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      Shontavius Jackson, ironically Lil’ Shon to his crew, was a monster. Coralee Cunningham watched him now, elbow to elbow with some of the rudest, pushiest pseudo-journalists she’d ever encountered. Course, she was a pseudo-pseudo-journalist. What’d they think of her?

      Lil’ Shon lay out on his back, his, gosh, what, size sixteen sneakers splayed out on either side of the weight bench, firmly planted on the concrete floor painted with the candy-bright colors of the Tennessee University logo. His back arched on the bench and his thick arms thrust a 225 lb barbell from his sternum straight up, again and again, like a sweating, rippling, tireless piston. He huffed and snorted, his eyes narrow and mean, staring up at the universe like it was just him and it that existed and he would show it what’s what.

      This was the wild world of sports, ladies and gentlemen, as her pop used to misquote back when he was county reeve of Buck’s Hollow, Georgia. Now here was his daughter, living his idiom in real live Technicolor.

      Coralee was a fortunate attendant of the Combine. Capital C. The college football showcase where two-hundred of the country’s most gifted male athletes are invited to prove their physical abilities to scouts, coaches, and managers; and it was spectacle. It was Rome; it was gladiators; it was thumbs up or thumbs down; it was ten-seconds and a few flimsy by-laws away from having real lions fight real bears. It wasn’t always like that. The League had kept it private but in the last four years they televised it and now it brought six-million viewers. Lights flashed, cameras clicked and stuttered, and journalists, sports writers, commentators, broadcasters, correspondents, and even lowly podcasters and bloggers formed a teeming semi-circle, roaring in tumult. In the apex, the jewel in this roaring crown, a twenty-two-year-old warrior outta Halifax, North Carolina.

      Huff, huff, huff, he snorted, through twenty reps, thirty reps, now forty. The crowd went out of its collective mind. A record was broken.

      This morning’s event was the most popular. The Bench Press. Every athlete taking the same heavy barbell and pressing it as many repetitions as they could. Proving their strength and strength endurance.

      Lil’ Shon was going to break the record, but he offered far more than just being strong. Everybody loved the bench press because it addressed some lame, male strongman fantasy. Shon had more—strength, yes, but he had speed, size, agility, and power. Six-five, three-hundred-twenty pounds of rippling muscle. He had legendary mass and none of it was baby blubber. He had a four-second forty. He was explosive.

      His black skin shone with sweat just an arm’s length from her right now. His arms wriggled with flexing muscle and black line tattoos drawn all over him, right up his neck to his rugged jawline.

      Shon, Shon, Shon, a chant emerged, panting from the mostly male crowd as he approached fifty reps. A bubble of tension was expanding and growing, fixing to pop.
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        * * *

      

      Coralee was in the crowd somewhere. Bobby jostled for position in the thriving, lurching mosh pit, camera held over his head, hoping he was getting Shontavius. He’d lost her a few minutes ago, both of them weaving through the throng, his petite wife slipping under men’s elbows far better than he could. She might have a lot of curves on that little frame but she was a slippery little one. He hoped she was getting something.

      Lord knows they needed it. His fantasy project, his own live sports blog and podcast, the thing he’d invested an eighty-thousand dollar inheritance on, well, it was on its last, very wobbly legs. Readership had gone down, listeners were lost, sponsors were getting harder to scrape up. And he was running out of money. 

      ‘Man Cave Sports’ got a little surge recently with the addition of his loving wife to the show. He needed her help when he had to let his lone employee go, so she’d taught herself how to operate the boards for the podcast, learned some easy website maintenance that saved him some time and money. She’d become show content in a way too. His foil. His pretty-faced, blonde, Southern wife and her complete lack of knowledge when it came to sports. She’d become a punch line in the podcast. The remaining fans were responding to her charms, and he was expanding her role.

      His sweet Coralee was the love of his life. The fact that she would put her career on hold to help pull his dream job out of the fire couldn’t mean more to him. She was a smarty-pants. Magna cum laude, sorority sister, demure, Miss Manners, and an award-winning engineering student. She had tremendous promise. She’d put it on hold to help with what she called the Family Business. It had swelled his heart.

      And it wasn’t just lip service. She might be shy and demure but she was a go-getter. Nothing lazy about his Coralee. Even last night, on the eve of his unbelievable invitation to attend the Combine she’d stayed up till three in the morning learning about all the prospects and all that they brought to the game. He told her it was better if she stayed ignorant of the sports cause it was what made her funny. She said her knowing more would help her shape her ignorance, make it more pointed. Whatever that meant.

      So she’d studied. This morning during their taxi ride from the hotel to the University she’d rattled off all sorts of stats and insights that surprised him. Lil’ Shon was the belle of this ball. Lions, Rams, Eagles, all of em itching to sign him. Somebody, somehow, was going to pay this kid close to a hundred million dollars. That’s what was anticipated. Long as they could swallow that dry, chalky pill called His Rumored Gang Past. And one of those teams would. Would take that medicine—afraid another team would get him and they’d have to face him. That’s where he’d lost Coralee, jockeying for footage and eyes-on reporting of the man that everyone was here to see.

      A chanting in the crowd surged. Shon, Shon, Shon, over and over. Building and rising to a crescendo. There was an explosion behind him and he jumped. Both feet right up off the ground, one then the other, like a frightened Irish jig. Chemical flames shot out of a tin cannon behind the crowd. They were littered with red, white, and blue confetti.
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        * * *

      

      Shontavius had broken a record. Then surpassed it. When he hit fifty reps, a goal he’d promised in the days preceding, cannons went off, confetti fluttered, the crowd roared till her eardrums felt like they might pop. She hunched her shoulders and winced but never let her iPhone come away from her point-blank coverage.

      Still that bar drove up and down. Still this incredible man huffed and grimaced. His face was twisted with menace and focus. His skin shone from effort. Sweat streamed from him and dripped to the bench and the floor. The muscles bulged in his ebony arms, white light glimmered on their engorged edges. Blood pulsed and pumped through his veins, bulging like cables, criss-crossed over them right into his shoulders.

      Fifty-one reps. Fifty-two, he kept going. Fifty-five, a shaky fifty-six, the crowd hushed. He struggled on fifty-seven. The crowd took up its call again, chanting his name, urging him on, needing him to be what they wanted him to be. Ultra, superior, unstoppable. Her own legs trembled.

      He did it, the bar shoved upright, his quavering arms locked. The weight was helped backward to its rest by two gigantic men in TennU track suits. The crowd cheered anew. Again she flinched, shoulders hunched, and again her hand locked on that camera and got every shining moment for her husband’s blog.

      Shontavius jumped up, hopped on both feet, pumping his fists. The crowd gave him a fearful berth. He roared. He whooped. His face was mean, and he strutted around, flexing his enormous muscles for all that were gathered, eyeballing them all like he was waiting for one of them to challenge him. They all shrank under him. His masculinity crushed them. No one here was even half the man. He knew it.

      “Whooo,” he bellowed to the stadium ceiling, his howl bounced around in all that steel girder. “Whooo,” again, mean, his veins bulging, bristling macho arrogance.

      Then he was storming off, heading to the locker room to prepare for the next event. “Fuck out the way, fool,” he growled. With one swipe of an arm he sent four men stumbling. They bumbled backwards, stepping over each other, sending a hefty writer into Coralee, his stupid sneakers stomping and scuffing over top of her size five loafers.

      “Ow, oh,” she hollered, “for cryin’ ...” She stumbled now too, getting squirted out of the throng, behind them all, at the very back of the action now.

      “Shoot,” she hissed. Her head darted around, left and right, she went around in a circle, desperate for what her next move should be. There was an aluminum scaffolding frame behind her, a curtain hung from it emblazoned with the logo of the Football League. She threw a look over her shoulder at the clamoring throng, saw the men in sweatsuits trying to clear a path for the charging prospect, more for the crowd’s safety than Lil’ Shon’s benefit.

      Coralee was moving, her head on a swivel, anticipating the men’s actions, seeing where this might go. She charged through the centre of the logo printed on that curtain, flailing her arms and crouching, hearing her clothes zip along the silky fabric. It snagged behind her but she charged through, her face getting caught—still she pressed, body pulled back, leg kicking up, loafer slipping off, then she was falling through to the other side, landing on her knees, phone still clutched in hand. Her makeup was smeared up her face she was sure, her hair a twisted, silky, blond, static halo.

      Lil’ Shon was coming, charging down the hall towards her, followed by eager reporters with mics thrust in his face.

      “Holy cow,” she whispered, a smile crawling up to her cheeks. She’d guessed right.

      “Shontavius,” she called as she stood up, getting him in frame as he barreled toward her.

      Then behind her a surging wave of thoughtless bloggers, following her like sheep, coming through the curtain that she’d divined, shuffling her forward like flotsam towards the charging Minotaur. They mimicked her, calling Shon’s name over and over, mics and recorders thrust out, desperately wanting a statement. She stumbled toward Shon, scuffling along on her tip-toes, wearing only one shoe, she thrust her phone up, saw his intimidating face looming in her screen. It was an incredible shot. Staring down the—

      She’d been knocked into before. She mighta grew up in rural Buck’s Hollow but she’d spent time in Atlanta, she’d been jostled and bumped. One time she got knocked down at a Pier One on a Black Friday. But that was human-size people. When Shontavius barged through her with the crowd pressing her forward first thing she thought was Wow, that man’s body’s got no give. He wasn’t soft, his flesh didn’t yield in any way. It was like she’d just been whacked by a minivan at a crosswalk. She spun around, a one-eighty, the wind got knocked outta her and she lost her hearing for, oh, about five seconds. Then she was face down, chin bumping concrete, her soft body doing two bounces as it slid and skipped along the polished stadium floor. Her phone danced out of her hand and she saw it do three somersaults, pirouette—then, kicked by a mouth-breathing reporter, she watched it skitter through the passing throng, bouncing from shin to leg to knee and back again like a ping pong ball.

      “No, no, no,” she hummed, her brow knitting together and reaching up for her hairline.

      Crack. It was crushed by a size sixteen sneaker and three-hundred-twenty pounds of muscle.

      “Aw, nuts,” she said, and she put her head down on the polished floor.
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        * * *

      

      Bobby found Coralee’s shoe before he discovered her body. He caught up with his wife in the empty, makeshift passage that funneled the players to the locker rooms. His poor girl was laying on her belly on the floor. Her blonde hair spread out around her in a tangled mess.

      “Oh, baby,” he laughed, “What happened?”

      She didn’t say anything but her index finger eased out straight, pointing down the way. He followed her finger’s path, saw her mangled iPhone about fifteen feet away from her.

      “Oh no, Coralee ... that your phone?”

      Her head nodded, still face down.

      “Shoot, baby,” he said, and he took her ankle and lifted her foot up and slipped her loafer onto her pretty tootsy.

      “Baby, I was right up front and I got the whole thing ... every rep of his bench press,” she said, talking into the floor behind a lock of her hair.

      He tossed his camera bag behind his hip, turned her over and pulled her up to sit, and he cradled her. “You okay, Coralee?”

      She nodded, her pouty mouth turned down, her chin dimpled like she would cry. She wouldn’t cry though. She might seem like the type but she was tough.

      She put an arm over his narrow shoulder and said, “I had it all, Bobby ... I was right there ... I coulda reached out and touched him. Every rep, Bobby, every rep ...”

      “Maybe we can save it, Coralee ...”

      “Maybe. But not in time, Bobby. Everybody’s gonna beat us to the punch. Even if we save it, we’ll be days behind.”

      “Come on, baby,” he said and he helped her stand up. He smoothed her hair down, said, “Coralee, I’m so proud of you. You did so good. The day isn’t over. We got a lot of chances left to make our mark, okay?”

      She nodded, turned, her head hanging down, and she went and retrieved her mangled phone from the floor.
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        * * *

      

      Shontavius Jackson was an All-Star, Mr. Football, Player Of The Year, and three-time leader of his high school State Championship winning team. In college, on a full scholarship at Kansas, he won the Maxwell Award, played the Orange Bowl twice, and they put him up in the Ring of Honors. But he had a dark side too.

      Rumors of gang affiliations, rumors of drugs and assaults; he’d been shot twice (five times really, but on two separate shootings), even a conspiracy theory that he murdered another gang member and his big brother took the fall so Shon could make use of his football gifts—rise up and get an education, and more importantly make some pro football money for the sake of his family. Shontavius’ brother, legend says, languished in prison and Shon held up his end of the bargain, graduating just this year, and he was poised to make a fortune.

      Coralee stood next to him now, six feet behind. She was bruised and embarrassed, her knees were sore and her jaw was sore. She might have got her bell wrung.

      Shon was preparing for the forty yard dash. They were all in the stadium, on the University’s red polymeric track marked with white chalk lines. There had to be about four hundred non-participants around the track, lining the sides, bunched up at the mouth from where the athletes would launch. Shon was bouncing on his toes while he waited for the officials to give him the go-ahead to get in his three point stance. He was pacing and turning like a jungle cat in the zoo. Sleek and lithe despite his incredible mass. His eyes glowered, and his brow furrowed in focus. It was like he was the only one there.

      Shon at six-five and over three hundred pounds should never be so fast. But he was. A tested sub-5 forty, once recorded at 4.92. She knew what it was like to get hit when he was walking fast. If he hit her at a full sprint, she knew now in her bones she would die.

      She was recording him with Bobby’s iPhone, getting his preparation for the sprint on record so they could edit something together. Bobby was jockeying for a good position down track, waiting to get his finish right by the laser timer.

      Shon had a tight T-shirt on with no sleeves, his cannonball shoulders bulged out of the holes, scribbled with black lines. He had cleats and a pair of black running tights with a wide white stripe that ran up the sides and showed off the ridge of his adductor muscle in his hip. Her eyebrows came up a little. There was just something about Shon. Then, as he turned towards where she was standing, a bright halide stadium light zipped a sizzling line over the lycra bulge between his legs. He was blessed like she couldn’t even imagine.

      “My word,” she whispered. Her eyes travelled up, she felt her cheeks go red. Shon was looking at her. She twisted her mouth up, caught in his gaze. She looked for something from him, something in the moment like what she was feeling. Maybe a nod of an apology, some sort of mea culpa for knocking down a lady, sending her face down to the concrete. Nothing. He looked through her like she wasn’t even there. Like she didn’t exist. His eyes bore holes through her like black laser beams. Her lips parted to say something, but no sound came out. Then he turned, and she was forgotten though she was sure he hadn’t even thought of her in the first place.
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        * * *

      

      An official signaled to a man in an ill-fitting suit and a brush cut and he nodded, trotted up to Shon with his laminated card on a lanyard swinging around his chest. He whispered something up towards Shon’s ear. Shon didn’t acknowledge he’d heard a thing but he must have because he made his way to the blocks at the mouth of the track.

      Bobby readied his video camera and his heart was racing. There was a lot on the line here. He’d fought his way to this spot, a prime position at the side of the track, near the end where the timer was, where he would catch Shontavius at the peak of his effort, hopefully catch an expression on his face that could tell the whole story of what it took to make it here. Shon lowered himself to his stance and waited for the signal.

      There was a commotion from the crowd gathered around Bobby, grumbled complaints. He heard her before he saw her, his wife’s voice saying, Excuse me, excuse me, and then grunting and some vociferous male objection. She popped out next to him, squishing herself under an irritated cameraman’s elbow. She smiled and tidied her hair.

      He laughed, said, “Why are your cheeks red?”

      “Huh?” she said and her hands came up and she put them over her face, her fingertips lightly touching under her big blue eyes. “I don’t know,” she gasped.

      “You get anything?” he asked her.

      “I sure did, baby, I got him while—”

      “Hold up, Coralee,” he stopped her, “I gotta get ready, they’re going to start ...”

      “Good luck, Bobby,” she whispered, and she was pushed to his periphery by jockeying reporters as the official raised the pistol. 

      The electronic starter cracked and Coralee flinched even though she’d been expecting it, kneeling with her fingers in her ears. Shon exploded out of the blocks, his long legs pounding, hurtling his huge body towards them down the track. Powder kicked up behind him, his cleats picked up their tapping as he accelerated, within five strides they came like a staccato.

      “Hey, watch it,” Coralee hissed, and he saw her whip her head over her shoulder. Some tubby neck-beard with an expensive camera and a safari hat was pushing her with his chunky forearm.

      “Fuckin’ move, ya dumb broad,” he growled.

      “Excuse me,” she said, turning, “that’s the language you use with a lady?”

      “You’re in the fuckin’ way!”

      Bobby stayed in focus, camera drilled on this muscular behemoth hammering down the track. He wanted to defend her, but they only had four seconds. Besides, everyone was in everyone’s way, cameramen all along the track edges plopping out where they shouldn’t and blocking his own shot.

      “C’mon, Bobby,” he heard her say, and she pulled his shirtsleeve. Coralee had stepped out onto the track now, and she pulled him to join her.

      “Coralee!” he shouted, not wanting to get in trouble, but he went with her pull, fell to a knee and got the most perfect, unobstructed shot of Lil’ Shon.

      “Hey! You dumb fu—” the man yelled behind them. Other voices too, he was ruining it for everyone.

      He watched this incredible shot in his viewfinder. Crystal clear 4K Super35mm Shontavius Jackson, physical perfection, shimmering muscle, sports and competition personified, the pinnacle of human perfection...

      “Wow,” he whispered to his camera.

      Then, like a slow-motion video of a bursting water balloon, the skimpy, racy, lycra shorts exploded away from his bouncing genitals, peeling back in a wink. Shon’s prodigious, naked, fleshy parts slapped and bounced in triple time, back and forth, from hip to hip. It was perfectly in frame and Bobby tracked him as he got closer and closer.

      Shon never broke stride, never even covered up. He was driven, he was going to break another record even if his penis was out. Slapslapslapslapslapslapslap ...

      Shon hurtled past them, decelerating, his forty yards complete, he still didn’t cover.

      Some gasped, most of the others looked around at each other having missed it. The man who’d pushed Coralee was hissing What? What happened?

      Coralee squeaked Oh golly.
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        * * *

      

      Coralee could still hear that wet, skin-on-skin smacking sound playing in her ears even though Shon was past.

      “Oh golly,” she gasped, standing shocked.

      Bobby grabbed her wrist, and he was pulling her. She stumbled along behind him, bewildered.

      “Coralee, c’mon, c’mon,” he was shouting, panicked. He led her out of the angry crowd. Arguments had broken out, someone was shouting, and it looked like there might be a fistfight. She hopped along behind Bobby, him hurting her arm. Over her other shoulder Shontavius was being escorted away. He had a white towel draped over his head, and two men in track suits guided him through the crowd with a hand on his elbow.

      “Bobby!” she hissed, but her husband was still charging forward. “Bobby!” she yelled again, trying to twist her wrist free from his grasp. “Bobby! You’re hurting me!”

      She got her hand free, mad at him. He turned, still moving, walking backward. His face was drawn, his eyes wild like he was in shock, but his cheeks were flushed with excitement.

      “C-Coralee, b-baby ... d-did you see that?”

      “What, baby?” she said.

      “You didn’t see?”

      “His shorts?” she said, doing her best to catch up with him.

      “You did see?”

      “Yeah,” she gasped, feeling her face go red.

      They strode side by side now and they made their way to the foot of the empty stadium seats. Bobby threw himself and his gear down on the grass and sat, eyes still bulged out of his head, his shaky hands frantically pulling zippers on his camera bag.

      “What is it, Bobby?” she said, putting a steady hand on his forearm, hoping to fill him with some of her calming energy.

      “You saw his penis?” he said.

      “Bobby ...”

      He had the laptop out and he opened it up like a clamshell, his hands still shaking. “Coralee, baby, I don’t think anybody but me got a good shot of it.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, baby, that there was so much jostling and fighting, no one got a clear shot ... baby, you pulled me out onto the track ...”

      “Yeah,” she gasped, his excitement traveling up into her now, blasting her calming energy away like a gas-powered leaf blower. “You mean ...”

      “Baby, I think we ... I think w-we g-got an exclusive ...” His hands were shaking so bad he struggled to connect the cord from his camera to his laptop.

      Bobby was really bustling with excitement. One time, when they were in college, he’d called in to the radio station, Boomer & the Hound Dog, had the answer to their trivia question. He’d stammered and coughed, finally blurted out, B-B-Boomer, it, it, it’s, fuh-fuh-fuh— The answer was France but she swore it took him more’n a minute to get it out. Yannick Noah and Bobby Cunningham were hysterical jokes for the whole next week on the show and even today Hound Dog would sometimes play drops of Bobby stuttering through ‘France.’ But her Bobby had won them front row seats to Taylor Swift at the Georgia Dome.

      Bobby was that excited again right now. He was doing his best to keep it all together. His stutter was in check but, boy, she could see it in his trembling hands.

      “You okay to watch this?” he asked.

      “What?” she said, and she sidled into him, both of them sitting in the grass far away from the crowd, their rumps and elbows touching.

      “His penis. You’ll see his penis.”

      “I saw it, Bobby.”

      “Okay, okay,” he said, and he pressed play.

      They watched the full screen video on his big laptop. Both their faces clenched and serious. Way too serious for two grown-ups waiting to see a big penis burst out of some shorts.

      Shon launched, Bobby was pulled out to the track, Shon was in frame perfectly; it was beautiful, a sports-agony-effort-triumph moment, then ka-pow, his big tallywacker proclaimed itself to the world. Slapslapslapslapslapslapslap ...

      “You got it, baby,” she whispered.

      “I got it, Coralee.”

      “Run it back,” she said.

      He did. Ran it back, and they watched it again.

      “Zoom it in,” she said.

      “Coralee ...”

      “What?”

      “Be serious.”

      “I am serious, Bobby. That’s the part everyone will want to see.”

      “What are we gonna do with it?” he said.

      “I don’t know,” she said, running her hair behind her ears. “Can we do anything?”

      “Maybe—”

      “We can’t show his giant pecker on our website ...”

      “Easy, Coralee ... we couldn’t show a little one either.”

      “You know what I mean ...”

      “We could paywall it.”

      “Skeevy, Bobby. You wanna be that kind of business?”

      “No,” he agreed, his body slumping now.

      “Shoot, Bobby. What do we got? Baby, we got nothing!”

      “It’s gotta be worth something, Coralee.”

      “Run it back again.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Run it back, Bobby.”

      She watched again, saw his thing burst out of his pants, split them wide with his size and his force. “Jeez, Bobby, no wonder his pants burst—baby, look at the size of that thing.” 

      “I know,” he grunted quietly, looking at the side of her head.

      Shon’s long, thick, yet soft penis slapped from side to side, long enough to reach his hipbones.

      “Hoo boy,” she whispered, then, “What about leverage?”

      “How you mean?”

      “We tell him we have the video and use it to get an exclusive interview.”

      “Like blackmail?”

      “No. Well, no ...”

      “It’s kinda like blackmail. Sides, he won’t care. He’d say for us to show it.”

      “No, he wouldn’t.”

      “Sure, he would. I had one like he has I’d want everyone to know.”

      “Pssshh,” she exhaled, nodding. “Yeah.”

      “Yeah?”

      “When he was leaving, he looked ... embarrassed. He had a towel over his head. They had to help him out. Baby, we need to talk to him. It’ll lead to something ... I swear it.”
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      Coralee sure liked that video but Bobby didn’t have time to dwell on it. Time here was of the essence. He was almost positive he had the only video of Lil’ Shon’s wardrobe malfunction. A hundred percent certain he had the best video of it. By itself there wasn’t much they could do with it ... but maybe, just maybe, if they could get some sort of exclusive with him ... They had to try, if it took blackmail to get it done, well, they’d just had to try.

      They were hurtling themselves down a cinder block hall, painted bright royal blue TennU colors. The hall was empty but it carried a lot of voices, there were reporters everywhere, but Coralee had studied the map of the stadium last night and she swore this route would take them where they needed to be.

      “Wait—this way, Bobby,” she said, running and sliding in her loafers, arms splayed out for balance. Then they were running down another hall like the one they’d just come from. She’d got him laughing and feeling good, her little legs kicking, her arms pumping. She was his wonderful wife.

      “Up on the left, Bobby!” she bubbled. They were going to do this. This was the family business and they were in this together. They both slid along the intersection of two polished halls. “This is it, baby,” Coralee sang, sliding a dozen feet in her loafers like she was skating.

      “Aw ... dang it ...” Coralee said, her voice a tiny whisper in the buzzing, fluorescent hall. They both stood, completely destroyed, their fingers laced through a blue-painted metal mesh gate someone had locked across the hall. “Baby, no ...” she whispered.

      Bobby pressed his forehead to the chipped metal. They could see the hallway beyond, saw that it ended at the locker room. A large black man, three-hundred-plus pounds of muscle and blubber stuffed into a Raiders jacket stood watch.

      “Hey!” she yelled to him, so loud she made Bobby jump.

      “Coralee!” he hissed.

      “Hey! Can you help us?” she hollered across to the man. He didn’t budge. “Mister?” she yelled again.

      Still nothing. He stood with his big hands clasped at his crotch in front of him. His face was stone.

      She wriggled her skinny fingers farther through the holes in the mesh, both hands, gripped it good and she started shaking it and rattling it, yelling, “Mister! Hey, mister!” Nothing still. He stood motionless, watching the two dumbest white people in the world.

      “Ow,” she said quietly, pulling her fingers out of the mesh and opening and closing her hands, looking at her palms. “Oh baby, look,” she said, showing him her open hands and the diamond pattern of the mesh imprinted in her soft flesh.

      “Oh, Coralee,” he said and he kissed them both.

      She kissed his forehead, said, “You got diamonds too. On your forehead.”

      He rubbed his forehead with the heel of his hand, feeling where he’d leaned it against the gate. Coralee fiddled with a chain that passed through both sides of the gate, a lock clamped on it on the other side. She pulled the chain through, tight, till the lock on the other side got stuck, too big to pass through the hole over to their side.

      “You ain’t gonna get that chain undone.”

      “I know,” she said.

      She jiggled the latch that kept the gate closed. The handle to turn it was on the other side.

      “This chain’s got some slack in it,” she mumbled.

      “How you gonna get past that guard anyhow—even if you get through, baby?”

      “One thing at a time, Bobby.”

      “You can’t open that latch from this side, Coralee, and I don’t know if you’d fit through the gap in the gate even if you did.”

      “Well, howdy-do, Bobby,” she said, giving him an ice-cold shot of her mean-face.

      “The gap’ll be too narrow’s all I’m saying, Coralee.”

      “Oh, I get what you’re saying, Mr. Bobby.”

      Being called Mr. Bobby was not good. “Well, how you gonna get that latch open anyway? The mesh is too small to squeeze your hands round the other side.”

      “You got your pocket knife?” she asked him. She was in fixit mode.

      “Yeah, but don’t you bust it,” he said to her back as she turned and now she was rifling through an overflowing trash container.

      “Coralee, what you doin in the trash, girl?”

      She didn’t answer, came back with an empty, plastic Mountain Dew bottle. “Gimme that knife,” she said.

      He stood over her, watching as she got on her knees and took his knife to the bottle. She cut the top and the bottom off, leaving just an open-ended cylinder. Then she cut that straight down, giving her a flat, rectangular sheet of green Mountain Dew plastic.

      “Here,” she said, and she handed him back his pocket knife. She fed the stiff plastic film between the metal plates where the latch mechanism hid. The flexible sheet slid over the lip, around the seam where the door met the other, then between. There was a metallic chunk as the plastic tripped the latch mechanism and it let go and the two doors came apart.

      “How you like them apples, Mr. Bobby?”

      “I like em just fine, baby.”

      She didn’t smile, said, “I’ll catch you on the flip side.” Then she ducked down underneath the hanging chain still keeping the two doors held together, the gate door pushed wide as the links would allow. She squeezed her head and shoulders through, then an arm. Her hand clawed through the mesh, her little fingertips poking through to his side, while she tried pulling herself through. Her bosom caught in the gap and he watched her soft flesh get squashed as her breasts passed through. He didn’t say a word. She got them to the other side, plopping through and bouncing. She wiggled one hip into the space but her tummy and her round, perfect rump were pinched.

      She grunted and struggled, got one of her legs through and she kicked it up and down, trying to use momentum to heave herself through the gap. The heavyset guard down at the end of the hall silently watched her.

      “Gah!” she yelled, then, “hah-hah-haah!” trying to fall through, making gravity help force that big butt past. She fell flat to the floor instead, bosom on one side, her big booty still on his side.

      He wanted to offer help but he wanted to stay out of her way too. Maybe she was taking a breather. Resting up for a round two.

      She mumbled something from the other side of the gate, not lifting her head. “What was that?” he asked her, coming up to the mesh now.

      She turned her head over her shoulder and said, “Can you help me?”

      “What do you want me to do?”

      “Well, I want you to get me out of this gap, Bobby. What do you think?”

      “You want me to shove you or pull you?”

      “Don’t shove me ... I already hurt myself. I’m throbbing like the dickens. My boobies made it past, so they’ll make it back. Just help me over to you, okay?”

      “Okay, baby,” he said. He took up her ankles and he pulled.
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        * * *

      

      He didn’t know what the hell he was doing. Bobby had his little hands wrapped around her ankles and he was yanking on her like she was a piece of furniture instead of a young lady with feelings and joints and nerves and a lunchtime bowl of chili in her belly.

      “Ow! Bobby! Dangit, Bobby,” she hollered through the gate.

      “What, baby?”

      “Bobby, you’re hurting me.”

      “You’re really stuck, Coralee.”

      “I know I’m stuck, Bobby.”

      Now he was hugging her thighs, lifting her up so her head was down on the ground and her feet were dangling over his hip. “Mmmphh,” she gurgled, feeling her face go red and her head swell up from all the blood, even her eyes were bulging. Before she could protest he was yanking again.

      It was her button, she realized in the moment before it was too late. That’s what had her stuck. She’d got the top of her skirt through to this side and the very big decorative button at the front was wedged through like an anchor. Before she could yell to stupid Bobby she heard the tearing fabric. The wide plastic button, molded to look like it was woodgrain, popped free, bounced off a breast then her cheek, making her eye squint. She heard it tapping, then wabbling and wobbling somewhere above her head. Bobby had her now, button removed, and she got yanked right through, her breasts catching and plopping right up against her face.

      “Mmph—Bobby!” she hollered into her bosom. Her legs kicked and scissored trying to get herself free from the idiot she married.

      He just plum dropped her and she grunted as her legs fell to the concrete.

      She struggled, kicked, bucked and heaved her hips till she could writhe herself out from the gap, pulling her blouse right over her breasts, up to her armpits, sitting now on the same side as Bobby—her skirt torn, her breasts in their bright pink bra exposed, her little roll of tum over top of the split opening of the skirt.

      She eyeballed Bobby as she pulled her blouse back down. He didn’t dare say a thing.

      She got to her feet, holding the waist of her skirt in both hands. She did the zip up all the way and it felt loose but it stayed up.

      She shook her head and soothed her hands over all the places that narrow gate had pushed on her, looking up to the ceiling. It was high, a dozen feet or more, but it was crossed in a metal grid of foam ceiling tiles.

      Her head rolled around on her stiff neck, she said, “Bobby, turn that trash over.”
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        * * *

      

      This was getting crazy. He’d taken out the bag of trash from the waste container and then turned it over. It was made of solid metal ribbing and it wasn’t easy but he didn’t want Coralee to see him give up. So he’d heaved and heaved till he got the thing falling over on its side. It hit the floor hard and he’d chipped the surface, knocking a chunk out of the floor and scribbling a foot long crack in its surface. He could picture this all being seen from some security camera somewhere and soon they’d be swarmed by uniformed University Police and they’d make him pay for the floor. They’d send him the bill for the whole section needing to be redone and it would be, like, twenty-five-thousand dollars and he’d end up bankrupt. But Coralee hollered at him to hurry up and he’d strained and struggled to get it standing upside down so they could use it like a stepladder. It wasn’t easy but he’d upended it. Now he was standing up on its solid base, hand out to pull his Coralee up to join him.

      “All right, c’mon up, baby,” he said, worried but not wanting her to see it so he was acting like he was all in. She took his hand and he pulled her up to stand with him on the upside down trash bin. They both looked up and it was still a fair distance to the ceiling tiles. “Oh boy,” he whispered, getting dizzy looking up while he was standing on something high. He did not like heights, even the less daunting ones.

      “Gimme a boost, Bobby,” she said, and she put her hands on his shoulders, facing him.

      “That’s a ways up there, Coralee.”

      “I’m the one that’s climbing, Bobby, don’t you worry about it.”

      “I worry about you.”

      “Thanks, baby,” she said, and she kissed his cheek. “C’mon now and give me a boost,” she said.

      “All right.” He laced his palms together, dipped his knees and held them out at his crotch so she could use them as a step to get up. She kicked her loafers off and she put a warm, bare foot in his woven fingers and she got her weight up on him. There was a track lighting above, two lights shining on a glass inset along one wall that was lined with trophies won by the TennU Tigers.

      “You got me?” she asked

      “Mmph, yeah, ah, baby,” he groaned, wishing he’d spent at least a day in the gym.

      “Here we go,” she said, and she stepped up and he hoisted her. She got her other leg up, her bare foot going onto his shoulder, her other one driving his laced hands down, straining his skinny arms to their limit. He grunted and coughed and his Coralee stepped up on that shoulder in one easy move, her hands reaching up for that track light, her other foot coming up out of his hands and onto his opposite shoulder.

      “Holy, whoa, Bobby,” she hollered. He had her standing on his shoulders now, his legs wobbling, his body weaving. He looked up and got a eyeful inside her skirt and saw her pink panties wedged in her beautiful butt. Not now, Bobby. She had a hold of the track lighting.

      “You okay, Coralee?” he groaned.

      “I’m good, Bobby.”

      She was reaching over her head and knocking on the tiles, trying to move them away and see what was up there. Bobby looked straight ahead, down the hall. The big guard still stood there watching them with his hands clasped in front of him under the buzz of the fluorescent lights.

      “Look out,” she hollered above him, and an insulated ceiling tile came sailing down and crashed corner first into the floor. He wobbled, trying to keep her steady.

      “What’s up there, baby?” he asked her.

      She was really jostling now, her feet clawing and digging into his bony shoulders, her weight shifting from side to side. He didn’t know how long he could keep this up.

      “I think I can get up there, Bobby,” she said above him.

      He looked up again, saw up her smooth thighs, saw that curve of her rump creased with cotton panties.

      “Lookin good, baby,” he said.

      “You looking up my skirt, Bobby?”

      “No,” he lied.

      Then one foot came off and the relief was tremendous. Blood pounded through that side of his neck and flooded again through his arm. Her other foot touched off, tentatively, and he looked up and saw his amazing wife squirrel herself up into the ceiling, her bare legs kicking as she pulled herself up.

      “Holy cow, Coralee, you are so—”

      Her skirt came free and it floated down and went over his shoulders like a shawl, trapping his arms against his side, and he struggled, losing his balance now without his arms out and he tumbled off the trash.
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        * * *

      

      Coralee hollered up into the dark attic above the hall, kicking her legs, hanging on for dear life in just her blouse and her panties. “Oh, Bobby!” she yelled, “I lost my skirt!” Nothing. He was no help.

      She forced herself to calm. Stopped her kicking and she held herself steady on the metal frame, legs dangling, her elbows tucked over the angle iron that held the ceiling tiles in place. She focussed and very purposefully brought one knee up trying not to think about the perverted show she was giving her husband right now. She got that knee up, could see the skinny thing in her periphery, she kicked a foot out and her bare heel came up and she dug it into the metal frame.

      “Geerrrah!” she yelled out, using every bit of muscle she had to pull herself up to balance on the narrow strip of metal. Wary of how easy it would be to fall through a ceiling tile. Well, this was great. Here she was now, on a real Mission Impossible, and she was in her panties.

      “Bobby,” she yelled down but there was no answer. “Bobby!” Still nothing. She ventured a look over the edge and it gave her a real tingle between her legs seeing how far down it was.

      “Bobby, what you doin on the floor?”

      Bobby was wearing her skirt around him, he was sitting up, looking a little dazed, looking around like he forgot where they were.

      “Bobby, up here, you dodo!”

      He looked up, said, “What you doin all the way up there?”

      “Stop messing around, Bobby, throw me up my shoes.” He staggered around underneath her, shimmying out of her skirt and then picking her loafers up off the floor like he was drunk.

