed to be having, that’s different from watching actors go at it in a porno or gawking at strangers at a titty bar. Not that I watch porn. Or go to titty bars. Trudy would shit. Besides, she’s all the woman I need. And there’s not much she won’t do.  

But I have to ask. 

“Trudy, has she shown you that video?” 

There’s just a split second of hesitation before she answers, but it’s enough to make me think she might not be telling the truth. 

“No. God, no. But she told me about it. She says they watch it together all the time, her and Travis.” 

“While they …”

“Yep, guess so,” she says. My little doubt fizzles when I consider the likelihood of a married woman showing her best friend a video of herself fucking. Doesn’t seem likely at all. Then again, this whole scenario doesn’t seem likely. Why would a man willingly let his wife fuck some guy? Not only that, but watch it happen? And record it, so they can watch it over and over … together? I try to picture Trudy fucking some other guy and my stomach threatens to return the Kickin’ Chicken. I look up at her, feeling a little disturbed about how casually she’s talking about all this. As if it’s the kind of thing that happens all the time, no biggie. She takes the last bite of the chicken wrap, and as her mouth closes around the tortilla another glob of sauce gets squeezed out of the end. She sticks out her tongue and pulls in the last little whisker of lettuce, but the sauce dribbles down below her lip and onto her chin. 

“You’ve got …” I say, pointing. 

“Yeah, shit,” she says. She raises her chin toward me. “Little cleanup, please?” I move toward her and close my mouth over her chin, licking up the sauce. 

I take longer to do this than necessary, sucking her bottom lip between both of my own and cleaning the sauce from there. Trudy holds her hands beside her head, palms out, like she’s under arrest, because there’s sauce all over her fingers, too. She extends one hand toward me. I take it by the wrist and lick each finger clean. 

We both know where this is going. 

When she offers her other hand, I suck her fingers and reach behind her and unfasten her bra. I’m a little clumsy, but it comes off and falls to the bed. Her big tits spill out, each with a tough nipple. I try to pull her toward me, but her hands are working at my belt. 

“I’ve missed you, today,” she says. “I really did want to give you a kiss in the drive-thru.” 

“You can make it up to me,” I say. I sit up on my knees and let her yank down my jeans. She pulls my underwear down right along with them, having to stretch the elastic in the front outward to get around my hard cock, which still gets pushed down along with my clothing and then pops upward when it’s finally free. She looks up at me with that grin, her naughty grin. Trudy has thick lips that almost look swollen, and now she’s licking them. 

She’s very oral, Trudy. And she’s not licking her lips to tease me, because she doesn’t tease. Her lips are immediately around the head of my dick. She sucks it for a minute, flicking her tongue over the tip. Then she takes it out of her mouth and licks up and down my shaft, all the way to the balls. Her tongue travels to the center of my sac and works its way underneath, but only for a second before it’s tickling its way back up. I’m so damn hard now, it hurts a little. But like I said, Trudy doesn’t tease. If she takes her time, it’s because she enjoys it. She loves this as much as I do. Maybe more. 

She closes her hand around the base of my dick and starts sucking. I’m a good six inches hard, maybe six and a half, and soon she takes her hand out of her way. I can actually feel her lips touch my balls every time she goes down. I’m rocking my hips back and forth a little, but I try to hold still. I know she likes to be in control, but Jesus it’s hard not to move. She grabs me with both hands, gripping my hip bones. I love watching her do this. I gather up her long hair and hold it out of the way. I’m amazed, and grateful, at how she can take my full length into her mouth. She does it so effortlessly, like she could handle even more, like she wants more. 

And I want to give it to her, everything she wants. 

Looking down, watching my cock disappear between her sexy lips, listening to the sounds she makes, the little slurp with every withdrawal, the thought of Shelly crosses my mind. Or really, Travis. That guy who was in the Chess Club in high school. I think. I mean, he seemed like kind of a nerd. Guess you really can’t tell about people. I’m getting my cock sucked and thinking about this other guy, watching a video of his wife getting her pussy pounded by some guy off the street. No, not some guy off the street. Someone he knows. Works with. 

I imagine watching Trudy doing this — what she’s doing right now — to some other guy. Not just any guy, but someone I know. Someone we both know. I try to put it out of my head but can’t shake the image, and suddenly I’m ready to come. 

I have to gently grab onto her shoulders as I start to shoot. I’m on my knees, sinking into the bed a little, and it’s hard to stay balanced. The pleasure at my center makes the whole upper half of me want to sway. When Trudy gets a taste of cum, she backs out and sucks hard on the head of my cock. She loves taking my load, and I’m coming so fucking hard I have to reach down and grab myself to finish. My hand gets in her way, throws her off, and she comes completely off my dick and looks up at me, a little surprised. I hear her swallow, and that sends me over another edge. 

A shot of my cum hits her on the cheek. 

“Oh my God, baby,” she says. She bends her head back, opens her mouth wide, and sticks out her tongue. I groan as I lay two more shots of jizz on it, white and thick, splashing her upper lip and the tip of her little nose. I close my eyes when I feel like I’m done, like I just don’t have any more, and let my breathing slow, holding on to my dick. 

“Oh, Trudy. God damn, God damn. I fucking love you.” I feel her shift on the bed, and when I open my eyes she’s up on her knees and we’re face to face. I lean my forehead against hers and let go of my cock. I put my hands on her tits and cup both from underneath. When I raise my head I see her beautiful smile, those full lips. 

There’s cum on her cheek, all across her upper lip, and more still on her nose. 

“Little cleanup, please,” she says. And that naughty grin again. She sticks her tongue out and I see there’s still cum there, too. 

God, she is so fucking sexy. 

I close my lips around her wet tongue and slurp the spunk away. Then I clean her face, just like before. Except this time it’s not Kickin’ Chicken sauce I’m licking up. I make sucking noises as my lips leave her skin. This is Trudy’s biggest turn-on, and it lights a fire in me knowing her pussy’s getting wet when I do it. She closes her eyes and whispers my name, and I noisily lap my cum from her cheek. She fondles her breasts as she rolls her neck to offer her other cheek, and I can only hear her because my ear is next to her mouth: Warm … so warm …

My mouth is nearly full, cum starting to spill down my chin. Trudy has one hand down the front of her panties, pushing the thin cotton away, fingers looking for her clit. She opens her eyes and looks at me, mouth open, waiting … 

I know what she wants. And I love the knowing, and love being the man who can give it to her. But for a moment I do nothing. I just sit there, my mouth tight shut, watching her squirm on the hand between her legs, her arms tightly against her on both sides, pressing her tits together until her nipples are mere inches apart. I have what she wants, and I love that, too. 

Like I said, she doesn’t do teasing. She grabs the back of my head and guides my mouth to hers. She removes the cum dribbling down my chin with one firm pass of her tongue, which then forces its way into my mouth and dances around, swishing cum all around. The mix of cum and spit spills from the little spaces between our lips, and our tongues fight passionately to get it back. We work together at the corners of each other’s mouth, and I hear her make a little whimper as she loses the battle. 

I move above her, flexing her neck back, and place my mouth over hers. Her lips part, and I let the contents of my mouth empty back into hers. She gulps our spit and my semen, then sends her tongue to fish hungrily along the inner walls of my mouth for anything it can find. 

Finding nothing more, our lips part. I hear her swallow again. She takes a deep breath and locks me with her gaze. Her upper lip still has a sloppy strand of cum across it and I’m not sure she even knows because as I pull her to me she opens her mouth to be kissed. But I stop her with my hands on her cheeks and hold her head steady as I lap the last of the jizz from her skin. Her mouth hangs open, and she giggles.

We fall to the bed, her on top of me, and she shivers with satisfaction. 

Trudy loves snowball play. The first time it happened was an accident, at least on my part. I’d never had a problem with kissing my wife after a blowjob. I mean, she kisses me after I eat her pussy, so what’s the difference? 

After we had been married about a year, I was getting the feeling that blowjobs were starting to becoming boring for her. Oh, she still gave them, but it seemed like work for her. Another day, another mouthful of cum from her husband’s dick. One night she was so quiet afterward, just sitting naked with her head against the headboard. I wanted to talk about it and so I leaned over and kissed her. 

Imagine my surprise. My orgasm had been four or five minutes earlier, and I had no reason to think she’d been sitting there holding it all in her mouth all that time. When I realized what I was tasting I started to pull away. But Trudy, she wrapped her arms around my neck and held me tight, almost force-feeding me. She started to move her hips and grind against me in a way that was new for her. Her whole body came alive. I had never seen her so turned on. I was hard again and we fucked and swapped the load of come back and forth until she screamed out with an orgasm and it went running down her neck in a bubbly mix of spit. 

It was an incredible sight. I watched her lick at her lips and, as I shot another load inside of her, realized I was licking my lips as well. 

Now I get my dick sucked as often as I want. There’s a little price. But I’m happy to pay. More than happy. 

Cummy kissing, she calls it. Cute. Tonight, we keep at it until it’s all gone and both our mouths are haunted with the taste. 

We shower together, have a quick fuck, then fall asleep. Or at least Trudy does. I lie awake for a while, happy with the thought of my wife’s pussy full of my sperm, thinking about Shelly’s husband. How can a man sleep like that, lying next to his wife, knowing her pussy is full of some other schmuck’s load? I don’t understand it. But when I try to clear it from my mind I realize I’m hard again. 

