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Author's Note



Every once in a while in this business you finish a piece of work, read over your draft, and think: Holy shit!

What the fuck is wrong with me?

This is one of those.

The tale that follows recounts a voyage to sunny climes during which some awfully dark things come to pass. Sadistic things, you might say. And yes, I know what you’re thinking. It’s a marketing ploy, here at the beginning, strategically placed by Yours Truly to draw you in with the promise that you're going to see people doing it in ways that set new a standard for depravity. It’s a gimmick, inserted by Parker, to assure you that you're going to be treated to exquisitely detailed descriptions of unbridled debauchery.

Guilty.

(Although I can't guarantee the part about setting a new standard. Let's be frank — there's some pretty avant-garde shit out there. I’ll just add that no animals were harmed in the writing of this book.)

But there’s more than that in these pages. The most critical thing about storytelling I know (and at this moment the source of my learning eludes me) can be paraphrased: The important thing in a story is not what happens; what’s important is why what happens matters to the people to whom it’s happening.

I try to make that my lodestar in everything I write.

This story has some otherwise likable people who do and say some cruel things. That cruelty comes naturally to some characters — it’s what gets them off — but others discover it within themselves and use it to get what they want. And, as you may have suspected, someone has to be the object of all this sadism. But try not to feel too sorry for him. Some people can endure a lot, and some of us come out on the other side of the crucible as stronger, better people.

I guess what I’m saying is, I hope you find something redeeming in these pages. Because when you stare out into the deep blue sea, you tend to find out what you’re made of. You either find strength and acceptance or, as one character says, “the ocean swallows the bones.” 

I also hope you’ll find just a touch of mystery (not much, just a touch) and more than a touch of suspense. This is one of those tales that was meant to be quick and dirty but ended up growing and growing. But fear not, you won’t have to read all the way to the end to get to the “good parts.” However, you’ll definitely want to read to the end.

Oh, and I said above that you’re going to see acts of depravity. Just to be up front, I can only pledge that you’re going to read about them. Whether or not you see them is only partly under my control. You're going to have to bring your imagination to bear here. We're partners in this, you and I, and I’ve given you plenty to work with. Or at least that's how I see it.

I hope you do, too.

By the way, the incident aboard the cruise ship detailed in chapter 2 actually happened to me, and almost exactly as described. And I reacted almost exactly as our main character does. It was freaky. Thought I was a goner. But nothing else in the book actually happened.

Well … at least not to me.

 

Parker Pascal

9 April 2018



One More Thing …



Before we set sail, let me ask you a favor. When the trip is over and we’re back on land, could you please leave a review at the site where you purchased The Cuckold and the Deep Blue Sea. It will help others find the book, let them know what it’s like, and will also go a long way toward helping me to create more stories. 

I would deeply appreciate it.

Thanks.

Okay, everyone got their passports? Sunblock? Let’s go …


The Cuckold and the Deep Blue Sea
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Dean



My life was upset twice on that cruise. The first time, it wasn’t turned completely upside down. That came later.

No, the first upset was quite literal. It happened on the first full day at sea, not long after my wife and I met Dean and shortly before we saw Seth. Looking back, I wonder how different our lives would now be if those men hadn’t been on that boat. And what would have happened if only one, and not both of them, had been on board? I could go on — What if there had been no lunar eclipse visible? — but there’s no point. Events don’t conspire, the universe doesn’t point its finger at you, and luck doesn’t single you out.

But it sure seems that way. For some.

We departed Miami on a Thursday night, packed and ready for a five-day voyage to the Caymans and back. We would pass within sight of Havana, go around the west end of Cuba, and dock overnight on Grand Cayman. It was an expensive cruise because I’d booked it at the last minute. We needed to get away, just Tabitha and me. It’s not a stretch to say our marriage may have depended on it. We arranged for Kevin to stay with Tabby’s parents, who were happy to have him.

“You did tell your Mom that Kevin can’t have girls over after eight, right?” I said.

Tab turned her head and looked at me through her sunglasses, her expression blank. “Will, you know my parents. I doubt they’ll allow him to have girls over at all. Besides, Kevin doesn’t have a girlfriend.”

I knew better. I’d heard our son on the phone late at night, in his room, the door closed, his voice low. That was no friend he was talking to. Not like that. “Then why didn’t we just let him stay at the house on his own, like he wanted?”

Tab didn’t answer. She sat up and turned to sit on the edge of her reclined deck chair. She took a towel and dabbed at the beads of sweat gathering on her cheeks and forehead. There was no protection from the sun up here. It hung in the cloudless sky, baking the skin of everyone at the pool and casting a shimmering line of fire across the ocean behind us. Tab likes this intense heat, seems to thrive on it. She came prepared, as the fair-skinned do. She reached into her bag for her tube of sunblock and smeared more of the white lotion into her already creamy thighs, then bent low, spreading it down her legs and affording me a view down the top of her bathing suit.

Today’s suit was a paisley tankini with a high neckline. While it concealed the flesh of Tab’s breasts almost completely, it did nothing to hide her bustiness. As she worked the lotion into her ankles, I watched the tops of her breasts fight for space as the movement of her arm pressed one into the other. They reminded me of a pair of milk cartons side by side on a grocery shelf, just waiting for a thirsty buyer to come along and take them out of cold storage.

I sat up. “I’m going for another drink. Want anything?”

“It’s ten o’clock in the morning, Will. How many have you had?”

I picked up the plastic cocktail glass from the table between our chairs. It was empty save for a few slivers of ice melting into a pink slush. It was my second daiquiri.

“This was my first,” I said.

“You need to pace yourself. You know why we’re here.” She laid back in her chair and stretched out her legs. The lotion had already melted away, leaving her long white legs with an oily shine. “You can get me another water.” In a series of quick motions she pulled up the skirt at the bottom of her suit and adjusted her bikini line, running a finger down each side before pulling the skirt back down over her thighs. But not before I glimpsed the faint dark speckles just underneath her suit. She had shaved. Maybe before we left town, or maybe that morning while I slept. I wondered whether she had just trimmed that closely at the edges, or if she was completely hairless down there now. I supposed I’d find out later.

A shadow fell across Tab. I looked up to see a man about my height — five foot ten, or maybe a little taller — and about our age. He wore a pair of red trunks and, unlike me, no shirt. His chest, while not particularly well defined, was trim and lightly tanned. Thin patches of hair were patterned along the top and down the middle, where there was a hint of gray. He was smiling and extending an arm toward me. In his hand was a bottle of water.

“Water for the lady?” he said.

Tab lowered her sunglasses and gave the stranger a wary look.

“It’s sealed,” he said. “They were handing them out over there, so I just took one without thinking. Don’t really want it.” Around the pool, I saw a number of uniformed cruise line employees carrying trays loaded down with drinks. But I didn’t see anybody specifically handing out bottles of water. “Guess they don’t want people getting dehydrated. Hot as hell up here, and when you mix that with alcohol —”

“I see what you mean,” I said. How did he know she wanted a water? Had he been standing there listening? If so, for how long?

He tossed the bottle into the air. It did a half-spin, end over end, and he caught it and offered it again, now with the capped end facing me. I took it.

That he handed the bottle to me, rather than directly to my wife, was the thing that made an impression. Having appeared as he did, with just the thing needed in hand, he first struck me as a smooth-talker. Or maybe some kind of opportunist. But with the simple handoff of a bottle of water, that initial sense of suspicion, unkind but instinctive around strangers, faded.

“Dean Mattison,” he said, his hand still extended. I passed the bottle of water to Tab without looking at her and shook the man’s hand. His shake was firm, but not obnoxiously so, and friendly.

“I’m Will,” I said. “Will Cullen. And this is my wife, Tabitha.”

“Call me Tab. And thank you for the water, Mr. Mattison.”

“Nice to meet you both. And please, call me Dean.” He stood over us with his hands laced together, like he was giving a TED Talk.

“Thank you, Dean,” I said. I shook my empty drink. The ice had completely melted. I downed the lukewarm remnant, the hint of rum rekindling my need to get to the bar.

“Quite welcome. I was just heading to the bar to get a real drink —”

“I’ll join you.”

I was liking this guy more already.



Off Kilter



To reach the closest full-service bar we had to go down one deck, then through the dining area and past the buffet tables. Sure, you could give your order to any of the staff that swarmed around the pool, but that server would have to come down to the bar anyway, getting the drinks of half a dozen others along with yours, and it took too long. Plus, you felt compelled to tip.

Dean and I took the stairs, chatting as we went.

“So, software development?” I said.

“Software, yes. But I’m on the retail end. Packaging and placement stuff. I’m no programmer.”

“My son wants to get into programming.”

“You have a son?”

“Yes, he’s sixteen. Staying with the in-laws. Probably not happy about it. What about you? You and the wife leave the kids at home?”

“Oh, no wife for me.”