      He stood under her, fifteen feet below, poised to throw a shoe to her, underhanded.

      “How the one of us can’t catch is up there?” he said, swaying.

      “Why ain’t you the one up here, Bobby, you’re so smart!”

      He looked at her for a while, his dumb face all blank. “I’m afraid of heights,” he said quietly.

      He threw a shoe up and it was off by a mile. A ceiling tile bumped up where he’d hit it, ahead of her, cracking a white line of light into the dark space she was in. He tried again and he was off even farther. He gathered them up and tried again, first one, then the other. Both were complete misses. The second one came close and she realized her brain wouldn’t let her reach out to grab one anyway, it was so afraid of falling. Her hands stayed clutched to the metal frame she was holding.

      “Forget it, Bobby,” she yelled, exasperated.

      “You want me to throw up your skirt?”

      “It ain’t gonna stay on anyway, Bobby.”

      “Want me to throw up my shirt? You could tie it around yourself.”

      “How you gonna get it up here with that aim of yours?”

      “Sorry,” he called.

      She was already shimmying along the metal frame, her stomach in knots, heading into the darkness worried about rats and tetanus and what it would feel like to fall through a tile and hit the floor so far below.
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        * * *

      

      The big guy standing outside the locker room was watching too. He and Bobby both with their heads up, tracking her grunts and groans up in the ceiling. The metal frame groaned on its own too, protesting, its strength being tested by weight it wasn’t meant to handle. Halfway between Bobby and the guard he even saw it start to sag a little. She kept going, her progress marked with her muffled complaints. Heaving with effort, yelping, she screamed once, like she saw a ghost or something. But she kept going. Ceiling tiles got bulged from their frame. He hollered out to her one time, asked her if she was all right. She didn’t answer him.

      “Gravy!” she yelled suddenly, and he and the guard both looked up, alarmed, saw her bare leg go right through a ceiling tile, yellow foam and dust fluttered down to the floor below. She was three quarters of her way to the entrance to the locker room. The guard didn’t budge, just his blank face was turned up to watch the show.

      Her bare leg was kicking now, the punctured ceiling tile flapping around her thigh. It tore finally, soared on an angle down to the floor with a bent and torn corner. Her pretty leg tucked back up into the darkness.

      “You all right?” he tried again.

      She yelled back, “How far am I?”

      “You’re almost there, Coralee. More’n halfway.”

      She groaned and he could tell she was moving again, he was seeing the metal frame flex and sag.

      He didn’t know how far her passage would get her. Did the space she was in cross right over to the locker room or did it end like the hall did, stopping at the double doors? What was she gonna do if she got through, went past the doors and ended up in the locker room? How was she gonna get down?

      It was all moot in the next instant. The frame creaked and snapped, and he saw his wonderful wife collapse out of the ceiling, hurtle straight down, kneeling on ceiling tiles, her hair fluttering above her in a snowfall of shredded insulation.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      One second she was on her knees, the next she was plummeting. She’d seen ahead of her there was solid ground, an ending to the ceiling tiles in their metal frames and a lip of cinderblock she could have leaned on. Her eyes had become used to the dark but she still had trouble focussing on what was beyond the lip; was it a clear passage beyond that would take her to the locker room or was it a black wall? It was just so dark now. So she’d raised up a little, on her knees, straightening at the waist to get a better look-see, squinting into the dark ...

      Then she was headed straight down at about a hundred miles an hour sitting like she was on a magic carpet, but it was just two halves of two broken ceiling tiles she was on. She was screaming, she knew she was screaming, she could hear it. It seemed to take forever despite her rate of travel and she had a lot to think about on the trip down. How this was the stupidest idea ever, what was she gonna do without any pants, what kind of idiot takes a eighty-thousand dollar inheritance and blows it on a sports blog. Her hair went straight up and fluttered above her, her scream hurt her own eardrums—but she stayed upright somehow, and miracle of miracles, she landed on her feet. It wasn’t graceful and it hurt like heck but her feet broke her fall, her bare damp soles smacking down first on the polished concrete then the rest of her collapsing on them like a sack of wet cement. She hit that floor with a wet sound and she just spread out on it. Bits of metal bounced around her, dust and silt drifted down, yellow chunks of insulation floated in the air.

      “Owww,” she moaned, face down on the ground. Her feet ached, her legs felt like they were broken, pain shot up from her knees like lightning bolts zapping into her brain and short-circuiting her. Her heart pounded, her ears rang from her own hollering ... but she was okay. She was really gonna feel it tomorrow she figured but right now she oughtta thank the good Lord for being alive.

      She heard her name echoing around the corridor, off the concrete and the metal doors—Bobby, watching from behind the gate, fifty feet back. She raised up her right hand and gave him a slight wave, like a visiting foreign dignitary, just let him know she wasn’t dead. She carefully rolled over onto her back and she looked up at the ceiling.

      That bodyguard’s big moon face blankly looked down on her, still standing the way she’d last seen him with his hands clasped out front of him. “Hey,” she said, her voice a breathless groan. He didn’t answer, kept staring down at her without an expression. She creaked, long and rusty, as she sat herself up. Her hand went to her hip, felt how sore she was, aching right up into her back and between her shoulder blades. Her ribs hurt when she breathed.

      Soot and dark greasy marks covered her legs. Her underwear was wedged in her butt. One whole cheek was bare against the cold floor. She could feel that. So, half a whole pair of her Fruit-Of-The-Looms was swallowed up by her butt crack.

      She glanced over her shoulder and saw that expressionless guard still watching her. Black pupils in narrowed white eyes under the brim of his big, black Raiders 50/50 cap.

      She leaned to a side like a listing ship and she hooked a finger into her panties and peeled them out before plopping back down. She grabbed the lapels of her blouse and straightened it, turned her collar out because it had folded itself up somewhere in her adventure. She got up to her bare knees, body aching, put a hand out for support and got herself to her feet, looking like she was eighty. Once up, she dusted herself off, one arm then the other, shook her blouse out, cleared her throat and turned to the guard.

      “I have a one o’clock appointment with Shontavius Jackson,” she said, serious as she could muster.

      His arms folded across his huge chest and he looked down the hall at Bobby at the gate, his eyes lowered to her, he said, “No, you ain’t.”

      She smirked, said, “I know, I was kidding,” she gave him a cute little girl smile and head cock. “But I do have something that Mr. Jackson will definitely want to take a look at.”

      The corners of his mouth turned down, and he looked at her through his sleepy eyes and he shook his head No real quick. He looked at her bare legs, her little bare feet, her panties, said, “I see you do.”

      “No, not like that ... listen ... what’s your name?” she asked him.

      His eyes stayed even, staring down the hall, ignoring her.

      “I’m Coralee,” she said and she held her hand out but the guy left her hanging. “Okay,” she said, “Look, that’s my husband Bobby down there, we got a video that Mr. Jackson really wants to know about.”

      Nothing. Just the satiny sound of his arms sliding up and down his bulk as he breathed in his Raiders jacket.

      She looked back at Bobby, back around to the guard, bent at the waist to get closer to him, whispered, “It’s of his penis.”

      She figured that woulda got his attention but it didn’t. He didn’t change his demeanor, just stood there still, breathing, staring over her head and down the hall.

      “You don’t let me come and talk to him I can tell you he’s gonna be real mad ...”

      Still nothing. He burped in his throat, worked his tongue around a bit, kept his eyes down the hall. He was a real big guy. Wide and heavy, wearing thick-soled, unlaced Timberlands. He wasn’t wide enough to block the whole double doors in their glossy TennU royal blue.

      She stepped around him and reached her wriggling fingers, coming half a foot from the aluminum handles before his long-fingered hand spread across her chest and he eased her back, her sweaty feet squeaking on the polished floor.

      “Hey! Hey,” she hollered, her hands wrapping around his thick wrist, doing nothing to stop him from moving her. “Ain’t you worried about getting in trouble? I’m trying to get in there to save you,” she said, her voice rising at the end. She set her jaw but he was unsympathetic, watching her now, and raising one eyebrow, twisting his plump lips up.

      She looked to her left, at the wall of the hall just a few feet away and her face went wide with surprise and delight, her mouth fell open, she was completely stunned. “Oh my Lord, Beyoncé!” she screamed and pointed with pleasure and she ran a step. That step then turned her around 180 degrees, rolling herself under his big belly and she gave the guy her back, darted around him and under him and lunged for the door.

      “Mmph!” she grunted, she came to an immediate halt, an enormous hand smelling like cocoa butter spread right across her face, mashing up her nose, making her lips smack, and squinting up her eyes. He tossed her by her head and she was in the air thinking how this was now the one black guy she knew who didn’t like Beyoncé. Then she crashed on the floor, twisting and hitting her head and banging her knee onto the solid concrete floor.

      She saw stars and her head throbbed and pounded, she got up on her knees and she couldn’t hear a thing but her blood was pounding. Pulses of pain shot through her brain and she clutched her head, hissing and whining. “Ah, you ... I can’t believe ...”

      Then she saw the blood. “Oh my word,” she cried and she fell back to her rump and lifted a knee up, saw the spreading blue bruise and the bright, glimmering blood seeping from a cut.

      She went lightheaded. Her eyes went up to the mean old bully who’d thrown her. He looked non-plussed, like he made little girls fall every day and he didn’t give a darn. Her face squinted up and she went red, knew she had a big vein out in her forehead right now. She knew what she looked like when she was trying not to cry. It wasn’t pretty. Her lips wriggled and her chin dimpled. She thought about what they were going to do when the business went belly-up and all the good that eighty-grand coulda been spent on, thought about how men could be so mean, all that she’d do for her Bobby and would he do the same ... She thought about the big, beautiful, black man sitting in there past these doors with his muscles and all the good in store in his future and all he was worried about was whether or not anyone had got a look at his bare penis. What would he even care, he had a real huge one ...

      The tears came and she let them, they felt good, and a warm feeling of relief spread across her back and she looked up at the big man and all she wanted right now was for her to matter to him.

      He watched her crying, standing there, Mister Professional, with his arms folded, looking down like she was a stupid little kid fell of her skateboard trying a trick she oughtta known she was never gonna pull off. Then he shook his head, twisted that mouth up again and he rolled his eyes. She could see him shaking his head, his mouth working like he was talking to himself. His mouth had gone mean now but his eyes soft, still rolling up like he was talking to someone in the ceiling.

      “Ay, c’mon now,” he said, not looking at her but his expression kinder.

      She kept crying, enjoying his minimal compassion, seeing a way past those doors now. Blood streamed from her knee in a narrow trickle down her shin and along her dirty legs.

      “You all right?” he asked her.

      She shook her head and stopped her sobs for a moment, let him hear her breath chug as she inhaled and sucked her lips into her mouth trying to show him she could be a big girl.

      “Ay,” he said again.

      She let it all out now, more sobbing, her pent up break all coming out at once in very girlish, mournful sounds.

      The big man looked around, hiked his baggy denim up and he bent over and put an arm under her knees and one down her back and then scooping up under her almost bare bottom. She felt his warm hand across her cool flesh. He stood up with her, holding her in his arms like she barely weighed a thing.

      “What are you gonna do?” she squeaked.
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        * * *

      

      Bobby watched his pretty girl get picked up by that huge black man at the end of the hall. The guy just bent down and scooped her up like she was a little toy. He held her cradled in his arms and he opened the door with the hand still hooked under her knees.

      “Hey!” Bobby called out, “Coralee!”

      She didn’t hear him, or at least didn’t acknowledge she heard him, just letting her get herself carried into the locker room. But shoot, that was good news wasn’t it? Right? She was going to get herself an exclusive. Or at least she was one step closer to it. One thing at a time Bobby, she’d said. She was right.

      She had nothing with her though to record herself with Shontavius. Just his iPhone tucked into a pocket of her blouse. If they could get the video? Man, videos would equal clicks. She’d know to record it right? Not just audio. She would, yeah, his Coralee was a smart one. Too good for him and he knew it. He looked down at his camera dangling around his waist. His 4K XD 35mm camcorder that cost him ten grand. So far it hadn’t earned him a dollar of profit. But it would.

      “All right, Coralee,” he said, turned around, pressed his back to the gate while his mind raced, “now it’s my turn.” He set off running back the way he came with Coralee. He got mixed up in the halls for a bit, they all looked the same, but soon he found himself out in the stadium again.

      There were crews here now in the Football League’s official colors and young guys in TennU track suits helping out too, getting things organized for the next event. He didn’t have much time. They’d be calling Shontavius soon for the three-cone-drill. There were four guys taking apart the benches and the stands for the bench press event and loading them onto the backs of Toyota trucks with the TennU logo on the side. Officials and executives milled around a golf cart, going over a schedule and arguing. The reporters were mostly congregated in the mouth of the hall that led down to the locker room, the one which Shon had taken. He ran to the group, hanging around, bunched against a closed gate with two University cops standing at it. They were all talking shop, showing each other the pictures they’d got on their viewfinders. He barged through them, elbowing his way up to the cops. The camera guys protested, shoving him back and yelling, protecting their equipment.

      “Excuse me, excuse me, sorry,” he panted as he made his way to the front. He grabbed a guard’s attention, “Hey, hey,” he said, out of breath, “I gotta get in there!”

      The two young cops in their slim uniforms looked around at the others gathered and one of them said, “Oh, you do? Well, yeah, sure, by all means, please, let me get the gate for you ...”

      “Shoot, really? Great,” he said, but the cop’s fun-loving face fell blank and administrative and he put his hands in his pockets and puffed his chest out, looking at him now through narrowed eyes. It got a chuckle from the audience behind Bobby.

      “No, seriously, man, I gotta g-get to Shontavius ...”

      “Uh-huh,” the other one said, the first one tilting his head and giving him a face like he wanted to beat the snot out of him.

      “Really, man, listen, my wife’s in there with him.”

      The tough one smirked, chuckled, said, “Nice try, buddy. Least you made me laugh ...”

      “She is...she’s in there with him right n-now, she needs me to film her,” he said and he held his camera up to show them.

      Everybody was laughing now.

      “What’s so funny?” he said.

      That made them laugh even harder.

      “She’s interviewing him, I’m her ... I’m h-her cameraman,” he said, holding the camera higher, proving it.

      Someone slapped his back three times, heartily laughing, he turned and saw that chunky guy who’d fought with Coralee at the side of the track.

      “She’s ... ha, ha ha,” he had to stop a second for a long, wheezy, unhealthy laugh, “She’s interviewing him?”

      “Yeah,” he said, getting defiant.

      “Sure ... she’s probably talking into his microphone.”

      “What do you mean?”

      The fat guy held his loose fist up to his mouth like he was talking into a microphone.

      “Yeah?” Bobby said.

      Then the arrogant slob tapped his tongue inside his cheek and started stroking the imaginary microphone up and down, bobbing his head on it too.

      “Ew, gross,” he said, recoiling. “That’s ... that’s my w-wife you’re talking about!”

      “I know!” he wheezed, his face beet red with laughter, doubling over now, his hand clutching his big belly. The others were laughing heartily as well.

      The tough campus cop clapped him on the back and said, “Your gonna feel like a hotdog in her hallway tonight, buddy.” He didn’t know the crowd could have laughed harder.

      “What do you mean?” he said again but he had a pretty good idea. Yeah, he had a visual of that. His little hot dog. “Oh b-boy,” he gulped, and he darted out to the centre of the stadium, running as fast as he could to get them all far behind him. A golf cart stopped short in front of him, the nose diving and the driver slamming his fist and giving it a cute cartoon beep at him. His angry yelling much louder than the little horn. He turned around in circles looking up at the stadium lights, feeling dizzy, “Coralee,” he said, then he took off running heading he didn’t know which way, but he knew he had to do something.
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      Coralee wrapped her arms around the big man carrying her and she sniffed. Her tears had stopped and she whispered, “Thank you.”

      Silence again from him, he just carried her through a dim, low-ceiling corridor until it opened out to a luxurious locker room. Lockers in royal blue, curving around the circular room, the floor was carpeted, the logo of the smiling TennU Tiger in the centre, giving her a saucy wink.

      Shontavius sat on a polished wood bench that cambered along the feet of the lockers. He was bare-chested, a towel around his waist. He was bent, his head hanging low, a terry towel draped over the back of his head, elbows on his knees, his hands clasped together. She didn’t see his face but his body was all she needed to identify him, with those big, wide, round shoulders and all the tattoos that she practically knew by heart now.

      The locker behind him was open, his giant sneakers dotted the floor below, one on its side, laces hazed around them. Two men leaned on the bank of lockers, watching her being carried in. Not athletes. These two looked like stone cold killers. Buff bodies, but not that big, gold grills, tattoos on their necks and faces, dreads, and a look in their eyes that tightened her tiny sphincter. Dull, cold, black pupils under their ball caps that said her life didn’t mean nothing to them. Her heart pounded against her ribs.

      The Big Man carried her through the centre, dragging his boots over top of the Tiger’s face and Shon looked up, peering meanly out of his terry cowl.

      “Who the fuck’s this?” he said.

      She flinched in the Big Man’s arms, she whispered, “Boy howdy, that’s a deep voice.”

      The big guy ignored her, said, “This bitch fell out the ceiling.”

      “You bust her up?” Shon asked, looking at her grubby legs and the blood and probably her red-rimmed eyes and her messy hair.

      “Ay, she done most of this to herself. One clumsy ass white girl.”

      “I don’t think that ceiling was to code,” she said, again too quiet for them to hear.

      “Get rid of her,” Shon said.

      “I’ma just rinse her off,” the big guy said and he carried her on past Shon, headed to a very steamy shower room.

      “Hey, wait, no, wait a second,” she called, twisting in his arms, trying to look behind her. “Shon! Shon!” she yelled, “Shon, I got a video I wanna talk about.” The big guy just clamped her tighter to himself and kept walking.
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        * * *

      

      Bobby’s cheap sneakers squeaked and yelped as he hustled up the concrete steps two at a time. His camera bag swung and bounced on his hip. He was in the stairwell of the Buck Dawson Athletic Centre, the building that butted up to the stadium and the track field, part of the twenty-acre sports complex, headed to the top floor, looking for another way on another level that would get him deeper into the building where the locker rooms were. Then he saw a sign that said ROOF.

      That was the answer, wasn’t it? No more running through halls like he was lost in a maze, trying to rescue his girl from that bull-cock Minotaur. He’d get to the roof where there were no walls, no halls. Flat terrain. A direct line.

      He ran, excitement building in his heart, made his way to the top of the stairs and got to the metal door at the end. Shoot. It wanted a keycard. Dang he said and he punched the wall lightly. Right next to the door, under all the warning signs, restricted access placards, was a battered box with a glowing red LED light. He needed a keycard. He grabbed the handle and shook it. It didn’t budge.

      He stepped down a few stairs, looked out the blue tinted windows at all the cars in the parking lot, all the network affiliate news vans, satellite dishes, bustling camera crews. He let his forehead fall and press to the cool glass, his pot belly rested on the chipped metal hand railing. His eyes wandered and he saw, on the same level as him right now, just down from where he stood, attached to the side of the building was a metal ladder, hoops around it to enclose whomever was climbing and keep them safe. It went to the roof.

      He lurched, his hands pressed the glass, he felt dizzy looking out over this height even safe behind the window but it looked like there was a window open in one of the offices between here and there. A ledge under the window, narrow, but he could technically shuffle himself along it to that ladder.

      “Oh, man ... one thing at a time, Bobby,” he groaned and he felt a nausea rise in him already.
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        * * *

      

      “Oh no, hey, wait mister, there’s men in here,” Coralee gasped as the big man carried her into the shower. The men’s shower was a long, steamy room, gleaming blue and yellow tiles, chrome fixtures, dozens of them down both sides, and four men in there in the roiling brume, buck naked.

      “Gravy, they’re naked, too,” she said, and held a hand out, fingers together, between her eyes and their muscular, naked, black bodies. She squinted her eyes shut, but she caught herself peeking over her own hand.

      They turned to see the commotion and she saw their swinging parts and looked away, shy suddenly, but they hollered at her, exuberant, deep, and male.

      Hey, all right baby, make sure you drop that soap, damn, girl, come wash my back, shorty, all sorts of acclamations and invitations that raced her heart and made her cheeks go red.

      “Don’t let nothing happen to me,” she whispered to the man carrying her.

      He carefully set her to the floor, her bare feet touching down on the warm, wet tile. “Ay, you the one wanted in here,” he said.

      “I know,” she muttered, wrapping her arms around herself and daring a glance over her shoulder and looking at those young, hard athletes looking her over like she was a piece of meat. She looked away.

      “I just want to talk to Shontavius is all ...”

      He squeaked the lever over and hot water hissed out of the nozzle overhead and splashed her feet and ankles.

      “He ain’t wannna talk to you. I’m a get you cleaned and then you gettin the fuck outta here, ya hear?”

      “But I have a popular sports blog, and I ... well, I got—”

      “Jus get them legs under the water ...”

      She put a hand on his forearm at his elbow to steady herself and she held a foot out under the stream, wriggled her toes and watched the water go dirty from the soot and blood.

      “But I got a video of him, one where his ...” she looked over her shoulder, accidentally got an eyeful of a naked man sneering and soaping himself, then darted back and whispered, “... penis ... came out of his pants, and I wanted to know what he wanted me to do with it ...”

      “He don’t care,” the man said and he took a bar of soap off the ledge under the handle and soaped his hands up.

      “You sure he don’t care?”

      He winced, said, “Why he care?”

      “He looked like he might care.”

      The man sighed, shook his head and bent over and he soaped up her calves and knees.

      “Thank you,” she said. “He looked like he was upset when they took him off the field after it happened.”

      “Nah, girl, he ain’t upset ... turn around, kick up ya heel,” he said.

      She turned, steadied herself on him again and she was now facing four naked men again, washing themselves, making all their beautiful muscles gleam, their boy parts bigger and heavier than she’d see them when she’d come in. She looked up to the ceiling feeling so embarrassed and something else, something funny, an airy lightness in her tummy, like it was buzzing with little, ticklish fireflies.

      “You a girl and you got a sports blog—”

      “Yes, sir, I do with my husband.”

      “Ya better get used to locker rooms, girl, you in em this what you see ...”

      “I know,” she said, “I’m not usually in the shower, though. You’re hands feel good,” she said.

      He was doing a good job behind her, his big hands soaping up her dirty feet, his big fingers spreading her toes. She flexed her feet for him, let his strong hands massage some of the soreness out. She kept her legs under the spray, careful to keep her shirt dry. The spray was making her panties a little damp though, she could feel the material wet between her legs.

      The tiled archway that led from the locker rooms filled up with a huge masculine form.

      “Hey, he’s here,” she whispered, tapping on the big man’s back, and wriggling her little foot away from him.

      Shontavius Jackson strode into the steamy shower, he was bare-chested, a brilliant white terry towel hitched around his waist. He eased past her, his muscles rippling, the striations in his chest and shoulders bulging and flexing. He stopped at the shower across from her, didn’t once look at her, but he eyeballed the other big men at the showers past him, fixed them with a mean stare.

      “Go on, now,” he said, coolly but with great weight. He squeaked the shower on, and he watched them unkindly as they gathered their towels and hustled out past her and made their way to the lockers.

      He eyed Coralee now finally and his eyes on her made her feel frightened for some reason. He was so intimidating, his size and power so frightful. She was a petite, full-figured little thing and he was a giant compared to her. He was bigger than those big men he’d run off. His lips moved around as he contemplated her, his hand under the stream of water waiting for it to come to temperature. His eyes went up her bare feet and legs and she felt them recoil, one wet foot covering up the other, one knee covering the other. Her hands went to her front and she clasped them together over where her lady parts were.

      He sucked his lips, made them smack, inhaled and sneered at her. His hands undid the towel and he took it away.

      There was that thing she’d seen slapping his hips as he ran. It hung between his legs in its black, wrinkled glory. Long and thick, sleepy and heavy. It was as threatening as the rest of him. He hung his towel up and got himself under the spray. He got himself wet all over and her breath hitched in her chest watching him. How incredible his body was, how round his shoulders were, how deep the ledges and valleys in his mid-section were cut. She felt her eyes go wide, and a tiny voice in her brain said, Hey, you ain’t breathing, Coralee!

      Finally, he said, “What this bitch want?”

      Coralee said, “Mr. Jackson, my name—”

      The big man said, “Say she got a sports blog ...”

      “Sports blog,” he laughed, “Who don’t these days...”

      “It is pretty competitive,” she agreed, her small voice lost in the spray.

      “She say she got a video of your pants coming apart...”

      “Well, it’s ... yeah, we do ... point blank, crystal clear ... we thought if we could talk to you, get a statement or something ... it would help us decide what we’re going to do with it ...”

      “Why I care what you do with it?”

      “I thought you seemed embarrassed ...”

      “What I got to be embarrassed about?”

      “I don’t know ...” She didn’t know; what did he have to be embarrassed about? He had one of the most epic ding-dongs she could ever imagine. “You had your head down, you had a towel over ...”

      “He had his mama in the crowd,” the big man said next to her.

      Shon snapped his fingers and gave him a look and he clamped right up.

      Shon took a step out of the spray and made his way closer to her, his big penis swinging. “How bad you want an interview?”

      “Well, I mean, gosh ... real bad,” she said, trying so hard to keep her eyes on his.

      “Oh yeah? What you do for an interview?”
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        * * *

      

      Bobby shuffled along a narrow ledge a heartbeat away from falling to his messy death fifty feet below. His heart clutched, his breath was held, his belly fluttered. “Ah, oh, ah,” he chanted fearfully as he made his way one half inch at a time.

      Skritch, skritch, his shoes scuffed the rocky concrete ledge. His back pressed its sweaty self against the glass, empty admin offices on the other side. He only had a dozen more feet to cross then he could wrap his hands on the metal hoops of the access ladder.

      “Go on, Bobby,” he whispered to himself, “Man Cave Sports needs you, buddy ... Coralee needs you ...”

      He shuffled and shuffled, his wet back making squeaky sounds now against the glass, his eyes squinted shut, his knees shaking. Someone filmed him from below, he caught them in his periphery, looking up, camera pointed at him, another one standing behind, hand up in a salute to shield the sun from his eyes.

      “Whoa,” he wobbled, getting queasy and reeling from vertigo. He clamped his eyes shut and kept powering through. Don’t look down! The scratching of his feet urged him on; as long as there was that noise he was getting closer to safety.

      Finally he made it. His elbow touching the steel of his saviour. He turned, wrapped his arms through it and around it, felt the weight of his body slump against it.

      He slipped through the gaps in the hoops and his leaden foot raised shakily and he pressed it on the metal and hoisted himself. One thing at a time, Bobby. Each step was a struggle but he met the challenge each and every time. One step became two, became five, became ten ... then he was at the top, his head peeking up onto the broad open expanse of the rooftop.

      His heart soared and as his sneaker pressed down on the solid feel of the rooftop he punched the sky. “Yes, yes, yes!” he shouted. He took a minute, standing with his hands on his hips like Superman, his hair ruffling in the breeze, and looked out at the bright blue sky, the Tennessee River flowing along below it. He could do this. He could save his business.

      It was one building across to the Football Centre and he was running now. His feet carrying him along, leaping over puddles and darting around vents and ducts and exhausts.

      Finally he came to a skylight. Broad and long, maybe forty feet. It was raised up from the roof with a concrete ledge that was about four feet high. He peered down through it, saw that it went down like an atrium two floors below. The glass was hazed, not meant to be viewed through, just meant for light to come down into the building. What he could see looked like a bank of showers, a long steamy room with glinting shower heads. There was a black bob there, and maybe another one, a pale one. The black blob was moving towards the hazy white one.

      If this was the showers, that would be next to the locker room. This was it! He darted around now, ran to the other side of the skylight rising up out of the roof like a greenhouse and there he saw it. A concrete block stuck up out of the roof like a hut, with a slanted metal roof and a door in it. He ran to it. Put his hand on the curved metal lever and he paused for a breath. He turned it ...
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        * * *

      

      “Do for an interview?” she squeaked, her heart rate climbing, feeling very alone and very scared suddenly.

      “Most girls start by sucking my dick.”

      “Oh no, Mr. Jackson ... it’s not like that ... I’m a legitimate reporter—”

      “You have a sports blog,” he said.

      “Well, yes, but it’s legitimate ...”

      “Lot of effort gettin here for a little sports blog ...”

      “It means a lot to me ...”

      “I’m sure it do, I’m sure it do ...”

      “No, really,” she said, “that’s not why I’m here.”

      “You sure? Cause it ain’t sound like a good reason.”

      “It ain’t?”

      “Most bitches go to that effort come see me they got one thing on they mind.”

      “I didn’t come here to suck … I didn’t come here to do that.”

      The big guy chimed in, still standing next to her, “That bitch climb through the fuckin ceiling to suck that dick. Fuckin John McClane shit, fallin out the duct work and errything.”

      Shontavius eyeballed him, said, “You in here, who watching that door?”

      He nodded, said, “Ayuh, I’m a go watch that door now.” Shontavius’ eyes followed him out. The big man traipsed to the opening, looked over his shoulder once at Coralee, then stepped out and disappeared into the locker room.

      Lil’ Shon took a step closer to her, and her heel went back, taking a step away as he stepped forward. He took another and she did the same. Then again, till she felt herself stumble against the tile wall. She giggled, wondered then why she giggled. He walked naked to her, looking beautiful, looking like male perfection, everything in symmetry, incredible grace for someone so big and powerful. He stepped to her, so he was right in her space, and her neck tilted, her chin raised to look up at him, her mouth opened to speak but nothing came out. Her mouth stayed open then spread to a smile. She felt herself blush.

      “Why you so nervous?” he asked her.

      “I’m not ... well, I am, I’m just ... I ...”

      “You ain’t never talked to a brother before?”

      “Well, yeah. Of course I have, I’m not from outer space. All the black boys I know ... they all wear Dockers. You know? Shoes with the little tassels ...”

      “They ain’t hard?”

      Her blushing spread, she felt the heat across her collar now too, her hand came up and she covered her mouth.

      “Not like that, girl. I mean they soft. They ain’t bout it.”

      She shook her head and twisted her mouth up, still not sure what he meant about her black friends.

      “They weak,” he said.

      She laughed, relieved. She said, “They’re always saying they’re keeping it one-hundred—”

      “But they ain’t,” he finished.

      “No,” she confirmed.

      “I keep it one hundred,” he said and he raised a hand to her neck and his thumb caressed her jawline.

      “I have a husband,” she giggled.

      “Mmnh, girl, your husband makes my dick soft. You don’t want that, do you now?”

      “I don’t know,” she crooned.

      “You gotta work on your dirty talk, girl.”

      “I do?”

      “Yeah,” he said, and he lowered himself so his deep voice rumbled the soft hairs around her ear and made her nipples clench tight. “Like, first I say I’m a spread those beautiful legs of yours and sink every inch I got in you, fuck you til you come ...”

      “This is so inappropriate, Mr. Jackson,” she bubbled breathily.

      “Yeah, girl, but I see them legs tremblin.”

      “They are?”

      “I see them little buds poking out at me.”

      “They are aren’t they?” she gasped, looking down and seeing her nipples pressing out the fabric of her blouse. Her hands covered them and their hard feel against her palms sent a thrill right through her heart.

      He gnarred in her ear again, “Now what you say to me?”

      “I-I’m not very good at that,” she whispered.

      “All right,” he said, “we work on that, don’t you worry ... I’ll get you sayin the dirtiest things you ever imagine in a minute ...”

      “Mr. Jackson, listen, I can’t—”

      He kissed her and his lips were electric. Her scalp tingled when she felt them, her heart skipped a little beat, and her hands came up, not to stop him but to feel his muscle and his size. He sucked and kissed on her lips and she couldn’t pull away. Her hands squeezed and rubbed his chest and shoulders, felt how hard he was, what that must mean, how he must be so incredibly powerful ...

      His lips plucked at her bottom lip and he pulled on it, held it clamped and eased it out and let it pop back. She looked in his eyes and saw how he was going to annihilate her and knew there was nothing she could do to stop a man like him and how deep down in that most primal woman part of herself she wanted him. She wanted him to take her, give it to her, she wanted to feel what it was like to be consumed by a real man, one who triumphed, one who was superior, one who with a single look could make four big, muscular men flee the shower. He was primal power and it was so intimidating, so overwhelming, she wondered what was wrong with wanting to be overpowered by it—what was wrong with submitting to the most dominant male on the planet?

      His hands worked the buttons on her blouse, his fingers deftly unclasping them despite their size. Her hands covered his, she didn’t hinder nor help but she liked the feel of his big hands under her little ones and she liked to feel all the muscles and tendons work. Those hands had a desire to see her naked, they worked to reveal her body to him and despite what she might think of her own body she was sure he was going to like to see what she had. She was all woman and it took someone who was all man to get that.

      “I can’t believe ... I’m going to do this ... I should ... I have to stop, Mr. Jackson ...”

      He ripped her blouse open and she felt her bosom shake for him and she drew her breath in and closed her eyes, thrust her chest out for him to see.

      “Yeah, girl,” he smiled, his devil eyes slits, sucking his smiling lips, “I knew you had those hiding. Look a them, they perfect now, ain’t they?”

      “I ... I like them.”

      “I like them too,” he said and he put his arms around behind her, the size of his hands bringing her off the wall and against his chest. She ached to reach down and grab his manhood and feel it in her grip but that would be too far, that would cross a line.

      Her breasts fell and bounced when he unclasped them and he brought the straps forward and over her shoulders with the tips of his fingers. She rolled her arms forward, made it easy for him to slide the pink straps down.

      He had her topless now and she stood and sucked her lips into her mouth, pressed her chest out and watched his face as he looked her over.

      “Damn, girl, you more than fine ...” he said, his eyes going narrow, a white wink of light in the dark slits. His mouth curled to a smile and she liked the feeling that smile gave her heart. He was the kind of man a girl would like to please.

      “You really like em?”

      He put a hand over one, hefted it, her big breast small in his grip. His touch made her hiss with excitement and she reeled with an instant of lightheadedness, let her back fall and press against the warm tile. She moaned, and then gulped her lips in tighter, ashamed that another man had made her make a sound like that.
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        * * *

      

      The doorway led to a metal mesh landing, small, only four feet square, a sharp, angled set of stairs leading steeply down to the left.

      It was a tall blue-grey maintenance supply room, smelling of bleach and cherry disinfectant. There was a Janitor’s Utility Cart, an industrial size bucket and wringer with a mop stuck in it, floor squeegees, two angle iron shelving units with all sorts of supplies in jugs and spray bottles. But he was alone. There was one single door out.

      He hustled down to it and pressed his ear against the cold metal. He heard nothing. He swung his gear around to rest at the small of his back and he pressed his side against the cinderblock wall next to the jamb. His hand grabbed the hard aluminum edge of the handle and he tested it. The door wasn’t locked. He eased it open till the gap filled with the bright light of what was beyond.

      “Aw, dammit!” he whispered.

      A long hall, and standing at the end, a big man in a Raiders jacket with his hands clasped under his stomach, broken ceiling tiles littered at his Timberlands.

      “Shoot,” he said, and he eased the door closed and let his head fall back to think. At least he was on the other side of the gate now, but how would he get past that big guard? He did not possess the charms his pretty wife did with her big, blue eyes and her light blonde hair. Bobby was instead distinctively punchable to a big guy like that.

      He heard whispering, faint at first, and indistinct. He listened. There was a hiss under the ambient noise and the longer he listened the more he became convinced that the ambient noise was the sound of running water. Pipes in the walls. The hiss was the sound of water from a shower. It would be the sound of a locker room, wouldn’t it?

      He walked to the centre of the room, his eyes wide and staring, his ears flexing and straining to make sense of the noise. It was prominent in here, where was it coming from? A whoosh that wasn’t closed behind a wall. He put his gear down, eyes still wide but seeing nothing, his ears taking more than ninety percent of his brain power at the moment.

      He lowered himself to the floor, sitting up on his knees, butt on his heels. His hands slid down his thighs and he peered around the edges of the room. He went around in a circle, convinced the sound source was low. “There,” he sighed, seeing slashes of pale light nestled in behind the plastic bottles of floor cleaner sitting on the bottom shelf of one of the shelving units. Multiple lines of bright going horizontal back there, the cover for an air vent.