Damn. A blowjob, a snowball, and a fuck and I could go again. 

But I have to go in early tomorrow, and Trudy has to work late. Probably with that Nick guy. 

Did he put his hand on her ass? Did I see that? I never asked her. Just seemed like the kind of thing she would tell me. If it happened. 

I ignore the boner and go to sleep. 




* * *




I’ve been home for two hours by the time Trudy comes home the next evening. She pulls her Fiesta next to my truck and comes in while I’m sifting through the mail, which is mostly junk and a couple of bills. I’m tired and thinking about dinner, but she prances into the house like it’s date night, animated and bouncy. 

“Babe, you are not gonna believe it,” she says, slamming the door and dropping her purse on the couch. I’m tearing open a statement from the bank and when I look up I notice there are three buttons unfastened at the top of her uniform. I can see the middle of her bra, the curved cups coming together, and I wonder if she went like that all day. It doesn’t bother me, but I’ve never seen her at Papa’s with more than two of those buttons undone up top. 

“What’s going on?” I say, pulling paper out of the envelope and unfolding it. I don’t hear whatever she says next, because I’m swallowed up in the figures I’m looking at. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck.” 

“Didn’t you hear me? What’s wrong?” I’m in the recliner, fully upright, and she comes over and sits on my lap. The little skirt of her uniform rides up as she slides against me, and she takes my free hand and places on her thigh, right up next to her panties. Her skin is tight and smooth, but I’m only distracted for a moment. 

“We have a problem,” I say. 

“What?” 

“You remember we got a balloon mortgage, when we bought this place?” 

“Well, I remember we got a mortgage.” 

“Uh-huh. It was a balloon mortgage. And it’s going to balloon. In two months. Fuck!” 

“What does that mean?” Trudy is beautiful, and I love her. And she’s not dumb. Hell, maybe I’m not the sharpest tool myself, but I do handle our finances, such as they are. I explain to her the concept of a balloon mortgage and how our house payment is soon to go up by more than a hundred and fifty dollars.

“But we can’t afford that,” she says. She pouts and puts her arms around my neck, and now her eyes look a little sad. I hate to see her that way. She’s usually so chipper, Trudy. I know she’s looking to me for an answer, and I bring up the only one I can think of. 

“Trudy, you’re going to have to get that assistant manager job,” I tell her. “Where do you stand with that?” Now she doesn’t look exactly sad, and for a second I’m hopeful. Maybe something happened today. Maybe that’s why she came home so excited. Maybe old man Pappas dropped in to promote her as his pick for the job before heading off to wherever restaurant owners go to retire. But then she starts chewing a fingernail, the one on her pinky, curling her hand up in front of her face. Cute as fuck, but it usually means she’s hiding something. 

This time it’s Trudy who says: “We have a problem.”

“Tell me.” 

She does. And I absolutely cannot believe it. 




* * *




“So tonight it was just me and Shelly on the drive-thru, Marla and Tomyka in the kitchen. And Nick.” Trudy’s still in my lap, rocking her legs back and forth. “Marla’s still fucking up at the drive-thru, so Nick sends her home. Tells her to come back tomorrow with a better attitude. So Marla throws down her apron, right in the floor, and storms out. I mean, right through the dining room, right in front of customers. I thought Nick would be pissed, but he just looks at Shelly and me and says Maybe she won’t be back at all and laughs. And this old couple in a booth, they laugh too. And then Nick goes out and talks to them and next thing you know they’re all smiling and laughing. That Nick really has a way with people.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m sure he’s great. But what happened?” 

“Okay. So, we close. Tomyka’s already got the fryer cleaned, so she clocks out and Nick locks the front door. Now it’s just the three of us to finish cleanup. Nick’s counting the till and I’m out there cleaning tables and sweeping. I figure I’m doing this, Shelly can do the damn mopping. You know I hate mopping.” 

“I know, baby.” 

“But every time I look behind the counter, Shelly’s just standing there talking to Nick and not doing a damn thing. Standing kind of close to him, as he’s counting the money there. I’m almost done and then I see Shelly on her phone, talking. Then I see her hand her phone over to Nick. He looks at the screen a while, and his eyes get real big. This goes on for a minute or two, and I’m thinking what the fuck?

“Shelly taps something on the phone, making a call for him, and then Nick’s talking on her phone. On Shelly’s phone.” 

“So you think she showed him —“

“Just wait.” Now Trudy’s getting into it, talking with her hands. “I’m about to ask Shelly to get on the floors so we can get out of there, and Nick comes to me and tells me to take the trash — all the trash — out to the big dumpster. And while you’re at it, he says, take the fryer oil out and drain it into the used oil container. Well, that shit’s just gross, and there’s like eight bags of trash so I start to complain. I’m gonna ask Shelly to help. But then Nick says to me, ‘when you’re done, just leave the oil container out back and go on home.’

“Well, I can tell something’s up, and I don’t want to piss the guy off. I want him to know that I can handle everything that needs to be done there. You know, like an assistant manager.” 

“Smart,” I say. 

“I thought so. I mean, at the time I’m thinking he sees me doing all the work and Shelly, well, she’s just standing around. So I do it. I haul all the trash out the back, one big bag at a time and lob them into the smelly-ass dumpster. Then I bring out the oil bucket and tip it into the oil dump and I have to wait for it to drain. Takes a while. At this point I’ve been outside like ten minutes, maybe fifteen. And I’m thinking what a weird night this is, and is this what I’ve got to do to get a little promotion? And I’m wondering what’s going on in there, so …” Trudy coughs and stands up. Now she’s pacing in front of me as she finishes. 

“I go back in, right? I close the door, and I hear this pounding noise, a rhythmic, slapping sound. And I mean, it’s fucking. It’s gotta be, I know right away they’re fucking.”

“Shelly? And Nick? Right there in the goddamn restaurant?” This is crazy. Nothing like this would’ve happened with old man Pappas around. I can’t help but wonder what he’d think about the son he left in charge. 

“Yes, right there in the … well, back in the office. I can hear it coming from that little office in the back, where Papa would sit and eat or take phone calls. I mean, that’s all he ever did in there. So I follow the sound and when I get back there, the door is not completely closed. It’s hanging open by, like, a couple of inches. So I go up to the door, real quiet-like, and … well, fuck, Darren …” Trudy’s blushing now. But I don’t get the feeling she’s embarrassed by what she saw. More like she’s a little nervous telling me about it. But in the moment all I can think is how grateful I am to have a wife who can be this open with me. 

“You saw them fucking? You actually saw them?” I say. 

“Oh yeah. The desk in there faces out, toward the door. It’s a big old thing. And Shelly’s behind it, bent over, facing the door. Her skirt is folded up onto her back, and Nick is behind her. And you should’ve seen that big white ass of hers. I mean, she’s got it hiked up there for him and he’s just pounding away and it’s shaking like fucking jello …” Trudy laughs out loud, and I think about how women can be cruel to each other. Especially when it comes to their bodies. I mean, Shelly’s her friend. Her best friend. 

But Jesus, to fuck the boss like that. 

“So then you got outta there?” I say. 

“Hell, no. I stood there and watched.” 

“You … wait a minute. You saw them fucking and you didn’t get the fuck out?” 

But then I think: hell, if I happened on a show like that, I’d do the same. But if it was my friend … 

Nah, I’d probably still watch. “Weren’t you afraid they’d see you?” 

“It was dark there in the storage room. Completely. And the overhead was on in the office, so I could see them just. So I just kept quiet because I knew they couldn’t see me. But just listen, this gets better.” 

“How could it get any better?” For just a second, I get this fear that Trudy’s about to tell me she walked in there and offered to join in the fun. I mean, she does have a wild side. Not that she’s ever done anything like that. If she had, I’d know. We tell each other everything. Especially when it comes to sex. So I’m really curious as to what’s next. 

“So Shelly, she’s hanging on to the other side of the desk with both hands, just gripping the shit out of it. She’s got her head down but she’s grunting like a pig in heat. And Nick, he’s talking shit to her. He’s like You like this cock? You like it, don’t you? And Shelly, she’s talking back, but I can’t make out what she’s saying at first with her face buried in the desk. Well, he can’t hear her, either, so then he smacks her on the ass. And I mean hard, and he’s got these big muscular arms —” 

I’m not sure why, but I get uneasy when she starts to talk about Nick’s physique. 

“And he says I can’t fucking hear you and he smacks her ass so hard I could see the red mark. So Shelly’s head comes up, fast. She’s still gripping the desk for dear life, but her eyes pop open and she’s looking right at me, and for a sec I thought she could see me. But when I realize she can’t I just keep still and stay quiet. And now I can hear her. She’s going Oh yeah, I love that cock, I looooove that cock. Fuck me, don’t stop fucking me … And that’s when — holy shit, Darren, this is so crazy I can’t believe it.” 

“What?” I don’t see how the story could get any better, but listening to Trudy imitate Shelly’s fuck-me voice is more than a little arousing. And it’s becoming clear that the whole episode must have turned her on as well, so now I’m starting to picture some great sex with my wife when she winds this up. “What happened?” 

“Nick reaches around and picks up her phone, Shelly’s cell. It’s been sitting right there on the desk the whole time. And I get a glimpse of the screen as he brings it up, and it’s lit up. There’s someone on it. So I can only assume —”

“Travis.” 