We arrived at the bar and Dean ordered two raspberry daiquiris, two shots of Maker’s, and a bottled water. He handed the bartender, a young blonde in a string bikini with a tattoo above one breast, his stateroom card. “These are on me,” he said. The girl in the bikini placed a pair of shot glasses on the bar and filled them.

“Thanks. Not married, then?”

Dean knocked back the bourbon, slammed the shot glass down on the countertop, and pointed at the one in front of me. “Go on. You look like you could use that.” He held up his hand and smiled, wiggling his bare fingers. “Divorced. Eight years now.”

I held the shot glass to my lips with two fingers, sniffing the fiery aroma. I hadn’t tasted bourbon in a long time, and I missed the smell. Now it was literally right under my nose, and it was like an old friend. I could have stood there at the bar until lunch, just letting the rich scent fill my nostrils, and might have been happy with nothing more. But I could feel my new friend watching me, sizing me up as either a possible alcoholic or as a man without the cojones to down a shot of bourbon. I figured I may as well prove him wrong on at least one of those counts. Besides, I was getting self-conscious about my dainty manner of holding the shot glass.

I turned it up and threw my head back, letting the liquor bypass my tongue and go straight down my gullet. It lit up my chest and warmed my stomach like a hot broth. As the heat spread to my shoulders and groin, I stood there with my eyes closed. It was invigorating, a feeling I hadn’t enjoyed in many months, since Tab asked me to stay off the hard liquor. I pictured her now — her big tits and her middle-aged ass, her black hair swept up behind her long neck — projected on the backs of my eyelids. I’m just too warm inside for a woman like Tabitha McRae Cullen. That’s the problem. But tonight, I’ll show her …

“But I do have a daughter.” Dean’s voice brought me back around, and I opened my eyes. I set the shot glass down gently next to his. “Nineteen. Talking about getting married.”

“Ugh,” I said. “Let me get my hands on her.” Lest my remark get misinterpreted, I quickly added, “I could talk her out of that.”

To my relief, Dean just laughed. “Believe me, I’ve tried. So has her mother.” The bartender set two tall plastic glasses of slushy red goodness in front of us, along with a bottle of water. We each picked up a drink. “Here’s to being single, Will.”

“Well, one of us anyway,” I replied. We clinked our plastic stemware which, topped as they were with little paper umbrellas, looked a tad ridiculous. Worse, my umbrella was pink. I laughed and sipped at the frozen drink. It didn’t seem to contain as much rum as my last two.

“What’s so funny?” said Dean.

“Oh, it’s just … I was thinking, the two of us standing here, with these fruity drinks. Someone might think we’re a gay couple.”

Dean wasn’t smiling at all. “My brother is gay,” he said, almost under his breath. He fixed me with his eyes. I froze, my drink halfway to my mouth. I began thinking how I could backtrack, explain that I meant no offense. What the hell was wrong with me? Why would I say a thing like that? I had just met this guy.

Dean’s grin slowly returned. He pointed at me with the hand holding his daiquiri. “Got you,” he said.

“You asshole,” I said. We both laughed, and I was relieved a second time. I eyed the bottled water on the counter. “I thought you didn’t want a water.”

“This is for you,” said Dean. “Here, put it in your pocket. You’ll thank me later. Especially if you spend all day up there by the pool. I can tell Tab is a woman who will not tolerate a dehydrated man.” I stuffed the water into the pocket of my swim trunks, where it created an awkward bulge. “Come on. Let’s get you back. I’m going to the casino.”

We headed back through the dining room, passing tables of late risers having toast, eggs, coffee, and bloody marys. With the water bottle riding uncomfortably against my leg, I felt like a man with an oddly placed tumor. “So, you aren’t here with anyone?” I asked.

“You mean a woman? Yes, I’m here with about thirty of them,” he replied as he walked briskly ahead of me.

“How do you —”

I was cut off by a deep rumbling that seemed to come from somewhere down below. The sound filled the dining area, drowning out conversation, and was accompanied by a vibration I could feel in my feet. It traveled up my legs and churned the contents of my stomach. All around me, everyone stopped what they were doing as the flatware trembled on every tabletop — only a mild clatter since most of it was plastic, but it was enough to get everyone’s attention. Forkfuls of ham froze in front of open mouths, cereal spilled from spoons, and hot coffee sloshed against unprepared lips.

It ended after only a few seconds.

Dean stopped and turned to face me. “What the hell was that?”

“It felt like an earthquake,” I said.

“Yeah, it did. Except we’re in the middle of the ocean.”

I swallowed. No one around us missed a beat. They were back to feeding their faces and poking at tablets and cell phones. “That doesn’t bode well. That could be a —”

“Yeah,” said Dean. Tsunami was understood between us. We looked around, both of us with our ears perked. My stomach was knotted. That sound had been so big, so unexpected. I couldn’t figure out why no one was alarmed. Was I crazy? Paranoid? Were we about to be hit by a tidal wave, burbling up to our vessel from a seismic disturbance far below? And Dean — why did he seem so calm?

“Listen,” he said, putting a finger to his lips.

I heard it. A creaking noise, coming from below us again. The sound of massive blocks of metal grinding together. After a few seconds it was impossible to miss. Heads started to turn. Eyes wandered from screens.

“Do you feel that?” said Dean.

“I hear it. Are we hitting something?”

“I don’t think so. But look. I think we’re tilting.”

I looked around, not seeing whatever Dean was seeing. I selected a point above the salad bar, just inside the door, about sixty feet away, and focused on it. I still couldn’t detect any tilt. My mind whirled with what I could remember from my college physics course. Since I was aboard this vessel, moving at the same speed, the ship’s movement was unnoticeable.

But if that movement should stop at once, or suddenly change in any way …

The more I thought about it, I didn’t think that had much to do with tilting along an axis.

We were standing next to a booth with a single occupant, an older woman with liver-spotted hands and a plateful of salad. A little tomato, perfectly round, had escaped her plate and sat near the edge of her table. I watched the tiny tomato start to roll. Slowly at first. I pointed it out to Dean.

The tomato fell from the edge of the table and rolled toward us along the tile floor. It passed between our feet, picking up speed until it was stopped where the soda fountain was mounted to the floor.

“What’s happening?” I stuttered. Dean had no answer, but still looked remarkably calm.

A pair of women entered through the side doors and headed toward the service line. The difference in their ages and their similar features made them appear as mother and daughter. The older woman, while not quite elderly, seemed somewhat unsteady on her feet. As they approached the buffet she tottered to one side — in the same direction the tomato had rolled — and bumped into the younger woman. The younger woman reached out to steady her and said, “You okay?”

On our other side, a man in a gray tank top looked out from behind his tablet and smacked his hand down over a pen which had begun to roll across his table.

A staff member walked by with a service tray topped with beers and a martini glass balanced on one hand. As she made her way past the desserts, the martini fell from the tray and hit the floor. It was plastic and didn’t shatter but bounced noisily, its contents spilling onto the floor and running in one direction down the joints in the tiles.

It got the room’s notice. Now people were staring out the windows, wondering what was going on and looking to the ocean for answers.

But the ocean itself seemed calm and blue, the day clear and bright.

“Will, you all right?” said Dean. I could feel a sweat on my forehead, and maybe I was breathing heavily. It seemed to me that this might be how the world ended. At least for us. The entire cruise ship, all one-hundred ten thousand tons of it, was tilting to one side. The dining area was near the stern and a bank of glass provided a panoramic view of the sea behind us.

Either the ocean was no longer level, or we weren’t.

I could feel it in my center of gravity. And it was getting worse. Yet everyone around me seemed only curious, mildly disturbed at most, an observation which only unsettled me further. I felt like I was in the midst of a high-tech prank, engineered solely for me. To put the fear of God in me while the actors in the sketch went about their business as if nothing were happening.

I turned back to Dean. I couldn’t speak.

Behind him was the buffet line. At its end was a stack of clean plates three feet high. The stack was leaning, just slightly. Then the ship canted another degree starboard.

The pile collapsed.

The melamine plates crashed to the floor and skittered and clanged towards the wall. Staff members began running after them, picking them up as best they could. Other personnel headed for the remaining buffet lines to secure the plateware. Most managed to get there just in time, but another pile hit the floor on the other side of the room, near the bar.

The lady next to me kept eating her salad.

I tried again to speak, but couldn’t form any words. My throat was tight, dry. I heard someone scream. Looking in that direction, I saw the tidal wave.

Water was pouring over the side of the boat in waves, crashing down onto the decks just outside. It filled the entire bank of windows along that side of the room, a hundred feet or more, obscuring the view of the world outside.

I was going to die. We were going to die. Out here, in the middle of the Atlantic. On vacation.

“Tabby,” I said, too softly for anyone to hear. Dean took me by the arm and started to lead me to the side of the boat away from the wave, which was a mild effort against gravity as the ship’s tilt continued to steepen with excruciating slowness. I was picturing headlines: Thousands Die as Cruise Ship Struck by Tsunami En Route to The Caymans.