      He went to it on his hands and knees, clawed the bottles out quickly and set them behind him. It was a cover for an air vent. A thin metal plate set in the cinder block, a foot and a half square. His fingers searched the edges of it, but there was no give. They skittered across eight bulging screw heads. He peered in, getting his head under the shelf to get a look-see. Phillips. “Well, I’ll be,” he whistled. One thing at a time, Bobby, his wife’s voice in his head again. He fished out his pocket knife from his pants and scissored open its screwdriver. Phillips. He placed it in the slot and, Hey now, lookee that, right size and everything. Things were looking up for old Bobby it seemed. His luck changing direction.

      As he worked the screws out, going deliberately and carefully, one at a time, he was becoming convinced he could hear two talking voices. It seemed to him like there was a deep male voice and then under it the delicate chirp of a female.

      “Hot dang,” he whispered, getting the last screw out and hearing its satisfying click as it fell to the concrete. Maybe Coralee had got her way to him...
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        * * *

      

      Coralee couldn’t ever remember a fire in her belly like she had right now. Shontavius was putting his big, black hands all over her pretty, white flesh and his touch had her gasping. Everything about it was so wrong on the surface. She was a married woman. Why did it feel so right? What was it that made her heart race and her breath heave? She oughtta slap his hands away. She was a lady. She’d told him she was married. He said it made his dick soft. What would it look like hard, that beautiful thing he had?

      Her hands roamed again. She let them. They wanted to anyway. She wasn’t going to stop them.

      His body was like steel. His skin tight up against those conditioned muscles. He bench pressed that weight almost sixty times, a record thoroughly broken. He had a reputed five-hundred pound bench press max. She would be nothing to him. He could lift her little body flip her around and do all sorts of things to her and she couldn’t stop him.

      His back was wide, her hands gripped those thick blades of muscle that came up out of his sides and flared up his back and under his arms. They squirmed in her hand as he kissed her neck and her collar and she shut her eyes to it. Tilted her chin up to let him in there. That was just his lips. He wanted to kiss her, she could let him.

      His waist was tight and narrow, his hips slim. Her fingers came up his middle up to his sternum and then she let them dance over the hard ridges of his stomach. He was breathing heavy and his tummy swelled against her touch and her little hands rode those lugubrious waves, sinking and sinking, lower and lower til the tiny tips of her fingers drug her hard nails through the coarse feel of his pubic hair.

      She gasped heavy breaths knowing what she was about to do, wanting it so desperate but knowing she was about to set foot off a very high ledge. High as the Grand Canyon, for sure.

      Her tips grazed lower and she felt down both sides of his big, hanging manhood. It was thick, not hard yet but she could feel the pulse of excitement under its skin. Blood was surging into him, provoked by her touch and aroused by her feel under his lips. Her tips travelled down and she wondered if it was ever going to end. She was down the middle of his thighs now. The pads of her fingers bumped finally over the coronal ridge of that plump end he had. She let her fingers dance over its shape. Felt how big the head was and knew the excitement she was giving him by the urgency his kisses came with and the rising tension in his hands as they coddled her breasts and felt her tummy and gripped her shoulders.

      Her hands went around it. It hung between them, coming to wonderful life, stiffening for both their pleasure. He was bigger than both her hands could cover and her Bobby was a fraction of that even when he was hard.

      “Ohh, Lil’ Shon, you ain’t little at all ...”

      “I told you I’d get you talkin,” he whispered in her ear.

      “You sure fired up my little motor,” she gasped.

      He pulled back from her now and she withered under his gaze. He looked down on her with a devil smile, like he was going to do terrible things to her but she was going to like them. She was level with his nipples, pressed to the tile wall, looking up at this incredible man, his monstrous dong being stroked by both her tiny hands.

      “Turn around for me now,” he said.

      “Yeah?” she gasped.

      “Go on,” he said.

      She let him go, let it fall back and slap his thigh. She kept her eyes locked on his, throwing her gaze over her shoulder as she turned and she pressed her hands to the tile now, felt her hardened nipples graze over their warm surface. She watched his eyes as she revealed her big, round bottom to him. They lit up with delight, like he knew what to do with what he was looking at. She arched her back and thrust her rump out to him, aching for him to touch her ...
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        * * *

      

      The duct was narrow but it was big enough for him to pass. He’d taken his belt off and looped it around his ankle, used some cord he’d found in the maintenance room to tie his camera gear to the end of the belt through one of the eye holes. He crawled on his belly through the aluminum corridor, his gear dragging behind him. He shuffled on his elbows, slithering along, his knees coming up and scurrying himself along. He was getting closer, he knew it. The rumbling water through the pipes was a constant tremble but the hiss grew louder and so did the voices underneath. He came to an intersection of four and he knew which way to go, the volume of the man and woman talking so distinct now. At the next intersection, a T, only left and right the choice, the voices told him which way to go—but now with the added benefit of light.

      The duct continued on for another twenty feet but there was light at the end of the tunnel as they say, and his heart pounded with excitement. Heights were his nemesis and he wasn’t so fond of tight spaces either and the thought that he’d be out in a minute and maybe, just maybe, his pretty wife would be there was exciting him like mad.

      He was going to win. This time he never gave up and he followed the love of his life’s lead and look how far they’d come. The feeling was incredible. He’d had a string of flops and the idea that his Coralee might see him knock a vent open and crawl out and she could see her man win one for once was incredible. He couldn’t wait. He was going to show her. Her eyes would light up and she would see her Bobby win one this time. Step out, having conquered two fears to make this trip, and emerge a man. He felt himself changing, becoming someone else with each foot gained towards that light.

      “I’m coming, baby,” he whispered, a satisfied smile creeping across his face.

      He could hear them now. Not the words, but the sounds of words. There was a man’s voice, very deep and low,  a gravelly grumble. Goll-lly, that could be Shontavius, couldn’t it? Then in response to his low meanness there was a light and breathy girl voice and he’d swear on a stack of whatever you might want that that was his Coralee. She’d done it, hadn’t she? She’d gosh darn d-done it! She was talking to the man that was going to save their family business. Then, while she enjoyed the fruits of her labour, her hard-earned interview, she was gonna look down to her left at the growing tin-crumple, and pow-ee, that plate was gonna knock off and she was gonna see her new hero crawl out, camera equipment at the ready, hauled in tow.

      “I’m right here, Coralee, my baby,” he whispered as he made it to the metal grating slashed with wire diamonds.

      “I made it, girl.” He dragged himself up so he could peer in and his eyes took a minute to adjust to the change in light. He blinked again as he struggled to make sense out of what he was seeing.

      He was at the floor level of the shower. It seemed like a long room that went left and right from where he was. Dead centre about a dozen feet out he saw a naked black man. He was bracing himself up against the tile wall with his back to Bobby. The shower was running on the closer side and across the way too, but the man wasn’t using the shower, it just sprayed out to nobody. He was a very big man, muscular and wide with a narrow set of hips and a wet gleaming round rump that Bobby had to admit was pretty nice. He was covered in tattoos and as that registered he realized it was Shontavius, of course, and he wondered why in that moment his brain was having trouble catching up to all this obvious information. Course, what he was looking at seemed all jumbled because it didn’t look anything like he was expecting to see. He could see Shontavius’ very black scrotum wriggling between his wide parted legs. There was something moving there. There were two pale white hands, a winking wedding ring and they were pulling and twisting on something between them that was big and black. “What in the world?” he whispered, and his eyes narrowed. Wait a minute, that was a penis. A real big one. There were two white hands stroking his boy part and Bobby’s eyebrows slowly climbed up and up and his forehead wrinkled and crinkled as they went, and didn’t stop. His eyes went wide, taking all this in. His heart pounded in his ears.

      Then Lil’ Shon was moving, stepping back and Bobby could see a pair of short, pretty, bare legs between his. They turned, the penis was dropped and it swung lazily, and as Shon stepped to the side Bobby saw his Coralee, turning and watching Shon, turning and facing that tile wall and putting her hands up on it and showing him her bottom.

      Shon put his fingers into the back of his wife’s pink panties and he pulled them down her flesh, making it squiggle as it passed. Little Coralee was topless and now this big man was taking her pants off too.

      “Coralee,” he gasped, no air in him to make it a sound. Coralee let him slide them down and when they got to the narrow of her knees they fell to her ankles and his little girl stepped out of them, kicked her feet free and stood exposing her bare behind to this man that wasn’t her husband. She was standing naked with him in a shower.

      Shon’s big black hand slapped her beautiful rump and she yelped but she smiled too. Her ample flesh shook and bounced. And the big man did it again, slapping and slapping till he got her pretty flesh roiling and undulating, then he grabbed it hard, his big fingers digging deep into her rump and he lifted those big, pale globes and his wife moaned. She actually let out a sensual sound being touched by someone who wasn’t her husband. “Oh, baby,” he whispered, his cords struggling to find the strength to make an utterance.

      She smiled over her shoulder at Shon as he peeled her cheeks apart, lifting them, raising his wife till she stood on her bare tippy-toes and he exposed her shining pink stripe. Her sexy girl parts were bright and wet, stretched by this man’s pull.

      They were being bad, weren’t they? This was no i-interview. She wasn’t r-recording this. Where was the iPhone? It was just as those men had taunted him. She was being a bad w-wife. She was being bad with the biggest, meanest, black man anybody could imagine. Why was he so stupid?

      “Oh no, baby,” he cried. He should have wondered why their voices were in the shower in the first place.  That’s where people got naked ...
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      His slaps made her tingle. They were hard. Not gentle, speculative sorts of things, he was hitting her hard. Hitting her and getting her flesh shaking. She bounced her rump for him, let the momentum of his slaps carry her rump up and down and around.

      “You so fine,” he told her. “Look at that bitty waist and that big ass. Girl, mm, damn ...” he said, and he slapped her again, this time for real. She hollered out, the echo of his hand on her ass bright and high and louder than her own complaint.

      “Ow!” she yelped over her shoulder, frowning at him.

      “Don’t,” she said, “that hur—”

      His big hand went between her legs from behind and she felt the wet slide of his skin across her excited lady parts.

      “Oh, ah,” she gasped, and she went weak at the knees, buckling and dipping. He just lifted her back up with his hand in between her legs, pressing against that most private part of her. The part that shouldn’t be touched or seen by any man cept her husband and a doctor from now till she was dead.

      “Oh, don’t ... don’t touch me there,” she sighed.

      “Ay, your little pussy too wet to say no and mean it.”

      “Yeah, but I’m married ...”

      “Ay, I don’t give a fuck bout your man. Ya hear? You in here, you got them little legs spread and your pussy dripping.”

      “It is?”

      “Girl, take a feel,” he said, and grabbed a hand she had up at her head against the tile, and he pressed his chest to her back and forced her hand between her legs. She felt her slippery folds, felt how engorged she was, how full they felt and how they swelled with her own touch, aching for more.  His hand worked over hers, forcing her little fingers with his to feel her bad parts, the parts that tingled and felt a need that had her in a shower with a man who wasn’t her husband and wondering, really excited to know, what it might feel like to have that big dick of his push itself up inside her.

      “How that feel, you like that?”

      “Mm-hmm,” she nodded with her eyes closed, feeling her slipperiness, her wetness, knowing how close she was to this big man and his sex organ. How they’d come this far and really it would be so easy ... that thing dangled behind her right now, she could feel its tremendous size tapping against the back of her leg. Her rump was arched, she was wet, he was pretty hard; he could take it right now, just change its angle, and she could fall back and he could drive forward and then she’d really know ...

      His finger pressed her finger between her legs and she let him do it. Felt it pierce her hungry flesh, felt her own finger sink inside her and then she gasped as his came along for the ride, spreading her wider. She wanted it so bad, wanted to feel herself being penetrated by this big, powerful man. She flexed, felt the strength of her own girl muscles as they clamped her wet interior around their combined fingers.

      “Mm, you tight,” he said.

      “Ah,” she gasped, “Am I?”

      “You tight,” he said.

      “Put it in me,” she gasped, then her mind took it back, bit her lips, clamped down so her tongue couldn’t spoil the show.

      His hand worked between them, she felt it spreading her cheeks as he stroked himself and put the end of it where it needed to be.

      “Oh, wait,” she gasped, struggling to come to her senses. He didn’t wait, he pressed and she inhaled and inhaled in anticipation, put her chin right up and looked to the steamy skylight. One of his hands worked over her chest, the span of his fingers big enough to grab and fondle both her big breasts at the same time, her hard nipples sliding across his strong grip. His cock pressed against her and she sucked her own lip into her mouth and bit it gently. His thing was wet and squirmy back there and she could feel that big, soft and plump end swirl around her opening just enough hardness to now press itself into her and stretch her lips apart. “No,” she cried, “no, stop.”  She pressed her forehead to the tile and she felt like she could burst into tears. “Just the tip,” she said, “just give me the tip.”

      He sunk it into her. It had to be more than the tip because it made her eyes go wide.

      “Oh, golly,” she said and she watched her own toes scrunch up, saw her bare feet down in that splashing water, saw her arches raise as she felt the biggest thing ever push itself into the most intimate part she had.
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        * * *

      

      Shontavius Jackson was going to have sex with his wife.

      Bobby was frozen, his eyes glued to every man’s worst nightmare. His wife was with another man. His wife was with another man. There wasn’t a thing Bobby could do. He couldn’t stop him if he wanted. And his Coralee wasn’t doing a damn thing about it. She wanted it. That damn jezebel.

      “Damn you, Coralee,” he cried, his eyes welling up with salty tears. His cock ached in his pants. He was hard as a rock and he was grinding it into the floor of the duct, a gentle metallic crumpling from his own hip-driving excitement.

      Thump-thunk, it echoed as he humped the hard tip of his cock through his chinos and into the duct.

      His Coralee had never looked more beautiful to him. She was buck naked and he didn’t see that often enough. He never asked. They did their things usually between the sheets when the lights were off. But here she was, bare as she was born, in a bright skylit room, her beautiful shape glistening, wet, white light zipping along all her raised edges, dancing on her shiny curves. She was a full-figured girl, fuller than when they were in college, but dangit she was all woman with her narrow waist swelling out to her big rump. Her breasts hung and swayed and then pressed flat against the tile as this big, black man did things to her body from behind. He watched them put their hands between her legs and he saw her face and how that made her feel. And he was mad as all get out but his heart swelled to see that look on her face. Whatever was happening in that little pink opening that was supposed to be his it was amazing. Least that’s what her face was saying. Her mouth fell open, her pretty, pink lips parted and curled, her white teeth glistening in there and she panted with their dirty movements.

      She told Shon to put it in her and Bobby cried out quietly. He said, Aw Naw—a mournful whisper. He felt the tears stream on his cheeks but he kept his eyes glued.

      Just the tip, she said then, like that would make it better. “Just the tip?” he cried, “Coralee, just take the whole thing, you dang heartbreaker.”

      Shon pierced her. He could tell because it looked like she’d been hit with a cattle prod. Her body jumped and her flesh jiggled. She came up higher on her toes and her hands turned to claws. Her eyes went wide and she blurted, Oh, golly.

      She was cheating on him. And now it was too late. It was official. Another man had put his penis inside his wife. His bad, bad girl let another man do it.

      Thump-thunk. He pressed harder, flexed his hips quicker, and he lowered his brow as he continued to watch his naughty wife.
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        * * *

      

      “Oh, ow, Mr. Jackson, stop, please ... it hurts,” she gasped. It did, kind of. Hurt in a good sort of way. Stretched her membranes out till the pain was bright and high like she was going to tear, but under it all was a fierce tiger of passion, wanting it, wanting him to thrust it all in at once and she didn’t like that.

      Shontavius didn’t stop, his large, wet size squeaked inside her until it got stuck. His thrusts not getting deeper inside her, just lifting her up higher onto her toes. She turned away from him, a plaintive gasp unexpectedly leaping from her throat as his cock slipped from her and her body already missed his intrusion. She turned now, thrusting her back against the wall and looking up at him with fearful eyes.

      “I have to stop, Mr Jackson,” she said, “I can’t do this, even if I want to ...”

      He kissed her neck and she exposed herself to him. He felt so incredible. His touch was like dynamite. His body was like a man made of steel. Her hands roamed again while she felt his plump, dark berry lips suck on her skin and bite at the tendons. His hands were on her breasts again, her nipples gliding in the V of his long fingers as her breaths heaved in her chest.

      His black skin was so dark against her white hands. She looked at her wedding ring and she squinted, tried to imagine she didn’t have one but she knew she did. “Agh, oh,” she gasped now as his hand went between her thighs and she felt the muscles in the heel of his hand graze along her engorged sex.

      “Dangit,” she squeaked. Her shoulders slumped and her arms fell between them. She took up his big cock in both her little hands and she went up and down it, felt its hardening feel in her grip. He was twice as long as her bunched fists and she brought the thing upright between them, the tip of it now between her breasts.

      “Holy,” she whispered, looking down to its unseeing black eye winking in her grip so close to her face. She wasn’t this kind of girl but there was a lewd creature writhing in her belly and it told her this was okay, so she went for it. Took both her pale, creamy breasts in a hand and she pressed her woman flesh together around his cock. She got it right around even though he was so thick and he fucked her chest like that. She felt a warm relief. It tingled her belly and put a tickle across her pretty pink sex but it wasn’t inside her, right? This was okay in a way. Just a little skin on skin, only a tad different than shaking hands or sharing a can of Coke.

      C’mon, Coralee, this ain’t nothing like shaking hands! She bit her lip, her canine pulling and almost piercing her plump bottom lip. She watched that big head of his cock pluck in and out of her wet, pressed flesh and wondered why this vile act was doing so many good-feeling things to her body. In and out it went, up her chest, its hard length scoring along her ribs and sternum, the corpulent head plopping through and grazing along her collar. She could feel his tight scrotum gliding along underneath as well, his two big balls in tow. She slumped against the wall, let her back slide down the slick porcelain, each squeaky drop bringing the tip of his magnificent cock up higher and higher. She stuck her tongue out, let it dart in time to touch the tip of his head. She liked it. She only once ever used her mouth on her husband and it was weird. But whatever it was she knew it would please this man she was with and something in her drove her to please him—wanted to see him smile, wanted him to like her, see her value. She wanted him satisfied, she wanted to make him com—

      “Oh, I can’t!” she blurted, feeling all sorts of guilty washing all over her all at once.

      “You gone finish what you started girl,” he said.

      “I am?” she asked him

      “You sure got a fine start,” he said, and his hand pushed her shoulder and eased her lower and she sank till her bottom pressed her calves.

      “I don’t wanna put it in my mouth,” she said up to him

      “But you gonna.”

      “Mm-hmm,” she winced and nodded. Her hands went around it again, his black shaft; she wrung it in her fists and his cherry-colored glans nodded and bulged with her twisting, and she ached to feel that smooth, shining head in her mouth. She pressed her lips to it, the softness of him the same as her lips and she liked it. She let her plump, pouting lips part for its shape, felt its warm engorged bell form her lips to a widening O. Her tongue then peeked out from her teeth and darted over his very tip, pressing into the concave of his urethra and dancing across the plump ends that swelled around it.

      “Go on, girl, quit playin,” he said and his powerful hips eased forward and she felt her jaw forced wide as his battleship of a cock sunk deep into her open waiting mouth.
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        * * *

      

      It wasn’t easy and at one point he’d scribbled all over the duct, trembling, on the verge of a full-blown panic attack but with great effort he managed to bring his gear up along over his leg and to his hip and he got his camera out of the bag. His head got tucked up on his shoulder as he’d reached for it and he got stuck, his head folded against him. He though he might scream and he had a vision of the man fucking his wife having to stop to come and rescue her frightened husband stuck in an air duct.

      But he’d come out okay. The fear of emasculation by a naked black man, his big dick dangling in his face still wet from his wife’s insides, pulling him out, then having him breathe in to a paper bag fixed him right quick. Could see his Coralee hunched over him naked, her pussy all stretched, rubbing his back and telling him to Just breathe, Bobby. No sir, he couldn’t have that. So he’d cried softly to himself and though his heart almost beat itself right out of his chest, and he thought he might pass out, he got himself together, got his head turned around again so it was facing out and he never let go of that camera strap. He’d brought it up to him once he’d regained his composure and stopped crying.

      Now the red Record light was on and he was glancing from flipped out viewfinder to live action, making sure he was getting all the action in frame.

      There she was the woman he’d been in love with for the last four years. His freshman sweetheart. The two of them meeting on campus in the first year and him falling for her right away. Love at first sight for old Bobby. Coralee took some time to warm to him but she did. He’d won her. Or thought he had at least.

      Hard to say she was still his when right now she had both her pretty hands around an enormous black cock, stroking and twisting, her little mouth spread and bobbing on the end of it, taking in as much of it as she could. Thing was enormous. Like a big, black club. Way more than twice what Bobby had given his sweet girl. They’d saved themselves for marriage and their first time together was their first time ever. It was clumsy and funny and awkward but it felt so good.

      Now she was practically on her knees and sucking another man. Did she think of him at all? Didn’t she know what kind of betrayal this was and how much it would hurt him? He wanted so badly to put his hand down and touch himself. He ached to be touched. He was throbbing in his pants. He could feel the tip of his penis stuck in the Y-front of his briefs and his little glans was getting strangled. He was on the verge of panic again, this space too tight and constricting for him. The vent was getting hot, the steam from the shower had made him damp, his face shone with sweat and mist and his clothes were sticking to him. If he put an arm down right now, tried to slip his hand in his waistband and stroke himself, he would have to scream and thrash and he’d likely bust on out of here, knock that metal grate right toff. That would ruin the show. And as much as his wife’s most disgusting betrayal was sending a dagger through his heart and bringing tears to his eyes he was still riding an unbelievable wave of pleasure and pain; an ignominious, sensual, ball-clutching arousal. What was it? Her badness? Her beauty? Her desire for this ultra-man? He dug his erection into the metal again, fixating on the visuals; her clenching toes, the tendons in her feet flexing as she balanced herself, her head thrusting on this man’s cock, her round, wet rump, the water dripping from her curves, her thin neck gulping and jerking as she thrust her mouth up and down Shon’s shaft. And Shon’s shaft. The size. The goldang size of it. Was that what turned her on? She ran that video back, didn’t she? Play it again, Bobby. I just want one more look at that man’s big pecker whipping around, No wonder it burst out of his pants, Bobby, look at the size of it!

      Is that why she went to such great lengths to get in that locker room? Did she even care about an interview? She wasn’t recording anything right now. Just sucking and stroking and fucking. That’s what she wanted this whole time. Climbing through the ceiling, risking life and limb just so she could be with this big black man. She didn’t give a good damn about his sport’s blog at all.

      “Oh, Coralee, you’re so bad, baby ...”
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        * * *

      

      He had got hard in her mouth. He liked her. She had done well for this man. His cock was rigid in her grip and his glans had swelled against her tongue and he’d become far more than a mouthful. She tasted him then, her mouth filling with his slippery lubricant. Her eyes went wide and she felt so dirty. That was stuff coming up and out of those two big testicles. Stuff that had been inside him was now in her mouth. And he wasn’t her husband.

      She let her lips come off him and she looked up at him, felt her eyebrows rising up in the middle. She stroked him with both her hands, twisting as she went, showing him she was eager. A string of saliva bowed between the tip of his glans and her chin. She said, “Maybe ... maybe I could just use my hands, Mr. Jackson—”

      He took her under her arms and lifted her, her mouth shocked and open. He lifted her right up to him and her legs instinctively went around his waist, her feet locking at the small of his back and her arms went around his neck. She smiled. He smiled too. He kissed her then and she gave it back, working her lips against his plump vermillion, letting his tongue sink into her and her tongue playing with his. One big hand covered her back and the other went up her thigh and over her rump. She ran her fingers over his powerful neck and traps. He walked her out till they were both in the shower’s hot spray.

      He was an amazing kisser and the feel of his big soft lips made her heart pound in her chest. He got to his knees and held her in place, bent then, and lowered her until her back was against the floor.

      “What are you doing?” she gasped.

      He kissed her neck, her collarbone, made his way between her breasts and over her soft tum.

      “Oh, no, I know what you’re doing Mr. Jackson, I don’t—”

      His lips kissed the fine hairs of her mound.

      “—oh!” she gasped and her hands went to his head and encouraged him. Bobby had never put his mouth between her legs and she knew some girls who said their husbands would do that but she was always ashamed to ask. Shontavius wasn’t asking. His lips plucked at the supple flesh of her mound, then her scalp tingled as his tongue pressed her, rolled wetly down her middle and she thought she might go out of her mind. She giggled high and bright and it turned to a laugh, then a sharp inhale as she felt his tongue part her.

      “Oh, Mr. Jackson, that feels, oh ...”

      She let her legs fall, part wider for him, and exposed her sex to this frightening man. She hitched up to watch him. His head worked between her legs, his big, wide, pink tongue spreading her, licking her like an ice cream cone, then funneling, going narrow and diving into her, stroking up and across her hard little button, finding its engorged shape in all her slippery folds. She encouraged him more, said, “Mr. Jackson, I’ve never felt like this in my life ...” and her hands caressed his head and pressed him to her sex, wanting him to work her even harder.

      She felt a crazy tickle in her belly that made her shoulders shake suddenly and her eyes rolled up, once, quick, and then went wide, as she felt her heart skip a beat. How could she have been missing this, it felt so amazing? A tongue between her legs was a wonderful thing. “Agh, ah,” she panted and her head twisted from side to side, going crazy with what this man was doing to her, something her husband had never done and probably never might.

      He kissed his way up out of her heat and his lips made their way back to her belly button. She ached to feel his tongue again, feel its wet dimpled surface spread across her sensitive flesh.

      “Oh, no ...” she moaned, and she watched him.

      He raised up, his hands on her knees. His enormous black cock swung and bobbed between his legs, more than halfway down his thighs. Water sprayed in a fractal halo around his rock hard silhouette. He was wide across his chest and shoulders, swooping down in a tight V to his narrow waist and hips. He looked at her meanly and she shook with a sudden fright. He was going to put that thing inside her and it was going to hurt and he knew it was going to hurt.

      “Mr. Jackson ...” she sighed, “I can’t ...”

      He spit in his hand and stroked his cock. It looked so big, even in his hand. And his hand would cover her whole back if it was spread.

      She brought her knees together, demurely covering herself now even though he’d just had his whole mouth clamped over her. She clasped her breasts with her hands. “Mr. Jackson, we have to stop ... I can’t do this ...”

      His hands wrapped around her ankles and he guided her legs up, making her raise her knees.

      “Mr. Jackson?”

      He slapped the soles of her feet, making them jump, forcing her to lift her knees higher. She raised them right up till they were squashing her breasts flat. She was disgustingly exposed to him. Her filthy sex and anus bared and tilted to him so he could see it all and do whatever he wanted to it.

      “Oh, Mr. Jackson,” she moaned now, feeling her brow furrow and wishing she would just jump up and get out of here. Her hands went down and she smoothed them up and down the backs of her thighs while he watched. She brushed her fingers along her bared vulva, felt the high tickle it ran through the top of her mind. She made herself gasp. Touching herself in front of this man while he watched. She was disgusting. She was wet and disgusting.

      He sneered and lowered over her. Her legs spread and her arms went to him. He was at her now, his lips coming to her, her neck raising her up so she could meet them with her own. They kissed and her hands went over his wet muscle and she felt the weight of his cock as it dragged over the inside of her thigh and rested then on her tummy. He drew it back and she felt the flared end of him slide along her belly and her eyebrows came up high, every thought on that tip of him, where it was going. She was electric right now. Her breaths heaved and scored through her, she snorted while she gulped Shon’s lips.

      It drew slowly back, it was almost there, his feel getting sweeter and sweeter, till it finally touched her. She squeaked an Mm-hmm around his tongue and he reached down between them and he grabbed himself hard and worked his plump glans up and down through her sex. It felt incredible and she held her breath but she wanted him to stop messing around and just do it alr—

      He guided it into her and she cried out. He was hard. That big unreal piece of meat was really hard now and it spread her, her wetness now letting it pass without a hitch. He was big,  thick, and he felt incredible. She broke her lips from his so she could breathe. She gulped air as he slid deeper into her. She clawed his back, her nails dug into his black steely muscle and she cried and gasped for air over his shoulder...
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        * * *

      

      Bobby watched her feet point and shake as Shon sunk himself into her deeply. His wife’s little legs trembled and her mouth turned like she was howling at the moon, but she didn’t make a sound. Her eyes rolled up in her head till they were white. Then a creak emitted from her, like a hinge in a old farmhouse, the door being drawn open slow cause he was afraid of what was behind it. The creak grew to a growl and her face transformed, from demonic possession to exuberant joy. Her lips peeled back wide in an open smile, her teeth shone white. Her fingers clawed and grabbed his rock hard forearms, her nails dragging across their surface didn’t smooth the smallest dent.

      “That feels so ah-amazing ... I never felt that before ... oh, it’s s-so bi-iig ...”

      “Oh baby,” Bobby whispered in the vent, his own eyes fluttering now and the strangest most perverse wave of pleasure washed over him, made his hands tremble and the image on the viewfinder went blurry a moment. His balls rose up in his briefs and he made himself a little wet inside there. Why on earth would that happen? He shouldn’t be aroused watching another man make love to his wife. He shouldn’t be hard watching this. He should be mad. He should hate her and want to kill them both. But he didn’t. He wanted to love her right now. Hold her hand and tell her it was all right. Tell her Baby, just enjoy it, I love you (and then secretly he’d whisper a little prayer in mantra, Please, don’t leave me, please, don’t leave me ...). Her ecstatic upturned face made his heart swell. Seeing her pretty, wispy mound bulge and spread by large black intrusion aroused him cause he loved her. Her arousal was his arousal. Of course she would submit to this man. She was a woman and it didn’t get more masculine than Shontavius Jackson. If he was at a Victoria’s Secret show and one of those girls came on strong he’d be putty in their hand if he didn’t pass out first or stutter himself to death.

      “You go, baby,” he whispered.
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        * * *

      

      It felt like he’d put it all the way up in her tummy. Between bouts of faintness, her head nodding up and down, her eyes opening and closing, she could see that big, black thing sinking between her white legs. Her cleft mound rose and spread, her flesh crackled wetly over the spray of the shower, Shon pushed in and his body pressed her legs against her and she couldn’t breathe. She wasn’t trying anyway, every bit of her concentrating on the pain between her legs and how it felt so good and how it was almost too much and, golly, was it going to get worse or better ...

      It got better. She felt like she was going to tear for a moment, a high-tone paper-cut feel up her middle then it was gone. She was wet as could be. This man had made her wetter in her little parts more than anything ever had.

      “That pussy feel so good, girl,” he groaned in her ear. Sinking deeper than she’d ever felt.

      “Gah, ah, you, ah, you like it?” she gasped.

      “You warm and you wet.”

      “Am I tight?”

      “Girl, you the tightest little pussy I ever felt.”

      “Ah, ow,” she gasped, then said, “My husband is pretty small ...”

      “Don’t worry now, you don’t struggle this gone feel a lot better ...”

      “Ah,” she gasped and lay back and let go, stopped squeezing and clamping up on him. She kicked her legs up higher, her knees clamping under his shoulders, spreading her sex wider and leaving lots of room for his narrow hips to press close and all the way inside her. Could she take all he had?

      “That’s it, gah, oh wow,” she burst. It did feel incredible. He drew it out then and it felt so empty. His size had filled her up so well, when it was gone she felt its absence. Then he plunged. Easily, enough force she felt it, but it didn’t hurt her. She let it go, stopped her muscles from gripping, stopped herself from clamping and grabbing at his invasion and just let it happen. He plunged in and out of her, giving her half of what he had and it was already more than she could stand, more than she’d ever had. Poor Bobby just didn’t measure up and she never knew there was a difference.

      He sunk deeper and she bit her lip and clenched her eyes. Her hands scratched his arms. He plunged now, again and again, and she felt him pushing her flesh aside, felt him spreading her wide and getting deep and she squinted, her breath catching and gasping in little high-pressure bursts. She stared at the drawn skull on his chest, laughing, a hand-rolled joint clenched in its fearsome gap tooth chompers. It wore a crown and had dollar signs in its eyes. “Mmnh,” she grunted. He smelled like sweat and pungent weed and body spray and testosterone and domination and she breathed it in.

      His body was like steel but it was warm and it breathed fire and it rippled under her touch. She clawed herself close to him again. Her nails dug in as he pounded her hard and she bounced with his thrusts but she climbed and climbed until their lips met and she took his tongue in her mouth.

      He penetrated her like he was below, dominating her and filling her body with parts of his. She gasped in his mouth with each thick thrust. Her nails ripped at his neck and her gasps turned to squeaks and she laughed at the sounds she was making. He was drawing them from her against her will, making her chirp and yip and she didn’t want to. She rose up and away and pictured this from above like she was looking in the reflection of the mirror that was over their Niagara Falls honeymoon bed and they’d giggled and blushed at it but she took a peek. Bobby’s skinny butt squirmed between her legs and he tickled her with his hard, little thing and it didn’t take long before she felt him spread his wet inside her. She wished she had a mirror right now, see her face twisted up like she knew it was, see Shon’s flexing bottom, the squirming, wet muscles of his gleaming back as he filled her with his ferocious organ. She could watch that. That would be wonderful. Seeing her white legs clamped around him, her feet dancing with his thrusts. Her squawks built, louder and faster, and she felt a swell inside her like she’d never felt before. Something chugging towards her out of the fog and she was standing on the old rusty tracks, feeling it coming, not seeing it, wondering what it was but knowing by that rumble that it was big and heavy and powerful and unstoppable. She yelled out, and her eyes went wide. Her belly fluttered and wiggled and it wouldn’t stop. She cramped, she bit his shoulder, dug her teeth into his tough flesh and she sunk them in, rode his rhythm like she was on a bronco and she had to hold on for only eight seconds...you can do it, Coralee! her brain yelled at her ...

      “Do what?” she gasped ...

      Shon smiled down at her, his hips writhed and moiled between her legs and that beautiful thing he’d been blessed with slid in an out with no pain just greasy lugubrious delight. Water cascaded around them and it twinkled in her eyelashes.

      “You go on,” he growled.

      “Go on, what?”

      “Nut, girl.”

      “What?”

      “You gone come.”

      “I, ah ... I, ah, a-am?”

      “You feel it?”

      She nodded, her eyebrows climbed and her mouth fell open. “I’m going to come?”

      His hand went up her chest and spread around her neck, fitting in the V between his thumb and fingers. He squeezed her, braced her, and his thrusts came harder and faster, double-time, then triple-time. She screamed and gasped and shook her head and felt her hair cling to her face, felt every bit of him push her insides apart and tickle her up high and deep, where no man should ever reach. He pounded and pounded and they squirmed all over the hot, wet floor and she cried his name out over and over, and he growled and thrust and showed off everything about him—his size, his power, his athleticism, his strength, his sexual goldarn power ...

      She cried out as what had been building tipped over and all its contents bounced and rattled and skittered all over her floor.
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        * * *

      

      “Ah, oh, ah, ah, no,” Bobby whispered into his metal dungeon, almost coming in his pants and having to draw his hips up till his rump pressed the top of the duct, hearing it buckle. Out the metal grate, just feet away, another man made Bobby’s wife come for the very first time. She scratched him and bit him and she hollered and yelped. Her legs squeezed on him and tightened, and her feet drew up awkwardly, and all her toes curled and wriggled as she kept soaring.

      Shontavius never let her up, never let her recover. He pounded his poor wife like he didn’t care what had just happened to her. She beat on his big shoulders then, her tiny fists balled up, whacking and splashing against the big, black man who was relentless. A red spread across her like a fever. Her pale, pale skin went blotchy, and a ragged cherry map of Asia spread across her chest. Her face too, her cheeks taking on the same excited rosy glow. Her eyes were gone and glassy, her head lolling with Shon’s repeated thrusts. She was mumbling something and he could fantasize it was his name but he knew it wasn’t.

      He struggled not to let it go in his pants, squinted to block out the erotic image of his wife being power-pummeled but he couldn’t quell it. “No, no, no,” he hissed. He pulsed into his pants, felt himself get wet but he didn’t come.

      “Ahhh, shoot,” he groaned and he looked away. His heart hammered a beat on his ribs and blood pounded up his neck. He couldn’t breathe a full breath and he felt that craziness rise in him again that was going to tell him he had to get out of this coffin or he was going to die and he’d start kicking and punching and screaming. He clenched his butt and pushed it all away. Finally, his breaths came slow again, slow but deep and tinged with lust but he’d ridden that orgasm wave and his board hadn’t kicked out from under him. He wasn’t going to shoot it off into his pants just yet. “Ahh,” he sighed and he lowered his hips to the duct, felt his penis glide sideways, scratching inside his underwear.