“Fucking Travis, like on Skype or something. So now Nick holds the phone up to himself and looks right at it and says, I swear to God, he says Yeah, this fine pussy, man. Look at your wife get fucked.” 

I laugh, though humor isn’t exactly what I’m feeling, but listening to Trudy now imitate Nick’s accent, with her voice as deep as she can make it, is kind of funny. 

“Then Nick points that phone right down at Shelly’s ass and keeps talking shit. Like, See her gettin’ fucked? You see her pussy getting fucked by this dick?” Now Trudy’s making stroking motions in front of her crotch, playing with a pretend cock that isn’t there. “And Nick pulls out of her and points the phone at himself and — well, goddamn, Darren …” 

“What?” Now she’s got her fingernail up at her mouth again, and her face is beet red. 

“Darren, I’m telling you baby, he had the biggest damn hard dick I think I’ve ever seen. I mean, I’m sorry, but if it wasn’t eight inches long I’m a monkey’s uncle.” 

Now I’m a mess of emotions. There’s no denying that watching her new boss fuck her best friend got Trudy a little heated, and that bugs me just a little. But I’m squirming on the inside at the thought of her seeing another guy’s dick and reacting this way.

And eight inches? Okay, maybe I don’t have a package like that, but Trudy’s never complained. Furthest thing from it, in fact. 

“And fucking thick,” she adds. “He’s wagging it around, pointing the phone at it with his other hand. And the fucker starts talking to Travis on the phone. He says You see this dick? You got anything like this? Can you give your girl a big dick like this? Just fucking unreal!” 

I can’t believe the balls on this guy. And Travis, the fucking pansy. “Did he say anything, Travis?” I ask. 

“No, not that I heard. Nick’s just talking shit and showing Travis his big hard-on. Then he turns the phone around, points it Shelly, who’s just bent over with that ass in the air. Nick says to her Say hi. Shelly bends her head around and looks back at the phone screen. And then she starts talking to Travis, to her fucking husband, with Nick egging her on. He says Tell him. Tell him what’s up, girl. And Shelly says, I’m getting fucked, fucked sooooo good. I swear, I’ve never seen anything like it, not even in a porno.”

Listening to my wife talk about sex this way, I gotta say, it’s giving me a semi. Only a semi, though. I know she has to go back to work and face these people. And I don’t think I like the idea of her working every day around these perverts. But what are we going to do? She needs a job. We need her to have a job. “So when did you get out of there?” I ask. 

“Well … I mean, baby, tell me the truth. Wouldn’t you have stayed and watched, if you saw this going on?” She has me there. And I admit to her that I would have. Still, she’s a woman. Not just any woman, but my wife. And I didn’t think women got into things like this. I mean, we’ve watched a few pornos together, Trudy and I. And we had some pretty good sex afterward. But I always just assumed she was indulging me, because she loved me. It was always my idea, bringing up the pornos. Now I’m sort of regretting it. 

“Okay,” I say, “How did all this end?” Now Trudy stands still in front me. She tells the rest of the story like a teacher addressing a class of middle-schoolers. 

“Nick reaches out and gives Shelly her phone. She reaches way back to grab it and then she holds it up in front of her. She’s holding herself up on the desk with her elbows now, holding that phone a few feet from her face. And she’s talking to Travis. Hey, hon. You see me? And Nick, he says What do you want? Tell him what you want. Shelly — she’s still looking right at the phone screen — says Oh God, more of that big cock. Please, please, fuck me some more. She’s literally shaking her ass at Nick, and making sure Travis can see her do it, and I’m just standing there trying not to fucking squeal. So that hard dick disappears behind Shelly’s ass, and Nick starts fucking her again. And hard. He grabs handfuls of her butt, and he’s just nailing the shit out of her. Her whole damn body’s rocking back and forth and she’s trying to hold that phone up, the poor thing. And she’s talking constantly, I mean as much as she can. And I can’t hear it all, but I hear things like Oh, I love this big cock, fucking my pussy so deep. And Oh God, baby, oh baby why can’t you have a dick like this? He’s so much bigger than you. Oh, you see me? You see me, baby? You see me getting fucked? Getting fucked right? You see me getting what I need?”

I’m starting to wonder now if Trudy isn’t making some of this up. I mean, who could remember all that … that dialogue? “Trudy, goddamn. Did this really happen?” I ask. She looks annoyed at being interrupted and just keeps going. 

“And then Nick, he says … he’s talking loud, right to that phone in Shelly’s hand. He says Yeah, gonna come. Gonna shoot a load. I’m gonna shoot all over your wife’s ass. And I’m fucking glued to the spot at this point. Like, I gotta see this. Shelly holds the phone up a little higher, over her head, I guess so Travis can see her ass, and says Do it, come all over me, come all over my ass. I want it! I want that cum! And then, well …” 

“And then … what?” I say. It’s driving me nutty, the way she keeps stopping at the good parts. And yeah, at this point I’ll admit, it’s a good story. All the better because it actually happened, right here in this little town. Now Trudy, she comes back over and sits in my lap again. She puts her arms around my neck and then shifts in my lap, wiggles her butt a little, and I know she can feel the hard-on she’s sitting on. I reach one hand inside the top of her uniform, right inside the bra, and grab one of her tits. My finger finds a nipple and it’s hard as hell. 

“And then, Nick shot off all over Shelly’s ass. And that’s it. I got outta there,” she says. She’s quiet now, and I don’t know why she’s playing down the end like this, but I get the feeling that’s exactly what she’s doing. Like she’s trying to make me draw out the details. She gives me a kiss, playful and sweet, and starts unbuttoning the rest of her top. 

“So that’s it?” I say, distracted a little as she pulls the uniform off both shoulders. 

“What, you want details?” she says, laughing. I use the hand inside her bra to pull it down on one side, revealing one breast. I’m massaging her stiffened little nipple with my thumb and forefinger, but she doesn’t react. 

“Details? You told me all this with details. It was like watching it happen. And then you get to the end and you’re like ‘he came.’ What the fuck?” 

“So you want to hear about his load?” she says. She kisses me again, and I let my tongue play across her lip. 

I do. I don’t know why, but I do. But I don’t say that. Instead, I say, “It’s like watching a movie where the good guy’s hunting the bad guy, and you’ve been watching this movie for like two hours, and then the good guy just walks up to the bad guy and shoots him. Bad guy dies. Roll credits.” Her mouth stays close to mine as she tells me the rest, almost in a whisper. 

“Last time the poor guy came must’ve been back in Greece,” she says, and I can taste her breath. “He shot such a huge load. He brought that cock out and raised it up over her wide ass, and he’s stroking it so fast. It’s all wet and shiny from Shelly’s pussy. He shot cum all over her ass, up her back, on her uniform —”

“And you watched him do this?”

“I couldn’t help it. I’ve never seen a man come so much. It’s like he’d been saving it for a month. He just kept shooting, moving his big dick back and forth, getting it all over both her butt cheeks. He finally slows but he keeps stroking, squeezing out every last little bit. Then he starts slapping his hard cock on her butt, rubbing his cum around. He’s starting to soften, but he’s still hard enough to bounce it off her ass.” Trudy is grinding her ass on me now. She knows I’m hard. There’s no way she could miss it. She loves to turn me on, which is easy for her. But now I’m starting to wonder if she’s told me this whole thing as a challenge. To see if she could get me worked up with a sexy story. To see if I’d get hard from her little spying game, her naughty revelation. She’s trying to push me, push us, somewhere we haven’t been before. I’ve always felt that was my job, a man’s job. So I love her a little more for this. 

“So you liked that, seeing him come?” I say. “You liked seeing him shoot all over your friend’s ass? Did it turn you on?” 

“I’m turned on right now,” she says. She’s practically swooning, leaning on me like she can’t quite sit up straight. “I love to see a man make a mess. And I love a man who can clean up a mess.” 

I already know where this is going. She’s out of my lap and sliding out of her uniform. She doesn’t bother with taking off the bra, but she steps out of her panties and throws them at me. I’m already unbuckling my belt, and I jump out of the chair as she turns away from me and hits the floor. She’s on all fours, with her knees hunched forward, her tight, round ass pointed at me. “Come on,” she says. “Fuck me.” She reaches one hand back and pulls one ass cheek away from the other. I can see her squeezing and releasing, make her little pink asshole wink at me. “Fuck me and come all over this ass.” 

My jeans are off and I’m on the floor behind my wife in two seconds. There’s no foreplay. When I get the head of my cock to her pussy, she’s so wet I’m instantly balls deep. She’s groaning and telling me to shoot it on her ass. I fuck her hard and fast, slapping against her with every thrust. I’m thinking about her standing there in the dark, watching two people fuck. Did her pussy get wet then, too? Did she maybe play with herself a little, just a finger in her panties? Did she leave that part out? 

It doesn’t take me long. My momentum makes me shoot a little inside her, but I pull out quick and land four more heavy shots on her ass. The first, and biggest, hits her right at the top, at the little cleft where her cheeks come apart. I watch it run down the crack of her ass, and she’s telling me to clean it up, clean me up, baby. Eat that fucking cum. 

I scoot back and go down on my arms behind her. She jiggles her ass as I lick both cheeks clean. She’s reaching back with one arm and working her clit in a little circular stroke. I slide my tongue in and out of her pussy, as deep as I can get it. Her wetness soaks my face from my nose down, and I lap out the cum as I feel her busy fingers bump my chin. Then I slowly run my tongue up her ass, slurping my own cum as I go. I make my way to her asshole, which is hidden in jizz. After I lick it clean and swallow, I stay there and work my tongue in slow circles. I can feel her asshole tighten as she starts to come. 