My chest was cold. My heart fluttered. I thought I might vomit. Dean was speaking to me, though I couldn’t understand him. He pulled me through the door and out onto the promenade on the ship’s high side. I grabbed the railing and looked out at the ocean.

Which was perfectly still. Tranquil.

I tried to reconcile what I was seeing in front of me with the chaos behind me. I closed my eyes and shook my head, still convinced that we were going down. That we were going to slowly capsize and drown.

There was water falling over the other side of the ship, clearly from above, and on the low side of the boat. That meant that I should be looking at a massive wave on this side. But there was nothing.

On the verge of hyperventilating, my breathing began to slow. Now I could understand Dean, who was leaning over me. “Will, get it together man.”

“Lifeboats,” I said.

“What?”

“Why aren’t they lowering the lifeboats?”

I heard him laugh. And while it made me angry, it also calmed me further. My mind continued its calculus: His life was as much in danger as mine. We were, literally, in the same boat. So, if he was taking this lightly, there must be no danger. That, or he was in on the elaborate prank being played at my expense. In it for a laugh. That would explain his timely appearance and his convenient invitation to go belowdecks to the bar.

“I don’t think it’s going to come to lifeboats, my friend,” he said. “Look, we’re straightening up.”

I looked around, my chest heaving with ragged breaths.

He was right.

The ship was still canted at an uncomfortable angle, and I continued to hold onto the railing. But as I looked at the ocean in front of me, I realized that I was closer to it than I had been just a minute ago. I was sure of it. Not sure enough to let go of the polished railing, but sure.

I looked back through the dining room. Staff were busy cleaning up after the chaos and, amazingly, people were standing in the serving lines for food. Water was no longer crashing onto the decks on the other side of the ship. Had I imagined that?

“But the water?” I said.

“Came from up there,” said Dean, pointing to the uppermost level of the ship, just above us. “Where the waterslides are.”

The ship settled a little further toward uprightness, and my fear of death was slowly replaced with a mild burn of humiliation.

“Dean,” I said, wiping an arm across my forehead, “Can you do me a favor?”

“Name it.”

“Let’s keep this between us.”

“No problem. Now come on, let’s get you another drink and make sure your wife didn’t go overboard.”



Seth



I had dropped my drink in the dining area. During my height of panic, I hadn’t even noticed. I bought another for Dean and myself, along with another shot of bourbon for each of us, which served to settle my nerves almost back to normal.

As we climbed the stairs, I asked Dean what he meant about being here with thirty women. “I work with them,” he said. “It’s a business cruise. My company rented out seventy staterooms, a whole wing.”

“So the women are …?”

“Programmers, developers, integrators, social media peeps. One’s even a placement specialist, like me. I said thirty, but that’s probably rounding up. Most of our crew is guys, and of course everyone’s spouse was invited too. But there are a number of singles along. Me, for instance.”

By the time we got back to the pool, the ship was back to normal. People were still cleaning up, staff scurrying about setting chairs aright, guests running after belongings that had gotten away from them. A pair of teens stood at the railing in apparent mourning over a lost cell phone. Nearby, a game of volleyball was underway.

We found Tab still stretched out in her chair. She sat up as Dean and I approached. “I can’t believe you left me here alone during all that,” she said. “What the hell happened?” It irritated me, more than a little, that she was asking Dean. “Did he get seasick?”

“I’m sorry, hon,” I said.

“Oh no, Will here was rock solid,” said Dean, patting me on the back. “We just had to help a few people on the way back.”

“I don’t know,” said my wife, looking me up and down. “He looks a bit green. He freaks out pretty easily.”

“I absolutely do not,” I said. “And the boat was at, like, forty-five degrees for God’s sake.”

“See. I knew you freaked out. I know you, Will Cullen.”

“Listen, Tab —”

“Thank you for taking care of him, Dean.” Oh, the patronizing stab. My wife is like that. She knows how to push my buttons, and never misses an opportunity. It’s no wonder we have so much trouble in the bedroom. It’s like she looks for any little sign of weakness, then exploits it. Just to rile me. This trip was supposed to be different. But so far, she wasn’t doing her part. I finished my drink. I was already thinking about getting another.

“More like ten degrees, if we’re being accurate,” said Dean. “But on a boat this size, it doesn’t take much.”

“I still want to know what happened,” I said. “What about all that water pouring over the side of the boat?”

“It was from the waterslides,” said Tab. “They cleared everyone off just before that awful noise. That’s how I knew something was up.”

The back of our ship was equipped with a small waterpark on the upper deck. I looked back toward the giant smokestack and could see the top of the tallest slide just behind it. Now that all the excitement was over, a line of adventure seekers was already snaking its way to the top.

The waterpark was directly above the dining area where Dean and I had visited the bar. “You should have seen all that water spilling off those slides,” Tab continued.

“Oh, we saw it,” said Dean. “I think Will thought it was a tidal wave.”

So much for keeping it to himself.

Tab sat up, laughing. “A tidal wave? Really, Will?” I sipped at my drink, wishing for another shot of bourbon. Maybe if I didn’t bother defending myself, Dean’s comment would seem like a little joke. But the liquor was loosening my tongue.

“You should have seen it from down below. What reason would I, what reason would anyone have —”

A flying object struck me in the cheek and knocked my words away. I knew it was a volleyball, even before I saw. It had strayed over from the little makeshift court in front of us, bounced off my head, and right into Dean’s hands. It didn’t hurt so much as it startled me, but did knock away the drink I was holding near my mouth. It hit the deck, the little pink umbrella spilling out with the red slush.

The impact itself didn’t knock me over. What it did was cause me to take a step back. Unfortunately, my vacant chair was behind me. It caught me in the calf, throwing me off balance. The next thing I knew my ass was on the deck, my legs were splayed across the chair in front of me, and I had a sharp pain in both elbows.

Tab jumped up. “Shit, Will … are you okay?” There was genuine concern in her face as she leaned down above me. Dean was there, too, the volleyball tucked under one arm.

“Fuck,” I said. I avoided looking over at the spilled drink. It wouldn’t do to have Tab perceive that as the thing I was most concerned about. My pride was a close second.

“Jesus, man,” said Dean. “A higher power just doesn’t want you drinking today.”

“You see, Will?” Tab said. She reached across the chair, but I was determined to get up on my own. When she saw I wasn’t accepting her help, she stood. “I’ve been telling him to take it easy. This is supposed to be a getaway for the two of us. He gets a few drinks in him, and he’s just useless.”

Dean said nothing, but I saw him raise an eyebrow. I couldn’t believe my wife had said that out loud. The implication of a man being useless after a few drinks hung around us, and I wondered if Dean took it to mean the same thing Tab surely meant.

“I’m fine,” I said, propping myself up on my sore elbows and swinging my feet around. 

“Is that blood?” I looked down and, sure enough, there was a little spot of blood where my elbow had hit the deck. I didn’t bother looking on my other side. I was sure there was blood there, too.

“Hey,” said a new voice. I looked up. There were now three faces staring down at me.

The man who had stepped up next to Dean might have been cut from marble. Taller than me, and with even an inch or two on Dean, he absolutely towered over my wife. His shoulders were wide and lumpy with muscle. Dean handed him the volleyball, and the man’s upper chest flexed as his thick arms moved. Already sporting a uniform tan on this first full day of the cruise, his physique gave the impression that no shirt could possibly contain it, so why bother wearing one?

Luckily, he was wearing pants. Or at least swim trunks. His thighs bulged beneath them.

“Hey,” said Dean, without turning to face him.

Tab seemed suddenly speechless. The man extended a hand toward me. Not wanting to worsen my indignity by being petty, I accepted. He closed his palm tightly around mine, and I stiffened my arm as he yanked me to my feet with ease. He might’ve been picking up a dropped handkerchief, such was his strength.

“Sandy there, not so good at controlling the ball,” he said, cocking his thumb over his shoulder toward the volleyball net. A tall blonde with generous breasts, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, stood looking at us. A wincing look on her face, she was close enough that we could see her mouth I’m so sorry.

“Don’t worry about it,” I yelled out, waving at her. She was surrounded by several other women with equally beautiful bodies, all wearing skimpy swimwear, as well as a few shirtless men. They were all looking my way, and my humiliation deepened a notch as it occurred to me that the whole gang had most likely observed my clumsy collapse. “No biggie.”

“You should get that looked at,” said the man now holding the volleyball. He pointed to one of my elbows, his shoulder-length black hair swaying in the breeze.

Before I could say anything else, my wife spoke up. “We were just talking about all the excitement. The … uh … turning.” She was standing with conspicuously good posture, her back arched. I noticed her nipples pushing out from behind her top. Had they been that prominent a moment ago?