      When he opened his eyes and looked out the grate again his Coralee was laughing, blush-faced still, her hand covering her open mouth in a girlish gesture. Her big-dick lover had drawn that medieval weapon out from inside her and it shone wetly between his legs, hard and vein-scribbled, bobbing with his powerful record breaking heartbeat.
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        * * *

      

      She’d thought a few time in her life that maybe she’d had an orgasm. Pretty sure it had happened. Girls at school would say they had and she looked out for one but didn’t know what she was looking for as it turned out. It would seem those other times she almost came. What just happened was a mountain to those molehills she’d experienced. The most overwhelming feeling of pleasure and sexual surrender. She shook her head now, laying on her back looking up at this naked black man who’d done it to her.

      “I never did that before,” she whispered around the hand pinched over her mouth.

      “What?” he said, stroking his cock between her thighs, looking over her spread body.

      “Come,” she whispered.

      He snorted. “Go on, now,” he said, slapping her heels and making her bring her knees up again. She did, raised her sex for him again, bringing her knees up to her chest. He put a hand under her rump and lifted her higher until her knees were up to her ears.

      “Ain’t never done this before then too, ay?”

      “Ah,” she grunted, her tummy getting squashed, all folded up like this. Then she felt his plump head squirreling all around underneath her vagina and she clenched right up. “Oh, hey now, Mr. Jackson, I don’t know ...”

      He pressed himself into her and it was a awful uncomfortable feeling but she felt a tickle in her dirty parts too, a badness crawling all through her and getting her excited.

      “Jeepers,” she complained as it started to hurt. She clasped her cheeks for him with her curled fingers and she spread herself wider. Ask her this morning if she’d ever have anal sex and she would have said Never. She couldn’t believe how bad she was.

      Air belched around his girthy intrusion and she blushed. She didn’t say a thing, hoping he’d missed it. He sunk deeper and she realized she liked it. Really liked it. She let her legs down to rest over his collar.

      He was watching himself enter her in that bad place. She looked down too, saw her own shiny, rosy, girl parts flexing and twitching, saw her hungry hole suck its own lips in with his large dirty intrusion just below where a man should be entering her. Her hand went between them and she covered their union, looking up at him, she said, “You’re not watching, are you? Don’t ...”

      She gripped him then, to prevent him from going too deep, feeling his pulse in his cock, feeling the cables flexing and bulging inside it. He dove deep into her, her hand floated away and let him do what he wanted. His lips made it to hers and she grabbed the sides of his head, felt his small ears in her palms and tasted his lips. Tasted herself on him, her musky smell and her tang. Water splashed all around them. Then she was lifting up off the floor, her arms clinging to him, her legs locking around him and his big penis stuck up her bottom. She clenched her muscles as he lifted her, stood with her, and it gave her a slippery, shiny feeling up her back as she squeezed him with her pooping muscles and felt like the world’s worst wife.

      He stood like an ebony statue under the water’s spray and she watched how beautiful he was. She was just a tiny, white girl clinging to him for dear life. His hips drove himself inside her and she bit at his chest. He pounded her bottom and she hung on again afraid she was going to be bucked to the floor, this big powerful man bouncing her around like she was nothing. His cock slid in and out of her, and she never felt anything like it. So big, so wrong, going in a part of her it shouldn’t. Her hair clung to her, wrapped itself around her face, tangled on her neck and around her ears. She gulped splashing water, she huffed breath, her eyes squinted against the shower’s spray. Her breaths surged with his grunts. He was growling under her like an animal, groaning and bellowing with each thrust. Her head whipped against him, her wet hair clinging to him now. He built her up again, took her up high where the oxygen was scarce and it got hard for her to breathe and when she did the hot, wet air scored her lungs. She wailed in high short bursts that extended to a long warble as he made her come again.
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        * * *

      

      Bobby was recording every filthy second of Coralee and Shontavius. The sensible, prudent part of his brain said he was doing this for litigious reasons, that’s why he stayed hidden and didn’t interrupt. He was gonna show this to his divorce lawyer. But the rising pleasure in him knew he wasn’t going to show this to anyone. He’d watch it again and again, watch it alone at night with his hand working under his desk.

      His sweet Coralee had her soft self clung to this muscular black man, his impossibly wide penis was going up in her anus and Bobby just watched her come again. Come from that other man doing something so terrible to her. He couldn’t believe his eyes. Couldn’t believe that was his wife out there. That pretty mouth of hers locked on Shon’s plump lips and just this morning they’d sat in their hotel room and she’d held them open for him and he’d fed her bits of croissant from the continental breakfast. They’d laughed and she’d brushed up on stats, showed off to him what she knew. Course, she was talking about Shontavius—maybe he should have seen this coming.

      Shontavius was letting her down now, his penis was out of her and she was reaching with her toes trying to find the floor, her arms still wrapped up around his thick neck. He set her to the tile and his Coralee already had her hands between them, stroking his thing. They were kissing again. She kissed down from his plump lips, his wide chin, then along his neck. She kissed his chest, her tongue slipped along all the edges of his muscles there, drawing over the lines of his tattoos. Still her hands worked. She cupped his very black scrotum in one hand and her other struggled up and down his thick thing, her thumb smoothing over his tip. She was sucking on his nipple.

      “Coralee, baby, why ...” he whispered.

      She kissed lower, biting and suckling on his skin, working over the plates of muscles in his abdomen, letting his cock go, the thing hanging down his leg, pressing out against her chest, looking so black and large against her. She put her mouth on it, ran her tongue over it even though she knew where it’d been. Shontavius took her by her shoulders and he turned her around to face away from him. He pushed her to her knees. Coralee bit her lip and got down, trying to look over her shoulder at Shon, see what he was doing behind her. He went to his knees too, right behind her. He guided her forward and she bent her rump to him, put her elbows on the wet tile floor. She looked fantastic bent over like that. Her big rump bent for this man, her narrow waist tucking in, then her perfect breasts hanging down, clapped together by her bent arms. She was smiling, looking anxious, her hair clung to her, still bright blonde despite being so wet.

      Shontavius dwarfed his petite wife. He lined himself  behind her, his cock draped over her bent rump and he let it glide across her skin.

      “Do it ...” his wife moaned over her shoulder to Shon. His hips drew back and his cock slid across her wet skin, disappeared between them and his hand guided it. He could see Coralee’s face twist up as he entered her again. Her eyebrows lifted and she gasped, her mouth wriggled in pain and excitement. It hurt her but she liked it.

      Lil’ Shon’s hand gripped her narrow waist, his long black fingers sunk into her soft flesh and he fucked her. Coralee’s toes curled up against the tile, knuckling over and slipping across the floor with his thrusts, her hanging breasts jiggled and swayed, and she clasped her hands together in front of her, wove her fingers through each other.

      His hands were so big on her back, his thumbs crossed over one another at the small of her back. She cried out. She arched her back, gave him an angle of penetration she liked even better. Her head lowered, her nipples grazed the floor. Shon’s abs rippled and bulged with his effort and each thrust slapped his hips into his wife’s bottom and he had her ass jiggling and her thighs shaking.

      His hands climbed up from her waist and he slowed his thrusts. He put them down on the tile on either side of her, walking higher until they were up to her shoulders. His back pressed against her and he flattened her to the floor, her breasts squashing down on the tile. He slid himself into her deeply and she tilted her hips for him, her chest and tum on the floor, her ass pushed right up at an awkward angle so she could get as much of his dick as she could.

      “You bad girl, Coralee,” Bobby whispered, pressing his hardness to the duct. Thump-thunk.

      She moaned and cried now, her eyebrows knitted, a furrow carved in her smooth forehead.

      “Oh, Shon,” she said, “oh, that’s deep ... I never felt it up there before ... ah ... I’ve never felt it so ... deep ...”

      He fucked her, drawing his hips far back enough that Bobby could see his shaft, then spearing it into his wife again and she loved it. Long, slow, deep thrusts that had her moans warbling and cantillating. His hand grabbed her throat, his long fingers squeezing right around her skinny little neck and he held her still while he pounded her. Her knees bent and her feet came up and rested on his hips, her toes curling and flexing.

      She came again, vociferous affirmations bubbling out of her, and she squirmed away from him and she clutched her sex, both arms reaching behind her, slipping between her own butt cheeks as she soothed her flesh where he’d split her. Her face clenched shut and she writhed on the floor with pleasure, still coming even though they’d come apart. He grabbed a wrist and he pulled her back to him, fell to sit on his heels and he pulled her lifeless body up to his and he kissed her. He lay back on the tile floor carrying her as he went, both big hands cupped under her bottom.

      When he got to his back Coralee climbed up him, got herself over his hips and she reached behind her and guided Shon’s cock between her legs. Bobby had the most vulgar angle and he recorded her salacious coupling in expensive ultraHD.

      “Ewww, ohhh,” she sighed as she sank herself onto it. His cock was hard, gnarly, a wide cable ran up its underbelly and it glistened with white liquid light along all its raised edges. Coralee’s most private part of her spread out and yawned wide, her pink membranes stretching to their limit to swallow his massive cock. It disappeared inside her.

      Shon clutched her waist again, and Coralee turned at the hips to look behind her to try and see where they were connected. Bobby had a clear shot of her impassioned face and her sex split wide. Her feet were scrunched, the soles wrinkled and arched, her breasts shook as Shon pounded her from below. Water danced and sprayed on her supple skin.

      He thrust triple time, his balls slapping up and down against her, she’d bounce against him, take what he was giving and show him she wanted more, rolling her hips in waves, her pussy sucking on his girth, her pink ring rolling against his invasion, her little anus winking for the camera.

      Shon’s big hands gripped her suddenly, hooked like claws into Coralee’s soft cheeks and he gripped her flesh hard, pulled her apart, spread her wide. A roar was building. They both threw themselves together with everything they had, their bodies bouncing and jumping , sliding all over the gleaming wet tiles. Coralee gasped, “Aangh, aangh, aangh,” over and over, high and breathy and Shon grunted and growled. His sounds grew quicker and quicker until it became a long bellow, low and animal like, a deep gravelly rumble that made Bobby shake behind his camera.

      Coralee said, “Yeah? yeah? yeah? Oh, ah, come inside me ... ah, I wanna, ah, f-feel you.”

      Her back arched, she sat upright as Shon drove every inch he had up inside her. He was a demon unleashed. His triumphant roar echoed around the high, wet room. His balls clutched and Bobby watched them rise up, and drop, rise up again, drop... The cables and tendons flexed and bulged. Shontavius was coming inside his Coralee.

      “Oh nooo,” Bobby moaned, happy and destroyed at the same time. Sweat dripped from his nose, it stung his eyes. Suddenly he was bucking too, his body shuddering, his hips driving his elated cock head into the duct through his pants. “Ah, oh,” he blurted and he felt it too late to stop. Hot, slippery streams shot into his underwear and he felt the spreading wet warmth as his cock continued to flex and pulse, pressing up against his pubic pad as he drove it down into the aluminum. Blood pounded and swelled his neck and his head quivered as he watched the petrifying pulchritude sprawled out in leg-writhing horror before him. The last of what he had in his small testicles still spurting weakly now into his underwear.

      Coralee collapsed against Shon and she kissed him. His hands coddled her bare ass, he kissed her back and Coralee snuggled against him, lay herself flat along his body. He pulled himself out of her and she hissed, her head coming up and she winced at his absence. He’d left her gaping, her reddened membranes bright, shining pink and slow to return to their intended shape. A shining, pearly bead swelled in her fleshy oyster and it bubbled over and streamed onto Shon’s belly.

      Bobby closed his eyes and rubbed his sweaty, trembling hand over his forehead.
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        * * *

      

      Coralee saw herself reflected in Shon’s honey brown eyes. She didn’t like what she saw. Her ruddy, passionate face, mouth hanging open, expectant eyes, looking over her big, black lover. Shon’s eyes were distant and empty. He’d got what he wanted from her; his dick got hard, stiff enough to put it in her, he’d rubbed it till his white stuff came out inside her. What did she think this was? Her lips started a tremble. She clenched them. She meant nothing to this man, she could see it in his cold stare. He’d drained those two big things that hung between his legs and now he was done with her. He took her by her arms and he lifted her off him. She sat on the tile and covered herself now, one hand between her thighs the other arm clasped over her heavy bosom, holding her breasts up and against her.

      She shouldn’t want to mean anything to him. She had a husband. She gathered her knees up and crossed her arms around them. Shon got to his feet now and he walked to the shower spray and got underneath it. She watched him from the floor while he washed himself. Washed her stink and sweat and her juices off of him. Scrubbing his cock with soapy suds and scrubbing his pubic hair and balls. He watched her watching him. He turned the water off and grabbed his white towel from the hook next to the shower head. He dried his face, took the towel and wrapped it around his waist, folding it at his hip.

      He smirked and winked at her, then turned and left. Her breath trembled in her lungs, coming in shaky, agitated, bursts. She held the sobs at bay. Squeezed her tummy and clenched every muscle in her face, made it like steel so she wouldn’t cry. He stopped at the arch to the locker room.

      He said, “Ey, you want that interview you best get some clothes on.”

      “Really?” she said.

      “You got seven minutes then I gotta show everyone how you run them cones.”
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        * * *

      

      Bobby smiled as she washed the evidence off herself. She stood under a hot shower and she soaped her pale, pretty skin. She was beautiful. She was glowing. Whatever that man had done to her with that thing he had between his legs it had changed his Coralee. She bubbled and smiled, her cheeks were flush and there was a wistfulness in her glassy eyes. Her lips moved as she talked to herself and said things that made herself laugh. Shon had made her feel good. He’d made her come. More than once. Maybe he’d broken the seal. Maybe she’d come for Bobby now. And even if it took him getting between her legs and putting his tongue there while she thought of Shontavius, he wanted that for her. Seeing her turned on and out of her mind like that had stabbed him in the heart but there was no denying what it had done between his legs too.

      He loved her. He loved her more than ever.

      She rushed through her shower, scrubbing and soaping herself as quickly as she could. She sudsed herself real good between her thighs, rolling her eyes up and looking to the skylight while her hand made soapy suction noises in her lady parts.

      She squeaked the tap off and she grabbed a towel hanging from a hook down a few shower heads from where she’d washed. She grabbed it and gave herself a pat down, squeegied her hair out into it. He heard her humming now and as she got back to her shower spigot where her shirt was crumpled on the floor he heard that it was his name she was saying.

      He’d never been more happy to hear his Coralee utter his name. She was saying, Oh Bobby, Bobby, Bobby, where are you, baby? She took his iPhone out of the pocket in her blouse, wrung her shirt out, squeezed the water from it, looked at it and twisted her mouth up and realized she couldn’t wear it like it was. She took her towel and she wrapped herself in it and tucked it up under her armpits. She looked at her crumpled pink panties balled up on the wet floor and she shook her head. “Oh boy,” she said, then looked around, anxious now and she checked the iPhone and headed to the locker room wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around her.

      “Oh, thank God,” he gasped and he laced his fingers through the mesh air vent. He pushed but it didn’t budge. His heart clenched with panic. The idea of backing his claustrophobic butt all the way from where he’d come, getting snagged somewhere—it made him feel like he was going to go absolutely out of his mind. Dying of thirst and hunger in here, his poor wife not knowing where he was, maybe she’d bring Shon to his funeral ...

      “Gah!” he blurted now, and adrenalin sizzled through him, his arms had strength they never had before and he heard the squeal of metal screws starting to be challenged and it spurred him on, shoving harder and harder, his face getting redder and redder. Finally it gave, and the metal grate clattered across the floor and did a little breakdance on the tile before it came to a rest.

      His arms clawed out on the edges of the duct, grabbing tile like a spider. He pulled himself free and kicked his legs out till he was laying flat on the wet tile floor. He heaved breath, his chest rising and falling like a stormy sea. The wet, warm water seeping into his back didn’t even bother him. He groaned long and low, then it turned to a chuckle. His chuckle echoed back at him, and the idea that he just watched his wife make love with another man, and now he was laying on the floor where they’d just done it, happy as could be and more in love than ever set him off laughing.

      “Ahh,” he moaned finally and he rolled over and got to his knees. He looked down between his legs and saw the wet stain that his semen had left on the front of his khakis. He dipped his front in the water too, got himself wet all over now. This set him off laughing again. He pulled his bag to him by the cord tied to his belt. He set it free, put his belt on, grabbed his camera and headed to the locker room.
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      He’d never been more happy to see the woman he loved than when he caught up with her in the locker room. She was trying to record herself with Shontavius on Bobby’s iPhone and she looked nervous, like it wasn’t going to be the best video they could do. When she saw her Bobby, her eyes had lit up, an undeniable truth that had made his injured heart soar. She was honest-to-goodness excited to see him.

      She looked happy but worn. There was something in her eyes, an anxious worry and something else—guilt. She loved him and she knew what she’d done was terrible.

      He pretended to not know why she wasn’t wearing any clothes and she stuttered a moment then said, We only got a minute, let’s save it for the camera. Then she turned back said, Why are you all wet? and he said, Let’s save it for the camera.

      So, she sat next to a shirtless Shontavius on a blue leather couch in the Tigers locker room lit by ambient halogen. The two of them slumped in a couch with lockers behind them, Coralee rosy cheeked with wet hair, dressed only in a towel. Her bare legs were crossed, one over the other, her bruised knee flexing while she kicked her leg playfully as she asked Shon a series of questions.

      Shon got a kick out of the two of them and he played along. Coralee fiddled with her hair and batted her eyes at Shon while they talked. Playing it up. She asked him how he felt about his wardrobe malfunction and he laughed it off and gave his professional response, that it was the danger of competition. She said she guessed that you know the risks when you wear skimpy shorts and you have too much to put in them. There’s only so much they can hold. She bat her eyelashes and cocked her head. Putting on a show.

      In the end, she and Bobby edited a piece that night over Chinese food on their hotel bed and had it up by the evening. An editorial. They retrieved the video from her battered iPhone of the bench press, they had his penis exploding from his pants. They blurred it but left the wet smacking and slapping audio, and at the end of the clip you could hear Coralee, foil of Man Cave Sports, gasp Oh, golly. Then a narration from Bobby about all he had to go through to find his wife cause she got ahead of him into the locker room.

      Most importantly, they’d let the camera run after the interview and they’d improvised an argument winking at each other while the camera ran. Him asking her why she didn’t have clothes and she got defensive and said, What do you think happened? and he got mad and said, You were in the shower with him and she said, I spilled mustard on my blouse and he said, Did you spill it on your pants and underwear too?

      The video of poor, innocent, naïve Coralee from the Man Cave Sports show interviewing  Shontavius Jackson in a towel topped thirteen million views on their YouTube channel. Most thought it was a joke, that they’d planned the whole thing and it was just a skit. Some of the comments said she was a whore. Whatever the result, it brought more than triple their readership and viewers in a week. Sponsors came back and they were flooded with new ones. They got an invite to panel for ESPN, to do a summary of the Combine, and they kept up their routine, tongue in cheek, making the truth a little more palatable by pretending to pretend it happened and showing how ridiculous that would be. Of course, she really did sleep with him.

      Shontavius signed with the Giants for ninety-million dollars and he called in to their show twice, unexpected. From a club, dance music behind him, champagne corks and screaming girls under his deep voice. He invited Coralee out to join him and she played it up, saying she’d be by after the show, and then Bobby acted mad and she pretended she had no idea why it would bother him. By the end of the year Man Cave Sports was syndicated and they were way beyond where they’d dreamed the show would ever go. The eighty-grand inheritance turned into a powerful investment in their Family Business.

      The first time they made love after she had been with Shon was that same night. Video uploading to YouTube on his open laptop, he’d kissed her. She crawled backwards up the bed and he was over her. He asked her if maybe it would be all right if he kissed her between her legs. She nodded, her mouth hanging open.

      He made her come with his tongue while she played with her breasts. It was incredible. He was sure she was thinking of another man but as long as she was happy and she was with him everything was a-ok. Then they got naked together and he’d made love to her on top of the sheets. She didn’t thrash and scream but she held him and told him she loved him when he came inside her. It was still the best sex of his life.

      Until, of course, two weeks later when he’d showed her the video from the air duct. She cried and cried and he held her, told her she was amazing.

      She got it together and watched herself. He pointed out all his favorite parts and she asked him if he’d watched it since. He told her he’d touched himself to her with Shon twice a day since she’d done it with him. She couldn’t believe him. Said, What do you mean, touch yourself? He whispered, Masturbate and then she was mad at him for that. But they made love that night while the video played and he paused on some of his favorite facial expressions of hers. They did it seven times that night. Things had been a lot different since then. Better.

      She didn’t ever go to visit Shon at a night club but every once in a while, when she’d be up all night studying stats and start to gush about some hot young black athlete, his heart would start to race. He’d ask her if she wanted to ‘interview’ him and she would smile and her cheeks would blush.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            At The Hockey Rink

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
        High sticking, tripping, slashing, spearing, charging, hooking, fighting, unsportsmanlike conduct, interference, roughing... everything else is just figure skating.
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      My wife, Marguerite, always had a thing for hockey players. Probably because she was French-Canadian.

      Hockey was how I met her. Five years ago, Marguerite came to Winthrop College, a private Liberal Arts I went to in Rhode Island. She was in her second year, transferring from McGill in Montreal and moving south for my school’s well-recognized International Business program. I was on the hockey team. It wasn’t much of a hockey team, we weren’t NCAA but we played as hard as we could. I first saw her in the stands and noticed her right away. She showed up for every game. She cheered like a real fan of the sport. She wasn’t some player’s girlfriend, some team-spirit do-gooder...she knew the game. She knew the plays and she wasn’t afraid to yell at you if you fucked up. Even if you were on the team she supported. I saw her five times cheering along the boards before I ever got the nerve to talk to her.

      One game, late in the season, she was giving shit to a defense man from MacDonald College, really trash talking him. I skated past, held a glove up, and she gave me a high-five. She’d turned up later that night at the Cheesecake Factory for an after-game celebration. I drank till I had the nerve to talk to her.

      Marguerite was tall, brunette, kind of small-chested but I didn’t care, she thrust them out at me when she talked like she was proud of them and she made me a believer. By the end of the night all I could think about was wrapping my lips around her little A cups and seeing what kind of noises she might make under my sheets. She was long and lean and had the sexiest French accent I’d ever heard. She drove me crazy.

      I did fuck her that night. She wasn’t some easy slut. We made a connection and we saw it in each other’s eyes. It was romantic. We made out forever and then dry humped in the back of my rusted old Tahoe, right next to my stinky hockey gear. We’d talked for a bit first and then she asked me if I had a condom and we fucked in the back seat under the red and white neon restaurant sign. She was incredible. I was in love right away. We dated for two years and once we were out of school we got hitched pretty much the next month. She had trouble finding work but I got a job working as a junior at a young investment company in a small town outside of Providence.

      I still played hockey twice a week even though it was just with my buddies. Nick, Mark, and Rufus from the old college team and a bunch of guys who we knew from some of the other teams. It was usually friendly until it wasn’t. Sometimes there were fights but they usually ended with a handshake anyway, even if the two guys were scowling when they did it. Marguerite made it to just about every game. Cheering from the sidelines and yelling my jersey number. I’d look at her and she’d wink and I’d shake my head.

      She’d do it with Nick, Mark, and Rufus too. The same thing. Call out their numbers, even sometimes high-five them when they skated past after a sweet check or a goal. She was our mascot in a lot of ways. Miss Team Spirit. There when we played, there when we celebrated. Her bright and shining face brought me a lot of joy and I thought it did to the others too. Nick had been the best man at our wedding, Mark and Rufus were groomsmen. Nick was my bud from before we were in college. We played hockey together when we were Pee Wees.

      He had a real fondness for my Marguerite and that was okay because we were all friends. He loved her because she was my wife. Nick had been there for me at the worst times in my life. When my Dad had his second heart attack and I thought we’d lose him. When my sister was arrested for drugs. He’d even held me like a fucking girl the night the first love of my life left me. Seventeen, we were in high school. She dumped me for some other kid from the next town over. She’d met him over the summer. I heard later he was hung. Nick supported me through that. His empathy was nice. A stretch for him considering I knew he was hung too.
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        * * *

      

      Wednesday night, High B division hockey, I took a pass from Rufus and I headed past the centre line, every cylinder firing in my chest. My legs pumped, my blades scored the rough, beaten ice, and my path was clear. The puck had slipped out of our zone, off Rufus’ tip and I chased it down. The Marauder’s defenders were left behind me, bunched up on the blue line. I heard them scratching frantically behind me to catch up but I also knew that Mark and Nick would run them down. They were both big, over two-hundred pounders, and despite their size they could accelerate. So I focussed. Blood pounded up my neck and I stopped hearing.

      I saw the Marauder goalie hunch, his pads split as he hunkered, and his broad stick covered that gap. His glove bobbed to my right, but his opposite shoulder had dropped. I came in fast and hard to the right, I heard a collision to my left, saw Nick bring down a Marauder defender in a halo of frosted, spraying ice. I passed the puck ahead of his sliding body, darted behind his skates as he slid past and as the goalie lifted a leg to avoid getting taken out by his own sliding teammate, I flicked the puck backhanded between his pad and his blocker. He knew I got him. His helmet darted over his shoulder and as I steered past I saw the net bounce. Fucking goal.

      “Whoo,” I hooted and lifted a leg and pumped a fist. I circled the net and I looked for my lady. She was hopping at the boards, her scarf bobbing, her mitten hands clapping. A wide, open smile on her pretty face under her colourful toque.

      “Baby!” she yelled.

      I pointed a glove and floated towards her.

      “Lyons!” she called. Our last name was Lyons, and our team, coincidentally, were the Lions. “Hey, ha ha,” she clapped, “Numèro twenty-one!” she yelled, half English and half French. I raised a glove for a high-five and I saw her raise a mitten to meet mine. Then my face exploded.
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        * * *

      

      I heard my sweet Marguerite’s voice calling my name from the sky in her lilting yet harsh French tone. I blinked. I was awake. The night spread out around me. Twinkling stars in midnight amaranthine. I sat up. Ice. Hockey. Outside rink. I blinked again and now Marguerite was climbing over the boards, her long legs in their boots scissoring over the puck-marked sides.

      “High sticking!” she yelled, “High sticking!”

      Then she ran to me, slipping around in her cowboy boots, “Oh baby, your face,” she said.

      “My face?” I said. The pain. Right, that’s where that was coming from. I held my hand up to my aching nose and mouth and I felt wet. My hand came away dripping with blood.

      “Fucking numèro onze, he hit you with stick, baby,” she said, and she wrapped her arms around me.

      “Babe, I’m fine,” I said.

      “Look,” she said and I turned to see what she was seeing.

      My injury had cleared the benches. Gloves, helmets, and sticks littered the ice and men ponied up and circled each other, holding sleeves, some striking. “There,” she said again, pointing, and I saw numèro onze. Eleven.

      He was a big, tall fucker with long, stringy hair and he’d been caught by my best friend. Nick Bryant had always been known for fists of steel, even when we were in grade school. This guy was probably about to find out.

      Eleven tried to pull Nick’s jersey up and over his head but wily Nick always pinned it to the back of his shorts so you couldn’t do that to him.

      In the moment Eleven took to struggle with the wonder of why his shirt wasn’t bunching, Nick’s toaster-size fist went over their clenched arms and struck him right below his eye. His head snapped back.

      Now he was rocked, and Nick pushed him to get some distance. They circled around, their skates cutting the ice, and Nick popped an uppercut. Onze didn’t see it coming and it loosened the guy’s grip on his sleeves, separated them. Then, one-two, a straight and a cross, and Eleven went down, starched, legs straight. His head bounced off the ice when he fell, his dumb, stringy hair clinging to his dumb, bloody face.

      “Oh, mon dieu,” Marguerite squealed with a smile. “Now this is hockey.”
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      I sat on the chipped old bench in the dressing room with a bag of ice pressed to my mouth and nose. Still in my skates, still in my gear, my bloodied jersey was pulled off and it lay over the bench next to me.

      “Ah, fuck,” I said, watching the watery blood drip from my chin and down between my skates to the rubberized floor.

      “Keep your head back, dude,” Nick said.

      He was across from me, standing by his open locker, looking seven feet tall in his skates. Watching his buddy Randall, concerned for me. Nick had his jersey off too, holding it in his hands in front of him. His big knuckles were swollen and bloody on his right hand.

      “Thanks, man, you know...for..” I nodded my chin towards the hand he’d punched the shit out of that guy with.

      “My pleasure, bro,” he said, and threw his jersey into his locker.

      “‘Night guys,” Johnny Kirby said as he and the last of the guys left the locker room, showered, bags hoisted over their shoulders. They headed out to the parking lot to get home. They weren’t in the mood to go out and party tonight. They were happy but we were all working men now. White collar. They were sore and bruised and some had tape over their noses and black eyes.

      We said our good-nights and slapped backs and bumped fists. Rufus came up behind me, laughing at the gash on my nose.

      “Dude, you really took it.”

      “I had no choice.”

      Mark said, “Randall never saw it coming.”

      “There, there, buddy,” Rufus said and he dug his thumbs into my neck and back, soothing it out.

      Nick’s face brightened, looking behind us, “There she is!” he boomed.

      Marguerite came in the double metal doors and we were all happy to see her.

      I said, “Where’ve you been?”

      “I went to get you some medicine,” she said in her French English.

      “Medicine?” I said around the bag of ice. Marguerite bounded into the locker room, happy and exuberant, holding a brown bag in one fist. She’d been outside, bringing the cold with her, bundled up in her puffy parka, a long, red and white scarf twirled around her neck, and trailing, floating behind her.

      “Canadian medicine,” she said, her eyes darting around the locker room, seeing if they were alone.

      “Just us,” Rufus said, still rubbing his thick thumbs into my neck as I hunched on the bench.

      “Okay, good,” Marguerite said, and she put one hand in the paper bag and smiled for us, slowly pulled out a bottle from within. A glass litre bottle of shimmering, golden Canadian Club.

      “That’s my girl,” Nick said and he clamped a big hand on her thin shoulder.

      Rufus leaned over me and took the bottle from her. He broke the seal, spinning the aluminum cap till it tumbled to the floor. He took a swig.

      Marguerite bubbled to Nick, “Look at you, eh? Monsieur tough-guy, huh?” She squared up and boxed him lightly, giving him a one-two, then three short jabs against the plastic shell of his shoulder pad. He laughed at her, raised his giant fists and she punched him in his bare stomach below his armour. He just shook his head at her with a smile.

      She stood straight, gave him some advice, “You’re too slow, you leave that middle open. You keep those elbows in next time...”

      She shook her hand like it was sore from punching him, wagging it and soothing her wrist. “You are solid muscle, huh,” she said. Her hand went under his pads and slapped his hard middle. “Built like...bull, right?”

      “Yes, I’m built like a bull,” he said, helping her with her colloquialisms.

      Rufus handed over the bottle to him and Nick tipped it to his lips and Marguerite watched him as he took a long drink of rye whiskey.

      “You see him, Randall?” she said, looking at me, jerking her thumb at Nick over her shoulder. “He took that guy out for you. It was amazing.”

      “Yeah, I saw,” I said.

      Nick handed Marguerite the bottle, sat down on the bench opposite me and undid the laces on his skates. Marguerite sat herself next to me, leaned against me and took a drink from the bottle.

      She wiped her pink, pouting lips with the back of her hand, looked at me, said, “Let me see, baby.”

      Rufus put his hands on her collar now, rubbing her neck and shoulders for her while she squinted her eyes and looked at her husband. I took the ice away and showed her, stuck my chin out and lifted my nose, turned from side to side so she could get a good look at my battle wound.

      Mark said, “You should wear a visor.”

      I said, “Marguerite won’t let me. She says they’re for pansies. She doesn’t even like helmets...”

      “Ooh baby, he got you good, oui? Does it smart?” she said, put her hand out and she touched my cheeks on either side just under my eyes.

      “It’s tender,” I said.

      “You are...swell...what...swollen, oui?”

      “Swollen,” I said. She leaned in and gave my chin a kiss.

      “You look sexy. I like a man with scars.”

      “Well,” Mark said, taking the whisky from her, “there’s four of us here look like we’ve been through the wringer.”

      “Yes,” she laughed, “you are all very sexy.”

      Nick leaned back and put a foot out and didn’t need to ask—Marguerite took his skate and pulled and Nick wriggled his foot out of it.

      “My scars,” he said, “are on my hand.”

      “You are scar-maker,” she laughed and she punched the air.

      He gave her his other foot and she helped the other skate off. I put my ice down, took the whisky bottle from Mark and pressed the cold glass to my forehead before I took a swig.

      Nick leaned forward and put his elbows on his knees and held his thick, giant hands out, fingers spread, “Look at this,” he said.

      “Beautiful,” Marguerite laughed, and she leaned forward, sitting like him, and put her hands over his, touching them and running her fingers over his scars. “Your hands are so big,” she said, “and look at these knuckles.” The first two knuckles on both his hands were large and swollen, permanently disfigured from punching people out for years. The two on his right were bloody from tonight’s delivery of justice.

      “You like his hands?” I asked her, feeling a little swelling in my belly watching my wife touch and admire another man even though it was my best friend. Her friend too.

      “He has nice hands,” she said, smiling and shrugging. She sat up, leaned against me again and stretched her legs out, one crossed over the other.

      Rufus took the bottle from me and he had a drink while I leaned my head against my wife, the two of us slumped against each other on the bench.

      Nick stood up now in his sock feet, still towered over us, and he took his shoulder pads off, revealing his big, hairy, broad chest, two suspended straps from his shorts riding up and over his thick shoulders. He said, “Looks like its just a party of five tonight.

      “Oui,” Marguerite said, “You want to come back to our place?”

      Rufus said, “Yeah, we’ll hit the showers, grab some takeout, chill out at Casa Lyons tonight.”

      Marguerite made a lion’s paw, like she always did when one of them called our house by our last name She scratched the air, and snarled at me. I kissed her fingertips.

      Nick got his elbows under the suspenders and let his shorts fall to the locker room floor. He said, “Chinese? Pizza? Indian?” He stood now in just his jockstrap and cup, hockey garter holding his striped blue socks up.

      Marguerite said, “Mmm...Indian. I’m in the mood for something...spicy.”

      “You little tiger,” Nick laughed, unhitching the studs from the socks, releasing them from the garter.

      “Lion,” she said.

      Rufus walked around the bench and went to his locker, two down from Nick’s. He said, “We could go see a movie...”

      “It’s late,” I said, “I gotta work tomorrow,” touching my own nose and seeing how tender it was.

      “What’s playing?” Nick said. He pulled his long hockey socks off, peeling them over the hard edges of his shin pads.

      I said to Marguerite, leaning in close and talking quietly, “Whyn’t you wait for us outside, we’ll be out in fifteen.”

      Nick said, “She can stay, dude, it’s just us here. We’re all friends. She’s one of us.”

      Mark turned, said, “I don’t mind, Marguerite’s one of the guys.”

      “Babe...” I said, trying to sound stern.

      Marguerite clutched my upper arm through my jersey, holding her little hands around the padding. “Hear that, babe? I’m one of the guys.”

      “You are,” I said, “but still...”

      “I just have some different parts,” she laughed.

      “You’re missing something, that’s all,” Rufus laughed, his head in his locker.

      Nick stood up and pulled his cup down. Not on purpose, not to show it off. It was just like he was undressing. But he did it right in front of my Marguerite. I shook. My heart stopped for a moment. Nick was known for his size. He was a big guy and he had big equipment too. He was two feet from me and Marguerite and he peeled that jockstrap down and let his impressive manhood tumble out and swing between his legs.

      “Ha, oh, tabernac,” Marguerite laughed, taking a look when she probably shouldn’t.

      “Babe,” I said again, feeling a little panic.

      She turned her head away and hugged herself to my arm. “Mon dieu, baby, I am definitely not one of the guys.”

      Nick laughed, stepped out of his jockstrap, and he was totally naked. His cock sagged now, longer than his balls by a good bit, gently swaying. He was far bigger than I was when I was hard even.

      “Oh, Randall,” she said to me, laughing, “he really is a big bull!”