* * *




A few minutes later we’re still lying on the floor, her in just a bra and me in my work shirt and socks. She’s kissed all the cum from my lips and mouth. We’re quiet for just a few minutes, and it feels like something’s changed between us. I’m not sure what. She’s lying across my chest, then sits up on one elbow and looks at me. 

“But like I said, we’ve got a problem,” she says. 

“Yeah?” She lies back down. I can only see the top of her head now. 

“I waited in the parking lot for Shelly. She came out like, five or ten minutes later. ‘You have fun with Nick?’ I asked her. She gives me this look, this look that tries to say what are you talking about? But then she just laughs because, well, obvious. So, we talk a while.” 

“And? What did she say?” 

“She said she came on to Nick because that’s what Travis wanted. She could tell Nick was hot for her, so I guess she went home and told Travis and, well, that was that. And I know she wants the assistant manager job. So, Nick offered it to her if … if she’d suck his cock.” 

“Damn. I mean, fucking the boss is one thing, but to do it to get a job. There’s a word for people like that,” I say. “So Shelly’s going to get the promotion?” 

“Jury’s out,” says Trudy. “She didn’t blow him.” 

“Yeah, but she fucked the guy.” We’re both silent for a minute. I get the feeling she was waiting for it to hit me. Which it does. “Wait … she didn’t blow him?”

“That’s what she said.” 

“Why not?” Trudy rolls onto her side and runs her hand down my chest all the way to my soft dick. 

“Shelly,” she says, “says Travis doesn’t want her sucking other guys’ dicks.” 

I wrinkle my brow at the ceiling as I consider this. What was already weird is now even weirder. “That doesn’t make sense. He doesn’t want her giving a nice quick blowjob, but he’s fine with letting her get her pussy drilled?” 

“Guess so.” 

Another minute of silence. Trudy lies back down next to me, and we’re both staring at the ceiling and I’m thinking about our future, about the bills we have to pay. 

“You think Shelly will get the job?” I say. 

“Hard to say. Probably.” 

“But maybe not? Since, you know, she didn’t suck his cock” 

Trudy has no response, and I’m lying there with my thoughts in a whirlwind. If Trudy doesn’t get this job, and the raise that comes with it, we’re going to start sinking. And soon. I wonder what’s going through her mind. Is there something she wants here? I’ve never seen her like she was tonight, so turned on by watching someone else, talking about another man’s big cock. I wonder if she’s lying there wondering what I’m thinking. How far is too far? And what will we do if she doesn’t get this job? 

The silence draws out between us for another few minutes, until I can’t stand it. One of us has to say something. 

So I say, “You love sucking cock.” 

“Yeah,” she says. “I do.” 

We talk for another half an hour, and at the end of it she’s riding me on the couch with a slow grind of her hips, telling me everything she wants to happen. 




* * *




The next day is Friday, a day I can’t usually get away. But I tell my manager I have some personal business and that I’ll get back as soon as I can. He does that watch-tapping thing, but I’m gone. I have to get to Papa’s. I need to talk to this Nick guy face to face. 

Fifteen minutes later I’m sliding into a booth at Papa’s Dairy Barn. I see Trudy behind the counter, walking over to the drive-thru window, and she gives me a big smile. She doesn’t look the least bit nervous. I don’t think I am, either, but then I catch myself fiddling with the salt and pepper shakers. I’m hoping she’s going to eat with me, or at least come out into the dining area, but she doesn’t. 

Nick does. 

He appears through the kitchen doors, wearing a clean red Papa’s t-shirt that fits him tight. I can tell it’s brand new. He’s got on those same dark blue jeans that given him a slightly feminine figure. There’s an odd, I don’t know … grace in the way he walks. No one from around here walks like that. But his arms — no one would mistake those for a woman’s. The blue jeans grate on me. None of the other employees are allowed to wear jeans, and old man Pappas never wore jeans. Not at his restaurant. I guess this guy just does whatever he wants. 

He swaggers over to my booth, greeting the lunch crowd at each table he passes with a big smile, taking the time to shake every man’s hand. To the women he just nods and flashes that grin.

When he gets to my booth, he stops. I’m still thinking about his damn jeans and when I glance in his direction the first thing I see is the bulging lump a few inches below his belt, right at the front. The fucking thing is barely a foot away from my face and I don’t want to stare, so I look up at him and extend a hand. 

“Hello. Nicholas Pappas,” he says, gripping my hand much more firmly than seems necessary. “Can I join you?” He doesn’t wait for an answer, just sits. Like he owns the place. Which, I guess, he does. He rolls his neck and uses both hands to push his length of black hair behind his shoulders. I tell him my name, that I’m Trudy’s husband. I set the salt and pepper shakers back next to the napkin dispenser.

“So,” I try. I’m not sure what to say. “You, uh, like working here?”

“Very much,” he says. “Before, I was fisherman in Thessaloniki.” The strange name of the distant city rolls off his tongue in quick syllables. “But economy there turned to shit, very bad. So when my father, he call and say he going to retire, and need my help, I come right away.” If we were just two guys having a normal conversation, I might ask how it came to be that his father lived most of his life here in America while the son apparently grew up back in Greece. But this isn’t a normal conversation, so I’ll have to let that mystery be. “Everyone here very friendly. All the girls here at Dairy Barn.” 

“So, did Trudy tell you that she’s … uh … interested in the assistant manager job?” I’m wishing for a glass of water. 

“Yes,” he says. “I need manager very bad. Need to make decision soon. Now I’m here all the time, like living at restaurant. But I don’t want to be here all the time.” Behind him, I see Trudy walk up behind the service counter. She gives me a smile and a little wave. I guess she’s all in with this, so I keep going. 

“Well, I hope you’ll seriously consider —” 

“Trudy very qualified candidate,” he interrupts. “Strongly consider.” He leans back against the bench, and never once loses eye contact with me. “She need to come and interview. With me.” He spreads his arms along the top of the bench. 

“Interview?”

“Yes. Tonight. I need to make decision. This weekend. New manager start next week.” 

“You want to interview my wife … tonight?” I say. I hope I don’t sound as nervous as I am. “Trudy gets off at five today.” 

“Yes, tonight. Come back after restaurant close. Ten o’clock.” I can’t believe how casually he’s talking about this. Fuck, maybe Trudy made the whole thing up. She does have a hell of an imagination. Maybe this is just a job interview. 

“Now this … interview. Tonight. This will just be a one-time thing?” I ask. He wrinkles his brow. “She won’t have to have … uh, ongoing interviews. After she gets the job?” 

“No,” he says. He looks genuinely confused. “Why would interview after start job? Just one interview. Tonight.” He holds up one finger for emphasis. 

Hell, maybe it is just an interview. If that episode with Shelly never happened … In that case, Trudy is almost guaranteed to get the job. 

“Great,” I say. “So we’ll come back at ten. Should we come in the back?” He gives me that confused look again, then laughs. 

“No, you stay outside. Trudy come in back. I leave door unlocked. You wait in car.” 

“I drive a pickup,” I say. My mouth is so fucking dry. 

“Then wait in pickup truck. Interview not take long.” I raise a hand toward Tomyka, who’s back behind the counter, trying to get her attention. I need someone to bring me a soda cup. “What’s wrong?” Nick asks. I tell him I’m just thirsty. “Your wife get you a drink. What you want? Coke? Water? Tea?” I tell him tea, and he turns and yells for Trudy to bring me a tea, loud enough that everyone in the place turns and looks. Trudy is there immediately with a large styrofoam cup and a straw. She’s grinning ear to ear, her lips glistening with gloss, her top two buttons open and revealing a hint of cleavage. She puts the tea in front of me, leans down and kisses my cheek, and goes back into the kitchen. I dispense with the straw and start gulping the tea. Nick places both his hands on the table and leans toward me. 

“So, David …” 

“Darren.” 

“Right. You are okay with interview?” He’s finally lowered his voice, which means he’s talking at about the same volume as anyone else does in regular conversation. “Trudy said she very much want to interview. You know, Shelly interview. Last night. And her husband, Tommy, okay with interview.” 

Yeah, I heard all about it, I think. If it really happened that way. And suddenly, for no particular reason, I feel a burst of confidence. I gulp down the rest of the tea and sit up straight. 

“Yes, Nick. I’m okay with the interview. Trudy really wants it, I know she’ll do a great job, and I want her to interview.” I can’t tell what he thinks from his expression, but his eyes do seem to widen. Maybe he can’t believe his luck. 

“Great, then settled,” he says. He extends his hand again, we shake, and I can’t believe what I might agreeing to here. He gets up, starts to walk away, then turns and says, “Trudy bring you more to drink.” 




* * *




Trudy and me, we eat noodles at the Thai House, which isn’t far from home. It’s after six, and we make small talk while we eat. I tell her about this guy who came in complaining about his engine making noise after a tune-up the day before, and she talks about Marla finally getting the script for the drive-thru right. We go home, listening to the radio. I shower the day’s grease off and pull on some sweatpants and an old t-shirt. I laugh when I realize it’s a Papa’s Dairy Barn shirt. 