The man looked confused. “She means the tilt,” I said.

“Ah. The course correction,” he said.

“The what?” Tab seemed determined to engage with this guy.

He turned to face my wife, tucking the volleyball under his arm. “There’s a storm ahead,” he said. “Like, nine or ten miles wide. Moving east, but we were heading straight for it.”

Dean pursed his lips and shook his head up and down with understanding. It seemed to me that, just as much as my wife wanted to draw this man into conversation, Dean wanted to avoid it.

“How do you know that?” I said, trying not to sound like I was challenging him.

“We talked to a guy after they made Renee get off the waterslide. He was on the crew. First mate or something.” A chorus of voices beckoned from behind us. “Look, I gotta get back. Get that elbow looked at.” As he turned to leave, he looked at Tab and said, “I’ll see you later.” I swear she blushed as the three of us watched him jog back over to his friends.

“Makes sense,” said Dean. “If we were close enough to a storm. That we’d have to make a sharp correction, I mean.”

“Do you know him?” asked Tab.

“She’s asking about Mr. Baywatch,” I added, as if there was any doubt.

“That’s Seth,” said Dean. “He’s with my group.” The way he shifted his eyes, I could tell Dean didn’t want to say anything more about Seth. I made a mental note to ask him why later, when Tab wasn’t around.

“You know, he could have offered to replace my drink,” I said. Tab rolled her eyes, and Dean clearly didn’t want to be drawn into any further conversation about Seth The Volleyball Man.

“Come on, Will,” said Tab, picking up her bag. “Let’s go down to the room and get you cleaned up.” Getting out of the sun sounded good to me. Besides, I was getting hungry. And I was pretty sure there was a minibar in our room.

“You guys enjoy your day,” said Dean. “I’m headed for the casino to see if I can get lucky. Join me later, Will?”

“Will’ll be doing the same in our room.” Tab said this good-naturedly, maybe even playfully. I couldn’t tell how Dean interpreted her comment, but I saw something like sympathy in his face. He had sized up my relationship with Tab pretty quickly. “Maybe you two can get up to no good later. It was great meeting you, Dean.”

She gave Dean a real smile, and I caught a glimpse of the woman I’d fallen in love with. Her face was bright, almost youthful. The face of a woman having a good time and hoping to have a better time. It gave me hope. Hope for the rest of the cruise, maybe even hope for our marriage. She certainly seemed to be loosening up, relaxing. I didn’t know what had changed, only that it changed at about the same time a certain volleyball-wielding strongman had pulled her husband up from the deck.

We headed inside for the elevators.



Will



Walking down the narrow corridor of staterooms behind Tabby drove me crazy. The skirt of her bathing suit rode high, revealing the bottom of her buttocks, tender and white, the thin bikini vanishing between her cheeks. Beneath the skirt, her wide ass mesmerized me with its dance as her legs pistoned.

I was on her as soon as we hit the room.

“Wait,” she said.

“I want you now.” I was behind her, reaching around and cupping her breasts from behind. She turned her head to the side and I sought out her lips. Our kiss was soft and slow. Her ass against my crotch was already driving me mad, and when she wiggled it back and forth I grabbed her hips and pulled her tightly to me.

“Get undressed,” she said. “I’ll be right back.” That was Tab. We do things her way. But I was in no position to complain. We hadn’t had sex — good sex — in months. The previous night we had gone straight to sleep, both exhausted from the drive to Miami and the required walking tour of the ship.

Our stateroom was a standard, belowdecks and on the inside. In other words, tiny. And no porthole. The bed was large, a queen, with just enough space to walk around it. A narrow entryway had a closet on one side and a bathroom on the other. Tab went into the bathroom.

I slipped out of my trunks and laid back on the bed. As excited as I was, my cock was still soft. I took myself in hand and stroked with two fingers, rubbing my balls with the other three, and slowly hardened. I wanted my wife to see me waiting when she came out of the bathroom.

There was a television monitor mounted in the corner, up near the ceiling. Below it was a small refrigerator and minibar, stacked one on top of the other. A pair of glass tumblers sat on top next to an empty ice bucket. I had time to make a drink. Nothing cold, but I felt sure there were little bottles of whiskey and bourbon in there. Something that could add to the warmth I could still feel in my stomach from the earlier shots. I sat up on the bed, but before I could get any further the pocket door from the bathroom slid open. 

Tab was naked. After all these years of marriage, she was as beautiful as ever. What signs of aging were there — the way her large breasts swayed loosely on her thin frame, the way her ass had widened at the sides and thickened behind — only made her more attractive. I was pleased to see that her arms and legs had acquired a hint of pink in spite of her incessant application of sunblock. The blanching whiteness of her remaining skin drew my eyes to her most private areas. I was seeing what the sun never saw, and was about to touch what no other man could touch.

“You ready?” she said. She came to the bed and climbed on from the opposite side. “You don’t seem ready. I hope you haven’t drank too much.”

Had she caught me looking toward the minibar? As I watched her crawl toward me on all fours, her breasts hanging below her, the minibar disappeared from my mind. I gathered her face and kissed her deeply, sweeping her hair behind her ears. The way her tongue explored my mouth, I could tell she was hungry with need. And why wouldn’t she be? It had been a long time for us, and she was on vacation.

I laid her back on the bed and attacked each of her nipples, one with my mouth, the other with my hand, feeling them both fatten from the attention. I was pleased at the sounds she made, which made me start to stiffen again. She reached for my cock and took it in her warm palm. Finding it soft, she moved her hand down and caressed my balls. I kissed my way down her belly, drawn to her closely shaven pussy.

“I need to be fucked,” she said. It was almost a whisper, like a secret wish, spoken to no one in particular. But it hit me like electricity. I had never heard her talk like that, not in all the years we’d been married. Fuck me, she might say in the heat of passion, though it had been a long time since I’d heard even that. Maybe years.

I scooted down, which took my cock out of her reach, and pushed her legs apart. I brushed my lips across the scratchy nest of hair between her legs. I could smell her excitement. I stuck out my tongue and pressed it down into the cleft at the top of her mound. Her clit was wet and heavy, and she cried out when I pulled it between my lips.

“Down,” she said. “Down …” She spread her legs wider, put her hands behind her knees, and lifted them, fully exposing her sopping gash, which was trimmed neatly along both sides. I repositioned and slid my tongue into her folds, pulling her meaty lips into my mouth as my nose sidled in next to her clit. “Lick it … lick it,” she whined.

Her sweet musk was heavenly. Why didn’t we do this more often? Why didn’t she ask for it more often? She began to move her hips up and down, slowly, in time with her breathing, patterning the way she wanted her pussy eaten. I complied, lapping fervently along her soaking slit and up to her clit, tasting every inch as she rocked against my face.

“Fuck me. Please, Will … fuck me.”

I raised up on the bed and scooted forward on my knees. My cock was now at half mast, which I couldn’t understand. She had me so turned on, and she was so ready and willing, practically begging.

When she saw my cock dangling at her entrance, her expression changed to one I had become familiar with. A mix of frustration and disappointment colored her face, but there was also a determination in her eyes. She grabbed at my semirigid dick and pulled it to where she needed it. I moved my hips in cooperation as she rubbed the head of my dick against her clit.

“I love you, Tab,” I said. “You’re so fucking sexy. Do you want me to fuck you?” I just needed to hear her say it. I couldn’t remember ever being so turned on by her as I was now, listening to her dirty talk. It was like being with someone new and yet, at the same time, someone familiar. Someone comfortable.

“Yes. I need to be fucked, Will. Come on. Fuck me. Get it up and fuck me.” I stroked myself, watching her writhe below me in heat. She had both hands between her legs, spreading herself with the fingers of one hand and rubbing the path to her empty hole with the other, showing me the way. Her arms were tight at her sides in parallel, holding her tits together and pressing them up like rising bread, each topped with a jiggling nipple.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I said. And it was true. I couldn’t understand why I wasn’t hard enough. I wanted so badly to be inside of her, wanted it more than anything.

“Not beautiful enough,” she said.

And that changed things. I knew I shouldn’t have drank so much throughout the morning, but I’d had no idea we’d be coming back to the room at lunchtime. I thought I’d have the afternoon, plus dinner, and maybe a show, to let it clear my system. In my mind, even before we left home, I’d pictured us falling into bed late at night and fucking each other into exhaustion.

Now she was disappointed. I had taken her to the peak of readiness, then failed to deliver. If I was having trouble getting hard for her before, these thoughts compounded the issue. I felt myself completely limp in my hand.

“I’m sorry, Tab. I guess you’re right. I drank —”

“Move,” she said. “Just lie down. We’ll do what we always do.” She pushed me away from her, and I laid down next to her on my side. She lowered her legs to the bed and continued to work at her clit. Her free hand made its way to the back of my head, pulling my face into her chest and guiding my mouth to her dancing nipple. I sucked it hard, scraping my teeth gently along the swollen nubbin.