      Nick laughed and he grabbed the base of his penis and wagged it at her, making it squirm and dance, then let it go, laughing, turned and got his towel and soap from his locker.

      I felt ill. My wife had seen that thing. She’d laughed and smiled and commented on its size. She thought it was funny. She might not think it was so funny if she could feel what that did to my heart.

      “I better get in the shower,” I said, sighed, slumped forward, and stood slowly. Marguerite was watching Nick still. A gentle but devious smile curled the corners of her lips.

      “Marguerite?”

      “Yeah, baby?” she said, looking up at me now.

      “I said I have to get in the shower.”

      “What? Oui. Go, let’s get going,” she said.

      She was so pretty the way she sat. Her arms behind her, fingers curled over the edge of the bench. She had a parka on, but her long, thin legs stretched out in faded denim and the sight of her made me smile.

      “What are you smil—”

      “Agh!” she yelped as a naked Nick picked her up off the bench. He bent and scooped his arms around her waist and she grabbed at his bare, wide back, laughing. He threw her over his shoulder and stood with her.

      “Ha, what are you doing, you crazy man?” she laughed behind him. Her legs kicked lightly, her cowboy boots scissoring as she swung one leg then the other.

      “Let’s get going you said—I’m taking you to the shower...you can show us your parts.”

      “Ha! Nick, Nick,” she yelled but he walked with her now, striding towards the shower with my wife over his shoulder.

      Marguerite laughed wildly, she slapped his ass cheeks. Slapping her open palm against one cheek then the other as he walked.

      “Don’t, Nick!” she yelled. “Don’t get me wet!” She pinched him hard now, her long fingernails digging into his tight rump, thumb against forefinger.

      “Ow!” he laughed, “All right, all right,” he said.

      “Put me down!”

      “Hold on,” he said.

      I just stood and watched. This was crazy. My heart pounded in my chest. My neck swelled against the collar of my shoulder pads. We were all friends. But Nick was naked. He was playful and laughing with her. But he was naked. My wife had just slapped Nick’s bare ass...had pinched it. I should grab her wrist and march her out to the car. Give her a real good talking too. But something was happening. I hated everything I saw. A battle raged in my heart and my mind...I hurt, I was shamed, humiliated, but I wanted to see more. My cock was swelling in my cup, I could feel it pressing against the hard plastic between my legs. I glanced to my right and saw Rufus watching the two of them as well. His brow was knit with puzzlement as well. What was going on here?
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      Nick didn’t put her down. Instead he let her slide along his front, but cradled her before her feet could touch the floor. An arm under her back, another went under her bent knees—flipped her so she lay cradled in his arms like a baby. He walked her back to the bench, watching her face. She smiled up at him, bit her lower lip as if to stop herself from smiling too wide.

      Nick had become aroused. His big cock had gained some plumpness playing around with my wife. It dangled still, in a stiff wag, lifting from his thighs by a few degrees. It was sleepy still, but so thick.

      Nick was a big boy. Big all over. He was six-foot four and I was pretty sure he topped two-hundred-twenty pounds. Big for a centre. But he was aggressive on the ice and he was faster than he looked. Marguerite wasn’t tiny. She was a tall sexy young woman. But next to Nick she seemed very small and slender. I liked how she looked next to him.

      “Dude, you won the fuckin wife lottery,” Nick said to me, saying it wholeheartedly, his brow knitted as he talked over Marguerite’s head.

      “What?” she laughed now and sat up in his arms, her fingers stroked his neck. “You think I’m a prize? You think he bought a ticket?”

      “If you were the prize we’d all buy tickets,” Rufus said.

      Mark slapped my back said, “Randall, dude, I woulda bought every ticket they printed.”

      Marguerite threw her head back, gave a girlish laugh. She said, “It sounds like I’m the winner then, non? All these big hockey men want to buy a ticket for me...it’s like my fantasy...”

      “Well, back to the shower then,” Nick laughed and he threw her easily over his shoulder again. This time he tossed her legs behind him, her face to his front. Her knees braced against his back and she kicked her legs and screamed—not frightened, but a happy, girl sound. Her elbows dug into his hard stomach and she was laughing, her long, glossy chestnut hair hanging down to his thighs and tangling around his swinging manhood. She must have looked down because she giggled now, said, “Uh-oh, Nick, you are getting hard, non?”

      My balls climbed up and hugged the base of my shaft. What was she doing? Looking at my best friend’s cock and being cute about it...

      I reached down and wiggled my cup. I’d grown large enough down there to get uncomfortable. Why was I so aroused seeing the love of my life being a bad girl?

      Marguerite was looking at Nick’s cock, I could tell by the angle of her head. Then she reached a hand out and she held it. Her left hand, wedding ring winking under the fluorescent locker room buzz. It wrapped around my friend’s shaft, formed a C around his wide, semi-aroused cock.

      “Oh hey,” Nick said, startled by her touch. It didn’t make him put her down. He looked to me but I was frozen. He didn’t say a thing. He watched my wife’s hand just stupidly holding that big cock. She wasn’t stroking it or feeling it, just holding it and looking at it. I stood and stared in my skates, my nose throbbing. I wondered if maybe I’d got my bell wrung. Was this really happening?

      Nick eased Marguerite lower, held her with his arm up and around her waist. He let her fall forward, her cowboy boots kicking up higher for balance, her hand supporting herself by clutching his upper thigh. She wriggled a bit, shifting her weight, her parka making silky rustling sounds against Nick’s bare skin. She raised that cock towards her face. I heard the wet mouth sounds of my wife sucking my best friend’s cock right in front of me.

      “Marguerite,” I managed to croak. I wanted to stop her, but I wanted to see what she wanted...was this her fantasy?

      Nick’s face closed in pleasure. His head tipped back as he felt Marguerite’s warm, wet mouth sucking on his cock. “Ohh,” he moaned.

      Her arm was moving, stroking him and sucking him, making soft little pleasured grunts in the back of her throat while she did.

      I slowly turned to Mark and stared at him blankly. He stared back. He was wide-eyed and lustful. I turned to Rufus and he was watching, staring holes into Marguerite and Nick and the dreadful thing they were doing. His pulse blipped in his neck. His heart was racing too.

      Mark stepped forward, walking tall in his skates. He went around behind Nick and he ran his hands up and down Marguerite’s calves, feeling her beautiful legs through her denim. He held her boot now and pulled it from her foot, sliding it out under the cuff of her jeans. Rufus went to her as well, walking to their front where she still bobbed on Nick’s cock. His hands went to her waist, felt how thin and tight she was, ran up her sides and under her parka. He took the long end of her scarf and he unwound it from her neck and turned and tossed it over the bench. Mark got her other boot off.

      Rufus ran his hands through her thick lustrous hair, watched it between his fingers. He scooped it up, pinched it to a ponytail and exposed her pretty face while she had her lips wrapped around Nick’s cock. He rubbed a thumb up and down her neck. She moaned.

      I could see my wife clearly now. Her long neck, her hoop earrings were upside down, dangling and tapping her ears while she sucked him. Her mouth was stretched wide to accommodate my best friend since Grade Five. Nick was swollen hard now, my wife doing an excellent job on him. One hand stroked him at his base, so thick her fingers wouldn’t go around. He had big balls in his tight brown sack and she’d clutch them after a few strokes and squeeze them. Her lips peeled around his girth. Her eyes were closed.

      My mouth went dry as stone. I struggled to swallow. My cock pulsed in my cup, fought with it, tried to get around it. She looked so beautiful.

      She pulled off him, her lips making a loud, wet suction as they came to a point at his tip, drew back a cambered, shimmering tendril of spit and possibly Nick’s semen. It bowed, slipped from them and slopped to the floor. She sucked her own lips and watched the black eye in the head of his cock as she roughly stroked him.

      “It’s so big,” she laughed.

      He walked her to the bench, stood with her on his shoulder right in front of me. She looked to the ground, her neck bent awkwardly. Her hand clutched his cock still, her other pressed to his thigh.

      “Oh,” she gasped, “don’t drop me, non...”

      He hoisted her off his shoulder, gently set her down, draped her across the bench, her tummy folded over it. Her rump was bent to him, her knees almost touching the rubber floor. She said over her shoulder, “What you do now, huh?”

      Nick reached around her front and she laughed, her tummy bouncing. He worked her button out of her jeans and unzipped her pants. Rufus came to the other side of the bench and he got to his knees in front of her, down on his pads, still in his skates. His chest was bare, his shoulder pads and jersey off, his shorts still held up with the suspenders.

      Nick peeled her pants down over her rump. I watched her soft, perfect flesh roll with the passing tight denim. She had a perfect round tight ass. It was scored with the lacy triangle of the red silk panties I’d bought her last Valentine’s Day.

      Rufus took the bottom of her parka and pulled it up and she put her arms out so he could pull it over her head. Her hair caught up in it and the sleeves turned inside out as he pulled it from her. Nick’s hand went up under her collared shirt. She wore a buttery soft plaid flannel, a heather grey T-shirt under it. His huge hands went under her shirt and he undid the clasp of her bra.

      “Oh, mon dieu,” she laughed, “what are you doing?” She clutched her hands to the side of her squashed little boobs. Her head was turned to the side and her eyes caught mine. She held my gaze. I blasted her with my pain. Shot lasers from my eyes to hers, told her how much she was hurting me. But she also saw that I wasn’t telling her to stop. She looked away.

      Nick slid those red panties down now, bared her round bottom, her perfect cheeks that met the backs of her thighs taught and tight, and without a crease. Nick exhaled with lustful admiration. He slid them further, peeled them from where they were pinched. Exposed now the parts that made her a woman. Bright and clean and perfectly formed, a happy cheery pink.

      “Shit, Randall. Oh man, this is the little pussy you fuck? Look how sweet it is. It’s perfect.”

      “Ha,” she laughed. “You like my pussy?” she said, looking down over the bench at him, swaying her hips for him.

      Nick licked the pads of his three first fingers and he ran it along her wet pink swipe. “Oh fuck, Marguerite, I can’t fucking take this...” He put a knee up, one still on the ground and he calibrated his big, bare cock. Her pants weren’t even down, her legs not even parted.

      “What are you doing?” she gasped. She knew what he was doing.

      He gripped his cock in a big, gnarly fist and he swirled his plump cock head all around her glistening pink parts and he made her sing with anticipation.

      “Oh,” I gasped, my brow falling and a sob racking through me now. This was so exquisitely terrible. I wanted to die and cry and I wanted to spray the inside of my cup with my hot semen.

      “Oh, oh hoh,” Marguerite chortled, her face turned up, her eyes closed, lashes fluttering. “Careful, s’il vous plait...”

      He entered her, spread her ring and it swallowed that big knot of a cock head.

      “Oh, ha, oh wow, that feels so good, Nick. You going to fuck me, oui?”

      “I’m going to fuck the shit out of you, Marguerite.”

      Rufus laughed. His hands were pulling her shirt and T-shirt up. She was helping, but she was clumsy because her brain was only thinking of the large gradual intrusion sliding up inside her right now.

      I said, “Be careful, Nick.”

      “Oh fuck, Marguerite, you are so fucking tight.”

      “Mm,” she huffed, “you are so...fucking...mm, big...”

      She took him. Took my friend so deep. One long seemingly unending stroke. My wife’s hungry pussy swallowed every thick inch he had. She sighed a long breathy sound that curled up to a high squeak at the end as his wide base spread her.

      Nick held it there inside my wife. He groaned and his head nodded forward. Marguerite had a hot, tight pussy and my friend was finding out right now how special my wife was.

      He dragged it out again, almost til it fell out and he slipped it again inside her. She cried out with pain and delight. “Oh, ah, Nick, oh, you feel good...”

      “You like that?”

      “Oui,” she laughed.

      “You like my big cock?”

      “Oui,” she laughed again.

      “You gonna come for me?” he asked her.

      She nodded, “Oui, Oui, make me come, Nick.” Then my wife’s hands were working the tabs out of the suspenders of Rufus’ shorts. Her long, pretty fingers pushing the buttons out of the hoops. Rufus didn’t waste time. He worked on the other side, his hands shaking. They got the braces free and he shoved the shorts down with his thumbs and Marguerite helped him, gripping the waist and tugging them down to expose his jockstrap and cup. He was hard enough that he’d pushed his cup away from his body, leaving a gap all around where Marguerite could see his darker flesh. She put her hand on his belly, heel to the ceiling and she slipped it under his cup.

      “Oh, Rufus, I make you hard too?”

      “You’re fucking so beautiful Marguerite,” he said, and his hands went over her bare back.

      Nick gripped her around her thin waist now and he stroked her pussy with that big thing he had. He had her sex making wet sounds with his penetration. He was focussed on my wife’s pussy. Clenching her tight with his big meaty hands and watching down his own body and seeing what his girth did to my wife’s pretty sex. He grunted with each thrust.

      Rufus pulled his cup down his thighs for her and his cock sprang out, his bunched skin around his glans peeling back as his cock was freed from his cup.

      “Ha, Rufus, you are big too...”

      He was. Not a monster like Nick but he was longer than me and he looked thicker too. I was frozen, but my legs had taken a tremble. I could feel it travelling up the backs of my thighs and sending tremors now too over my back. I needed to sit down.

      I looked to Mark, but he was intently watching this spectacle. Three friends betraying me right in front of me. Mark wanted in. He was slipping his braces off too, pulling his thick muscular arms out, and his eyes were locked on my wife.

      “Mark,” I said, but he wasn’t listening. Something primal had taken over. I got it. I felt it too. It felt so right even though my heart was breaking.

      She touched Rufus. Gripped his shaft in her pretty hand and watched his skin move as she stroked him. She grabbed his balls and held their weight, ran her nails up his shaft and touched the tip of his penis with her fingertip. She had him like steel. His cock stuck straight up to the ceiling.

      Rufus said, “Open your mouth Marguerite.”

      “Why?”

      “I’m going to put my cock in it.”

      “You are?” she said coyly. He grabbed his cock in a fist and her hair in the other and he pressed the tip of it against her lips. She opened for him. Just enough that he had to split them with his size, her lips stretching to form a seal as he sunk it inside her mouth.

      Mark got next to Rufus and pulled his shorts down to his knee pads and his cup too. His short but very thick cock stuck straight out. He kneeled next to Rufus and took Marguerite’s hand and led it to his throbbing member. She let him. Gripped his big thing and stroked him while she sucked Rufus and Nick fucked her bent over behind.

      I sat down clumsily. Sitting now two feet away on the same bench my wife was being violated on. She was bent over it, a cock up her pussy one in her mouth and another in her hand. I didn’t hate her. I loved her. I watched.

      She gripped Mark tightly, her fist squeezed his thickness tight and she pulled him closer by his cock. Rufus had to shift to make room but she had them now, the tips of their cocks touching and she ran her tongue over both of their glans’. Gripping one cock in each hand and bashing their plump engorged heads together, her tongue spread wide tasting both my friends.
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      Mark and Rufus managed to get both of their cocks in my wife’s mouth at the same time. Not deep, just the ends of them. Her lips were stretched wide around their intrusion, she gripped both their hanging scrotums and their two wet cocks slid against one another, side by side, and slipped inside her wet cherry mouth.

      “Fuck, you bad girl,” Nick said. He was giving it to her good. Not pounding her but giving it deliberate and deep. Marguerite was loving it, given her sounds.

      I reached under my shorts and I pulled my cup away and felt my cock swell past the lip like it was hungry for air. It stuck straight up, pinched against my belly, leaking slippery excitement onto me.

      “Up,” Nick said, and he slapped her ass.

      “Hmh?” she grunted, her mouth still being filled with my friends’ cocks.

      Nick pulled himself from her, his big dick soaking and shining with my wife’s insides. He crouched over her and held her at her sides, “C’mon,” he said over her shoulder. Mark and Rufus let their cocks slide from her mouth. She looked over her shoulder at Nick, her lips puffy, her lipstick gone, worn away by their thrusting.

      “Up,” he said again and he had her stand up.

      She turned to face him, standing under his masculine frame, her eyes level to his collar. Her hand dipped between them and she stroked his cock, held it out to the side. Nick pressed himself to my wife, he lowered his head and he kissed her. I surged excitement again, pulsing lubricant over my belly. My wife kissed him, their lips locked, their tongues working. Her hand went up and down his impressive size.

      Nick explored her body, his hands sliding up and down the woman I married. He stood as my witness on the altar with me when I married her. He gave me the ring I put on her finger. He felt those perfect little breasts now.  His hands slid up their small shape, her hardened berry nipples sliding in the V of his parted fingers. He clenched them. Plucked them and she cooed into his kisses.

      She pulled back then, her long pretty hands went up his hard belly and over the ridge of his muscular chest. She watched her fingers weave through his chest hair, then looked up to his eyes, said, “Take me outside.”

      “Outside?” he laughed.

      “Oui, take me to the ice...”
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      We all skated on to the ice and my legs wobbled. Nick carried my completely naked wife over his shoulder. Marguerite was laughing, high and bright. She was having so much fun.

      Mark and Rufus were laughing too, clapping for them. They’d both pulled their shorts off, skating with just their garters and socks, their cocks sticking straight out.

      I looked up at the sky. The rink lights had been shut down now and the stars twinkled like glitter in the midnight purple. Soft, fat snowflakes drifted in the air.

      Marguerite was yelping. A snapping sound over top of her girlish guffaws. Nick was taking her for a lap around the rink over his shoulder. Her feet kicked as he slapped his big hand across her bare bottom. He skated in hastily tied skates, otherwise completely naked too. His balls bunched up in the cold around the wide, fat base, and his cock couldn’t be harder. It was enormous, stretching out from his body with a swollen knob curling up at the end. It wagged with his skating.

      “Hey, c’mon,” Mark waved to Rufus, and he headed to the boards. They both skated off and jumped over the lip and into the penalty box. They bumbled around in the dark back there. I drifted on the ice. I looked to Nick and Marguerite having fun without me. Without their clothes. My heart pounded, but was enervated. Strong but unsure. How could I want this?

      Mark and Rufus were back on the ice, and they’d brought out the short, squat bench from the penalty box. They plopped it on the rink, it’s wooden knock echoing through the brittle, snowy night. They skated towards the centre, both bent over an end, their butts and legs flexing as they scored through the ice, laughing and talking. Saying to each other what they were going to do to my wife.

      Nick was really pumping now, his legs driving and his cock dancing. My Marguerite was giggling so hard she couldn’t breathe. It made me smile. Nick powered to the faceoff circle at centre ice and Marguerite kicked her feet and screamed as he picked up speed.

      He kicked his blades sideways, shredding ice and peppering Mark and Rufus who flinched, turned their heads and lifted legs to protect their privates. Nick set Marguerite down in a swift but careful move and she stood on the ice naked, her bare feet on the frosted rink.

      “Hoo, très froid,” she squeaked, lifting one foot now, then the other. She shivered and clutched her hands together in front of her. Her skin went to goose flesh. I made my way to them as they surrounded her and she looked up to them all as they towered over her.

      “Ho, ho, brrr,” she shivered, and a tremor went through her body, wriggling her shoulders down through her hips and she did a little dance with her long legs. “You need to make me warm. Look,” she said, and her hands went up her belly and she clutched her small, perfectly shaped breasts, her nipples poked between her fingers. I’d never seen her nipples harder.

      Mark skated close behind her, his bare front pressing her back, his arms wrapped around her waist and she purred and grabbed his forearms. He lifted her up and held her to his chest and she kept her legs together, bent slightly at the knee. Being a lady all of a sudden. Rufus and Nick skated in and they put their hands on her, kissed her bare chest and stomach and shoulders, making her moan. They both sucked her aching nipples into her mouth.

      “Oh, my good boys,” she sighed. Her hands raked through their thick hair. “You all are going to get two minutes for roughing.”

      Nick said, “We’re going to need more than two minutes.”

      “You beast,” she laughed, and she ran her nails down his chest.
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      Mark skated backwards, hips wiggling as he went, Marguerite still clutched to him, headed to the penalty bench they left at centre ice. He set my Marguerite down again. Nick zipped over and grabbed her, locked his lips to hers and her long arms went around his neck.

      Mark watched them kiss, stroking himself and Rufus kicked a skate over the bench, straddled it, one foot on either side, his hard cock sticking straight up. He grabbed Marguerite by her slight wrist and he pulled her away from Nick.

      She turned and kissed him too, bending at the waist and locking her lips to his, her fist pumping his upright cock lightly while they did. She lifted one foot at a time, cold from the ice. Her pretty feet were scrunched and wet, reddened by the ice’s bite. Mark and Nick ran their hands over her bare form.

      “Hey,” Nick said and he turned her around where she was standing, putting her back towards Rufus. She went to kiss Nick and he shook his head no, and he moved her backwards like he wanted her to sit. Rufus raised up then and took her small waist. He brought her so her hips hovered over his. His long cock poked up from between his garters, sprouting from thick pubic hair, and he lowered her towards it. He ran the tip of his cock between her legs, the wet end brushing her labia, then he flexed his abs and his cock raised, and he looked, saw it was snagged where he wanted it. Rufus pressed his impressive cock forward with his hips.

      “Oh,” she gasped, feeling his blunt end trying to pierce her anus. Rufus folded her arms up behind her and she leaned back. Nick reached around her and took a cheek in each big hand and he peeled her open, split her ass wide. Rufus drove himself up inside my wife and she yelped.

      “Oh, ah,” she gurgled, feeling Rufus sliding up her anus and inside her body. Rufus held her arms still, locked behind her and he guided her back to sit on him. He put his butt down on the bench and she sat in his lap, his cock buried in her ass and she put her weight on it and it disappeared up inside her, all the way to his balls. I saw her legs tremble. She moaned.

      Nick put his open hand between her parted legs and he pet her wet pussy. “Oh,” she cried again and her legs jumped. Her head fell back and she pressed a cheek to Rufus’ cheek.

      Rufus whispered in her ear, “Marguerite, you feel so good, beautiful.”

      “You feel so good too. God, that’s a-amazing.”

      I couldn’t take it anymore. I glided forward in my skates, not sure what I was going to do but I couldn’t watch another second. Nick knew I was next to him but he wouldn’t look at me. We both watched my wife rolling her hips in Rufus’ lap, knowing his long cock was up inside her. Marguerite looked so beautiful. Disgusting, but she shone somehow with a lugubrious glow. Her skin glistened with frosty sex-earned sweat, her shining hair swung with her movements, the muscles and ridges of her body danced under her skin. I watched her calves flex. Her pointed, painted toes spread on the frosted ice surface, right over the red painted centre line. Her tendons flexed and rippled in her feet as she worked her ass to make it fuck my friend’s cock.

      Nick straddled the bench now too. Put a leg over and glided closer to her until the tip of his massive cock dragged along her collar.

      “Oh,” she sighed, watching it now with sleepy, lustful eyes. She gripped it with both hands and clamped her mouth over his big, bursting glans. She sucked him a good long while, rolling her mouth on him, her long neck twisting and flexing. Mark stood on the other side of the bench and he stroked his cock, pushed the plump end of it against the skin of her shoulder while he did it, watched his shape mash against my wife’s pretty arm.

      Marguerite had Nick’s cock turgid again, scribbled with thick veins, so broad she could rest her whole pinky across its top.

      “Lay back,” Nick said.

      “Quoi?”

      Rufus knew—he crossed his arms over her chest, felt her little titties in his large, rough hands, twirled her nipples between thumb and forefinger, got her gasping. He pulled her tight to him and he lay back.

      “Oooh,” she sighed, her mouth forming an open, white-tooth smile. She raised her long legs up gracefully, and she put her heels on the top ridges of his knee guards, over his ribbed blue and white socks. She was exposed to me. Exposed to Nick. She bit her lower lip and watched Nick as he took her dirtiness in with his sparkling eyes. She had her knees up, her feet on Rufus’ legs, toes curled, her legs wide. Her anus was pushed in and skewered by Rufus’ big cock, her pussy exposed to us, pink and wet and looking for more.

      “What now, Nick?” she whispered.

      Nick lowered over her, bent, his big grip wrapping over the sides of the bench on either side of her and Rufus. His cock lay wetly across her tight belly. He dragged his hips back and I watched that thing slide down my wife’s tummy, knowing where it was headed, leaving a wet trail in its wake. Marguerite moaned in anticipation, her head fell back on Rufus’ shoulder pads, her eyes closed and her lips parted. She put out her tongue and caught a snowflake on it. Her hand slipped down her own belly, found Nick’s cock and she guided it to her opening. Nick kissed her neck and her collar and she tilted her chin, let him get as much of her as he could. He sunk himself inside my wife. All the way, in one long, agonizingly slow and deliberate stroke. He ground his huge size up inside my wife, Rufus already deep into her body. My Marguerite now had two of my best friend’s cocks inside her.

      Marguerite’s hands appeared on Nick’s back, up under his hairy armpits, her long fingers forming claws and dragging her nails over his muscles as he fucked her. Her eyes opened and she met my gaze. She smiled.

      “I love you, baby,” she said in her sweet voice, in her sexy accent.

      I decided what I would do. I tucked my elbows in, peeled my arms out from under my suspenders and let my shorts drop.
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      I went to her, presented her with her husband’s cock and she gripped it. Held it and stroked it lovingly, the smallest cock on the rink. But it was hers. This was her cock. These others were just guests. She was a gracious host. When the party was over and the cleanup was done this was the cock she would go to bed with, kiss goodnight, and wake up with in the morning.

      She smiled sweetly and turned to the other, girthier, cock she held. She pressed Mark’s tip to her tongue while she stroked him. Her hand moving up and down, her tongue pressing and flattening his corpulent glans. He drove it forward and he sunk it in her mouth. It was all so much...and it was all so amazing. Rufus was in her ass, his hands caressing those small breasts that I loved, Nick had her pussy painfully spread with his monster cock, and she sucked and stroked Mark. She was so smooth and fine and feminine. They were all so bulky and hard and bulging and hairy. It was a stunning and vulgar display. I wasn’t watching any more, though. I was here. In the moment. She stroked me and I loved it. Loved watching her. Loved knowing she was living out some hockey fantasy. She was my wife and if she wanted this I wanted it for her.

      “You’re close, oui?” she said up to Mark, his saliva-wet cock sliding across her cheek, between her dainty fingers.

      Mark’s thighs trembled, his hands on his hips, his thumbs down, digging into his flexors. “Mm-hmm,” he grumbled and groaned and nodded his head yes.

      She smiled, said, “Oui, I can taste that you are close.”

      “Oh fuck, Marguerite,” I said and she smiled again, Mark’s stubby, grotesquely fat cock slipped in and out of her grip and she made eyes at me, let him slide it across her cheek and she opened her mouth and held her tongue flat so he could slide it along.

      She looked to Mark now, said, “I want you to come on my face, oui?”

      “Oui,” he laughed.

      “Oh, oui,” she said.

      My eyes locked on her dirty visage. She kept stroking, kept letting it slide into her mouth and press out the inside of her cheek. She tongued it, her fingers slipped over it. His tight skin shone wet, white light glimmering along its raised edges and veins.

      “Oh fuck,” Mark blurted.

      “Oui, yes yes, Mark, yes, come for me,” she said, stroking faster, rubbing his glans on her plump lips.

      He roared and shook, his legs quivered. A long, thick, white stream pulsed from his bulging urethra and flopped across her lips and cheek. She moaned at its hot feel and she was aroused by his pleasure. She stroked and rubbed her cheek on his glans. He kept coming. Thick white splashes and spurts plopping from him and over her mouth, her chin, and along her neck. Mark slumped and went weak at the knees at the pleasure my wife gave him. He clasped her cheek and caressed her and she giggled, her body still being rocked by Nick’s thrusting. “Ah, you came good for me,” she said, her voice trembling with the thrusting she was taking in both holes.

      “You are amazing,” Mark said.

      “Merci, Mark,” she said and she let his cock go and he swerved backwards in his skates, watching still, and absently stroking his deflating cock.

      Now she was smiling at me again, pulling me closer to her by my cock. I looked small in her hand compared to what I’d seen tonight, but she was smiling and her eyes sparkled and she wanted it in her mouth and I didn’t care about size right now. I wanted her lips on it. I wanted her to suck it while my two best friends fucked her at the same time. Shoved their big cocks in her tight holes and grabbed her breasts and kissed her neck. I wasn’t going to last thirty seconds watching the woman I loved doing the world’s dirtiest thing. She pulled it to her lips and I had to get real close for her to reach. My hip was bumped by Nick’s big shoulder while he sawed into her with his huge organ she loved so much.

      “You like it, baby?” I asked her.

      “Oui,” she sighed, bashful. She licked the tip of my cock and my legs bowed.

      “You look amazing, Marguerite.”

      “Thank you,” she said, and she wrapped her lips around me and sunk it in her mouth.

      “Oh, baby,” I said.

      I watched her then. Her hands clawed Nick’s shoulders. Rufus grabbed her breasts and plucked at her nipples. The muscles in Nick’s broad back flexed and bulged while he fucked her faster now. Deeper. She liked the pace even better. Her legs wrapped around his hips, her heels dug into his buttocks and her mouth made wet sounds around my cock. I didn’t have long.

      Her breaths turned to squeaks and yips as Nick’s cock delivered deep, satisfying pleasure to her. Nick was spurred. He fucked her faster.

      She pulled from my cock and gasped for air.

      “Oui,” she panted. “I’m going to come, oui, oui.”

      I stroked and watched. Nick powered into her and her face clenched tight. Mark’s semen pooled in her philtrum and ran down to her ears and into her thick hair. She bared her teeth. She panted furiously and her nails scratched deep ragged lines into Nick’s muscles. She tightened, her toes flexed and curled and I watched my best friend make my wife come. She croaked long and low, a rattle in her throat as she rode it out. Then she fell back exhausted onto Rufus and he held her tightly in place while Nick hammered her, his hips like a powerful machine, driving his ferocious piston in and out of her. Her pussy made wet sucking noises as he punished it. She gasped now, her head tossing and turning.

      “Oui, oui, angh, ah, oui, oui,” she sighed with his thrusts.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growled to her.

      “Oh, I feel you so deep, Nick...”

      “I’m going to pound this pussy after every game...”

      “You’re so big! Ah! You’re so good...”

      “Fucking take this big cock,” he growled.

      “Come inside me, Nick, come in me...”

      “Ah, fuck,” he said, steam rose to the chilled air, rising off his hot back, sweat dripped from his nose and dropped on her hot skin. He pounded triple time. His skates carved deep into the ice. The bench shook. Rufus shook. My wife was a powerless little doll under his freight train body. He clenched. Drove deep and held it. He roared like a lion. His ass flexed, his arms trembled. The muscles bulged on him, and my wife dug her nails deep into his flesh.

      “Oh! Ahh, I feel you, Nick, I feel you coming...”

      “Oh shit, oh fuck,” I said as I came unexpectedly. It was too much. She was too much. This was the dirtiest thing I’d ever seen. This was the hottest but most disgusting sex act I’d witnessed. But I knew all the actors. I knew them all so well. They were my best friends. She was my lover. She was my wife. She was wonderful.

      Nick raised from her, still connected. He looked down over her body. His chest heaved with breath. “Whooo,” he exclaimed. “Oh shit, Marguerite. I’ve wanted that since the first time I saw you.”

      “Me too,” she sighed.

      “Oh, baby,” I said.

      Nick pulled his weapon out of her and let it flop on her belly. She pet it while she looked in his eyes. Rufus worked his hips in protracted circles, she rode him, his cock deep in her still. Finally Nick sat back on the bench, his wet cock slapped on its chipped paint surface.

      He’d left her gored. Damaged. Her pretty pink sex was stretched. A pearl bead swelled in her hot, engorged folds and it dribbled down over Rufus’ tight scrotum.

      She reached down and gripped the edge of the bench, raised up to sit on Rufus’ cock. Her toes gripped the lip of his knee pads and Rufus’ hands dug into her narrow waist. He pounded her like Nick did. Thrust his cock up into her steadied bottom at a rapid-fire pace. His tight sack jiggled and bounced and Marguerite sang out a long tremulous note as he fucked her tight asshole. Nick went to her and he held her while she was rocked. She kissed his hard stomach and she handled his wet cock and hanging balls.

      Rufus clenched suddenly, his thighs clamping together and his hips drove right up off the bench raising my wife up like she was riding a wave. He was coming inside her. Launching what he had in that tight sack way up into her body. She moaned and he growled and panted. Then he thrust deep, three times, four, five. Finally he was spent, and he collapsed to the bench, Marguerite falling with him.

      Nick held her as she collapsed against him. She put her arms around his waist and she sighed.

      “Help me up,” she asked him.

      He guided her, her feet touching down on the ice and she rose up off Rufus’ thighs and his wet cock slipped out and slapped up his belly. She hissed as he exited.

      “You okay?” I asked her.

      “Oui, baby,” she said and she slipped over to me. She couldn’t look in my eye. She hugged herself to my chest, her face against my sternum. Watch your toes I said, worried about my skates hurting her. She nodded her head against me.

      “You came?” she asked, looking down at my shrivelling penis.

      “Yeah, I did,” I said.

      “I wanted to be the one who made you come...”

      “You were, Marguerite, you were.”
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      The shower afterward was awkward.

      The guys seemed guilty now. Now they felt guilty? They’d all fucked my wife. Right in front of me. No one asked me if it was okay. I got to see what all their cocks looked like when they were hard. Got to see them go inside different parts of the woman I loved.

      None of them would look me in the eye. And despite the fact that I didn’t stop them it was this that made me the most upset now.

      I’d carried my love off the ice, coasting to the open door with her naked body cradled in my arms, then walked her right into the shower room and turned the water scorching hot. She looked into my eyes but I had to turn away. I took the shower opposite her and got myself under a hot stream. I watched her bare body under the water’s spray, watched her soap herself slowly, biting her lip and trying to catch my eye.

      Then the guys came in, quiet, naked. They nodded to me, to Marguerite, and each took their own shower. Now it was very uncomfortable in here all of us facing the consequences of what we’d done.

      Marguerite looked so sexy in the shower with us. Her slim, smooth body so small compared to our bulk. Stood in a room with hissing water and roiling steam where I was used to seeing a lot of hairy masculine flesh and swinging genitalia. Her adventitious feminine form made me smile suddenly. This girl I loved had a fantasy and she shared it with me. She grew up with hockey, lived it, breathed it and I just witnessed something she’d probably always dreamed of. She trusted me. Or was that just wishful thinking?

      Nick said, “You okay, dude?”

      I shrugged.

      “He’ll be okay,” Marguerite said. “He’s my big strong man.” She didn’t look convinced but her eyes told me she was desperate for me to grow up here. I sighed. I wanted to be light and carefree but images kept flashing back at me, flickers of my friend’s big dicks sliding in and out of all her wet holes.

      “I’m fine,” I said, soaping my face, cautious around my sore and swollen nose.

      Rufus looked to Mark and they looked pained.

      I turned the chrome knob, squeaked the shower’s spray off and headed for the locker room.

      “Baby,” Marguerite called, but I kept walking and waved her off with a hand.

      In the same instant that I heard the wicked snap I felt an explosive hornet’s sting on my ass and it made me jump.

      “Yow!” I hollered and skipped, both hands clenching where I’d been hit.

      I turned and saw Marguerite holding a wet towel she’d squirrelled up into a whip. She’d snapped it at my ass. She posed with a cute smile curling up one corner of her pouting lips. Her hip was cocked, she was naked, one knee thrust out, her beautiful brown hair wet and hanging over her shoulders, pulled back from her perfect face. My heart soared.

      “Mon cher, baby...we are all friends here. We love you, I love you, I love them, they love you...they love me...it’s perfect, non?”

      “I know.”

      “You had fun, non?”

      “I did, I guess.”

      She came to me and I held her. Looking in her eyes made me feel better.

      She said, “Let’s get dinner, go home and we all relax and we talk, oui?”

      “Yeah,” I said, “I guess that sounds nice.”

      The guys had been hanging back in the hall behind her, all of us standing in the dim, narrow, tiled corridor between the locker room and the showers. They approached now, lightening, and I put an arm out to show them I wanted them to come in. We all hugged and it felt pretty all right. We squeezed my girl between all our hard wet bodies until she started to squirm and giggle.

      She said, “I can’t wait for next week’s game...Lions against the Lightning. They are powerful penalty killers.”

      Nick said, “I can’t wait til after the game...”
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      One thing was for sure, they had come to the wrong hotel for their honeymoon.