Then Trudy showers while I sit and watch Netflix. When she comes out of the bedroom she’s wearing a loose-fitting red blouse that ties at the top and falls low on her shoulders and a pair of culottes. She puts on sneakers with no socks and ties her hair up behind her head in a ponytail. She takes the remote from me, plops on the couch, and changes to a show she likes. I watch with her, even though I don’t much like the series she’s into. 

One episode gives way to another, and before we know it it’s 9:30. I look over at her, and she clicks off the TV. 

“You ready to go,” I ask. 

“Yep. May as well head that way.” 

“Trudy, are you sure you want to go through with this interview?” 

“A hundred percent. But only if you are.” I can tell she’s made up her mind and that by backing out I’d be disappointing her. We get in the truck. 

I drive slow, but by 9:50 we’re in the lot behind Papa’s, just one parking spot away from the dumpster, and I sort of feel like we’re hiding behind it. There’s only two other cars: a little blue Civic with some fender damage, and a big black Suburban with silver trim that gleams under the floodlights. I assume the Suburban belongs to Nicholas Pappas. 

Five minutes later, I see Tomyka come around from the front. She gets into the Civic, which makes a terrible noise when she gets it running. She drives off into her Friday night. 

“Well, she’s the last one,” says Trudy. We’re parked facing away from the building, and I eye the back door in my rearview mirror. My hands are on the steering wheel, the engine still running. 

“Babe, are you really sure you want to go through with this?” I say. I feel, strangely, like I have to get one last confirmation. Give her one more chance to back out. But she’s having none of it. She takes me by the hand. 

“Yes. You relax. This won’t take long.” She grabs her cell phone off the dash, gives me one more smile, and she’s out the door. It slams shut, and I’m alone. I could watch her walk away in the rearview, but I don’t. I hear the door at the back of the restaurant open and close, faintly, but if Nick is there to greet her I don’t see it because I don’t look. I cut the engine. 

It’s quiet at this hour in this part of town. The parking lot is empty except for my pickup and the black Suburban. One floodlight illuminates the cab of my truck from above, and another shines on the back entrance to Papa’s. I feel like I might be the only person in the world. I start to wonder how my relationship with Trudy might be different after this. It’s easy to think, as I sit here alone, that everything is normal. I’ve just dropped my wife off for an after-hours job interview. And she’s going to get that job. And she’ll get a raise. And we’ll be able to make that new mortgage payment. And life will go on. Life will be good. 

The silence is broken by a sudden ringing that makes me jump in my seat. When I realize it’s my cell phone, I relax and pat around until I find it nestled face-down in the console. I’m hoping it’s not the dealership, telling me I need to come in on Saturday. But whoever it is, I can use the distraction. I flip it around and look at the display. 

It’s Trudy. 

And it’s a video call. 

What the fuck?

My heart sinks and my stomach roils. Why would she be calling. How long has it been since she went inside? Three minutes? Five? Is she in trouble? Does she need me? I click the little green circle to answer. 

And there she is, smiling at me in well-lit high resolution. Nothing about her looks different. Except maybe her smile. She’s wearing that naughty grin. 

“Hey,” I say. “Everything okay in there?” 

“Oh yeah,” she says. “Very much. I just want you to know that you make me very happy.” My heart warms a little. 

“Uh, great. You make me happy, too. Where’s Nick? Is the interview over?” 

“And I love you,” she says. One arm is extended out, holding her phone. I see her reach off to the side with her free arm. She pulls a denim-covered leg into view. There is some jostling in the video, and I hear a man mumble something in a Greek accent. Trudy emits a pouty little laugh and scoots herself closer to the blue jeans, until the dark crotch is right at her face. “Nick’s right here. Darren, you’re going to watch my interview.” 

She’s still wearing that grin. I hear her say something to Nick, something about holding the phone, and it looks like the phone gets passed off because now Trudy has both hands free. 

She starts to rub the bulge at the crotch of the jeans with both hands, caressing the package in front while letting her other hand run down the tubular length that travels off down the leg nearest her phone. 

“Trudy,” I say. “You don’t have to do this. I’ll find some other way.” I know she can hear me, but she doesn’t respond. What she does do is reach up with both hands and undo the button-fly at the top of the jeans. I watch as she slowly pulls the zipper down with two dainty fingers, though the urgent pressure from the thing behind seems to be helping her along. Then she takes the pair of legs in her hands, looks up at their owner, and repositions him so that he’s fully facing her phone’s camera, nearly filling the screen. I’m treated to a view of black and green undershorts hanging out of the open fly. They look about to burst from their tight fit around what they conceal. 

“Trudy,” I say. But I can only watch as one of my wife’s hands lightly brushes the living thing inside the jeans. It pulses at her in response. Then she pushes her hand down inside the leg of the pants, exploring its full length. Her face comes into the screen, and I can see her biting her lip. And I can hear her. 

She says, under her breath: Oh my fucking God … 

Then she reaches up with both hands and yanks down everything. Just like she’s done to me so many times. The undershorts are so tight they stick to the scrotum as they’re lowered, but Trudy positions herself in front of the camera and pulls everything all the way down. Now I see the back of my wife’s head, her hands on either side sliding back up two tightly muscled and nearly hairless white legs. 

She moves out of the way. 

I’m looking at one of the biggest goddamn dicks I’ve ever seen. Evenly thick along its entire length, yet still mostly flaccid from the way it hangs, it arcs away from the neat nest of dark black pubic hair at its base. It’s bone white and smooth except for two soft gray veins visible even through the phone, and ends in a fat head that’s purple as a stormcloud. It bounces a little, moving closer, and now I’m looking the monster right in its eye. 

He’s moving the phone closer. Nick. He wants me to see it. 

He moves it so close that the bulbous head contacts the camera lens and, for just a second or two, everything is black and I feel a kooky kind of distress that I can’t see it. Why would I want to see it? It’s like slowing down as you drive by a six-car pileup on the highway, to get a good look at the devastation. 

And I’m almost relieved when the picture returns and I see a pretty hand wrap around that fat shaft and start slowly stroking. I would know it’s Trudy’s hand; I can see her wedding ring, a match for the one I’m wearing — gold with a band of silver through the center. The initials carved on the inside are now pressed into the taut skin of Nick’s erection. 

She slides the hand all the way back against Nick, and his cock pulsates in response, the ridge at the head fattening like it’s breathing. Her little fingers can’t touch her thumb as they encircle the girth, and there’s still enough of his manhood hanging from her palm that she’d need two more hands to grip it all. 

I can barely hear her: … so big … looks soooooo fucking good …  

A feel a little sweat on my forehead. My mouth is tacky and dry. I want to say my wife’s name, but I don’t think she’d hear me even if I screamed. 

The view expands so that I can see her again. She’s holding Nick’s dick upright now, that bulging head reaching far beyond his naval, two balls the size of eggs hanging below. She looks right into the camera when she finally speaks: “Darren, I want you know that I’m not doing this for any job. You said yourself, there’s a word for people who do that.” 

It’s true. I did say that. Now I’m close to stuttering: “Okay … then … why?” 

There’s not a trace of a smile on Trudy’s face as she tells me — 

“Because I want to suck this motherfucking badass cock.”

I literally bend over. I can’t look. My forehead hits the steering wheel and I’m holding my stomach. I can hear Nick laughing. Then I hear him talk: “You seeing this, David?” Darren, I think. But I don’t say it. I can’t say anything. My mouth won’t work. “Hey, I change mind. Maybe come inside,” says Nick. “Get closer look. Watch your wife love my dick.” I hear Trudy’s giggle. “I think she wants pretty bad. Don’t you, baby?” 

“Fuck yes, I do.” Trudy’s voice. I still can’t look. 

“Well, no dick for you until you suck these balls. You want to suck on balls?” 

I don’t hear any response from Trudy, just her muffled voice. And then Nick — “Oh yeah, that’s it, that’s a girl. One side … then the other.” I guess she answered Nick’s question. 

“Trudy,” I say. But there’s hardly any sound, and I know they aren’t listening. 

“Not coming in, then?” I hear Nick say. “Okay. I set phone riiiiiight here so can watch. That’s good, oh yeah, now pull them both in mouth.” 

The Thai food in my stomach briefly threatens to come back up. But I don’t let that happen. I steel myself. I’m a good husband. This is what Trudy wants. And I love Trudy. She’s my wife and I love her. And if it’s what she wants … 

Then it’s what I want. 

I sit up and pick up the phone. 

I hold it up to my face. 

The picture is intensely clear and vivid. Fucking technology. I can tell from the perspective that Nick has the phone propped up on something so he doesn’t have to hold it. I see my wife, her head craned back, with Nic’s big cock laying up over her nose. Nick’s got his hand around it, holding it by the tip, which is all the way up above her forehead. Trudy’s mouth is stretched wide below him and she’s working her lips like a fish, pulling one of his hangers away from its sac. I can see the muscles in her neck move as she sucks on it. Her eyes are wide open, looking up at him. 

Nick’s voice: “Oh so good, baby, so fucking good. That’s right, get ‘em both.” Trudy comes off of him, a little trail of saliva dripping from her mouth to a huge set of dangling wet balls. I hear her take a couple of deep breaths. She’s still looking up at him. 

“Can I suck it now?” she says. “Please. I want it.” 