I glanced up at her face. Her eyes were closed. What was she thinking about? When I masturbated with my eyes closed, I was always thinking about something. And to be honest, it wasn’t always my wife. Did she have fantasies of her own? Things I didn’t know about?

Her breath caught. She was getting close. I leaned over her body to suck her other nipple. As I pulled it into my mouth, the motion of her hips and her wrist froze.

“Oh … God. Fuck me. Fuck me,” she cried, her body starting to thrum. “I need to be be fucked.” Her naughty orgasmic cries shot my balls full of adrenaline. She looked incredible, quivering below me, two fingers pulsing over her clit. I could feel my body finally cooperating, finally coming around to give her what she needed in spite of any amount of alcohol.

I sat up on my knees next to her, and she locked her eyes on my fully erect cock. She flexed her knees, bending her legs outward, and her body hitched two, three times as she finished coming.

“Oh, fuck,” she panted. “God damn, Will … Now you get fucking hard?” Her comment stung a little, but not nearly enough. Now it was me who was fired up, me who needed attention.

“You still need me to fuck you?” I said. I pushed down on my cock and aimed it at her mouth.

She stopped me with her hand on my thigh. “Just lie down,” she said. “And tell me when you’re ready to come.” I complied. Tab got up on all fours and leaned in over my crotch. She wrapped her lips around my aching cock and went down, easily consuming my full length.

“Oh, baby,” I said. “Feels so fucking good.” She bobbed her head, taking me from my tip down to my balls with every stroke of her tight lips. It was divine. I wanted to come right in her mouth, just wanted to feel her suck the jizz right out of me. But I knew that would piss her off and ruin things for us both. Tabby wasn’t entirely averse to semen, but it had been years since she’d let me come in her mouth.

“Here I come,” I said. She withdrew, sat up, and wrapped a hand around my shaft in one deft motion, picking up the rhythm with her hand without missing a stroke. The movement of her arm jostled her tits as she finished me, and I kept my eyes focused on their wonderful motion as I came. She aimed it away from her but generously tightened her grip as I started to spill hot seed in and around my navel. I raised my hips with a groan and popped off two more shots all the way up to my chest.

“Damn, sweetheart,” she said. She took her hand away, positioning it carefully so that the cum between her fingers wouldn’t drip onto the bed or run down her arm. Heaven forbid. She’s a neat one, is my Tab. “Go clean up,” she said. “I need a nap.”

Tab went back into the bathroom, pulling the pocket door closed behind her. I heard the sound of running water and could picture her rinsing her hand and washing out her mouth.

I stood up and noticed two little red spots on the bedsheets, about two feet apart, right beneath where I’d been lying. Blood, from my elbows, reminding me of my earlier fall.

I pulled the coverlet up, hoping Tab wouldn’t notice.



Feeding Frenzy



I got cleaned up, but instead of lying down with Tab I got dressed and went down to the entertainment deck, looking for the casino. I thought I mind find Dean. After my experience with Tab, I needed some camaraderie.

The casino wasn’t hard to find. Neither was Dean. I found him propped on a barstool next to a bank of slot machines, chatting with a redhead who looked about my son’s age. He seemed glad to see me as I approached, swiveling around on his stool and greeting me with both arms outstretched.

“And he’s back. Will, meet Rae.” He introduced the girl next to him as something called a “product development cycle specialist.” Now that I was closer I could see that she was definitely older than my son. But not by much. She was very pretty, with dimpled cheeks and a light spray of freckles.

“And what is it that you do, Will?” she asked.

“Yes, Will. What do you do? You never said.”

“I own a car dealership,” I said.

“Really?” said Rae.

“Yeah. Three of them, actually.” I don’t know why I lied. But telling them I owned three dealerships sounded more interesting than telling them I was just the finance manager at a Ford lot. Besides, Dean had told me his firm was in Atlanta. I would never see these people again after the cruise.

“What kind of cars?” asked Dean.

“Lexus.” 

“No shit? I drive a Lexus,” said Rae.

“Well, we appreciate your business. Hey, can you get that bartender’s attention? I could use a drink.”

“Absolutely,” said Dean, waving the bartender over. “By the way, I’m up almost two hundred bucks between blackjack and the slots. Thinking about finding a poker game. What about you, Will? You get lucky with Tab?”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “Poor thing had to take a nap afterward.”

“And on that note, I’m going to go find my boyfriend,” said Rae with a smile. “Don’t want to get in the way of guy talk.” She shook my hand and wandered off toward the card games.

The bartender came over. Before I could think about what I wanted, Dean told him that I’d have what he was having. “She’s cute,” I said. “What are we drinking?”

“Seven and Seven,” he said. “And Rae’s a hot little number. Not really my type, though.”

“And what’s your type?”

Dean seemed to think about it a moment. “Women my own age, I guess,” he said. “Rae isn’t much older than my daughter. Besides, her boyfriend works with me, too.” The bartender set my drink down on a little napkin. Dean handed him his keycard, insisting on paying since he’d done so well gambling.

“You play poker, Will?”

“No. I mean, I know how. But I’m not much of a gambler,” I said.

“I can see that about you. I’ll bet you run a pretty tight operation at those dealerships.”

“You bet I do,” I said, looking down into my drink. I needed to change the subject before he started asking details. I sipped my drink, and as its warmth trickled down my chest I remembered why I’d come looking for Dean. “So, about that guy from earlier?”

“Seth,” said Dean.

“Right. Is there something you wanted to tell me?”

“Let’s go outside. Get some air.”

I followed Dean through the casino, past the poker tables, and into the main hallway, both of us carrying our drinks. We passed a candy shop where apples were being dipped in chocolate and caramel, sprinkled over with a variety of toppings, then put out on display on little sticks.

Outside, we went to the railing. It was warm, if a little breezy. The ocean stretched uninterrupted to the horizon, a blanket of blue baking under the sun. I could hear the water washing against the ship below us.

“Seth is what you might call an opportunist,” said Dean.

“Okay. But aren’t we all?”

“A fair point. But Seth’s a special breed.”

“How so?”

“Well, it’s not hard to see that he has no problems with the ladies.”

“I wouldn’t think so.”

“Right. They fall all over him. But Seth …” Dean sipped his drink and seemed to collect his thoughts. “Put it this way. You’re a man of some means, owning three car dealerships and all, right?”

“I guess,” I said. I was starting to regret the lie. What if he said something around Tab? Would she cover for me? What would she think?

“So, you know what it’s like to be able to have most anything you want. Like this cruise, for example. It’s pretty lowbrow vacation fare. Probably didn’t bat an eye at the cost, did you?”

“I’m not even sure how much it was,” I said.

“There you go,” said Dean, as if I’d made his point for him. “And customers who come into your dealership, well, they could easily have bought a Ford, right? But as things become more easily available to you, you start to want things that are out of reach to most other people.”

“My customers are discerning buyers,” I agreed. That much was true, to some extent.

“I’m sure they are. They want a Lexus. A car not just anybody can have.”

“What’s this got to do with Seth?” I asked.

Dean leaned on the railing with both arms, staring out at the ocean. “I guess there’s a certain kind of man out there, Will, who isn’t satisfied with having things not everyone can have. He wants things no one should have. More specifically, he wants to take things away from someone else.”

“So, Seth —”

“He likes to fuck married women.” Dean looked over at me, his face a tableau of warning. A heat rose up within me, either from the liquor or a response to the implied suggestion that I would need to be wary of someone trying to bed my wife. Maybe both.

“I don’t get it,” I said. “Why would a guy like that, who can have his pick of women, pursue married women?”

“Well, you said it. He can have his pick. Guys like you and me, maybe we can’t understand. But he’s like a corporate raider. He gets off on taking over companies, so to speak. And if you ask him, he’ll tell you he’s doing these women a favor. Them and their husbands. He leaves them better off than before. Or so he believes. I tell you, he’s Mitt Romney with a big cock.”

I found the suggestion that infidelity could improve a marriage as intriguing as it was counterintuitive. But for Dean, I just acted as if the whole thing was offensive. And he was watching me, I could tell, looking to see what my reaction would be.

“I have to ask, Dean. Why did you feel like you needed to tell me this? Me specifically?”

He turned to face me. “I hope you don’t mind me saying so, Will, but Tabitha’s a fine looking woman.”

“I don’t mind at all. But she hates being called Tabitha.”

“Tab?”

“That or Tabby. I think Tabby sounds too much like Tubby, but it doesn’t seem to bother her.”

“Well, you saw how he was eyeing Tabby this morning, right? I mean, surely that didn’t escape your notice.”

I had noticed. I hadn’t thought much of it. Nothing wrong with my wife feeling a little flattered. “I can’t say it really bothered me. At the time I was more concerned about falling on my face in front of God and everyone. Besides, Tab would never do anything more than flirt. And what the hell, she’s on vacation.”