      Their wedding was twelve hours ago, all their family coming in from Syracuse, and from Rhode Island on Ashley’s side. Not a big affair because, it was no secret, money was really tight.

      Most of the family would say behind their backs that the two of them were too young to marry. But they were two nineteen-year-old lovebirds who didn’t need to hear from nobody their opinions on whether or not they should get hitched. So they planned to elope. Then, at the zero hour, Ash’s pop reluctantly said he’d help out.

      Ash’s pop, not exactly pulling in the big bucks, made it a frugal affair. They ended up at their neighbourhood church in the little town that he and Ash were going to college in. They’d moved in together after their third year and rented a basement apartment. They had one more year together at McDonald then it was off to lead their lives the way they wanted. Her in marketing, him in architecture.

      After their ceremony it was a quick evening of meagre celebration at the local VFW, where Ash’s dad had some pull—he’d done a tour or two in Iraq. Then, while the night was still young, they drove off in a taxi headed to the airport, and the cab driver was nice enough to let them tie some cans to his bumper. They came off somewhere along the way, probably ended up getting flattened by some truck tailgating behind them on the Interstate on the way to the airport.

      Their bags had been packed, ready to go, and both of them knew that their honeymoon was their real celebration, just the two of them together. They never really had time for other folks ever anyway. Two good friends with two tattered old Samsonites filled with all the gear they’d need for a weekend of fun and sun on the coast of wild old North Carolina. Yeah, not that exotic, but heck, he was a student. Even with his scholarship and a part time job he never knew how he was going to make ends meet. Somehow though, he alway did. Just had to live within your budget.

      Now here they were, two in the morning and exhausted, and the whole hotel he’d booked them a room in was filled with young people. Young people of an entirely black persuasion. Some sort of bike week no one warned him about when he was booking even though they knew it was his honeymoon—given that he’d booked the honeymoon suite and all. But nope, no mention that their entire stay here was going to be dominated with yelling, smashing bottles, fist fights and ninja bikes revving and racing and screeching all up and down the main strip outside the front of the hotel. Then there was the rap music. Loud, omnipresent staccato and throbbing beats, and the most vulgar streams of language. It was hard to believe people at one time had defended it as poetry.

      That was what was keeping them awake right now. The music. From next door, the hotel room that was right next to the honeymoon suite, pounding rap and booming voices shouting to be heard over their own din. Like it was filled with half a dozen black dudes with about the deepest voices he’d ever heard. Whatever the fuck was going on over there it sounded like everything that anyone said at any time was absolutely hilarious because it was non-stop laughing and yelling. A real party. At least someone was having a good time around here. It sure wasn’t him and it sure wasn’t his sweet Ash.

      She was looking at him now. Giving him eyes like she was mad at him, as mad as she was at the ones making the noise, which wasn’t fair. He could see her pretty face in the low blue light coming in from their ocean side windows. Her jaw clenched, her normally pouted lips set in a firm unimpressed line. Her brow was furrowed into a scowl but her big ice blue eyes were wide and wet. Trembling with anger and frustration. Her head was peeking at him, sandwiched in between a pillow clamped over one ear and her other ear pressed hard into the mattress, his girl desperately trying to block out the sound. Didn’t look like it was working given her expression.

      He felt her bare foot gently kick him in his shin, two taps.

      “Ow—what?”

      “Can’t you do something?”

      “Do what?”

      “Make them turn it down.”

      “They won’t listen to me.”

      “It’s two in the morning. Isn’t this illegal?”

      “Police aren’t coming. They won’t want trouble.”

      “When did you call the management?”

      “I called at ten after eleven.”

      “You sure you called?” she asked him, trying to look into his eyes.

      “I did. I did, I swear.” He had, too. Called and asked if there wasn’t something they could do. They said they’d send someone up. That was three hours ago. Nothing had been done. Or if they did send someone up they weren’t able to make those guys turn it down. What was the point in calling again if they couldn’t do anything about it?

      “This is supposed to be our honeymoon—doesn’t anybody have any respect in this world?”

      “Well, it’s not their fault, they’re here for the bike week. This is what they came to do. It’s the hotel’s fault for booking—”

      “It’s just not right. They shouldn’t be allowed to do what they’re doing. It’s just not decent, Ken.”

      “No, but it’s everyone that’s staying here, it’s every floor, not just next to us. It’s probably every hotel this weekend too. This whole town is taken over by bike week.”

      “Why wouldn’t the hotel tell you? Booking a honeymoon suite and everything... These people—”

      “Whoa, careful, Ash, with the these people, you wouldn’t want—”

      “Ken, I didn’t mean it like that.”

      “I know but...”

      “Oh God, Ken, it’s like you’re sticking up for the people ruining our honeymoon!”

      “I just think we should be respectful...”

      “Respectful? Ken, damn it, look at me. This is not the time to be respectful. Ken. Seriously, what’s tonight supposed to be?”

      “I know, Ash.”

      “This was the night for me. My big night.”

      He put his hand out and rested it on her warm little waist, said, “We can still mess—”

      “Are you kidding me? With this,” she said, motioning around the room as if the omnipresent sound was in there with them like a physical being. “Ken, I was supposed to lose my virginity tonight. But not like this. Not with all this happening. And you for one should prize what I’ve got a little better. I thought a man who wanted what I was giving tonight would be willing to fight for it.”

      “There’s nothing I can do. Ash, I mean—”

      There was another loud roar as something happened next door that set all their booming voices laughing. Ken flinched, brought his shoulders up high, as something that sounded like a bottle clunked against the wall on the other side of their headboard like it was thrown.

      “Oh, for crying out... That’s it, Ken. You’re not going to do something?”

      “Ash...”

      “I’m going to do something,” she said and she whipped the covers off herself and sat up, angry, still staring at him, daring him to stop her. Her little pert breasts jiggled under her light sleeping tank, pale green with a hot cherry trim.

      “Ash, you can’t—”

      “Watch me,” she stopped him. She jumped out of bed and she stomped around the room loud enough that he could hear her tiny heels thumping on the threadbare hotel carpet.

      “Ash, you can’t...you can’t go over there, it’s dangerous...”

      She found her hotel robe, a white terry one that had seen better days, and she struggled to get herself into it not realizing it had been hung up with the belt tied at the back. He watched her struggle and turn around in circles, real mad, trying to get the stupid thing on. She grunted with frustration and he tried not to laugh at her.

      “What the fuck is...why is this...”

      She went around in angry circles and he watched her bare legs work. She was the greatest thing that had happened to him. His tough little Army-daughter wife. Would have been a lot more effective, more fearsome, if she had some bite to her bark but she was only five-two and even her sternest voice sounded like a chirp. She had soft blonde hair that hung past her shoulders and the finest sweetest body he’d ever seen. Long legs, thin and toned, pretty feet, a tight tum-tum, and small breasts that sat up and didn’t care what size they were, they still put on a show, let you know they were there with their sexy posture.

      She ripped the knot on the belt apart and finally got the robe wrapped around herself and tied it up again around her waist, a lock of her hair hanging over her face now. She puffed it away with an irritated blast from her pretty lips.

      “Ash, you better not go out there...it’s not safe.”

      “Someone’s gotta be the man around here, Ken. If you aren’t going to take care of this, I will.” She tightened up her belt, gave it a real good tug that showed off her slender frame.

      She stomped to the front door and he got out of bed and followed after her, calling her, “Ash, don’t—don’t, baby. Don’t go out there.”

      But she did, she angrily yanked their room door open and he could see the hall filled with a marijuana haze. Leaning against the wall right across from their room were three or four dudes in T-shirts and baggy pants.

      “Excuse me,” she said, like a bossy little lady, and they all looked down on her and laughed. They weren’t in her way anyway.

      “Ash!” he called but she turned on her heels and marched to the left, down the hall towards their noisy neighbours.

      She was being crazy. Yes, she was proving a point. Maybe he should have done something but there was nothing to do. Now she was going to go and make things worse just to prove something to him. He was frozen in the hall, wanting to go after her but safe in the knowledge that he was in the right. She was being crazy. Really crazy. Anything that happened to her would be her own fault.

      Ash wasn’t normally like this, she was usually more rational. This situation had brought the worst out of her. He closed the door because those guys were watching him, seeing him standing there in his dumb white-guy pyjamas. His dumb blue-striped pyjamas he was supposed to wear tonight—the night he lost his virginity to the love of his life.

      He wasn’t a complete newb. He knew his way around his Ash’s body. He’d played with her boobies and even one time put one of them in his mouth. She’d used her hand on him a few times and made him shoot his stuff which was so embarrassing but also completely amazing just to feel her hand on that private part of him. He’d put his hands down between her legs before too but she didn’t want him to put a finger inside her because she said she wanted to be intact on her wedding night.

      Now he could hear her pounding on their door. Not so much hear it, more feel it—vibrating through the walls underneath the loud music. Their door was opened, another bumping travelling through the wall.

      Ken stood, lightly thumping his forehead against the door, trying to hear what was going on but there was nothing. “Come on, Ash,” he whispered. A long moment where he only heard music and laughter and clinking bottles.

      Then, “Fuck,” he hissed, and he yanked the door open, didn’t care what those guys would do to him or say to him, and he stepped one foot out. He thought better of it a heartbeat later and just peaked his head around the corner and he could see Ashley at the door down the hall. It was open and she was standing firm, her face furrowed and her arms crossed firmly across her chest. She was telling them what was what.

      The hall was too loud and he couldn’t hear what she was saying but he could see she was looking up. Whoever she was talking to was much taller than her. Now she was nodding, hearing something back, not really liking it but listening. He looked to his right and those guys were watching as well, watching his pretty little white wife give these big guys a talking to. She was putting on a show for them. He looked back to her, saw her as she looked down, then took a step back, her face in shock and she covered her mouth with her little hand.

      “Ashley!” he called out to her. She took another step back, still looking down at whatever was being shown to her, then turned on her heels again the other way now, tightened the collar of her robe across herself and marched back, her face clenched and troubled.

      “Ashley, what is it?” he said.

      “Nothing, get back in the room!” hissing at him as she stepped back in, the guys across from them laughing. She barged in past him behind the door and she slammed it and twisted the lock.

      “Ash, what was it? What did they say?”

      “Nothing...never mind, Ken. Dammit. Never mind,” she said rubbing the heel of her hand over her brow and squinting.

      “I told you, honey, they’re not going to listen to anyone.”

      “No, they didn’t listen,” she said and she whisked her robe off and tossed it on the floor next to the bed. She climbed back up onto the bed and got her skinny legs under the sheets again and gathered them up around her and tucked herself into a ball, bouncing around on the mattress and punching her fist into her pillow to make a nice spot to lay her head.

      “What did they do, Ash? You okay?”

      “I’m fine,” she mumbled, her back to him. He crossed the room to the bed and got himself in on the other side and lay to face her.

      “Baby, did they do something? You looked scared.”

      “No.”

      “Baby, did they have a gun?”

      “No,” she said and she moved her hands up around her face, covered herself up with more sheets.

      “Why did you get so scared?”

      “I wasn’t scared,” she whispered behind the sheets. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “Ash, whats wrong?”

      “Nothing. I said I don’t want to talk about it. Go to sleep.”

      “Ash?” he tried again but she ignored him. “Ash,” he said and he reached under the sheet and put his hand on her side.

      “Don’t,” she whispered and she bounced around, flipped over and gave him her back.

      The music still boomed through the walls.

      What a way to spend their first night as man and wife.
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        * * *

      

      “Well, I don’t suppose, mister, you understand just how awful it was for us last night.”

      Ash had her hands on her hips and she was giving the concierge a good dose of mean-face trying to show him she meant business. The concierge himself looked a little worn out. Ken figured this guy was at the end of a long overnight shift and he’d been dealing with the rowdy crowd too. Probably wasn’t easy.

      The concierge looked Ash up and down, leaning over the counter, standing on his toes to get a look at her. Easy, Hector—name tag gave it away—she’s pretty, but she’s taken. Hector raised his eyebrows, went back on his heels now and he closed his eyes and shrugged his shoulders. He said, “Like I said, there’s just nothing we can do. There’s no rooms available, we have no vacancies, the entire hotel is booked. And, you know if we moved you, realistically,” he said, shrugged again, “it could be worse, not better. By sounds of it, wasn’t too bad for you last night.”

      “Wasn’t too bad?” she said. Then, again, nodding her head and her eyes wide and angry, “Wasn’t too bad, huh?”

      Hector showed her his palms, said, “All things considered, it was just loud.”

      Ash said, “These people—”

      “Oh, hey, Ash,” Ken interrupted her.

      Hector looked around, uneasy. “Hey,” he said to her, “like come on, what year is it?”

      Ash shook her head, incredulous. She looked around the lobby. It was 8 A.M. now, and the place had been ruined. The glass door was still on its hinges but it was askew in the frame, the glass had been cracked. There was trash knocked over outside, ninja bikes all over the place on kickstands, black tire tracks on the drive where people had been laying donuts, two bikes left on their sides under the canopy at the entrance. Articles of clothing were scattered around the tile floor of the lobby, T-shirts, pants, panties. A clay planter with a tropical palm had been cracked and soil spilled out onto the floor. There were beer cans and alcohol bottles, a guy without a shirt slept face down on one of the lobby couches and across, on the other couch, a girl in a bikini, also face down. He hoped they were breathing.

      She turned back finally, said, “We want our money back and we’re going to another hotel.”

      Hector laughed, he said, “You’re not going to find another place anywhere in town, even up the coast, this time of year, not on short notice.”

      “This is our honeymoon,” she complained.

      “Yeah, look,” he said, “have a breakfast on us. Okay? And, listen, we can knock, uh,” he looked down at his computer screen, “knock off twenty-five percent from your bill.”

      “Twenty-five...are you outta your mind?” She looked to Ken and he nodded and encouraged her. That was significant and he was hungry.

      “Forget it,” she said. “We’re leaving. Cancel our rooms. We’re gonna find ourselves a hotel, just you watch. We’re not taking this shit from you. Let’s go, Ken.”

      Hector shrugged like he thought she was crazy. She was being a little crazy. She stomped off, her bare legs giving a tight jiggle with each step she was so mad. He trotted to catch up with her.

      “Ash, hey, Ash, come on,” he said and he grabbed her shoulder but she shrugged it away.

      “Ken, I’m not in the mood for your mild-mannered routine, okay? We’re going to find another hotel...”

      “Okay,” he said, “okay.”

      “Fine,” she said, her brow set low, her arms folded up across her bikini top. “Follow me.”

      She went to the front and pulled the broken door and it squeaked and scraped along the tile. She looked back to Hector and gave him a mean face again then slipped through the half open door and out the vestibule into the sun, headed to the beach so they could go up and down looking for a vacancy.
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        * * *

      

      Hector was right.

      They spent their first morning together as man and wife, him following her, her stomping from hotel to hotel trying to find a vacancy. Guess what? They were all booked. All of them. And each hotel they went to looked as disastrous as the one they’d come from. Ninja bikes, detritus, sleeping people, passed out people, broken bottles, empty bottles...

      This whole town was going to be like this.

      “Ken, what are we going to do?” she said to him. Now she was defeated. Her face was tired and red, she looked like she was ready to cry. He pulled her to him and held her. They were standing now at the end of the beach, out on the sand at the foot of the last hotel. Beyond was a stone barrier, past that was brush. This was the end of the line. They had no money to rent a car to drive around, they were stuck. Ash had gone through her travel app and they couldn’t find a single vacancy within their distance.

      “Let’s just go home,” he said to her.

      “Ken, no,” she cried. “This is our time. This is our weekend. You know how long I’ve waited for this?”

      “I know, baby, but—”

      “I don’t want to be a virgin anymore, okay? I fucking hate being a virgin.”

      He laughed and stroked her slender back, felt her warm skin under his hands.

      “Me too, Ash, me too. Whyn’t we slip in those bushes past the barrier, we could—”

      “Ken, my first time has to be special. It has to have meaning. I don’t want to nip into the woods. Not the first time, okay?”

      “All right,” he said, “all right.”

      “Ken?”

      “Yeah, babe?”

      “I can feel your little thing poking me.”

      “Sorry, Ash. It thought there was a chance you were going to say yes and it wanted to be ready.”

      “What are we going to do?” she sighed again. She put her arms around his waist and pressed her cheek into his chest.

      “We better get back. If you want to stay we better go back and tell Hector we still want that room.”

      “Okay,” she whispered. “I’m sorry I blew up like that.”

      “It was a long night, precious.”

      They strolled along the beach together, headed back to their hotel. It was after lunch now and he was getting hungry. Things were picking up, people out in the sand and dotting along the hotel pools and patios as they passed. There was a wolf whistle, loud and piercing from their left. Someone yelled, Hey baby! right at them. They both looked up and they could see about ten guys up there, standing by the pool but facing out to them, leaning on a metal railing. Black guys, lean, sunglasses. When they saw them looking, they all cheered. One yelled, Come up here, sexy! More of them laughed. He squeezed Ash’s hand.

      “C’mon Ash, don’t pay them any mind, baby, it’s okay.”

      She nodded and he looked at her sweet profile. She was blushing. She showed a slight smile, her cherry stain lips peeling back a little, enough that he could see her bright white teeth.

      They called out once more after her but they were quieter as they got farther behind them. Then it started up at the next hotel, whistling, calling her Becky for some reason, telling her to look up, calling him a chump, like, leave that chump... calling her sexy, saying some other things too, dirty things.

      “Let’s go,” he said, and he squeezed Ash’s hand harder and picked up his step, getting her to scurry alongside him. Next hotel, same thing. He swapped sides and put himself between her and the hotels but they still noticed her. She was bare-legged, wearing shorts that, well, frankly were a little too short. Her top was just a striped bikini, holding her perfect little breasts up with a tie in the middle of her back. She walked the sand in bare feet, her canvas sneakers held in the hooks of her fingers.

      Farther ahead there were guys on the beach and now he started to sweat. Damn, and they were almost at the hotel. They were in shorts, mostly bare-chested, all tall, one short but he made up for it in muscles. They started right away, from fifty feet off. Shouting with, Hey mamas, and calling her baby, offering their cocks for her to suck.

      “Sorry, Ash,” he said, and he looked to her. She was upset, but she was smiling. They were, he guessed, saying nice things about her anyway, even if they were a bit vulgar. Still, it didn’t feel safe.

      She said, “You’re going to let them say those dirty things to your wife?”

      “Well, Ash, I mean, come on, what can I do? There’s so many of them and they’re—”

      “Big?” she said.

      “Yeah. I wouldn’t stand a chance.”

      She said, “If I was walking with my daddy right now and they said those things, you think he’d let them?”

      “Well, Ash, your Dad’s, like, six-four and he was a Marine sharpshooter.”

      “Okay,” she sighed.

      “Let’s just get you up to the room, okay?” he said, hearing a little worry in his own voice.

      

      “Let me handle this, Ash,” Ken said, stepping up to the counter.

      Ash stood dumbfounded and then she turned and put her back to the reception desk and slid until she was sitting with her butt on her heels next to him, her little feet turned so her toes were touching.

      Ken cleared his throat, said, “Well, you’ll just have to tell them that it’s too bad. That’s our room.”

      Hector said, “Sir, you gave up your room, somebody wanted it and now they have it.”

      “We weren’t gone more’n a—”

      “Once you gave it up it was gone in minutes. I had someone already said they wanted it. Bing, bang, boom... They got it. There’s nothing I can do. Check out’s at two. That gives you an hour to get your stuff out of there.” He went back to his paperwork, showed Ken the wave in the top of his shining black hair under the halogen spot.

      Ken put his hands in his pocket nervously, looked down at Ash sitting on the floor next to him, her light body leaning against his leg, her hands clasped over her face like she might be crying. He felt paper in his pockets, a crumpled bill. He pulled it out, disheartened to see it was a five. He flattened it out, held it in the fingers of one hand and used the other to snap it straight and then pinched it between index and middle fingers and pressed it out to make it look as attractive as possible. He lay it on the counter and slid it slowly towards Hector who caught it moving out of the corner of his eye, then looked at Ken.

      Ken winked cautiously, said, “If there’s, you know, anything you can do...”

      Hector looked back at the five, back at Ken and shook his head with condescension.

      He crumpled it back up and stuffed it in his pocket and turned, slid his back down to the floor to sit with his wife. She put her head on his shoulder.

      “I’m sorry, baby,” she said, “I guess that’s it. I guess we’re done.”

      “Told you, you shouldn’t have given up the room. Bird in hand, Ash, bird in hand.”

      “Thanks, Ken,” she sighed and rolled her eyes, sat back up and put an inch between them.

      He said, “Just sayin.”

      

      “Ash, you should put your sneakers on,” Ken said to her as they watched the circular lights of the elevator bank show them the cab was descending.

      “Whatever,” she said.

      He watched the lights some more, twisted his mouth back and forth, said, “You don’t know what could be on the floor is all.”

      She nodded, arms folded, sneakers still hooked on fingers, eyes up at the lights.

      It dinged. The doors slid open and four huge dudes with hoodies, hoods up, stared down on them. One was smoking what looked like a cigar. Then they piled out, all eyes on his wife. Big smiles and nods, hazy eyes—they dragged a pungent stench out with them and Ken coughed. One of them slapped Ash’s ass hard and it made her jump and she clapped her hands over her butt and looked shocked at Ken.

      “Lookin good, girl,” he said and they kept walking, deep laughter from all of them.

      “Let’s just get out of here,” Ken said.

      She looked back at the group of men and back at Ken, incredulous.

      “You’re okay,” he told her. He got in the cab and held the doors from closing on her. “Come on, Ash.”

      She frowned, her pouty lips open and agape, still bewildered by what that man did. She stepped in to the elevator, “Ken, did you—oh, ow!” she said and her face twisted up and she hopped on one leg, the other crossed over her knee, her little foot curled up.

      “What—what Ash?”

      “I stepped on something.” She plucked it out of the damp flesh of the sole of her foot and held it up so they could see.

      “Is that a—”

      “Bullet casing,” Ken said. Brass cartridge, spent, small, like a .22.

      She tossed it across the elevator, her eyes on Ken while it made its metallic pinging down to the ground. She dropped her sneakers onto the floor and slipped her feet in them, eyes still on him.

      “What?” he said.

      “I know you’re dying to say it.”

      “Say what?”

      “Go on.”

      “Told you so?”

      “You did,” she said and she huffed and let her back fall against the wall of the cab.

      “I’m sorry, Ash,” he said. “I didn’t mean to make you mad.”

      “I know. I didn’t mean to mess up our room, either.”

      “We’re not off to the best start, are we?”

      “We aren’t,” she said. “But I still love you to bits.”

      “Do you?”

      “Of course I do, Ken baby.”

      He turned to her and he bent and kissed her. She moved to him, gave him a gentle peck on his lips. His arms went around and he felt her waist and her warm back. He smoothed down to her butt and coddled where that guy had slapped her.

      He said, “You know, we got the room for an hour still...”

      “We do,” she sighed. She brought her head back to look in his eyes. She smiled. She kissed his chin and hugged him again. “What are you proposing?”

      “Well, it’s still our honeymoon. It’ll be the shortest honeymoon on record maybe but we could still make it official.”

      “You want to consummate?”

      “I want to consummate real bad.”

      She laughed, said, “Will it be special?”

      “I think it’s going to be real special. I think we’ll remember this for the rest of our lives.”

      “It is pretty terrible, isn’t it?” she said and she hugged him sweetly and rubbed her cheek into his chest. “We’ll tell our children.”

      “We’ll tell our grandchildren,” Ken said and squeezed her.

      “Well, not the part where we consummated our marriage with only an hour left on our hotel room, stuck in the middle of a war zone.”

      “You mean it, Ash?”

      “Yeah, I think I want to.”

      “Do you? I do...”

      “It’s pretty exciting here.”

      “It is dangerous. That’s sexy, isn’t it?”

      “It sure,” is she said.

      “All the bullets.”

      “The peril.”

      “The loud music.”

      “The big men.”

      “The big men?”

      “They scare me,” she whispered and she kissed him again this time putting her hand around his neck and scratching her nails through the hair at the back of his head.

      “Oh Ash, I’ll protect you,” he gasped into her mouth, feeling her tongue working over his own lips. Her hand clenched his cock through the front of his khaki shorts.

      “My little friend is still hard, is he?”

      “He’s aching for his little lady,” he whispered.

      “I think his little lady is looking forward to this.”

      Then she locked her lips to his and she shoved her hand down inside the front of his shorts and she stroked his pecker.

      “Oh Ash,” he said, “that feels so good, I can’t wait.”

      The door chimed for their floor and she whisked her hand out of his shorts and she held her arms out to him, said, “Carry me, baby.”

      “Carry you?”

      “Across the threshold, Ken.”

      “Yeah, that’s right—I can do that.”

      The doors opened and he scooped her under her knees and put an arm around the small of her back and he lifted her up. She wasn’t much of a thing, just a petite girl, but he stumbled and put his back against the wall of the cab.

      “You got me?”

      “Yeah, I’m okay, baby. Let’s go.”

      He marched her out of the elevator and into the hall, her untied sneaker laces dancing with his steps. It was hazy with smoke and there were guys hanging out in the hall already, drinking and smoking. He carried his wife down the hall, turning heads as he went and he kept his chin high, but he let his wife sag a bit, conscious of one of these men seeing his hard little penis poking out the front of his shorts.

      

      He held her in his arms at the threshold of the door to the honeymoon suite, already open when they arrived.

      “Oh my God,” Ash said, just a tiny whisper. Their room was messed, their stuff gone, bedding stolen, robes gone, their clothes, the hotel phone, hotel clock, even the lamps—nothing left but two old Samsonites, opened up and empty on the floor like used clams.

      “Ken, put me down,” she said, her voice now in a panic. She scrambled over to her suitcase, and fell to her knees and ran her hands through it as if somehow she was seeing things and it wasn’t actually empty. He went to her and he stood by her, knelt and put his hand on her back and felt her start to shake and cry.

      “We’re too young to get married.”

      “No, Ash, no—”

      “My Dad was right—”

      “We can do this, baby.”

      “Was this a mistake? We’re not ready for this. We can’t even get married right. We have no money. We have no power. We can’t leave the house, we don’t even know what we’re doing...”

      “It’s just one bad day, Ash.”

      “All our Traveller’s cheques, all our ID, everything Ken. All I got is my phone.”

      “Shit.”

      “What?”

      “I left my phone in here.”

      “See!” she bawled.

      “No, it’s all right, Ash, it’s okay, baby—”

      “It’s not okay, Ken, it’s not...”

      “Shit,” he said.

      “Oh, now what?”

      “My wallet too. I left my wallet in here.”

      “Your wa—your wallet?”

      “Yeah,” he said, shaking his head.

      “Fuck, Ken. I don’t have any money. You mean we’ve really got nothing?”

      “I guess.”

      She collapsed, her arms hugged the edge of her suitcase and she buried her head in the torn satin interior and cried.

      “You rushed me out of here this morning.”

      “I rushed you?” her voice a hollow echo from the open clam.

      “Yeah. Such a damn rush to get us out of here and no idea where we were going to go.”

      “I rushed you and you forgot your wallet?”

      “Yeah, if you’d take your time... be more careful...”

      “Oh, I’m a real tyrant, aren’t I?” she cried. “You’re so scared of little old me, I made you shake in your stupid topsiders so much you just went out without your phone or your wallet.”

      “Well, you were so mad.”

      “What kind of man are you?” she said and she shook her head.

      “Hey, I’m your husband.”

      “Pfft,”she snorted into the suitcase.

      “You have to admit you messed this up. You got us out of here. We could have made love this morning when the whole hotel was quiet, everyone sleeping it off. But you had to—”

      “Just stop, okay?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I can’t believe you’d blame your wife the first day you’re married because you booked a honeymoon on a weekend two white dorks from the suburbs should never be at.”

      “I don’t know how I was supposed to know—”

      “You just went the cheapest, didn’t you?”

      “Yeah. But I don’t have any money.”

      “Oh, Ken,” she sobbed again.

      He put his hands on her narrow back and tried rubbing her shoulders for her while she softly cried unto her luggage.

      “Shh-sh, don’t cry, baby,” he soothed.

      “Ken, don’t touch me right now.”

      “Ash?”

      “I mean it. I want to be alone for five minutes, okay?”

      “Can you give me your phone? I can try and call around to your folks, maybe see if they can help get us back home.”

      “In my pocket,” she mumbled.

      He slipped two fingers into the back pocket of her shorts and slipped her phone out, thought for a moment about resting his hand on that sweet curve of her bent over rump, figured it would be a mistake. He pressed her power button and nothing happened. He pressed it again, still just a black screen. Her phone was dead. He tucked it into his shirt pocket and sat cross-legged next to her, watching her cry, wondering how she was going to take the news that they were royally fucked.
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      He rubbed her back until she was ready to sit up. When she did her face was bright red and tracked with wet tears.

      “You okay, Ash?”

      “No,” she said, her lips dry and sticking together. She ran her hair over her little ears and ket her profile to him, looking down at her knees pressed into the rug. “Did you try and call my parents?”

      “No, baby.”

      “Here,” she said and she held her hand out to get her phone back.

      “Uh,” he said, “it’s, um...”

      “What?”

      “Dead.”

      She slumped, her head fell forward, she said, “Great,” as he put her phone in her little hand. She clutched it with both hands and looked like she wanted to twist it until it broke. Then she sobbed again.

      “Ay, you beatin on that girl?”

      They both jumped at the booming, impossibly deep voice so close to them.

      Standing in the doorway was a black guy, young, good-looking, very tall. He leaned on the jamb, a shoulder pressed into it, his hip cocked out, black T-shirt sleeves peeling up his massive tattooed arms. There were more behind him, all looking in now as well.

      “What? No,” he said.

      “That true?” he said to Ash.

      Her face scrunched up, fierce, she looked at him up through her eyebrows.

      He laughed, smiled, said, “Ay, you the one all mad from last night.”

      “How’d you tell?” she said, still mad.

      “That mean little face a yours gave you away,” he laughed.

      “Yeah?” she said, petulant.

      “You a feisty ho.”

      “I’m not a ho.”

      “When I find a girl hiding in my room, good bet they a ho. One way the other.”

      Ken said, “Your room? This is our room.”

      “Nah, man. Nah, it ain’t. Was your room. Mine now.” He eased up off the jamb and strolled into the room across the carpet, and he took one of the heavy upholstered chairs, dragged it over to sit in front of where they were together on the carpet. He sat down, put his elbows on his knees, and looked down on them. Five other men came in behind him and took up spots around them, leaning on the walls, taking a chair across from them, one even sitting on the bed.

      Ken said, “You’re the one that took our room away from us?”

      “Always blamin someone else, huh? Room’s for rent, I’ll rent it.”

      “I gave it up,” Ash said, admitting it.

      “Now why you do that?” he said.

      “I wanted to get out of here. We couldn’t sleep with all the noise.” She wasn’t trying to be rude now, she was resigned to what happened to them.

      “Why you here anyway? Bike week.”

      “We didn’t know,” she said.

      Ken said, “We don’t want any trouble,” looking around the room at all the intimidating big black men looking down on them with humourless faces.

      “Trouble? What’s wrong wit you? You the burglar. Come in, you two in my room. Where’d you put all the sheets?” he said, looking over at the bed.

      “We were robbed,” she told him, looking up at him now, a little more open, her face weak and wan.

      “Lock your doors?”

      She shrugged, said, “Maybe.” She shook her head. She couldn’t remember.

      They looked at each other for a moment, his wife and this guy. He was handsome, tall, maybe six-four, he had velvety skin and the build of an athlete. Ash was looking him over.

      He rubbed his broad chin and his almond eyes narrowed as he regarded her. He had diamond rings and a gold watch that sparkled in the daylight. “Gotta lock them doors.”

      She nodded and played with her ankles.

      “Ay, nothin I can do for you. We come last minute too, ended up at this dump,” he said, looking around the honeymoon suite they could barely afford. “I’m a producer—got some of my artists coming out to perform. Last minute. Need a room to stay. Ain’t no rooms in the whole beach now. Specially I’m here.”

      There was a Heard that, behind them and some general affirmations and smiles and nods.

      “Even I say you could stay, you’d be sharin a room with the ones comin. You don’t want that—they some animals.” His group laughed and looked at each other like that was an understatement.

      “We’re going to go home,” she said and Ken put his arm around her to comfort her.

      “It’s okay, baby.”

      “Maybe you could help us,” she said to him.

      “Help you? How?”

      “I don’t know,” she said.

      He rubbed his chin again, looking her over. He said, “Come up here.”

      Ash got up and she adjusted her shorts, pulled them out of her crack and stood in front of them kind of sheepish, rolling her feet on her ankles like a little kid.

      “What you need, girl?”

      “We don’t have anything. They took all our stuff. His wallet, his phone. All our money. Everything. Do you... do you have a charger?” she said and she reached behind her and showed him her phone, wagged it in her grip. “It’s dead.”

      He inhaled, sat up, looked over to a tall guy, long braids, waved him over. He came to stand next to the chair. Ash was only up to his chest. The guy reached up under his shirt and undid a zipper. Ash bit her lip and watched his hand work under the fabric.

      “Hey,” Ken said, “Hey, look, we can just...”

      Then the tall guy started spooling out thin white cord from a fanny pack he had under there. He bunched it up and held his hand out for Ash’s phone and she handed it to him.

      “What’s your name, girl?” the guy in the chair said.

      She watched the guy with her phone go to an outlet, kneel and plug it in and then get her phone connected. It dinged.

      “What’s your name?” he said again and he reached out and brought her closer with a hand on her lower back. She stepped forward, hesitant but without resisting.

      “Ashley,” she said.

      “Course it is,” he laughed. “I’m Jaquon,” he told her, looking into her eyes, and he took up her hand, dwarfed it with his big brown grip. He held her hand and brushed his thumb over the back of her tiny fingers.
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      “Thank you,” she said. “For the charger.”

      “Ain’t nothin,” he said, a sly smile peeling the corner of his plump lips. His eyes were cool slits and he bored holes into Ash and she melted next to him.

      “Y-you’re famous?”

      “People might know me.”

      “What do you do?”

      “Make music. Make musicians make music. Get paid.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Best part is doin shows, you know. Meet girls. Pretty little girls like you.”

      She giggled and smiled for him, lowered her eyes, said quietly, “That’s my husband.”

      “That guy there?” he said, joking with her.

      “Yeah,” she laughed, “I’m sure.”

      “You sure you sure?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      “You too much girl for my boy there.”

      “I am?” she said. She put her hands together in front of her, her fingers locked through one another.

      “Yeah, you somethin,” he said, “Turn around.”

      “What?” she laughed. “No, ha ha.”

      “Go on now, stop keepin it to yourself. Let me take a look.”

      “Why?”

      “I like you is why.”

      “You do?”

      Ken said, “We should just get going, Ash, you can call while it’s charging, you know, you—”

      “Ay, man,” Jaquon said and looked at him like he was ruining the party. “Take a seat up over there,” he said and he pointed to a chair like the one he was sitting on but behind Ken and against the wall.

      A guy as big and intimidating as a linebacker came and helped him up, put a hand out, dwarfed Ken’s hand in his own, and he lifted him up and pushed him towards the chair. Ken sat down. The linebacker looked him over, his face expressionless, then he went behind Jaquon and took a chair next to the TV.

      Jaquon said to Ash, “Do it, take a turn girl, show me what you got.”

      “Why?” she laughed again, being shy.

      Jaquon sucked his teeth, looked in her eye and his hands came out and rested on her hips, his long fingers coming right around behind her and touching her bottom. He started her turning and let her go.

      Ash turned for him, said, “There, now you see,” she turned nice and slow and Ken could see her getting up on her toes a little and making her calves flex, showing off how nice her legs were to this scary man.

      “Yeah, you got it.”

      “Got what?”

      “You got that,” he said and he ran his fingers over the curve of her rump and down the back of her thigh.

      “Agh,” she laughed and jumped, took a step away, said, “that tickles.”

      “You ticklish girl?”

      “A little,” she said, and she stepped back to stand next to him, her thigh pressing against his knee.

      Jaquon laughed too, looked into her eyes like he was trying to hypnotize her, said, “I like that. Bae, you need help, huh?”

      “Yeah,” she said. “We do.”

      “What you do for some help?”

      “I don’t know. What?”

      “Show us a little something.”