“Get both balls back in your mouth. Then I give what you want.” Trudy reaches out for Nick’s dick, but he pulls it away, lifting it straight up against his flat belly and leaving his ball sac fully exposed, tufts of his black hair sprouting from both sides. Trudy opens wide and dives toward him and I can’t believe it, but she pulls his entire sac into her mouth. I can hear the sucking sounds through the phone as she jitters her head back and forth. 

Jesus, what the fuck has come over her? I think. She’s never done that to me. 

There’s a slurping pop when she releases his nuts from her mouth. But she stays down there, arching her neck back so that she’s looking almost straight up. Now she’s slowly rubbing her tongue along the loose, wrinkly pink between Nick’s big balls. Even in profile, I can see she’s smiling. She lets her tongue travel all the way down to his scrotum, then uses it to lift his balls as she brings it back up to the base of his dick. She backs away from him, almost out of view. But I can tell she’s looking up at him. 

“Now?” she says. 

Nick’s voice: “You ready to suck this dick?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“Because it’s —” 

“Tell him, not me.” 

Trudy looks at the phone, right at me. Doesn’t even hesitate. 

“I want to suck this dick because it’s fucking huge and beautiful. And because I love sucking big dicks.” 

And at this point, I give in completely. Watching my wife enjoy herself, hearing her talk like that, my own body can’t ignore it. I don’t know when my dick got hard, but somehow my hand has traveled inside my sweatpants. I want to look around, make sure the parking lot’s still empty, but I can’t take my eyes off the screen. 

Nick’s voice: “Take down top. I want to see big titties.” 

“Do it,” I say, having discovered my voice along with my hard-on. “Fucking do it, Trudy. Show him those tits.” But if they can hear me, they ignore me. I see Trudy raise her arms at each side, grabbing hold of her top where it falls at the far edges of her shoulders. She pulls it all down, bra straps and cups, in one quick movement, and I see her big tits spill out. God, those fucking beautiful tits. The hours and hours I’ve spent sucking and kneading them. And those sweet little nipples, which are now as prominent as I’ve ever seen them. 

“Fuck,” says Nick. He releases his cock and his hand disappears from view. His dick falls forward, toward my wife, but it’s so hard it still angles upward from his body. I see Trudy get closer, the two of them in profile. She places her hands on the outsides of Nick’s thighs and positions her mouth at the head of his dick. That dick seems impossibly long, and it’s pointing at Trudy like a wand that has her under a spell. Her mouth is moving, and I think I can hear her muttering: oh my God, oh my God, oh my fucking God … 

She goes silent as her red lips kiss the purple bulb of Nick’s cock. She stays there, nuzzling it, her petite mouth making little sucking motions and I just know she’s flicking her tongue over the slit, slowly getting her first real taste of this guy. But I can still hear her from earlier, echoing in my mind — 

I want to suck this motherfucking badass cock …

I push down my sweatpants and free my dick, which almost hurts. I feel like a kid watching his first porn, like I might pop off any second, and I squeeze three fingers around the base of my shaft, right next to my balls, to make the feeling go away. My whole body feels awake, alive. 

“Do it, baby,” I say. “Suck that big cock. God damn, just do it.” I’m not lowering my voice at all. 

“You hear that? David wants you sucking dick, Trudy. You better do what he says.” 

“Yeah,” I say, almost yelling. “Whatever. David wants to see you suck that big fucking cock. David wants you to have it.” Who gives a shit what my name is. 

Not Trudy. Not right now. She ignores me, and she ignores Nick. As she parts her lips and slides her mouth down his shaft, I can tell there’s only one thing in her world — the dick she’s starting to suck. 

I hear Nick start to moan and mutter incomprehensibly, but at this point I don’t much give a shit about him, either. Trudy’s mouth is stretched wide, her chin nearly resting on her chest, and her head is slowly sliding farther down Nick’s meat. I watch as five inches, six inches, get swallowed by my wife and I’m handling my own meat with a slow but firm stroke, trying to give myself an outlet without blowing a wad right here in the truck. 

Trudy withdraws to the cockhead, pulling back just far enough that I can see her lips move off the thick ridge. I can see the meaty red and purple there, and I see quick movements in Trudy’s cheeks and I know she’s circling him with her tongue. I hear a sound, this one from Trudy — Mmmmmmm. It’s a deep sound that comes from her chest, a sound I know. It’s the sound she makes when she bites into a rich dessert, or a warm piece of bread, when she’s really hungry. 

Then she takes him deep, and comes quickly back. She speeds up and makes that sound again — Mmmmmmmmmm. She goes down on his dick in quick motions, then withdraws slowly, keeping her lips tight. She does this over and over, tilting her head to one side then the other. As she leans the top of her head away from the phone and goes down on Nick’s dick, I can actually see her throat muscles move, her little ladylike Adam’s apple jitter. I see motion at the bottom of the screen. Trudy’s brought her hands up to her tits and is pulling on her nipples and fuck my dick hurts.

Then an arm comes down from above. Nick is reaching down and feeling my wife’s tits, squeezing them hard and rubbing thumbs across her nipples. I see the ends of his long black hair at the top of my screen. “Oh fuck, these tits … so fucking nice,” he’s saying. But his arms are in the way, blocking my view of his cock in my wife’s mouth and it’s driving me crazy. 

“Move, move, move,” I hear myself saying, but he just keeps feeling her up. I can only see the back of my wife’s head, her bouncy little ponytail moving back and forth and it’s fucking killing me. “Goddamn it.” 

When Nick finally gets out of the way and stands back up, Trudy’s off his dick. She’s moved to one side, behind it, so that she’s facing the phone, facing me. But she’s looking up, looking at Nick, and I wonder what Nick’s face must look like right now. His huge cock shines with my wife’s spit, and she’s licking it along the side. “Yeah, that’s right,” I hear Nick say. “Lick my dick, baby. All of it. Lick it all.” 

“Yes, lick it,” I say. But I’m quiet now. The sound of my hand going up and down on my cock is louder than my voice. “Lick it, lick it, lick it …” 

“Don’t look at me,” says Nick. “Look at David. Look at husband and lick it.” 

Trudy looks at the phone. Looks right at me. She opens her mouth and takes in the side of Nick’s shaft and moves down to the base. Now her cheek is flattening his balls, and I can see her top lip above his dick and her bottom lip below. She stays there a few long seconds, looking me in the eye, and that’s when it occurs to me that she can actually see me. Which means Nick can see me, too. I wonder what I look like, what kind of expression is on my face. But Trudy’s looking at me, and I just mouth I love you. 

She bats her eyes twice, and I know. She heard me. 

Then she closes her eyes and tastes her way back up Nick’s long member, keeping her lips tight along its side until they hit the ridge at the head. She goes back and forth, back and forth, slowly, making that sound — Mmmmmm. I see a fat wet drop at the tip of Nick’s cock, just hanging there, and I don’t know if it’s precum or my wife’s spit, but the next time her mouth gets to the tip I see her tongue dart out and lick it away and she makes that sound again, in bursts — Mmm, mmm, mmmmmm. 

I wonder what my wife’s mouth tastes like right now. I suddenly want to kiss her so bad I can barely stand it, and I have to pinch the base of my own hard shaft again. 

She maneuvers back in front of Nick, keeping her lips around the head of his dick, but then I see Nick’s hand. He grabs his cock and takes it away. It comes out of her mouth with an audible pop.

Why did you do that? I think. Why did you take it away? She wants to suck it. Give it back. Give it to her! Or maybe I actually say that out loud. I’m not even sure. 

Nick’s voice: “I gotta come, baby. You want it?” 

Trudy: “Yes.” I can hear her panting. 

“You like it, my dick?”

“God, yes.” 

“Is it best fucking dick you ever had?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is it biggest dick you ever had?” 

“Yes, yes, yes.” 

“Bigger than David? Bigger dick than husband?” 

“Fuck. Fuck, yes, bigger than Darren.” That stings me a little. But only a little. There’s no doubt — his cock is much bigger than mine. She’s only telling the truth. I’m as hard as I get, and ready to blow, but I don’t even have to glance down to know that with my hand wrapped completely around my dick there’s only a half-inch or so jutting out beyond my thumb before the modest ridge at the head. I can please a woman with this dick, and I know I can please my wife. I’ve made her come countless times. I know she loves me, and I swell up inside with that confidence when I hear her say my name — Darren. Not fucking David. I know she doesn’t need anything more than me. But I’m glad I can let her have this. This little gift. 

Well … this big gift, as the case may be.

“You ready to suck, Trudy? You want cum?” Nick sure is a verbal fucker. 

“Yes, pleeeeease …” He wants to make her beg, and I don’t care a bit for that. My wife should not have to beg. 

“Where you want me to come?” 

“In my mouth,” says Trudy. She’s talking fast, breathing heavy. I can tell she can’t wait, and it’s eating me up. 

Nick just laughs. “Won’t all go in there. Where else?” 

“In my face. All over my face. And on my tits.” She’s rubbing her tits, holding them up, showing him where she wants it. Her mouth is hanging open and she’s trying to get at his cock, but he’s pressing back against her forehead and managing to keep his cock just an inch from her lips. 

“Oh, I shoot big, big load for you. We let David watch. You ready?” 