“Two things, my friend. First, don’t assume you know what a woman will or won’t do. No matter how well you know her. True of anyone, really, but especially women, and especially when it comes to sex. I could tell you some stories about my first wife. Second, well …” He turned back to the ocean and polished off the rest of his drink.

“The second thing?”

“Men like Seth, he looks not only for a certain type of woman, but a woman in a certain type of situation.”

“And what situation is my wife in, exactly?”

“How can I put this?” he said. Dean had the look of a guidance counselor tasked with telling me that my kid wasn’t doing so well in class, and it was because my kid was just stupid.

“Don’t spare my feelings, Dean,” I said.

“Look, you and your wife, you’re having problems. And I’m guessing those problems are in the bedroom.”

“Is it that obvious?” I was crestfallen. It was bad enough to deal with Tab and her disappointment. But for everyone around to see it? May as well put it on a billboard: Will Cullen - A Man Who No Longer Satisfies His Wife With Vaginal Penetration.

“Don’t get carried away,” said Dean. “But I noticed. And if I noticed, you can bet Seth will zero in on that.”

“But … he was only around us for two minutes,” I said.

“Nature of the beast. A predator can spot … prey.” He had hesitated, but I could fill in the blank. Weakness. That’s what he was going to say. And it wasn’t my wife he was referring to.

“Well, I’m sure Tab would never cheat. It’s just not in her nature. And how do you know all this about Seth, anyway?”

“Remind me later to tell you some stories. It’ll blow your mind.”

I looked around. “I’ve got time.”

“Yeah, but I want to hit the tables. I have a great poker face. Going to turn this two hundred into five thousand before the cruise is over. But maybe I could join you and Tabby for dinner.”

I agreed to dinner. I was looking forward to our first foray into the fine dining that had been advertised with the cruise package. And maybe I could get Dean to tell me some of the stories about his lecherous coworker.

Dean tossed his melting ice cubes overboard and rested his arms on the railing again. The sun was heading toward the horizon, even though it was only early afternoon. We were clearly facing west. He pointed to something in the distance. “Will you look at that?” he said. I struggled to see what he was pointing at. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

I followed his gaze to the point where the water met the sky. I saw nothing but a few birds circling in a pattern. One bird dove to the water, its beak extended like a lance. It disappeared into the sea, just for a moment, then returned to the air, joining its fellows. Then another bird dove and returned, then another.

“You see them?” said Dean. He spoke quietly, as if we might startle them from half a mile away. “Probably terns or gulls. Maybe pelicans. Out on the open sea like this they sometimes happen on a big fish, maybe even a porpoise or dolphin, something big enough to feed the whole flock. It only takes one of them to hit it just right with its huge bill, knock the sucker braindead.”

Dean was captivated at the sight of the feeding birds, even though they weren’t much more than swooping specks outlined by the sun from our vantage point. “So, more predators,” I said.

“They’re scavengers, really, but smart.” There was a tinge of admiration in his voice. “On the shoreline, you see them pick off little fish and swallow them whole. They fend for themselves. But out here, it’s a smorgasbord. They take turns picking off the flesh”

“Kind of gross,” I said. “And what a shame for the dolphin or whatever.”

He came out of his trance and turned to me. “Hey, everyone’s gotta eat,” he said. “Besides, the ocean swallows the bones.”

I was ready for another drink.



Moon Myth



When I got back to the room, Tab was showered and dressed. She had on a sleeveless black dinner dress with a plunging neckline that showed just a hint of cleavage. It fell just above her knees. Thin black stockings covered her shapely legs all the way down to a pair of red pumps. A pearl necklace, worn tight like a choker, completed her outfit.

“Wow, you look terrific,” I said.

“Thanks. I’m hungry. Where have you been?” I told her I’d had a drink in the casino with Dean. I left out the two drinks I had later, sitting on my own at the bar while Dean played poker. “And what did the two of you talk about?”

“We talked about there being a lot of fish in the sea.”

Tab fumbled with an earring, looking in the mirror. “I take it he’s single,” she said.

“Yeah. Divorced. He has a daughter about Kevin’s age.”

“Shame. He’s handsome.” She puckered into the mirror, applied a glossy lipstick, then rolled her lips until both were evenly pink. She came over to me and put her hands on my shoulders. “But so are you.”

“Thanks.” I gave her a little kiss, being careful not to smear her lipstick.

“You’ve been drinking. You didn’t gamble, did you?”

“No.”

“Because that would be a bad mix. And we said we wouldn’t gamble.”

“You said we wouldn’t gamble.” She gave me an arched eyebrow. “But I agree. No gambling. It’s not my thing. Let’s go on down. Dean’s going to join us for dinner. That okay?”

“Perfect,” she said. “But you need to change.”

Dean already had a table and was waiting for us when we entered the dining hall. One of two on the ship, the room was large and formal, lined with round tables topped with white tablecloths and crystal centerpieces. A stern-faced maître d’ stood behind a podium. He seemed a bit put out that we already had seating, but after he confirmed our room number he gave us his best smile as he led us to where Dean stood waving.

“Tabby, you are a thing of beauty,” said Dean. He was standing behind a chair, indicating where my wife should sit. She thanked him and blushed as she lowered her rear into the chair, which Dean then pushed under her. “And you, Will … Well, you don’t look as good as me, but you clean up pretty good.”

“Thanks,” I said. I was wearing khakis and a blue button-down. Somewhere between the poker table and the dinner table, Dean had changed into a dark gray suit that had the look of having been tailored, it fit his frame so well. He unfastened the button of his jacket as he took his seat and I saw that his tie was a fish — the tail knotted up below his collar and the head down at his belt.

“Nice tie,” I said.

“At least he wore one,” said Tab. “Did you even bring any?”

A server in full cruise line regalia handed each of us a drink menu and took our drink orders, starting with Tab. She asked for a glass of water. I ordered a Seven and Seven.

“Your new standby?” said Dean. “I’ll have the same.”

We made small talk until the server returned with dinner menus and our drinks. I immediately drained half of mine as we listened to her reel off the specials. “Poached sea bass, with or without the skin, served with a mushroom risotto and three-cheese scalloped potatoes,” said the server. “We also have a honied salmon served on a cedar plank, while they last.”

Dean ordered the sea bass. Tab chose the salmon. But the prospect of eating fish filled my head with images of a floating carcass being picked apart by seabirds. “What do you have in the way of steak?” I asked.

“Is this a first cruise for the two of you?” asked Dean after we’d ordered.

“It is,” said Tab. “We don’t travel a lot.”

“How about you, Dean?” I said. I felt I needed to redirect the conversation a little, lest the topic of travel somehow come around to my work.

“Oh, I’ve been on several,” he said. “You two are going to love the Caymans. Did you know there’s going to be a lunar eclipse while we’re at sea?”

“That’s the red moon thing, right?” I said.

“Yes, most dramatic when it’s a full eclipse. Which this one is. Have you ever seen an eclipse?” Tab and I both shook our heads. “I’ve seen a full solar eclipse before. Incredible. Day turns to night, just for a minute. If you ever see it you’ll never forget it.”

“I don’t think there’s ever been one visible where we live,” said Tab.

“I watched the last one on TV,” I added.

“Hasn’t been one where I live, either. And it’s not the same on TV. It’s something you have to experience. I drove halfway across the country to see one, six years ago. Nevada.”

“Really?” said Tab. “And where did you live?”

“In New Jersey at that time. That was before my divorce.”

“That’s a long way to go to watch an eclipse,” I said.

“Well, I needed to get away. I didn’t have much money at the time, but I hit the road on my own. Slept in the back of a pickup in prairies and corn fields along the way. It was a time of great change for me.”

“Sounds like it,” said Tab.

“But when there’s something you want, something you really want to do, you just have to go out there and get it,” said Dean. He waved at a server and asked for another drink. “Another for you, Will?” I nodded, even though I could feel my wife looking at me sideways.

“I couldn’t agree more,” said Tab.

“I can see that in you, Tabby. You’re a woman who gets what she wants. And I imagine you get plenty, married to a success like Will here.” Tab looked over at me, her eyebrows raised in confusion.

“So,” I said, “When is this lunar eclipse?”

“Day after tomorrow. Just after nightfall. There’s viewing parties on the upper deck. Should be a perfect view. Nearly twenty minutes of totality.”

“We’ll be sure to be there,” I said.

“Did you know that the Mesopotamians interpreted a lunar eclipse as an attack on the king?” This seemed out of left field, even for Dean.

“That so?” I said.

“Yes. And they were pretty sophisticated about predicting them.”

“Didn’t they, like, develop one of the first calendars?” said Tab.

“Something like that, yes,” continued Dean. “Anyway, when they knew an eclipse of the moon was going to happen, they would temporarily install a false king in order to protect the real king from any danger.”