      “No, stop,” she bubbled, being coy.

      “Come on, now, just a little flash for a twenty.”

      “A flash,” she said, knowingly, a smile pulling her cheeks.

      “Show me them little titties.”

      She chewed her lips and looked at the twenty he held sticking straight up between the long fingers of his big hand.

      He added, “You hungry, ain’t you?”

      “Yeah,” she said and she crossed her arms over her chest.

      “This get you a McDonald’s, a cab to the airport. Call and get your mommy to buy you a ticket outta here. You be home and in you mamma’s arms before dinner.”

      Ken said, “Ash, don’t you dare.”

      “What’s your plan, Ken?” she said over her shoulder.

      “We’ll figure this out.”

      “We tried that. Bird in hand, remember? We can try a whole lotta things today, turn up nothing. Here’s twenty right here.”

      “Thats my girl,” Jaquon said, his lips peeled back on the whitest, most perfect, teeth anyone had ever seen. “Just a quick look-see, you be on your way.”

      Her mouth twisted all around and her hand came up tentatively and her fingers tucked into the fabric of her bikini top. She pinched and tugged and thought good and hard but she couldn’t do it.

      “Go on, now, just a little something.”

      She looked up at the ceiling, inhaled, then she tugged the fabric down and across her nipple, peeling across her flesh, her nipple plucked out, pink and bright, bare to the room. Not erect, but plump and lively, definitely reacting to the male smells in the room. It was met with enthusiasm. Jaquon smiled and nodded, looking at her bare little breast. His boys all whooped and elbowed each other, all of them getting their own good look at his wife’s perfect little tit. She yanked it back up and covered it. She wouldn’t look him in the eye, but she stepped forward and snatched the bill out of his hand, held it out to look at it.

      “It real, girl. That’s McDonald’s money.” He peeled off a fifty now from a roll held in the other hand and held it up for her to see. “You want some steak for lunch?”
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      Ken said, “Is that our money?”

      Jaquon snuffed, squinted, said, “Your money?”

      Ken squinted his eyes too, said, “From our room.”

      “Man, you fuckin... you think I took your stuff? You think it was me?”

      “Well...”

      “Yo man, I made seven figures last year. Don’t need nothin outta no hillbilly’s hotel room.”

      “We’re not hillbillies, we’re from the suburbs, okay?” Ken said.

      Jaquon laughed at him, looked around at the guys dotting the sides of the room, standing tall around Ash. They shook their heads.

      Ken said, “One of your posse?” He’d show Ash. Stand up to this guy.

      “Posse?” He laughed even harder now, a deep booming bass.

      “You don’t say that? Your crew, you know. Your squad,” Ken said.

      “Man, you so racist,” he chuckled now, then stopped. When he stopped they all stopped. He looked at Ken coolly, levelled his gaze right at him. He shifted his big bulk in the seat, making it squeak. His huge hands spread on his thighs, he lowered his gaze to get even with Ken.

      “R-racist? No way, man... Hey, no way...” he stammered, both his hands up to them showed him he was no threat, that there must be some misunderstanding is all. Then, he pointed to Ash, said, “She’s the racist.”

      Ash’s head darted up, her eyes snapped wide but then she laughed, looked around at all these big dudes standing around her. “Me? I am not! He’s being an idiot. I’m not at all. Like, not at all,” she chortled, her face blushing and a nervous uneasy smile stretched lopsided across her cute face.

      Jaquon sucked his teeth and looked at her through half-lidded eyes, twisted his plump lips up and shifted to one side, looked her up and down. She wilted, her shoulders slumped and she clasped her hands across her front.

      “Pssh, man, we was having a good time you two have to go an mess it up now.”

      “No,” Ash blurted, “no, he’s kidding, he’s nervous, we can still have fun... we—”

      “But you don’t like me, colour of my skin...” he said.

      Ash said, “I like you, I do, I love the colour of your skin, I—”

      “Prove you ain’t racist then.”

      “P-prove it?”

      “Yeah, you say you ain’t, prove it... words is easy, come on over here now,” he said, waving her over with his hand.

      Ash squeaked, “Come over?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      She looked over to Ken and she bit her lower lip. Her brow furrowed but then she took a step, her little sneaker planting down and she was moving slowly, tentatively towards him.

      “Ash,” Ken said, trying to get her attention. “Ash—”

      “Ay,” he boomed, snapped a finger and pointed at Ken and it stopped him. Jaquon didn’t take his eyes off his pretty wife as she crossed the room, her face twisted up like she couldn’t figure out a puzzle.

      She walked til she was standing in front of him. He was slumped in the hotel chair, his legs spread wide, his size fourteen Air Jordans pointing out at an angle either side of Ash’s tiny little feet.

      He said, “Come closer...”

      “No,” she giggled and she clasped her hands behind her now, just over her pert little butt. Her little breasts thrust out at him, poking out of her thin top.

      “I don’t want to party with no KKK bitch.”

      Ash laughed now and her head fell forward, her long blonde hair falling and shaking around her. “I’m not a KKK bitch,” she laughed.

      “Prove it then,” he said. “Put your lips on mine.”

      “Kiss you?” she laughed, her head gave a little shake.

      “Show me you ain’t a racist.” He smiled, made it sexy for her, Ken could tell, the way he was looking up into her eyes, his barely open, a smirk on his plump mouth.

      Ken groaned, “Ash, don’t.”

      She looked over at him. She turned back to Jaquon, said, “He was the one said I was racist.”

      “He did,” he said, his voice low and quiet but you could still hear a rumble in it.

      She kicked off her shoes, took another step forward, her bare toes clenching the carpet. She bent at the waist, kept her arms folded up over her breasts, hiding them from this other man. As she leaned to give him a little peck he leaned back, smiling and sucking his lips, pulling her to him. She put her hands out, laughing, knowing what he was doing and her bare white fingers touched down on his thighs to support herself.

      “That’s it,” he grumbled, “you’re almost there...”

      “Stop moving,” she giggled.

      He brought her leaning right over him, her weight on her hands, then he kissed her. Kissed his wife on her bare lips and she let him. She kissed him again, twisting her head around a little bit, making it just the slightest bit sensual. He could hear them making soft wet smacking sounds.

      She pulled back, kept her face a breath from his, said, “See, I told you I wasn’t a racist.”

      “Yeah, you all right. You definitely all right,” he said, looking her face over, his black eyes glinting in the narrow gap of his lids. “You can, you know, girl. Can if you want.”

      “Can what?”

      “I know you’re thinking about it.”

      “Thinking about—”

      “Feel what I showed you.”

      “Feel what?” she kind of laughed, not knowing what he meant.

      He kept his eyes on hers and he took her skinny wrist in his big hand and he led her between his legs.

      She laughed, “What are... ha ha, oh my God, what are you doing?” She didn’t struggle, she let him lead her hand and Ken could see her flip it around so her palm was facing him. He brought her wrist in until it rested on his bulge. She cupped it and he could see her fingers sink into his substantial flesh.

      “You been thinkin bout what I showed you, ain’t you?”

      “No,” she giggled, going up at the end like it was a question.

      “What did he show you, Ash? When?” She ignored him.

      “Yeah you were. Go on give it a feel, girl, ain’t nothing wrong at all bout that what you got in your hand.”

      “Ash! Ash, fucking don’t, okay. I’m sorry, all right...”

      She looked over at him and twisted her mouth up. Her hand still rested on Jaquon’s bulge.

      “I’m over here, girl, hey, baby,” Jaquon getting her attention back, she turned to him. Ken could see her hand gripping whatever was behind that cotton. Gripping and kneading it, definitely more than her hand could hold. She could cover Ken’s with one of her own little hands.

      She said something but her voice broke and it came out as a dry whisper.

      “What was that, girl?”

      She cleared her throat, said, “Is this why your voice is so deep?”

      “How you mean?”

      “Cause your, uh, cause your balls are so big.”

      “Ha ha, yeah, girl, yeah, probably...” there was some deep laughter around the room, everyone thinking that was funny except for Ken. It had got a little humid. Six big men, plus Ken, all breathing heavy, all getting the same feelings watching her do bad things.
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      “Right, now, I showed you what I got, how bout you show us a little a what you got?”

      “What do you mean?” she said, acting cute. He held her wrists and stood her back upright. His wife didn’t look like she was entirely done exploring what this other man had hanging between his legs.

      “You was gonna make some money. We was gonna have a little fun...”

      “Yeah,” she said, shyly, running her hair behind an ear.

      “Ay, man, Kesean, bump something,” he said to the guy with the fanny pack leaning against the wall next to their open hotel room door. People were passing by in the hall, oblivious to the tragedy playing out in the room he’d booked for their honeymoon.

      Kesean was tall and narrow, big shoulders, baggy clothes and sunglasses even thought they were inside. He had long braids, thick, hung down over his shoulders to the middle of his chest. He didn’t say anything but he got off the wall and closed the door now to the room, closing them all in there. He lifted his shirt and Ken could see the butt of a gun. His scrotum tightened. Kesean went into his pocket, same side as the pistol, and he pulled his iPhone out of his baggy jeans.

      Jaquon said, “That new track, one from that kid we got out in Greenville.”

      Kesean nodded and scrolled through his phone, then it came to life with the tinny sound of some bass, throbbing like a heartbeat, then a bunch of riffs, and some young voice came on talking about the streets and how it was.

      “Yeah, yeah,” Jaquon said, “that good.”

      “What do you want?” Ash said, hands clasped in front of her again, one of her little feet resting over the top of  the other. Her face was wan, but she had a bit of a smile and her eyes glistened wetly.

      Jaquon went into his pocket now and he pulled out more rolled up bills and he said, “Like I said, we have fun. Show us how you dance.”

      “Oh,” she blurted and she covered her face up with both hands, hunched forward like it was funny.

      “Come on,” Jaquon said and he leaned forward in his chair and he took a twenty and he tucked it into the waistband of Ash’s shorts, stuffed it in with one big finger. Ash leaned back and let him do it, watched him, peeking out over the tips of her fingers.

      She put her arms down and looked at the corner of the bill crumpled at the edge of her shorts. “Really?” she whispered, another smile, her eyebrows up in the middle.

      “Lot more where that came from, girl,” he said and he slumped back in his chair, watching her.

      She looked over at Ken, her eyes wide. Like the money was the answer to all their problems. “Ken,” she said, “we need it.”

      “I know,” he said. He nodded. His cock had hardened in his shorts.

      Her face beamed and she bit her lower lip. Then her hips started to sway. It took her a while to find the beat, to find it and gain her confidence. But she did. She wasn’t the best dancer, never had been, but she was looking good and sexy and her movement made the muscles in her legs flex.

      Everyone watched her, she closed her eyes and let herself go, she swayed and turned, in place, her arms were low and they went around in easy circles. Then the money came. Six of them all throwing bills at her feet, hissing yeahs, and work its, and encouraging her. She got bold and she moved her body more dynamically, thrusting her hips out farther, letting her knees sink deeper while she danced for them. The music bashed quietly out of the little phone’s speakers, the sounds of her feet on the carpet louder, their breathing heard over the hollow beats. The carpet was littered with crumpled tens and twenties, bright white against the dark blue pile.

      Ken got off his chair and onto his hands and knees. He went around the floor snatching up all the bills and stuffing them into his pockets. He worked around his wife’s perfect feet, afraid to even look up at her. Didn’t want to see how she was enjoying this, didn’t want her to see how weak he was, looking up from the floor at her.

      “Ha, look at that white boy go,” someone by the bed laughed. He kept his head down and picked up the money.
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      The more she danced and the better they responded, the more energetic she became. She thrust her hips now, she closed her eyes and her hands were up in her hair and she shook it for them, bounced her titties behind her bikini top so they could see them move. She thumped down, her butt touching her heels and jumped up again, spun and bent at the waist so they could see her ass. She shook it for them, shook it and wagged it. They were cheering for her. Even though she had a skinny little frame her butt was pert and bouncy, it stuck out round and taut and all six of these men loved the way she showed it to them.

      One of them stepped forward, a big guy, maybe with the darkest skin of them all, and he slapped her on her ass while her back was turned. Her flesh shook and jiggled and she yelped and jumped away, put both her hands over her little tush.

      “Hey, don’t!” Ken said, but he didn’t get off the chair, just showed them an angry face while he clutched bills to his lap.

      Ash spun around but she wasn’t mad like he thought she’d be. She was fake stern, chastising them, saying hey, but smiling and rubbing both her hands over her ass, smoothing it like it was sore.

      They all laughed at the show she was putting on now. She liked having them as an audience She was beautiful and these were men, real men, big and powerful, and she had their complete and undivided attention. She started swaying again and her hands went up behind her, up under her bright blonde hair and she was working on something. Her bra top loosened. She’d undone the straps of her bikini.

      “Ash, honey, we have enough already,” Ken said quietly, hugging the money.

      But she kept dancing, her eyes locked on Jaquon while her hands came around and clutched her top to her breasts. The straps fell free and swung around her while she kept dancing. The money kept coming, making her smile. She peeled the top down, lowering her hands slowly until the edges of her pink aureolas could be seen. They were shouting, ay, ay, come on, that’s it, let’s see em, baby, and she was smiling wide enough that she was showing her perfect teeth. She whipped it away and dropped the top to the floor, let it rustle in with all the new bills they’d tossed to her. Just as she let them see them she covered them with her hands and turned in circles, swinging her hips and letting them look at her ass now. Then her hands were down at her button to her shorts,

      “Ashley,” Ken said, but she didn’t even look over.

      She unbuttoned the pants, rolling her ass around, undid her zip and then shimmied out of them, bending and scurrying her shorts down to her knees, bending and showing them her bared ass cheeks, white globes slashed with the ‘v’ of her hot pink panties covering up her girl parts.

      They cheered, some slapped each other and laughed.

      “Ash, baby, seriously,” Ken tried but she couldn’t even hear him over their yelling. She stepped forward, hands clapping up over her breasts again and she kicked her shorts off with one leg and flung them at Kesean by the door, he laughed and caught them as they hit his chest and fell into his hands, smiling wide and white under his black sunglasses. Now she bounced around on her tip-toes, jerking and swaying, her hands over her tits and laughing like a little girl. Then she spun around, swooshed her hair around herself and bent over and shook her ass cheeks. She bounced them up and down and rolled them and let them jiggle for these men she was driving mad. Their reaction was over the top but it should be, she was incredible.

      Jaquon smiled at her as she turned again, their eyes locked and while he looked friendly there was a menace to him now, like she’d triggered something primal inside him and he was looking at her like she was prey. He put a big hand inside the front of his black sweatpants and he pulled his cock out. Ken gasped. It was shocking. Ash smiled wider and she looked at it, still gently swaying. It was long and thick, big even in his big hand. It was darker than his caramel coloured skin, black almost, the bursting shining tip a glistening deep cherry red. He stroked it and she watched him do it. She showed him her breasts while he did it, knowing this guy was looking at her being vulgar, almost criminal.

      “I think that’s enough, Ash,” Ken said. One of them on his right by the chair handed him a white trash bag that had lined the waste basket, held it so he could stuff the money in it.

      Jaquon kept stroking his huge cock, watching his wife and smiling and sucking his lips. Ash kept swaying, slowing though, like she was mesmerized by what she was seeing him do. He shoved the waistband down lower between his legs, let her see that there was more he had, he was even bigger than she thought.

      She was sucking on her lower lip, smiling coyly at this man who wasn’t her husband and Ken felt his heart breaking. Felt how dirty she was, how turned on she was by this man’s obvious sexuality, by the sheer size of what he had. It made him hard, ache like he was going to burst in his own pants, to see her so turned on that she would do something so wrong.

      She danced and swayed while Jaquon kept working his cock and she sashayed til she was close to him, then she took one dainty cute step and brought herself right between his open legs and she dropped down to her knees. She surprised even Jaquon. She leaned in close and examined his penis. She watched as he stroked, as his skin bunched and stretched, as his plump cock head wriggled with tension and the hole in it stretched and grinned at his wife, winking for her.

      “You like that, don’t ya girl?”

      Ash said, “How much if I put that big thing in my mouth?”
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      “You don’t wanna do that for free?”

      His wife smiled and shook her head no.

      “I like your head for business. You go, girl.”

      “A thousand,” Ash said.

      “A thousand dollars to suck my cock?”

      “No, just to put it in my mouth,” she said and she cocked her head, looking sweet, trying to do some marketing.

      Jaquon reached down and held her cheek, brushed a big thumb across her cheekbone and she closed her eyes. He said, “Go on put your hands on it.”

      “We have a deal?” Ash asked him.

      “Course, bae. Go on now.”

      “Okay,” Ash said and she worked her way close to him. He sat back now, let his cock go and it wagged in front of her. She watched it move until he was settled, comfortable, eased back and watching.

      She sucked both her lips into her mouth and they popped out again as she couldn’t help a smile when her hands reached out towards this other man’s cock. She ran a finger along the underside of it, watched it drag across its black skin. “It’s so big,” she whispered.

      “What’s that?” he said, wanting her to say it louder so Ken could hear.

      She cleared her throat again, said, “I said, it’s so big.”

      “You like that, girl?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, I think I really do.”

      She wrapped her hand around it carefully, gingerly, testing its feel in her grip. She stroked it up to the tip, swiped her thumb over his glans. “It’s amazing,” she said.

      Her other hand came up now and she clasped them together and slowly went up and down his cock. It was twice as long as both her fists scrunched together.

      “How ya boy over there?”

      “What do you mean?” she said, her eyes still on this totem she held in her fists.

      “He got something like this?”

      “No,” she said, “not at all.”

      Jaquon laughed. “No, he don’t look like he do, do he?”

      There was a chuckling consensus. Even Ash giggled.

      She said, “His is kind of small.”

      “This a big day for you then, ay?”

      “This is a big day,” she laughed. “Okay, I’m going to do it,” she told him.

      “You do it then, now.”

      She gripped his wide base with one hand, her fingers not coming together, and she pointed it so it was looking right at her. She stared it down. Then her neck craned and her tongue came out and Ken watched the point of it tap against Jaquon’s cock. She ran it along the cleft in his glans, pressed it in the hole, and then let her tongue go wide and slowly spread and slide along the underside. Her mouth opened, her lips peeled back and his huge glans stretched her mouth open and slipped inside her. She pushed her head on it, let it sink and stretch her out. They could hear her breath wavering through her nose.

      It was Jaquon’s turn to suck his lips in and his head leaned back too, his narrowed eyes still locked on Ash. Ken watched from the side, saw his wife in just her pink panties squatting between the legs of this big black man, his thick cock pushing her lips wide as it sunk inside her mouth. Ash’s jaw was cranked, her chin down to her neck, her hair hung over her breasts. She bobbed a bit, she’d got him as deep as it would go and now she rocked her head on it, slight movement up and down and it made Jaquon grunt. Her fingertips gently stroked his shaft down near the base. She slowly brought her lips off him, his cock gleaming wet where her mouth had been, and she brought her lips to a point at his very tip then she licked her lips and gave his hole a little kiss.

      “There,” she said, “I bet that was nice.”

      Jaquon laughed and watched her. She stroked his cock using her spit, her hand twisting and rolling around his huge cock head.

      “What else you got on offer?” he asked her.

      “I don’t know,” she said coyly.

      “You ain’t never been stretched by something like this have you?”

      “No,” she chuckled.

      “He don’t fill you up, do he? He fill you up? Make you feel good?”

      “No,” she said, then whispered, “I’m a virgin.”

      “Hold up now,” he said and he got serious. “A virgin?”

      “Yeah, this is our honeymoon and we were supposed to lose it together.”

      “He a virgin too?”

      “Yeah, we both are.”

      Jaquon laughed, laughed hard, deep bass booming from his chest. “For real? How old are you?”

      “We’re nineteen.”

      “Shii-iit.”

      Another deep voice said, “I’ll buy your virginity.” They all looked to the side, the big young linebacker sitting in a chair like Ken but on the other side of the room.

      “Buy my virginity?” Ash laughed. “It’s not for sale.”

      “Ten thousand,” the linebacker said now and stood up, the front of his pants had pressed out, aroused by Ken’s beautiful, pristine wife. The outline of his thick tremendous cock pressed up through his cotton pants.

      “Ten th—” she whipped her shocked face around to look at Ken. This was insane.

      Jaquon said, “My boy making that Pro Football paper, now. All right, all right. I hear it. I’m a pay twenty.”

      Ash blurted, “Twenty thousand?” Her face had gone pale as he’d ever seen it.

      The big Pro Footballer said, “Twenty-five,” serious as stone.

      Ash jerked her head back to Ken and mouthed, Holy shit!

      Ken shook his head at her, furrowed his brow. That was his virginity. That was for him. She wasn’t looking, her eyes on Jaquon to see if he had a counter offer.

      “C’mon up, girl,” he said to Ash.

      “What?” she said.

      “Come on up, show me what I’m buying.”

      “What you’re buying?”

      “Let me see this virgin pussy,” he said.

      “Oh,” she said and she got up slowly and stood in front of him, then she looked around at all of the men watching and she put her thumbs into the side of her panties and she slipped them down her thighs, the fabric pressing into her perfect flesh as she slid them down. She slipped her little feet out of them and stood completely one-hundred-percent naked in front of him. She clasped her hands between her thighs and covered her pretty mound up, shy to show it.

      Jaquon reached out and he bumped her hands away and he looked at her sex, her tight little mound, the gentle swell of it, the shallow delicate cleft and her light pale wispy hair there that covered it. He rubbed up her front with his first knuckle and Ash’s legs buckled and she had to steady herself. “Whoo,” she laughed, “that feels funny.”

      He stroked her nicely, watching her flesh yield to his pressure, then his finger opened out and he slid it between her legs, the tip running along her little seam. “Oh, wow,” she laughed and her tummy was flinching. She rolled her eyes up to the ceiling and bit her lips. She squeezed her thighs together around his huge hand and she put hers down over his wrist to stop him, said, “Not inside though, okay? I’ve never had anything inside there.”

      Jaquon shook his head, said, “You ain’t kidding, are you? You never had a man before.”

      “No, I haven’t. I saved myself for my marriage.”

      Jaquon touched the finger that had been between her legs to his lips and he flopped back into his chair, bewildered. “You fuckin serious. Man. Fifty,” he said, “fifty grand.”

      Ash sort of jumped in place and she clasped her hands up over her heart, “Oh my God,” she squeaked, “fifty thousand!”

      The Pro Footballer absently squeezed the growing pipe down his pant leg and he smacked his lips, looked disappointed and he sat back down.

      Ash said to him, “I have another virginity.”

      The Pro Footballer said, “What?”

      “Nobody’s put one in my behind either.”

      He smiled and leaned forward. He was back in the game.
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      “Can my husband sit with me?”

      “He gotta keep his clothes on.”

      “Yeah,” she said, breathy, excited, but somehow worn out too.

      Ken got up and he went to her and he put his arms around her, felt her bare body under his hands, said, “Ash, please don’t, baby, you can’t. This was for me.”

      “This is for us, baby, I’m thinking of us. You know what this could mean for us?”

      “Don’t you?”

      “Oh come on, Ken, don’t you love me? No matter what? I’m doing this for us. You’ll have me every time after this...”

      “I love you so much, Ash, that’s why—”

      “We can do this,” she said firmly.

      “Baby, you wanted your first time to be special—”

      “This is pretty special,” she laughed, and she looked over her shoulder at Jaquon who was pulling his shirt over his head. He was laughing under there, then he pulled himself out of it and stood shirtless, his pants down his hips, his huge cock curling straight out and angry from his body, the plump head of it like a clenched fist. He was muscular and tattooed, swirling black lines that worked up his arms and over his chest and up his neck. Even words across his hard muscled belly.

      “Holy shit,” Ash said, “that body.” She got out from Ken and she went to the bed and she climbed up on it, bare as could be. Ken stood, watched her plaintively. His shoulders fell as he watched the love of his life bounce her pretty body around on the bed, a big smile on her face, a big smile meant for another man. He came to the bed too and sat himself up on the pillows out of the way and clasped his hands in his lap.

      Ash watched Jaquon pull those pants right down and kick his shoes off, step out of them. His black monster swinging and bobbing with his movements. She watched and waited in breathy anticipation.

      The other men were moving around, all jostling for position to watch. They surrounded the bed, some leaned back and looked cool, two sat on the bed like Ken did but on the other side.

      Ash sat with her knees up and her legs open, her arms reaching out to Jaquon, inviting him in. He walked on his knees to her and she put her arms around him and felt his body. Her hands looked so white and so tiny against his black skin and his muscles. He dipped his head to her and she met his lips with hers. She kissed him, her lips parted and she sucked his tongue. This other man’s hands were moving over his wife now, feeling what she was like, enjoying her silky skin. That was supposed to be his alone.

      His hands covered her like she was nothing. One hand was as big as her whole upper back. He smoothed and stroked her and she did the same, her fingers raking like claws, their tips dragging across his beautiful skin. She came around to his waist while they kissed. She felt his lower back and then reached around and clenched his round hard ass. She giggled into his mouth, breaking the smacking sounds with a high bubbling. She said, “You’ve got an amazing body.”

      “Same you, girl,” he said, and he took her mouth back, claimed her. She got both her hands to his shaft now and she started stroking him again. He kissed her until she lay back on the bed and she let it go, let it swing. Then he kissed down her chest and he moved his thick lips across her little tits and he plucked and sucked at each of her nipples. Her little pink buds hardened right before them all, tightening and climbing to the ceiling. She ran her fingers over the back of his head and held him to her chest. She closed her eyes and moaned. Then he was moving south, making sucking noises as he worked the flesh of her tummy, bit and nibbled his way down to her belly button and then further, headed between her legs. Ash’s breaths got quicker, knowing what he was intending, her breaths turned to squeaks as her anticipation became overwhelming.

      Then Ken watched as this man’s big pink tongue flattened between his wife’s legs and she cried out bright and happy to be finally touched down there like that. No man had ever put his mouth on her. Jaquon stroked her, pulled at her little pink lips, sucked them into his mouth and twirled her flesh with the tip of his tongue. His wet mouth made scratching sounds against her fine hairs.

      “Oh, oh, oh, Ken, he feels so good,” she whispered next to him. He watched her face for a moment. Looked at her sweet little hairline, her closed eyes, her parted lips and her wet little tongue in there. She was so beautiful and he wished he could be the man she needed him to be.

      Jaquon got to his knees and he looked at her, his big hands resting on her spread legs. He didn’t say a thing, his eyes locked on her and there was something between them and they knew what it was. She nodded, she looked scared but excited. Her eyes were wide and wet, her ice blue pupils trembled. She nodded again, gave an encouraging little squeak in her throat.

      He held his cock in his fist and he stroked it. Ken said, “Ashley, that’s too big, baby, you can’t take that, you’re too little.”

      “I want it,” she gasped. Her hips came off the bed and they rocked as she flexed her ass, her pussy begging to be filled by what he was holding. Jaquon spit in his hand and he stroked himself one more time. He held his manhood out, big as a shave can, and he stroked his wet glans though his wife’s pink folds. When she felt it she cried out. She nodded again, whispered, “Please, please...”

      He ran that fat head back and forth over her, got her tummy fluttering again, then he held it in place and eased it into her. She gasped and hissed, he pulled out. He took her wetness and he polished it over his tip with his fingers. Her hips eased forward, wanting him inside her. He pushed again and she kept nodding. They all watched that thing slowly slide inside her, painful beat by painful beat. It slid into her at the quiet pace of a heartbeat and then it stopped. “Ow, ow,” she mouthed. “Ow, it hurts,” she whispered. “Oh, ow.”

      He eased back and then tried again, she whispered, “Yeah,” then, “Ow,” then, “Come on, yeah.” There was resistance. His shaft still mostly outside, just the wide flared end of him had disappeared into her body. There was tension as he pressed and there was no give. She sucked her lips into her mouth and whimpered, and then he broke her. He split her insides with his huge thick cock. Her hymen tore and she cried out in exquisite pain. Ken reached out and grabbed her hand and she dug her fingers into him.

      “Shit, you tight,” Jaquon hissed into her.

      “Kiss me,” she said, “please, kiss me.”

      Their mouths came together again and her hands clawed at his back as he kept that thing going into her. They sucked and smacked and she hissed, “God, that hurts, it’s so big,” and he swallowed her tongue up and kept sliding that cock into her. Her knees came up high, and her little feet bobbed with their movements.

      His hips drew back and she cried out again. Then he plunged and her eyes went wide like she was in shock. “Oh my. Oh my. Oh my, God,” she said as he started to fuck her.

      “Baby, you okay?” Ken asked her. His vision had got a little blurry as he felt his eyes tear up. Somehow though, under it all, he was aroused out of his mind and his cock ached to be touched. He ached to be the one that was inside her right now.

      “Oh, whoa, oh,” she groaned as he put his weight on her with his thrusts. Her feet came around his waist and she locked her ankles around his back. His thrusts lifted her off the bed, pulled her to him and then pressed her into the sheets. Now she cried out in ecstasy, high and steady, it broke with his powerful thrusts. He fucked her like that forever, fucked her til they were both sweating. His muscles gleamed in the daylight streaming in off the oceanside window. Ash pressed her fingers into him and felt every wonderful bit of his big perfect body.

      She moaned to Ken, “Look at his body, baby, look at that thick cock going in me.”

      “I see it, Ash. I love you.”

      “His cock, ah, is so fucking big.”

      “Is it hurting?” he asked her, worried about her.

      She gasped, “Ah, he hurts me so good...”

      “Ash, you’re not a virgin anymore,” he said and he put his hand on her warm sweaty shoulder, felt the power through her that she was being rocked with.

      She laughed and gasped, “He broke me, Ken, he made me a woman with that big cock...”

      She hooked her hands in behind her knees and brought them right up to her nipples, her sex bared wide for Jaquon. Ken could see his black cock dragging out his wife’s pink membranes with his girth with every thrust. Ash cried with pleasure.

      “Fuck me, Jaquon, fuck me, you feel so fucking good inside me…”

      Her words drove him harder, her feet went up over his shoulders and bounced around his ears and he fucked her hard, made the whole bed shake with his power. Ash moaned, “Oh, you fuck me so good, oh that cock, mm...”

      Jaquon bent again and bit her chin, she was too wild with focus on his intrusion to kiss him back, she was shut off, her brain elsewhere as she got ploughed with his enormous cock.

      He slowed and she cried, begging him to keep fucking her, he pulled out and let his cock run through her mound and then up her belly. She grabbed it, said, “Fuck me, don’t stop, fuck me more,” and she ran her hand over the top of his cock, her fingers made circles over his swollen glans. She looked between them, gasped, “It comes up to my belly button, how are you even getting that in there?” then she kissed him, she put her arms around his thick powerful neck and he lined himself up again, dragged his hips back til his tip was in her hot pink stripe. She looked at her own hand over his shoulder, bloodied from her insides, she whispered, “Oh, you took my cherry, Jaquon,” and then she nibbled on his diamond earring. He plunged forward and she yelped and thrust her head back.

      Then she whispered into Jaquon’s ear and Ken heard it, heard it and slumped. She said, “How much for you to shoot your stuff up in my belly—double?”

      Jaquon laughed, his breaths coming quick and excited, snorting through his nose, he grunted, “You a good girl…”

      “Double?” she squeaked high and delighted with what he was pounding into her. Her head went back, showing him how much she was being driven wild, her nails raked the skin of his thick neck.

      “Shit, angh, fuck, girl,” he panted, his muscles shaking with excitement, “fuck, mm, dee-al…”

      Ash caressed his head, and looked in his eyes, “You will? Pay me double? I want it, I want to feel it…”

      Jaquon nodded, his breaths were ragged and hard, he was going to come. He nodded again, sweat streamed from him, beaded on his shining skin and it dripped from the end of his nose and splashed on Ash’s pale collar.

      “Yeah, do it then, come inside me, Jaquon, do it, do it…” she thrust herself back in the pillows, her chin pointing to the ceiling and her lips stretched in a snarl, her white teeth clenched tight. She raised her arms up over her head and bared herself completely to him. His hands went over her, catching on her plumped nipples, making them jiggle as he crossed them and went up her thin arms and he clasped his big fingers through her little ones.

      Jaquon’s thrusts came double time, then triple time. He reared up suddenly and he grabbed her little ankles in his two big hands and he pulled her legs up and out.

      He had Ash yelling now, crying out with each big powerful thrust. Her feet flexed and all her tiny toes wiggled and bent. Ken saw her little tummy bulge, poked out with deep intrusion by this black man’s enormous weapon. Jaquon grunted, low and animal. Sweat streamed from him and he shone in the light. “Rah, rah,” he growled, getting close.

      “Oh, Ash,” Ken whimpered and he reached out, squeezed her hand tight, felt her diamond ring press sharply into his palm.

      She cried, “He’s gonna come in me, Ken, he’s gonna, ah, come, ah, ah…”

      Jaquon roared finally. His face clenched and the sweat splashed off him. He was burying that enormous thing in her tiny little pussy, contracted thrusts forced deep inside her, shooting all he had in those balls up inside Ken’s pretty little white wife. Ash looked down her body, hissed Yeahs, watched her own tight belly bulge with what she had inside her. She moaned, “Oh, I feel it, Ken, I feel it squirting inside me.” Her nails dug into the back of his clenched fingers.

      “Oh, Ash, oh,” Ken mourned. He reached out and brushed a sweaty lock of her golden hair off her damp shining face.

      “Ah, oh, mm,” she continued to murmur, still enjoying the feel of this man inside her. Jaquon slowed, his thrusts less insistent but just as deep. His growls turned to pants and his body slumped over Ash. He planted his two big hands on either side of her and lowered his head to her and she hugged her arms around his neck again and sucked on his lips. He chuckled and moaned, satisfied. He reached between them where they were connected and he pulled his tool out and dropped it on her belly. It glistened and shone wet from their sex.

      “Wow,” she sighed and she looked in his eyes. He leaked onto her tummy, his pearly seed filling up the cup of her belly button.

      

      Jaquon was spent. He hovered over her on all fours, rising up sleepily and satisfied, his cock hung heavily between his thighs.

      “Girl that was worth every penny. That was the sweetest pussy I ever felt, no doubt.”

      “Thank you,” she said, and she shied her eyes away.

      He sighed now, and he raised up and backed off the bed, watching her face and smiling, her smiling back at him. He stepped to the side and she saw the man lurking behind him and gasped.

      The Pro Footballer had disrobed and stood at the foot of the bed, readying himself. He was shorter than Jaquon and lighter skinned, but he was wide and far more muscular. He had a broad slab of a chest and huge round shoulders like cantaloupes and they flexed and rippled with his movement. He was stroking himself and watching Ash. One big hand gripped around an impossibly wide and thick cock, his other hand squeezed and coddled his own big balls.

      “Oh, shit,” Ash laughed. “Wow.”

      “Ash, baby, I don’t—”

      She wasn’t hearing him again. Her face was wide and anxious, her lips opened around her toothy smile.

      He climbed on the bed, a serious expression of ill-intent. He walked to her on his hands and knees. His cock hung and swung, not as long as Jaquon but wider and thicker. Jaquon’s was big and graceful, beautiful in its way, this one looked fearsome and bluntly unforgiving.

      “What’s your name?” Ash whispered as he came to her and she put her hands up on his huge shoulders.

      “Marquise,” he said, and he kissed her neck. She raised her chin and let him in, let her head fall gently to the side as he kissed his way to her collarbone.

      “Hi, Marquise,” she giggled.

      He brought his head back and regarded her, examined her eyes and she looked back, the two of them making a brief connection. He leaned in and kissed her lips and she took him, put her mouth on his and ran her fingernails over his neck and shoulders and through his close cropped hair.

      He walked up over her hips, his knees going into the mattress on either side of her, rocking her little body with his weight. He got up now, broke their kiss and she put her hands on his thighs as he went, that thick thing swinging over her body, her eyes locked on it, watching it. He got to her chest and let his thing hang in her face and she took it up it one hand and studied it.

      “Holy shit,” she said. She couldn’t come near getting her fingers around it. It was gnarly, scribbled with bulging knotted veins. The head was small and blunt with a deep wide cleft, two plump knobs around a deep hole. She ran her tongue along the cleft, tickled around his tip, darting over the raised edges of his glans.

      “Agh, girl,” he mumbled, “yeah.”

      She put her lips over it, opening her jaw wide to do  it. She ran her fingers through her saliva and rubbed it over his shaft.