“Yes,” says Trudy. I say it with her. My hand is moving faster, up and down my dick. It’s kind of a bitch, jerking myself off while trying to hold a phone still in my hand. I even out my breathing and pace myself. I just know, when I see cum hit my wife, when a thick shot splashes those beautiful lips, I’m going to explode. And when she gets dressed and gets back out here, when I’ve got her back in the truck, she’ll see how hot she got me. She’ll see and she’ll lap it up and kiss me. She’ll kiss me and I won’t care even if I taste Nick. We’ll kiss until I’m hard again and I’ll fuck her right here in the truck, right here in the motherfucking Dairy Barn parking lot. 

Nick’s voice: “You tell husband. Tell David you want my cum.” 

Trudy doesn’t hesitate even one second. She twists her head toward the phone, fighting against the pressure from Nick’s hand, which is spread out on her forehead and twisting her hair, and looks at me. “Darren? Darren baby, I want his fucking load. I want to suck his cock and make him come. I want it all. I want it in my mouth, on my face, I want it all over these tits.” She’s still holding her tits up, pressing them together. 

And I’m dying to see it. There’s no denying it. I want my wife to have it, and I want to see it: Cum all over her. 

“Ah,” chuckles Nick. “Darren, you there?” Well, at the least the asshole finally got my name right. 

“Yes,” I manage, though I’m so close to coming I can hardly breathe. 

“Darren, your wife she want cum. She need big cock, big like you don’t have. You want her to suck it?” 

“Yes, I want her to suck it,” I say. I hope there’s no one else in this parking lot, some bum hanging around the dumpster. They’ll think some pervert’s hanging out in a pickup. I look at Trudy, her mouth still hanging open for Nick’s swollen cock. Her tongue darts in and out like a little reptile’s, almost reaching it. “Yes … please … please let her suck it.” Now he’s laughing again. Laughing because now he’s got me begging, too. 

“What’s that, Darren? What you want?” 

“Please,” I say again. “Please let her suck your cock —“

“My big cock.” 

“Please let her suck your big cock.” I stop stroking, right at the edge, about to shoot a load, holding back with everything I’ve got. I take a deep breath and say what I know he wants to hear: “Let my wife suck your big cock and shoot it all over her.” 

“Shoot what, Darren?” He’s relaxed his hand a little, I see, and Trudy has managed to reach the head of his dick with her tongue and is lapping at it like a thirsty dog. 

“Your cum. Your fucking cum. Just do it! Let my wife suck your cock, your big cock, and shoot your hot cum all over her. Please! Pleeeeease!”

And he finally moves his hand away. Trudy’s back on his dick like her life depends it. I watch his thick shaft disappear into her waiting mouth. She takes him deep and fast. I see saliva run down to his balls and start to drip, but Trudy doesn’t slow down. She sucks like she’s scared he’ll take it away again. The muscles at the back of her shoulders flex and there’s a wild jumble of noises coming from the phone, filling the cab of the truck: slurping, gulping sounds, short gagging sounds, and Trudy’s Mmmmmmmmmmm. I know that my wife is getting what she wants, and it thrills me. I’m back to whacking my dick like a madman, ready to finally let go. 

“Oh, ohhhh,” I hear. Nick is starting to moan. No longer able to stand still, he’s swaying his hips back and forth. “Ohhhhhh, fuck, fuck. Ohhhh, yeah. Darren gonna taste this dick tonight. Trudy’s mouth gonna taste like Nick’s big cock. Gonna taste my cock for a week after I come. Oooooo, ooooo, fuck, fuck.” I hear him take a deep breath. “Shit. Shit. Here I come baby, here it is, here I come …” 

I see my wife release the huge cock she’s been working on. She leans back and opens wide, sticking her tongue out. It dangles there, pink and thirsty, waiting. Nick grabs himself and strokes, about to pump out his load, and I’m about to pump out my own, when — 

I see a quick flash of an arm on the screen. There is a clattering noise, and my screen goes black. “What the fuck?” I yell. “What the fuck?” I shake the phone, thinking something’s wrong. Did we get disconnected? Goddamn it! But no, I can still hear them. I can hear Nick crying out as he comes, a long wailing noise interrupted by a few phrases that I don’t understand. I figure it’s Greek. He’s coming on my wife, emptying his balls in her face and mouth, and I wanted to see it and this is fucking terrible. 

But I know what’s happened. In his ecstasy, he must’ve knocked Trudy’s phone from where it sat balanced. Now it’s probably face-down on the floor and I can hear them, but I can’t see them, I can’t see anything, and there’s no way anyone in there is going to pick it up now. They’re in there having a grand old time and I’m out here like a schmuck. And that’s what I feel like: a fucking schmuck, out here beating off in a fucking pickup truck while my wife sucks a load out of her boss’s big dick. And I wanted her to do it. I can admit that now. 

She wanted it. And I wanted it. 

And by the sound of it, she still wants it. I can hear her, bright and clear through my phone’s little speaker: “Oh yes, oh yeah, fucking feels so good. Goddamn! Holy shit!” I can hear her make little spitting sounds, smacking noises with her lips, but the screen is completely black and my imagination is running wild. I wanted to see it. Yes, I wanted to see my wife, my beautiful wife, get hit with ropes of cum. I wanted to see her lap it up and I’m still shaking my phone. But there’s nothing to see. And nothing much to hear now, either. I hear Nick breathing in deep satisfied gasps, which gradually slow, and my hard-on is gone. Dead. I was so close to coming and now I’m sitting out here holding a soft dick in my palm. I feel slightly pathetic. 

I hear Nick one more time, saying something in another language between breaths. I hope he’s offering her a towel, maybe a glass of water. But I don’t hear Trudy at all. 

I give up. I swivel my thumb over the screen and hit the little red Disconnect button. I just don’t know what’s going to happen now. 

The interview’s over. All I can do is sit here and wait for my wife to come back. 




* * *




I don’t have to wait long. Not even a minute later I hear the heavy door at the back of the Dairy Barn and the first thing I feel is confusion. How did she get cleaned up and dressed that fast? There wasn’t time to — 

I hear the door bang shut. I close my eyes. I try to imagine what the look will be on Trudy’s face. Will she laugh? Laugh at me? The woman I married, who just moments ago told me how bad she wanted to suck another man’s cock? The woman I sleep with every night, who just looked me in the eye and told me how much bigger another man’s cock was? The woman who just drained her hung boss while listening to her husband tell her how nice and fat his dick was? Will she look ashamed? Regretful? 

Or will she be angry? Angry that I let her go through with this? Angry that … that I liked it? That I enjoyed seeing her used in this way? 

It’s still dead quiet and deserted out here. My heart is racing and the only sound is Trudy’s footsteps. I can hear her getting closer, and as she approaches the passenger door I venture a glance into the sideview mirror. She’s close, very close now, and all I can see is skin — bare shoulders and the tops of her breasts. 

Did my wife just walk across the parking lot topless? 

I face forward and pretend to be adjusting the rearview mirror as she opens the door. I have to look sometime, so I turn my head. 

The truck sits high and Trudy’s getting in the way she always does: facing outward and stepping back up onto the running board, using the grab bar just inside the door to hoist herself up before righting herself in the seat. Her back and arms are bare, white skin, lightly tan above the neckline and below her elbows. I try to control my breathing, slapping a hand to the center of my chest as I see her little blouse bunched down around her waist. Her bra, still fastened behind her, is most of the way down her back. Once she gets her ass in the seat, still facing outward, her arms reach around and release the two little clips of the bra. She tosses it to the floorboard, turns and sits back in the seat. 

“Holy fuck,” comes uncontrollably out of my mouth. I say more than that, but I don’t know what. I’m probably gibbering. 

There’s a thick line of cum across the bridge of my wife’s nose. There’s more on her cheeks, and enough around her mouth, thick and white, that I can barely see the red of her lips. More hangs from her chin, turning clear as it runs wet and loose over her throat. 

And it’s on her tits. One thick rope of jizz crosses her upper chest, with half a dozen stray splashes over her breasts. The nipple closest to me is completely obscured with cum and I can’t take my eyes off of it as her chest rises and falls. She’s still breathing heavy, the way I’ve heard her breathe so many times after we fuck, and I know it’s how she sounds when she’s deeply satisfied. 

I’m still looking at that nipple, stiff and white with a wad of cum that seems to hang from it, her chest stuck out. And as she exhales, cum falls from the nipple and plops onto her belly. 

I know I have to look her in the eye. But I don’t know what to say. She’s facing me now, so I find her eyes and say the truest thing I can think of. 

“I love you, Trudy.” 

She turns her body toward me, but doesn’t say anything, and for a second I’m terrified. Why doesn’t she say anything? But then I see her smile behind her cum-covered lips and I feel something like relief. But what does that smile say? Is it an I love you, too smile or a fuck-you-look-what-I-did smile? Either way, it’s clearly a happy smile. She’s happy. And for this moment, that’s enough. 

She puts a hand on the back of the seat and one on the dash and pushes herself closer to me. Now that she’s fully facing me, I see another pool of cum just below her right shoulder. She has mischief in her eyes, and she’s still smiling, but goddamn it why won’t she say anything? We’re sitting in a parking lot, where anyone could pull in at any time. I reach out blindly for the ignition, thinking we’ve got to get out of here, but Trudy is coming closer and I see her eyes travel down to my lap. 

And I realize I’m still holding my cock. It’s still out of my sweatpants and has been this whole time. And now it’s hard again. Rock hard. 

And why wouldn’t it be? This might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. My wife, the woman I’m spending my life with, covered in cum. It’s a sight I’ve seen so many times before, but never like this. It was always my own load. Now it’s someone else’s, and there’s something about that. 