“Sounds like a raw deal for the false king,” I said.

“Well … that depends,” said Dean.

“On?”

“Whether the false king got to sleep with the true queen for a few days,” said Dean. To my surprise, Tab laughed out loud at this. It didn’t seem to me like the kind of thing she would find funny but, not wanting to seem stodgy, I joined in.

The server appeared again with our refills, as well as a bottle of wine. She made a show of uncorking the bottle, holding the neck with a napkin. A second server came by and placed three shiny stemmed glasses — real glasses — on our table. We all watched, bewildered, as she poured a sample and set it down in front of my wife. “Nineteen ninety-eight pinot, for the lady,” she said.

“We didn’t order any wine,” I protested.

“From the gentleman.” The server pointed to another table, not far away.

Seth waved to the three of us. Though it seemed to me that his eyes were fixed on Tab. He sat with three women, all of them toned and tanned, all of them now looking toward our table. One of the women actually giggled.

Tab smiled and waved back. As she sampled the wine, her face flushed a deep red. “Thank you. It’s perfect,” she said. The server filled all three glasses and set one before each of us.

I swigged at my drink and looked at Dean over the rim of my glass. He looked mildly perturbed, the I told you so clear in his eyes. Sensing my unrest, he moved to pacify me. “I’m sure it’s a belated apology,” he said. “For you. For the, uh … beach ball.”

“The volleyball,” said Tab, loud enough for the surrounding tables to hear. I winced. She sipped her wine approvingly. “Of course it is. What else would it be for?”

“And it’s a matter of etiquette for staff to pour for the lady first,” added Dean. “That’s all that was meant.” But Dean’s eyes told a different story. Besides, if it had been for me, why not send over a bottle of scotch? Did I look like a wine drinker?

“I mean, why on earth would a good looking man give a woman a bottle of wine? It’s unheard of,” said Tab. To my astonishment, and Dean’s, she drained her glass. “Now if you two will excuse me, I have to visit the ladies’ room. One of you might refill my glass before I get back.” After she didn’t move for a moment, I leapt up and pulled out her chair for her. She took her purse and walked away, and I saw Seth’s eyes following her. He even turned his head and watched until she rounded the corner to the restrooms.

“Can you believe this fucking guy?” I said. Dean had been watching, too, and now he turned back to me.

“Yes, I can. I told you.”

“But to be so forward? So goddamn … blatant?” I could feel the anger rising in my cheekbones. I took the glass of wine in front of me and drained it in one long gulp. “I mean, he’s sitting over there with three women. Doesn’t he care? Don’t they care?”

“To them, it probably makes him more appealing,” said Dean.

“I mean, he’s wearing a t-shirt, for Christ’s sake. In here.” I realized I was getting a bit loud. I lowered my voice and leaned toward Dean. I didn’t want Seth to actually hear me.

“And what was all that shit about a false king sleeping with the queen? Do you only speak in fucking metaphors?” I said.

“It was … just an anecdote,” said Dean.

“I mean, are you trying to fuck my wife, too?” Dean froze, his mouth open, staring at me in disbelief. I knew I had gone too far. Worse, a lady at the next table turned her head. Dean looked over at her with a smile and gave her a little shake of his head. I felt sweat break out on my forehead as my anger cooled into a soft embarrassment.

“Dean, I’m sorry. That was uncalled for.”

“Don’t worry about it. In fact, you don’t have anything to worry about. I didn’t mean to make you paranoid. Guys like him, they just … cast a wide net is all. If you’re sure Tabby isn’t the fooling around type —”

“She isn’t. At all.”

“It’s just that —”

“What?”

“Every woman who fools around used to be the type that doesn’t fool around.”

“That’s ridiculous. That’s like saying every man who’s rich used to be poor, every man who’s tall used to be short, every —”

“Not exactly, but point taken.” Dean looked down into his drink. After a minute, the silence grew heavy.

“Dean,” I began. “Listen. I really am sorry. What I said —”

“Don’t think another thing of it,” he said, and I was struck by how gracious he could be. Here he was, alone on a business trip, being a perfect gentleman, and I had outright accused him of trying to plant lewd suggestions in my wife’s head. The man was obviously carrying burdens of his own.

“So, you and your ex … she cheated on you? That what happened?” I said.

“Yes. And with a friend.” He still hadn’t looked up from his glass.

“I’m sorry about that,” I said.

“Don’t be. It was my fault,” said Dean, finally looking up at me. He fiddled with the napkin in his lap.

“How’s that?”

Dean turned his head to both sides, as if to check if anyone were listening. Then he looked behind him. No sign of Tab.

“I wasn’t meeting her needs,” he said quietly. “It was a bad time. For me. Performance-wise, you might say. I was working all the time, and she found an outlet. I caught her. She said she was sorry, and that she still loved me, wanted to make things work and so on.”

“Jesus,” I said. Turns out we had more in common that I’d thought. “But I still don’t see how that makes it your fault. I mean, I’m not exactly meeting Tabby’s needs right now, either.”

“That’s the thing,” said Dean. “How was it fair to Beth? She offered to work things out. I was the one who made the decision to leave. Maybe we could have reached a compromise. Who knows?”

I was intrigued. “What do you mean, compromise?”

“She outright told me it was the best sex she’d had in years. And I have to tell you, Will, when a woman says that to you, and she isn’t talking about you, it’s like a hot knife to the spine.”

“But?”

“Well. Time went by. Now I’d lost a wife and a good friend, too. Maybe I could have kept them both.”

“You mean forgive them? You’d be a better man than me.” I saw Tab returning from the restroom behind Dean and gestured a warning across the table.

“Not just forgive them. Let it go on, if necessary,” said Dean.

“Let what go on?” I started speaking quickly, wanting to wrap this up before Tab got back to the table. “Are you saying you’d just let your wife cheat?”

“Is it cheating if I know about it? I’m only saying that in the intervening years I’ve learned to have an open mind. I know you can’t see that, because you’re still on the other side of it.”

I was agog. “Are you suggesting … What are you suggesting?”

“Maybe it wouldn’t be such a bad thing,” Dean said quietly, tilting his eyes in the direction of Seth. And I have to admit, for just a minute, I did allow a door within me to open. But as I watched Seth’s eyes follow my wife’s ass as she approached our table, my stomach turned sour and the door slammed closed again.

“What wouldn’t be such a bad thing?” said Tab. Dean was on his feet, pulling out her chair again. I filled her wineglass.

“A false king sleeping with the queen,” I said, emboldened by the mix of wine and whiskey.

“Well, royalty ought to have its privileges,” she said. My eyes went wide, both at the implication and that my wife would say such a thing. And if there were any doubt whether she was referring to the king or the queen, she picked up her wineglass and added: “Otherwise, what’s the point of being fucking queen?”

Dean, seeing I was speechless, raised his glass. “To new friends,” he said. I picked up my glass and we toasted. “And to the queen.” We clinked again.

The server brought our dinner. My order had gotten screwed up, and a plate of sea bass was set before me.

I ate it.



Fail



“Let’s try again.”

That night, it was Tab who took the initiative. She stepped out of her shoes and slid out of her cocktail dress, letting it slink to the floor, and stood before me in black briefs and a matching bra. The briefs concealed her thighs but accentuated the curve of her hips. Her full-coverage bra contained her large breasts. She stepped into my arms, inviting me to reach around and unfasten her.

I kissed her as I fumbled with the bra. The taste of wine was heavy in her mouth. She had finished most of the bottle herself, and I attributed her unexpected friskiness to what was, for Tab, a lot of alcohol. Of course, I’d had plenty myself. I was terrified I wouldn’t be able to perform again. After the episode earlier in the afternoon, I hadn’t expected to be trying again so soon.

“Here, let me,” she said. She reached behind herself with both hands, arching her back and pressing her chest into mine as she impatiently loosed her bra with practiced efficiency. She tossed it onto the bed.

Her breasts bobbled freely, her nipples fat, dark. The backs of my legs were up against the edge of the bed. I felt cornered, the tiny room creating a sense of claustrophobia. Tab’s hands went to work unbuttoning my shirt, starting at the top and working her way down. She unbuckled me, and then her hand slid down over my zipper.

“What does it take?” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“For you. What does it take?” She squeezed at my lifeless cock, igniting a little shock of pain as her fingers wrapped around my balls. I winced away and, there being nowhere to go, plopped into a sitting position on the bed. “You used to want to fuck me.”

“I still want to,” I said. She pushed her panties down over her hips and shook them off. They slid down her legs, leaving me face to face with her trimmed bush.

“Then why don’t you?” Her speech came out a little slurred. The shape of her hips — their whiteness, the way they sloped from her waist — was enticing. I grabbed them at their widest point and let my hands slip around behind her, gripping a handful of ass in each palm. “You’re only forty-four,” she said. “I’m not beautiful anymore.”