      “You gotta get that wet, girl,” he said.

      “I can’t get it in my mouth,” she said. “You’re too thick.” He was. She could get her lips around the head, but he was too wide past that for his wife’s little mouth.

      “Oh my god,” she said, looking it over again, “you’re bigger than my little forearm.” She pushed it up against his belly with one hand and then put her elbow against his big hanging balls and lay her arm up against his rock hard belly, side by side with his manhood. He was just as long, and it was wider than her wrist.

      Marquise leaned back and put his hand between her legs and it made wet sounds, running his fingers through her furrowed flesh. His muscled mid-section rippled with his movement and Ash admired it. She stroked that thing and watched her grip struggle with it. Then he was dismounting, getting off her and stroking himself with her wet evidence. “Go on, now, get up on all fours, stretch like a cat for me.”

      “Okay,” she giggled. She rolled over on to her tummy and she caught Ken’s eye and she wriggled her eyebrows for him and bit her bottom lip.

      “I love you, Ash,” he said.

      “I love you, baby,” she said but she was looking at the headboard. She got on her hands and knees and she pushed her bottom out for the Pro Footballer. His big muscular hand swooped in her crack ran under her front, feeling her pussy, running a finger along her sex, and then slipped it inside her.

      “Ha ha,” she laughed, “ow,” she said and she frowned. Her eyes went to Ken’s and she said, “It’s a little sore,” and she turned her nose up.

      “You should stop, Ash.”

      She shook her head. Marquise got behind her and he dropped that cock onto her ass cheeks right up the centre and over her tailbone. She bounced and wiggled her butt for him, felt its weight on her back and moved so her soft skin would stroke it. He slapped her cheek and she yelped, then laughed, and they all chuckled around her. All their eyes were on her and she looked around at them sucking her lips and smiling.

      Marquise pulled back and pressed that fat thing against her seam.

      “Oh, yeah,” she whispered and she closed her eyes.

      He pushed it into her, Ken could see the head of it squirm against her tight hole but then it gave up its resistance and started to accept this big foreign thing.

      “Agh,” she grunted and her face twisted up.

      “It’s okay, baby,” Ken whispered. “I’m here.”

      “Shh,” she shushed him. “Mm,” she grunted and bit her lips.

      Marquise gave her more, they all could hear the wet sticky sound of his penetration over the tinny rap music from the forgotten iPhone. Her flesh crackled and spread for his huge wide cock. Marquise grunted with pleasure at his wife’s tightness and he snarled too, gave little thrusts, trying to force himself inside and not tear her apart at the same time.

      Air belched around his intrusion and Ash giggled, and it gave them all a little laugh. “Sorry,” she chirped.

      Then she sighed and her eyes went wide as he sunk himself deep inside her ass. “Oh, ow, ow,” she said, “oh god, that’s so fucking huge.”

      Then he withdrew, nice and easy, plunged again and got another painful gasp from her.

      “Baby,” she squeaked, and she put her hand out to Ken to be held, “It hurts, baby.”

      “You okay?”

      “Yeah,” she whined.

      Marquise found a rhythm, fucking her anus slowly but deliberately. Her little hole was making all sorts of popping air noises back there, sticky gushing sounds. Marquise slapped her again across her haunch.

      She didn’t yelp this time, her face was scrunched up in pain, she was whispering, “Ow, ow, ow.”

      “Baby, we better stop,” Ken said.

      “Mm-mn,” she hummed shaking her head no. “I’m, ah, o-okay,” she hissed.

      Kesean, sitting next to her like Ken was, on her other side reached out and ran his long-fingered hand through her hair, and Ash moaned and leaned into it.

      He said, “It’s all right, girl. He a make you feel real good soon.”

      “Uh-hunh,” she squeaked. Her other hand went out and she clutched Kesean’s thigh.

      Then Marquise picked his pace up, felt her hole relax around him and started to fuck her for real.

      She cried out, her eyes closed and her mouth parted. Her cries shook with his pounding. Kesean watched and he pulled the front of his jeans down and took his cock out. He took Ash’s little hand from his thigh and guided it down and she knew what to do. Her small white fist wrapped around him and stroked him roughly, his big half-hard cock wriggling and flopping over her thumb while she jerked him. “Oh yeah,” she gasped, “oh, oh...” she moaned as she got fucked.

      She took that big thing up her ass and she stroked Kesean until he was hard and his glans shone, the skin pulled taut and ready. He got up and pulled his pants down, started kicking his feet out of them. Marquise clenched her hips, both of his big hands wrapping around her tiny frame and the tips sinking into her sweet flesh. He braced her and fucked her hard, way too hard. But his wife loved it, she cried in fierce pleasure and her flesh shook and her little perfect breasts hung down and they slapped and jiggled, her nipples hard and excited as Ken was.

      “You look so good, Ash, you’re so beautiful, honey. I love you, baby.”

      “Yeah, ah, ah, hanh,” she bubbled, her face twisted up, her lips peeled, her bright teeth winking in the sunlight. The room was hot and wet now and it had filled with the smell of sex, and sweat, and ass, and horny men.

      Kesean got on his knees and walked to her, grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her face up. He took his big cock and he tapped it on her chin and she laughed, she opened for him and he ran the head of it across her bottom lip and then she closed her mouth over it. Kesean sat back on his heels and planted his palms into the pillow behind him and let his head go back, his heavy braids swaying behind him. Ash gripped his thing in one hand and she worked it in her mouth, sucking and slurping, using Marquise’s thrusting to guide her on Kesean.

      Two others on the far side of the bed now took their pants down while they watched, figuring they would get a turn and they stepped forward and watched with their big swollen dicks sticking out from under their baggy T-shirts. Their hands went over her and touched her while she took it and gave it, and it brought sweet cooing sounds out of her.

      Ash looked up and smacked Kesean’s cock on her cheek, swiped it around her face, over her tongue, said, “Take off your shirt,” then plunged him back into her wet mouth. Kesean sat on his haunches and he pulled his shirt off over his head, and Ash swept her other hand across his hard lean body, feeling how good and sexy he felt.

      Then Marquise was close and Ken watched him as he got ready to come inside his wife. His body shone with sweat, his muscles rippled and his abs flexed. He pounded into Ash, each forceful thrust sending a shake across her skewered bottom. His fingers dug into her flesh as he pinned her hips to his and pounded her like he hated her. He grunted and cursed. Ash had to pull off Kesean, the thrusts were too violent, she hissed over her shoulder at him, “Fuck, yeah, gimme it, give it.”

      “Ah, unh, you... fuck...” he grunted.

      Ash stroked Kesean, her other hand cradling his wrinkled sack, and she snarled. “Fucking give it to me...”

      Marquise roared out like he’d won the Superbowl and he buried himself so deep she cried out and squished Kesean’s cock in her grip, made him wince.

      “Ah, fuck, ah, fuck,” Marquise grunted as he pulsed his seed up into her body. His hands gripped her, firmly clasped her to him, making her look so tiny.

      Ash fell forward, gasping into Kesean’s crotch. She still clutched his hard member in one hand but her nose and mouth went into the crook of his thigh, lifting one of his testicles up and it sat on her chin.

      “Oh, ah, ho,” she chortled into Kesean. “Oh, ow, sss—careful,” she hissed.

      Marquise let her go and fell back, holding his cock in one hand as it slid painfully out of his wife. Ash moaned and yipped. He slumped on his heels, his cock wet, dripping with his semen. His face was drawn and empty, wiped blank by satisfaction.

      Kesean took her by her upper arms and he brought her mouth up to his. Ash got to her knees and she let him kiss her. He grabbed her thigh and pulled her leg up so she was straddling his hips, his other hand slapped her ass and reached down behind, between them, found his cock and guided it to her wet gaping centre and he plunged himself up inside her. She sat and bounced on him but she was too out of it to make any noises, give any encouragement, she just moaned and cried and gasped while he fucked her and her hands went over his shoulders and felt the muscles of his arms.

      

      Kesean’s big thumbs curled back so he could rub the bend against Ash’s hardened nipples. He held her sides and his thumbs went over her, flicking her hardened cherry buds while he fucked her. She bounced in his lap and Ken looked between them, thought about how far that long cock of his was going up in his wife and how he wouldn’t be able to ever make her feel like she felt now.

      “Oh, ah,” she gasped, “what’s ah, what’s happening?”

      “You good girl, you good, you got this...”

      “Oh my God,” she said, bright, surprised, like she was seeing something coming out of the fog. Like she was on the deck of the Titanic and she saw the iceberg looming in the dark now, inevitably meant for her, coming for her. “Oh wow, oh my God,” she said again, “something... oh...”

      Her head twisted while she rode him, like she was trying to shake something off but whatever it was it had her good. Her chest heaved like she was on the last mile of a marathon, she gasped, a squeak hiding there, somewhere in her breath, coming quicker and quicker.

      “Ha, you nuttin, girl, go on...”

      “Oh,” she gasped and she fell forward, her forehead smacking wetly against Kesean’s hard chest and he thrust his hips against her harder and faster. Ken could see his scrotum flailing and slapping Ash’s ass from where he was sitting, giving her little wet smacks with each thrust.

      “Ohhh,” she groaned and cried into him and he put his arms around her.

      “Aw, your first nut girl? You ain’t ever before?”

      “Ahh, ohh... oh, what?—oh!”

      “You comin, girl,” one of them said and he rubbed her back for her, “he make you come.”

      She heaved and gasped, gulped air, pressed herself into Kesean. Her mouth bit and kissed at his flesh, she kissed over to his nipple and sucked it into her mouth. “Oh, ha, ha, oh, wow, did I come?” she asked, her voice warbled with Kesean’s thrusting.

      “Ah, oh, ss-stop,” she said, “it feels funny.” She laughed and climbed up off his long pole and it slapped up on his belly. She plopped her butt down on his thighs and she grabbed that big cock with both hands and stroked him vigorously, watched his cock slip through her fists. “Yeah, come for me now, you come for me.”

      “Anh,” he said and he put a forearm across his eyes. Then he blurted, ungh, and he shot his seed straight up in the air.

      “Oh,” Ash gasped and laughed and her head shot back and watched it stream up and land on her forearm. He kept launching and thrusting through her grip and it made her laugh as she watched it fly. “Oh wow, I wasn’t expecting that. Ken’s kind of dribbles.”

      “Ash,” Ken said.

      “It does,” she said, watching it still pulse out of Kesean who was grunting and groaning, his muscled belly rising and falling.

      “Did you come, Ash?”

      She nodded.

      “That was so hot,” she said to Kesean, her hands slipping up and down his slick, streaming shaft. She lowered her face to it and held it against her cheek, the thing as long as the tip of her chin and up past her hairline. “So hot,” she said, her mouth open and his seed smearing her lips. Then she ran her pink tongue up the underside, spreading it wide as his cock til it came to the tip and she curled it up, flicked it, a pearl bead nesting on it. Then she closed her mouth around her tongue and tasted him, swallowed what she’d licked from him. She closed her eyes and giggled, opened and put her mouth over him and let him sink into her, spread her lips wide.

      “Girl, you a quick learner,” Kesean said, watching her suck on his cock.

      “I’ve never tasted a man before,” she told him.

      “What you think?”

      She shrugged and smiled, looking right into his eyes. “About what I expected.” Then, “I like it.”

      One of the men sitting at the side of the bed kneaded her ass and felt her thighs. He was the tallest and the blackest of the six men. His hands were enormous, taking up his wife’s entire little behind. He watched his own hand work, parting her cheeks and feeling in between her thighs. His cock lay in his lap, long, halfway to his knees, uncircumcised. Jaquon and Marquise sat in the background, both of them slumped and satisfied, watching still, their big cocks and balls hanging down against the fronts of the upholstered chairs.

      “I think it tastes like ch—”

      The tall black man was impatient and he had her by her tiny waist now and pulled her up off Kesean. Ash clamoured and kicked her legs, but when he got her to her knees and she faced him she giggled.

      “You’re tall,” she said, quietly, the two of them on their knees on the bed together, Ash’s chin level with his nipples. His cock hung against her, erect but dangling, another one that was as big as her forearm.

      He dipped his head and kissed her and she kissed him back, his hands smoothing over her, feeling her sweet body, plucking at her hardened nipples. He was so black in contrast against her. Her hand found that big thing hanging, touching her and she absently started to stroke it. Her hand went along it, holding it out to the side of them, her arm swivelling at the elbow tucked in at her waist. She watched her white hand on his very dark cock, watched the movement of his wrinkly, chalky looking black foreskin. When she stroked it, his shining mahogany cock head peeked out at her, winking bright and taut in all those burnt black folds. She got him rock hard, his pulsing erection developing a bend near the end and a twist.

      Ash, examining it, said, “Ha ha, wow, yours is so crooked.” She laughed, stroking him, her wrist flicking in a semi-circle. “I want to feel that in me,” she said to him.

      He flopped down on the mattress, his head at the foot of the bed, and Kesean moved his legs to give the bigger man some room. Ash ran her hands over his laid out body, felt all his muscle and his sinew. “You’re beautiful,” she said to him, as she played with his balls, the two things bigger than she could hold in the cup of her palm.

      Then she climbed up on him and Ken got his first real live full view of what his wife looked like between her legs. She lined herself up, got herself straddling this big black man, face to face with him while he took his cock and searched for her hot wet spot, the thick wrinkled end of it stroking through her pink folds. He found it and drove himself up and she thrust herself eagerly back on it. Her head came up and she cried out in pain and passion. Ken saw that intimate part of her, reddened pink and wet, stretch around this man’s girth. He watched it sink into her, watched her accommodate his massive size, her pretty light-haired mound get pulled in with his intrusion, her tiny pink-brown butthole winked at him as it got pulled towards where that huge cock was skewering her.

      “You’re so beautiful, Ash,” he whispered, and Kesean turned to look at him, shook his head and looked back to the dirty action.

      Then they were fucking. Ash was warmed up, her pussy stretched out and there was no need for care. His wife’s tight tunnel was hungry and horny and she thrust herself onto him as much as he pounded up into her. The two remaining men watched and felt her, one rubbing the end of his short thick cock, with a knee up on the bed. The other, at the foot, had his hand going over her back.

      Ashley moaned in ecstasy, her hair swung with her movement, her hips rocked and bucked and swivelled while that big cock drove in and out of her, glistening with white light along its wet ridges. Ash’s feet tucked up over his black thighs to brace herself, let the pounding get deeper and harder and he watched her teeny toes as they curled up with delight.

      She came again. Loud and sharp, and she whipped her head against the man she was fucking, her head thumping his chest and her hair swishing across his clenched face. Ken could see her ass flexing as she came, saw her slippery girl parts tighten and grip and release and tighten on him again. Her anus winked and wriggled. The man slowed for her, let her catch her breath while she rode out her orgasm.

      The one with the short thick cock climbed up on the bed, couldn’t wait any longer, and he straddled the legs of the guy underneath Ash. She whipped her head around and looked over her shoulder at him, then down to the fat thing he had in his hand.

      She swivelled and rolled her hips, her pussy sucking on the cock stuffed in it while she stared and contemplated letting this man do what he seemed to intend. Her brow furrowed while he stroked, her hips slowed and she nodded to him.

      “Try,” she whispered and she held herself still.

      Ken leaned forward, scooted down the bed so he could see.

      “You okay, Ash?” he asked her.

      She looked away, down into the eyes of the man under her. “Yeah, I’m okay,” she said.

      The one behind her pressed his very plump cock head against her narrow sphincter and she giggled. He rolled it around, his glans squirming against her, too big to easily penetrate. But he forced it, pushed against her ring and then it sunk into her, the soft flange of his glans rippling as it passed her tight grip. Then it was sinking, diving into her body slowly like a torpedoed ship disappearing into the ocean. Ash’s head came right up and she sang out in pain and excitement.

      “You okay?” he said again but she didn’t answer just looked up to the sky, wide-eyed but seeing nothing. Then he was in. His thick cock buried in her  bottom, and she had another, very large one, up inside her pussy too.

      “It’ss sss-so, ow, mm-incredible,” she gasped.

      Then they all writhed and moved against one another, finding a rhythm, Ash mostly wiggling her hips, the two men trying to syncopate their thrusts. Once they’d all worked it out though, Ash was right, it was incredible. His beautiful wife taking these men on, letting them do their worst, or best depending on the viewpoint. They worked her like that while everyone watched. Jaquon and Marquise were upright again, leaning forward and encouraging Ash to get that dick.

      “Get that dick, bitch,” someone grunted.

      It was repeated, her hung stud cheerleaders were her biggest fans and they told her she could do it. She could do it. For a little girl who’d saved herself for marriage, never really had any sexual contact for the first nineteen years of her life, she was learning quickly. She was a natural. A natural, and these men she was with were unbelievable teachers, introducing her to lessons she didn’t even know existed.

      When the final man, standing at the foot of the bed presented her with his erection, held it in one tight fist so that it ballooned hugely from the end of his grip, she didn’t hesitate. Her mouth went right over his bright bursting cock head and she sucked it. She was a one-man band and her favourite instrument was fat nine inch cocks. She sucked him, held his balls, and her head bobbed on him while her body was wracked with furious intrusion.

      All these men joining in and his demure little wife doing nothing to stop them. Encouraging them, putting her hands on their beautiful bodies, letting them touch her, letting them put those monsters inside her body. It was horrible, but it was beautiful too, in its passion. Everyone in the room, except Ken, getting it, all of them hyper-sexual, attractive, animal beings who craved physical fulfillment. These big men with their hard muscled bodies and their sexual power, their sexual talents, their enormous satisfying equipment—all of them being driven wild by this hundred pound perfect-flesh beauty. His smart, loving wife. Sweet little nineteen year old, perfect grades, thoughtful and kind—getting it primal, getting it in a way that was putting her over the top again and again, making her scream and sweat and pant and beg for more. It was nature and it was wonderful.

      They had her honking and crying. She jiggled and shook with their thrusting, her pussy gleamed pink and wet and stretched, her bare white ass cheeks showed enormous red hand prints where she’d been slapped while being fucked. She bounced, she cried, she tossed her hair around her. She fucked and sucked and she didn’t look like she’d ever stop.

      The one on the bottom growled, “Get it, get it, get it, that’s it girl, go on, get that dick, unh, get it—”

      “Hanh, hanh, hanh,” she panted. Getting that dick. Getting it good. Getting it like she would never get it again. Not with Ken. She was on the ride of a lifetime and somehow that salacious pleasure that clenched her face made him feel strangely happy for her.

      “Get it, Ash,” he whispered under his breath. This was special.

      Then the one who’d mounted her from behind, whose muscular hands gripped her tightly where her hip met her thigh, roared out and she knew what it meant. She squeaked approval, quiet high sounds from her throat as she continued to have her mouth filled with cock. He grunted and stabbed as he came inside her, his fingers dug into her, and she cried out through her nose. He pulsed the last of his semen into her and then slapped her right across the red hand already raised up on her delicate rump. Then he was pulling out and he left his wife gaping, a quivering black hole above her skewered sex. Pearly seed spilled from it. Ken winced and looked away and chose to listen for a while as she went on with just the two. When he got his nerve and looked back it had closed itself back up again but that black cock pulled out of her and slid along her crack and the man came up her back and over her rump, thrusting through her crease, his foreskin opening and closing. He groaned underneath her, hissed and took her nipple into his mouth to soothe himself as his semen still spurted from him and onto Ashley. He’d left her pink folds parted wide and ruffled, and he kept his cock running along her while he continued to pull her flesh past his lips and nibble on her nipples as his hands caressed her back.

      Ash stroked and sucked the last man. He stood with his legs apart, his hands on his hips and his eyes were closed. His head tilted back as she got him close. She held herself up by one hand planted in the mattress, the other making a ‘c’ around the thick base of the cock that was in and out of her mouth.

      He sucked air through his teeth as she got him right to the edge, and she encouraged him with high girl sounds from her throat and her hand jerked him double-time, making his heavy balls dance. Then he grunted and buckled, his hard belly fluttered and he snorted out of his nose. He was coming in her mouth. She took it, her cheeks ballooning out with his thrusts and the cords on her neck stood out and trembled. Her face flushed red as he continued to come. She took it all, took it all in her mouth and she sucked him until he finally wanted to sit down, weak with satisfaction. He pulled it out of her and she held it in her mouth til it fell from the point of her puckered lips and swung stiffly between his legs. He sat down on the floor, his eyes heavy.

      Ashley rolled off the man she was on and lay on her back. Ken watched her eyes, wet and blinking, as she stared silently up to the ceiling. She raised her knees up and her hands lay across her stomach. Her sex was twisted and reddened, beaten up. Her mouth was puffy. She covered her face with her hands and she breathed into them, her breath whispering through her fingers.

      “Ash,” he said. He reached out and he touched her foot. The men around the room were moving, Ash forgotten by them. They were pulling on pants or shirt or socks, off doing their own things. There was quiet talk and chuckling, deep and low.

      She sat up, her face still covered and she leaned to Ken. He put his arms around her and he asked her if she was okay. She nodded into his shoulder and he rubbed her back. Up high, not wanting to feel the wet that was lower.

      “I love you, baby,” he told her.

      “What did I do, Ken?”

      “It’s okay, Ash. It’s okay.”

      “Ken, what was I thinking?”

      “Ay,” someone said and nudged Ken’s shoulder. They both looked up and it was Kesean, dressed again. He held his hand out, said, “Phone’s charged.”

      Ken took Ash’s phone from him and held it to his chest.

      Kesean said, “You ought get yourself a way outta here.”

      “Thanks,” Sean said. Kesean nodded to them and he went to the door where Jaquon was waiting, the others talking loudly in the hall now. They bumped knuckles calmly, Jaquon smiled at Ken and Ashley, then he left too and closed the door behind him.

      Ash took her phone from Ken and she called home, and Ken rubbed her back while she talked, felt the tremble running through her.

      

      Ashley’s mom still had to pay for their flight by credit card over the phone despite their windfall. Ash felt conspicuous paying with cash which was all they had when they got to the airport. She was anxious about raising suspicion and having them open one of their suitcases and finding them empty but for a trash bag filled with twenties and tens.

      He tried to talk with her about what she’d done but she would shrug him off and look out the window. She chewed the inside of her mouth the whole flight back north. She was wrestling with something. By the time they got home though, she’d lightened and her face seemed brighter. He carried her over the threshold of their apartment like she wanted. Mostly tradition but he did notice since the flight that she was developing a bit of a limp.

      They didn’t make love that night but they had a nice quiet time together and he went out and picked up some pizza and some wings while she spent, she said, about half an hour in a scalding hot shower. He brought her home a bag of ice from outside the 7-11 and she sat on that while they watched Netflix and ate their dinner. She spent the next day in bed and she moaned and laughed how much it ached and she took a lot of aspirin. By the second day she could walk okay but she still stayed around the house and they went through real estate sites looking at houses.

      They made love two nights later mostly because he complained. It was quiet and sweet and they were both naked finally in their own bed. He got between her legs and she rubbed his back and he stroked into her gently until he came inside her and she encouraged him softly. It was over in a few minutes. He didn’t ask her how it was.

      There was an envelope in the mail on the next Friday. A lot of paperwork for Ash to sign. Jaquon’s company offered her a recording contract with an upfront of a hundred grand. They never asked her to come sing, or ever asked anything of her. One night over dinner they guessed he just wrote Ash’s virginity off on his business books as a loss. He paid a hundred grand to bust a nut, in the lingo, inside a pretty white blonde-haired suburban teenage virgin and he didn’t really spend a dime out of pocket.

      Marquise sent her a cheque made out to cash for the right amount. It was a personal cheque and it had a football player in the bottom corner leaping to make a catch. They’d sat on the floor and emptied the trash bag that first night home and counted all that was thrown at her. When the cheques cleared and the cash was added their honeymoon earned them $147,980.

      He had problems looking her in the eye for a very little while, but in the end he loved her dearly and what she’d done, while egregious, in many ways it was good for them. He knew he could never give her what those men gave her and he was happy for her that she got to experience such intense pleasure.

      Three months later, when the day spent with all those men was just an occasional angst-dripping memory, Ash sat him down at the kitchen table and showed him a pee stick. She was pregnant. There was a chance it was his.

      Ash got through her school year, the baby held on until past her last exam, then one morning her water broke. He rushed her to the hospital and she gave birth to a beautiful nine pound baby boy. While they named him Ken Jr, he had the sweetest caramel skin and an almost golden head of kinky amber hair.

      Ken didn’t care and he never would. He brought his beautiful wife and his baby boy home one sunny May afternoon and he sat with Ken Jr bouncing on his knee and he told Ash how much he loved her as the sun streamed in the family room window and lit her up like she was glowing.
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        LANDLORD Series

        Landlord: Box One

        It’s the first of the month and that means Reza is coming.

        Jonny and Charlie Keen got themselves in financial trouble. Well, that was Jonny’s fault. But sweet Charlie has a way to keep them in the apartment they love. And despite how terrible it may seem, it’s still a better option than the two of them stumbling back to her parent’s Kansas farm and telling them what a failure Jonny is.

        She’ll submit to Reza, their landlord’s son. Jonny will watch as another man takes care of his woman in every way she needs. It’s the first of the month and this is the way it is now.
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        MAGGIE Series

        Tempting Maggie

        Sharing Maggie

        Secret Maggie

        Exploring Maggie

        Discovering Maggie

        Uncovering Maggie

        Recovering Maggie

        Max is a fourth year Government and Policy student engaged to wed the love of his life.

        Maggie is a fourth year Art student and she can’t wait for the summer to come so she can finally tie the knot with the guy she fell in love with when they were Freshmen.

        They’ve been together four years at their prestigious private college nestled in the Green Mountains of Vermont. This is the year they’ll graduate and set out into the world together as a couple.

        But Maggie is surprised to find her desires set on fire by a gorgeous new figure model. She thinks she’d never cheat but she can’t stop thinking about him.

        When Max learns her secret he’s crushed. It tears down everything he knows about her. But in the rubble he finds something shining: excitement.

        Now, if he could just convince her it’s okay…
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        Learning Lessons

        A Losing His Wife Novel

        This long series is now one novel! A 160,000 word cuckold tragedy …

        Pete and Jess Mapplethorpe have been married for seven years now. They’ve got two wonderful little boys and an Irish Setter. Everyone that knows them would say they are the nicest couple you’d want to meet.

        Well, they might say that Pete can be a bit of a jerk sometimes—but Jess? Regional Grade Three teacher of the year, three years running. Pretty, polite, sensitive, kind and thoughtful…

        It must have been black magic that brought them together…

        Behind closed doors everyone would be shocked at what goes on. They’d never believe the dirty things that sweet Jess might do or say. Pete doesn’t think he has what it takes to please his beautiful wife and they fantasize about larger men taking her and making her happy.

        She’s just starting to discover herself at thirty-five… She wants to make up for lost time.

        They’ve found a handsome, well-built young man to play along. It’s better than they even imagined. Now that they’ve started will she be able to stop? What if she doesn’t want to?

        Her husband loves enduring distressing levels of humiliation and she’s finding a crazy pleasure now in delivering it…
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        Cherry Blossoms

        A Losing His Wife Novel

        This long series is now one novel! A 300,000 word cuckold tragedy …

        Geoff J. Kane is a successful children’s book illustrator. Ten years ago he married the girl of his dreams. She’d been his best friend and he’d helped her through tough relationships and gave her his shoulder to cry on many nights. Then after two years, she kissed him. Now they’re married and they’ve got a beautiful seven-year-old daughter.

        Nia Kane was a wild one. She liked to have fun and she liked to cause trouble. Everything she did, in the end, blew up in her face, hurt her. One night she realized the best man in her life was sitting with her, telling her it was all going to be okay. She kissed him and it was wonderful and he’s always good to her.

        Their daughter is growing up, she’s away at school now and it seems like it might be a good idea for Nia to return to the workforce. The city isn’t getting any cheaper. She gets a job offer from an old friend. The brother of her very hot ex-boyfriend. She cried on her husband’s shoulder a lot over this guy, back when Geoff was just her buddy.

        Having her ex back in her life stirs up old feelings in both of them. They both like it. There was something exciting about that time when they were twenty. It’s safe now. He’s got her. They can fantasize, right?
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        Après Ski

        Cam and Amberly Stroud have a strong marriage. Together they’ve built up a successful outdoor clothing business. Two best friends and ski-bums who’ve had each other’s backs since they were nineteen and living out of a camper van, their financial successes have changed their lives.

        Amberly has shed her tomboy image; always athletic, she dropped a lot of excess weight and now she is stunning. Sometimes these days she likes to shed the fleece and parka and maybe show off her new curves in something tight. Cam has a new found confidence that came as a reward with all his business victories.

        Now they’re in a five-star resort in Telluride, celebrating yet another milestone surpassed for their company. It’s late and her dance floor antics have attracted the attention of some friendly male dance partners. Three handsome executives also celebrating some recent successes at the nearby retail expo.

        Seeing his beautiful wife in this excited state has done something to Cam, and he becomes obsessed with the idea of seeing her with one of them. But when all three express an interest things start to get crazy ...
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        Pool Party

        A cuckold thriller.

        Darren’s wife is far away this weekend at a conference in New York City. At least that’s what she told him. Who knows these days?

        He’s got a sneaking suspicion Lynn’s been cheating on him. Nothing concrete; little things. Like the gym dedication, the slim-fitting new clothes ... there’s an attitude as well. And she’s been denying him his marital pleasures.

        A distance has been growing between them though they’ve been happily married for twenty-five years.

        Today’s the hottest day of the summer. A hundred-and-five degrees, and at Darren’s house it’s about to get even hotter ...

        A fortuitous knock on the door brings Darren surprises and clues to the mysteries that have been keeping him awake ...

        He worried his imagination had been getting away from him ...

        Sometimes the worst thing you can imagine isn’t even close.
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        Watching Natalie Cheat

        Nelson and Natalie Stacks are settling in for the night to spend some together-time. It’s been a long week of work and they’ve got one night together before they have to spend some time apart.

        One night alone, that’s all Nelson wanted. But it seems fate has other plans …

        Soon, there’s a knock on the door … behind it a ghost from the past …

        They let him in—it’s freezing outside. And even though Natalie has never been a fan of Nelson’s old college housemate, she’s ready to let the bad of the past remain there …

        Besides, it seems like he’s brought quite the gift …
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        Obsessed Series

        Obsessed: Book One

        Obsessed: Book Two

        Four couples lives intertwine as they explore their erotic boundaries. From simple wife-watching to cuckolding and domination and humiliation, these couples have one thing in common: they all share the same incredible bull. And he is far more than they even expected.

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

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

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

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

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

        

        The Cayman Proxy Series:

        The Cayman Proxy (Box One)

        Mitchell Sutton’s family is one of the wealthiest in London. But Mitch is an outsider, the handsome young son who took his own path. He’s in love with a girl from the wrong side of the tracks.

        Kate’s a troubled Council house girl thrown into a lifestyle she never imagined. But she’s more than his dressed up little princess.

        He’s got just about everything she needs. But she’s got a mind full of dark thoughts she can’t escape. And there’s something Mitch can’t give her.

        She needs something his money can’t buy.

        He would do anything for her.

        They hit the hot beaches of Grand Cayman, a reunion with an old friend and a handsome stranger. Passion boils in her blood. Can she make this work or will her desires destroy the man she loves?
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          * * *

        

        Going A Little Too Far

        You couldn’t picture a sweeter couple than Troy and Emma.

        Troy’s a former Division One college wrestler. A walking water park at two-sixty-five, with shoulders no woman could get her arms around and a set of abs you could scrub laundry on.

        Emma’s a sweet little Georgia Peach. Pretty as can be in her proper dresses; she’s a good girl from a good family that raised her right.

        You couldn’t tell by looking at them that they were two straight-up freaks that loved to push each other’s kinky buttons.

        Emma, with all her book club shyness, loves to be man-handled, loves to be lifted off her feet and dominated. Troy is a monster with a six-hundred-fifty pound deadlift and she’s like a feather in his arms.

        Troy likes to be humiliated. He knows he doesn’t have much ‘down there’ and he likes his virginal wife to tell him he’s no good and she’d have to get what she wanted elsewhere.

        Couple of closet freaks.

        A summer housewarming party on a scorching hot West Texas day puts a gift in their lap. A big, larger-than-life playtoy for Emma to tease her husband with. He wants her to. She wants to do it. But once it starts, where do you stop? What’s going too far?
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          * * *

        

        Taken While He Watches: On Their Honeymoon

        Ken and Ashley just got married and while money is super-tight they’ve got themselves a weekend getaway in the Honeymoon Suite looking out over the ocean on the sunny Carolina coast.

        The room was a steal. Turns out it’s Bike Week and no one books the Honeymoon Suite during Bike Week. Especially not two dopey white kids from the suburbs.

        A mix-up leaves them in trouble and they don’t know how they can get out of it, don’t even know how they’ll get home. They get some help from their hotel neighbours. A half dozen handsome, muscular, and very wealthy black men.

        Ken’s wary but Ash is all in.

        When they find out she’s saved herself for her special night she becomes the star of the show and they’ll offer anything to help her...

        Ken doesn’t like it but she’s going to do what they ask. She says it’s for their future...
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          * * *

        

        Taken While He Watches: At The Combine

        Coralee has put her own career on hold to help her husband keep his Sports Podcast afloat. He’s spent eighty grand on his tiny entertainment empire.

        Bobby just needs a big break. His business is a half second away from going belly-up. When their camera captures an XXL wardrobe malfunction by the combine’s star prospect they see an opportunity.

        Coralee will do anything to get an interview with him. She’ll use the video as leverage. She’ll get to this bad boy super-athlete, even if she has to break into the locker room…

        She’s doing it to save the family business, right?
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          * * *

        

        Taken By His Best Friends: At The Hockey Rink

        Marguerite was a sexy little French student Randall fell in love with at college. She loved hockey. He played hockey.

        They fell in love and they married. They live a regular 9 to 5 now, but Randall and his best friends still play once a week. They are four big guys and they play rough and Marguerite is always there to cheer them from the stands.

        When they all end up alone in the locker room after a bench-clearing brawl passions are already high. And when some innocent flirting starts it quickly tumbles out of control.

        Marguerite does nothing to stop it. Randall is frozen...

        He’s going to watch his best friends do all the dirty things they’ve ever dreamed of doing to his wife...
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          * * *

        

        Measured Next To Her Ex: A Medical Size Comparison Cuckold Fantasy

        When Ben Watson went to the new Sexual Performance Clinic across from his office he was just looking to get some help.

        But when he showed up on Opening Day the place was so overwhelmed they started doubling up in exam rooms to make sure all the patients were assessed.

        Of all the gin joints in all the—

        Guess who his exam partner is? Yeah, his honey-pie’s ex-boyfriend. He is going to be sitting next to him, knees practically touching, while theses nurses assess their size and performance using only their latex hands.

        He could leave, get the hell out of there. That would be sensible. But he’s kind of curious. A dark part of him wants to know something. Wants to know what his precious girl’s ex-lover has between his legs.

        He’s going to wish he left.

        Then, when his obscenely endowed exam mate starts to relate to the nurses the casual but very dirty hook-ups he’s been having with an ex, Ben’s hands really start sweating.

        This is going to be the worst day of Ben’s life.
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          * * *

        

        Size Curious Brat

        Matt Walsh is on his way home from Harvard. It’s Thanksgiving recess and he hasn’t been with his sweet Chloe Rose in months. He can’t wait to get off the bus and wrap his arms around his baby girl.

        Chloe’s a perverted little high-schooler with a habit for trouble. She loves her boyfriend Matt and she’s been aching for him.

        But there’s a problem.

        Matt’s step brother came home early. He’s a bully. A domineering man’s man who made Matt’s life miserable growing up. Now he’s a sexy deep-sea welder just getting home from Louisiana after two months at sea and he hasn’t even seen a woman in ages.

        After a brief, naked encounter in the hallway little Chloe can’t get something out of her mind. Matt’s stepbrother Moric is built much better than other men and she can’t stop thinking about it.

        It makes Matt mad but Chloe is just naturally curious. She doesn’t think it’s a big deal. She’s just never seen anything like that before.

        Now Moric’s got his eyes on his little brother’s prize possession. She’s not exactly unwilling. Moric is a big powerful stud and Matt is powerless to stop him. Once he starts neither of them could stop him. He could take whatever he wants. It might be better—if Moric would let him—to just join him…
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