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I say. “I just want to —” 

But she’s caught me with my mouth open. She moves quick, and in an instant I know why she hasn’t said a word since getting in the truck. Her kiss is salty and soaking wet. She leans hard into my face and presses her tongue between my lips and, as she does, the cum she’s been holding onto fills my mouth. She dances her tongue around, playing with the thick liquid. It’s still warm and doesn’t taste much different from my own. She keeps kissing me, using her whole mouth, her whole head, smearing the jizz on my face. 

I’m lost, to the point where I can’t tell if this is her fantasy or mine. Trudy backs her face away from me slowly, our open eyes locked, and I tighten my lips around her extended tongue as it withdraws, slurping every hot drop from the soft red flesh. 

Now it’s me who can’t talk. But Trudy smiles that beautiful smile, puts her hands on both of my cheeks. It’s not her naughty grin, not really. Just a loving smile. And I feel like everything’s going to be okay. 

“Go on,” she says. 

I swallow, making a deep gulping noise. Trudy erupts with a little mock scream and bobs her head side to side like a teen girl watching a boyband. 

“So you still love me?” I say? She gives me a peck on the lips. 

“Of course, you big doof,” she says, smacking me playfully. “Why would you say that?” She looks a little hurt, and I think maybe I’ve said the wrong thing. “How could you say that? You know you’re the man of my dreams.” 

“But in there, in there you said —”

“That I like big dicks. Yeah, secret’s out, Sherlock. Every woman likes big dicks.” She moves closer, our lips lightly touching. “But not every woman has a man who will let her have one now and then. That makes me a lucky girl. I love you, Darren.” 

“God, Trudy … I love you, too.” And I do. So much that, as we kiss, I don’t even care that I’m tasting the man she’s just enjoyed. We part, and I lick gently all around her mouth, cleaning it completely. I want to see my wife’s face, want to put it back right, like it was. I close my mouth around her nose and suck the cum away, swallowing as I go. 

“Hey, save some for me,” she says, and we both laugh. “You dirty fucker.” She reaches for my dick and finds it hard. “Looks like someone enjoyed this interview as much as I did.” 

And that’s probably true. I’m especially enjoying the way she came back to me. 

“So,” I say, “does this mean you’re going to want a big dick again, sometime?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. Or maybe that’s up to you.” She lies back against the steering wheel and spreads her arms across the dash, straddling my lap with her knees on my seat. She sticks her chest out, her big tits displayed before me, wet with Nick’s cum. 

“So do you think you’ll … uh … get the job?” I ask. 

“Who gives a fuck,” she says. “I already got what I wanted.” 

“So you really wanted that?”

“Damn right. Ever since I saw him pull that big dick out of Shelly’s twat, I wanted it.” 

“Really?” I never knew my wife had these kinds of thoughts. But now that I know, I’m okay with it. More than okay. 

“It was killing me, listening to her fat ass squeal while she got fucked with it. And I knew I could give him what she wouldn’t.” 

“The best blowjob in town?” I say, laughing. 

“Hey, I give the best blowjob in the state. Speaking of which …” Her eyes go back to my cock, which I’m still slowly stroking. Our conversation has been distracting, but now that everything seems okay, now that the weirdness has been washed away, my need for release is back. Trudy watches as I stroke faster. 

“Go down on me, babe?” I say, closing my eyes. I expect to feel her lips around my dick any second. But she doesn’t move. 

“No,” she says. “You still have work to do.” 

I open my eyes, and now she is giving me the naughty grin. She shakes her cum-covered breasts back and forth. The jizz is loosening up, start to run clear, traveling down to the underside of both boobs. There’s still one thick white gobbet on her left nipple. 

“Jesus, that guy shot a fucking wad,” I say, stroking faster. 

“Shit, this isn’t the half of it. I swallowed more than this. So come on, clean up your woman. Don’t be a pussy.” 

Fuck, she drives me wild. I feel myself getting close. I lean in and suck the cum off her stiff nipple. I swallow the warm jizz and keep going, and keep jacking my dick. She moans with pleasure, and one of her hands leaves the dash and slips into her pants. Listening to her voice, firmly telling me what she wants as we both masturbate in the cab of my truck, drives me insane. 

“Oh, Darren. That’s right, get it all. Take me back, eat all that fucking cum. Eat Nick’s load, eat it and take me back. Don’t stop, make me all yours again, don’t stop …” 

I don’t. I lap at her breasts, running my tongue underneath to get every drop. I make a sucking noise as I move my mouth slowly across her upper chest, then stick out my tongue and go back the other direction, licking her clean. I stop to swallow, then keep going. Her arm, buried in her pants, seems to be vibrating and I know she’s rubbing her clit with everything she’s got. After all this, she needs to come. 

And so do I. She throws her head back, craning her neck over the steering wheel. As she does, I see one last fat pool of white cum sitting like hot gel below her shoulder. I reach out for it with my tongue and noisily slurp it off her skin. As I swallow, Trudy cries out and shivers in orgasm. She yells out in three quick bursts, humping her hips against her hand. 

Oh fuck … Oh, God … oooooohhhhhhhh … 

I lie back against the headrest, my mouth sticky, cum on my lips, and pump my cock. Finally, I’m going to let go. 

And Trudy’s off of me like a shot. She moves her ass to one side and plunges her head into my lap. As I start to shoot my load, I feel her lips close around my dick. I’m jerking so hard I’m almost punching her in the face. She knocks my hand away, takes my dick deep in her mouth, and sucks. 

All the nervousness of this week, all the problems — old man Pappas’ sudden retirement, the arrival of Nick, the mortgage statement from the bank, my assmunch manager at the dealership — I empty it all into my wife’s mouth, thrusting my hips up with every shot. Five … six … seven times. 

I can’t remember ever coming so hard. 

She keeps her mouth around my cock as I come back down, sucking me gently until I’m relaxed. 

Then she sits up and looks at me, her mouth tightly closed in a pucker. I smile and give her a nod. 

She kisses me and feeds me my own load. She does it slowly, lovingly, pushing a little more into my mouth with every motion of her tongue. She licks around my lips as she does this, then darts her tongue back in my mouth, and I don’t know whose cum I’m eating. But, as Trudy said, who gives a fuck? The relief I feel is amazing. And this woman, my wife, is amazing. 

I reach behind her and put my hands on her ass and pull her close. She can’t stop kissing me, nibbling at my lips. 

“Give it back to me,” she says. I place my hand behind her head and bend forward, letting her suck the mix of come back into her mouth. She swallows and licks her lips, and I hear her make that sound one more time — Mmmmmmm.

What a wonderful, sexy sound. 

We sit there a few more minutes, giving each other sticky kisses and talking. 

“So … Nick,” she says. 

“Yeah, what about him?”

“The dumb fuck thinks he used me.” 

“Yeah, he probably does,” I say.

“But, you know, baby … I think we both just used him.” I can only smile. She’s right. I start the truck, put it in gear. Trudy, still topless, bounds into the passenger seat. As I back out of the parking space, she says, “So, another thing.” 

“What’s that?”

“You liked watching me?”

“Yeah. It was weird at first, but it was hot,” I say.

“I’m thinking we should put the shoe on the other foot.” 

“What shoe? What do you mean?” Then I get her drift. “You mean you want to watch me?”

“Why not? Fair is fair.” 

“Okay … like, with another woman?”

“No, with a hamster. Yes, dipshit, with another woman.” I consider this as I drive to the edge of the lot, passing the dark Suburban next to the drive-thru window. “So, who do you —” 

“Shelly,” she says, before I can even get the question out. 

“Seriously? You’d be okay with that? I mean, she’s your friend, and she’s not really my type.” 

“Does she have a pussy?”

“That’s the rumor.” 

“Then she’s your type. Besides, I’ve already seen her get fucked.” We pull out into the darkened street. “She thinks you’re kinda sexy, you know?”

“She said that?” 

“More than once. Besides, Travis would love it. Looooove it.” 

“I just bet he would. The fucking pervert.” 

“Look who’s talking,” she says. She’s got me there. We’re heading toward a section of town that might still be awake. Trudy pulls her blouse up over her tits and slides her arms into it. “Travis and me, we’ll just sit there and pass each other popcorn.” 

“And you think he’d be okay with that?” 

“Do you have a dick?” 

“Damn straight.” 

“Then yeah, I think he’d be okay with it.” I keep my eyes on the road, but my mind is elsewhere. I’m getting the feeling that this is something that’s already  been discussed at some level. Just a couple of girlfriends chatting at work. Maybe just hints at first. Then one of the girls goes home and mentions it to her husband … 

Trudy leans close to me and whispers. I can feel her warm breath on my ear: “And after you blow your load in her, I’d like to eat your cum right out of her fucking pussy.” 

Nothing will ever surprise me about this woman again. 

I drive home. Fast. 




* * *




On Monday morning, Trudy starts her new job as assistant manager at Papa’s Dairy Barn. 


Are you Eroticultured? 




Thanks for reading Snowballing My Cuckold. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a brief review at the site where you purchased it so that others can know what to expect. 




Mailing list options and New Release notifications are in the works. But in the meantime, if you’d like to connect with me for any reason please get it touch at: parker@packhousemedia.com 




I can’t wait to hear from you! 




Yours, 




Parker P.
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