I didn’t see the connection between my age and her beauty, but assumed the wine was talking. “Of course you’re beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world. And of course I want to fuck you.”

“Only forty-two and no man to fuck me.” She dropped to her knees and started pulling at the open fly of my pants. I closed my eyes and thought back over all the sexless months. How long had it been, since I’d fucked my wife? I mean really fucked her? How many months? Twelve or more? More than a year? Could the time since I’d last fucked Tab, made her come with my cock, be measured in years? Is that what brought us to this trip?

And if that was the case, what was I going to do about it?

I raised my hips and let her take my pants down, my limp dick flopping out cold and purple. I kicked them off one ankle as she took me in her mouth. She sucked at me, pulling my shriveled cock in and out of her mouth without moving her head. The warmth was incredible. Finally, I could feel myself start to stiffen.

I leaned back and closed my eyes, picturing my wife above me, mounted on me, grinding herself on my crotch. In my imagination, the cock she rode was long, thick, and hard as granite. I could see her unrestrained tits bouncing, could hear her crying out as she came: Oh, Will … I love your cock … I’m gonna fucking come, baby … oh thank God I have a man like you … I’m coming, I’m coming …

It played vividly in my head, like a movie. I could actually hear her voice, and the thought of my wife using my dick to achieve an exhilarating climax somehow cut through the liquor in my veins. I was hard.

I felt Tab withdraw. I looked down to see her smiling at my erection. It wasn’t the massive cock I was fucking her with in my vision — She wrapped her hand around it, and only the swollen head peeked out above her thumb. But it was achingly hard.

She stood up. “Come on,” she said. She moved quickly onto the bed next to me and flipped over, spreading her legs. Her pussy glistened in the faint light that shone from the fixtures embedded in the ceiling. “Hurry, Will. I want you inside me.”

I didn’t lose a second. I moved on top of her and wormed into position, guiding my cock with one hand. A baking heat radiated from her pussy as I slid the head of my dick along her folds.

And then I was inside her.

“Oh, Will. Yes, that’s it. Just fuck me.”

I could almost feel her pussy sucking me in, like hot quicksand pulling me into a trap.

“Fuck me.”

I rocked my hips, but on my first stroke I came back too far and slid out of her. “No,” she cried, parting her legs further and bringing her knees out to her sides. She bent forward and grabbed at my ass, trying to pull me closer.

I guided myself back inside and began to pump into her, using short strokes so I wouldn’t come out again. She held onto my thighs and pulled at me, her nails digging into my skin. She lifted her ass off the bed and pressed herself up against me with a desperate strength as she cried out: “Harder … fuck me harder.“

Tab was like a different woman. In all our years together I had never known her to be … so needful, so uninhibited, to use language like this. What had come over her? Was it the attention of other men? Dean calling her a queen? Seth sending her a bottle of wine? Was it being surrounded by beautiful people in swimsuits, knowing that they were pairing up in their staterooms and ravishing each other?

Or was it the ocean itself? Had my wife left the old Tabitha back on the shore and been somehow enchanted by the sea? Was the water on which we floated something more than a change of scenery? It wasn’t as if we’d never taken a vacation before. It wasn’t as if we’d never had sex while on vacation. But something was different. Her whole body seemed hungry, in need of nourishment. The sense of modesty that had always been a hallmark of her personality was being replaced by a quickening lust.

We had come on this trip to rediscover each other, to focus attention on one another and remember why we were man and wife. But not to become different people.

“Deeper, Will …” She clawed at me and continued to shove her pussy onto my cock, seeking out more penetration. But I was pounding away with everything I had, rolling my pelvis, my cock sloshing inside her, lost in her wetness. I wanted more than anything to fill her, to impale her body and pin her ass to the mattress until her eyes bulged and she screamed.

Maybe it wouldn’t be such a bad thing …

It was Dean’s voice I heard, his remark at dinner, as I came. The orgasm snuck up on me, hitting me quick, and suddenly my cock felt tender and wounded. I fell forward on top of my wife, felt her nipples raking my chest as it heaved.

“Oh, Tab … God, that was amazing … you’re amazing.” I spoke softly into her ear between breaths. Her reaction was not the intimate whisper of fulfillment I was expecting.

“Did you come? Did you fucking come already?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck. Get off.” She pushed me away, angry and exasperated. I rolled off of her. She reached between her legs, and I was dumbstruck as she buried three fingers of one hand in her pussy and rubbed her clit with the other. She closed her eyes as she masturbated frantically, pumping her hips and crying out as if I was still fucking her. As if someone was still fucking her.

“Fuck me … oh, God, fuck me … fuck me … please …”

I sat up on the bed and watched as she brought herself to climax, her body freezing except for the tiny motions of her hand. It was over quickly, and she shuddered, her fingers still buried in herself, as if reaching for something that still hadn’t been touched. 

We laid in silence for what seemed a long time. I got up and turned off the lights. As I stumbled back to the bed, I could feel the floor under my feet sway gently on the ocean below us.

“Do I make you happy?” I said into the darkness.

“Will, you’re my husband,” came the reply.

“But do I give you everything you need?”

Silence. Then, “I’m not sure how to answer that.”

“Because you give me everything I need. But I think you need more. Something I can’t give you.”

“Will,” she whispered, as if afraid she would be overheard, “I’ve tried to tell you to stop drinking.”

Even in the pitch black, I could feel the smallness of the room. It pressed in on me like a coffin, as if I were at the end of something. And somehow, in the darkness, I was able to say the thing that I could never say in the light of day.

“It isn’t just the alcohol.”

“What do you mean?”

“I think I drink to hide it, so there will be a reason I don’t get hard.”

She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “Maybe you could see a doctor.”

It was my turn to be quiet. The prospect of facing a doctor, of explaining why I needed his help or, God forbid, her help, was not one I relished.

Maybe it wouldn’t be such a bad thing …

“What if there was another way?” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“Do you think someone else —”

“There is no one else,” she said. As we drifted toward sleep, her sense of propriety seemed to be reasserting itself. But beneath her assertion, I detected a hint of regret. I hurried forward hoping that, with her mind on the edge of sleep and dulled by wine, she would tell me the truth.

“Maybe just this once … out here,” I said, “there could be.”

“I don’t see how that would help us.”

It was enough of an answer.

I nestled close to my wife as the sea rocked us to sleep.



The Thing About Seth



I got up early the next day and went up to the buffet, leaving Tab sleeping deeply. A bank of clouds blocked out the morning sun, and it was cool up on the deck. I went looking for Dean, hoping to find him eating breakfast. I grabbed a coffee and walked aimlessly around the back of the ship, wandering in and out of the dining hall. No sign of him.

I was about to give up, thinking perhaps he was a late sleeper, when I saw a familiar face coming toward me. It was the young redhead who’d been sitting at the casino bar with Dean. She was alone, wearing a loose wrap that blew in the ocean breeze. I imagined she had her swimsuit on beneath it.

“Excuse me, have you seen Dean this morning?” I said. From the look she gave me, friendly though it was, I could tell she didn’t remember me. “Will,” I clarified. “We met yesterday, in the —”

“Oh, right.” Her smile broadened. “The Lexus guy.”

“I’m sorry. I can’t remember your name.”

“Rae,” she said. “And yes, I’ve seen him.” She laughed a little, as if she thought my question somehow funny. “He should be up here any time. He usually eats around nine, unless he orders room service.”

“Great. I’ll just wait around then.”

“Say, I have a question for you.”

“Shoot,” I said.

“My car is in for service while we’re away. They say it’s a transmission problem. The dealership says it’s out of warranty, but it just recently expired. The problem started well before the warranty ended. Is there anything I can do?”

“Well,” I said. I cleared my throat. “They should certainly honor your warranty. As a company, we take great pride in servicing our products.”

“Yeah, but they say they can’t. Do you have any pull with dealerships in the Atlanta area? Can I give them your name?”

I didn’t see any way out. I hate compounding a lie. But I figured, what was the harm? I’d probably never see this person again. “Sure,” I said, hesitantly. “But, dealerships are independently owned. So ultimately, it would be up to the owner as to whether to interpret the warranty to the letter.” I was hedging.

“Do you have a card, or something?” she asked.

“Not on me,” I said. “But you can give them my name.” I sipped my coffee and looked out at the ocean.

“So you’re Will … ?”

“Cullen.” I couldn’t think of a lie quickly enough, which was probably for the best. I needed to change the subject before I was forced to tell another. “Where’s your boyfriend this morning?”

“Still asleep. He had a rough night.” I tried to imagine what a rough night with Rae would be like. I wondered if she fucked the poor guy senseless. “I’m getting him a to-go plate. But thank you, Will Cullen.” She repeated my name, committing it to memory. “Enjoy your day.” She wandered off in the direction of the buffet line.

I walked toward the midship, along a path anyone headed to the stern dining hall from the staterooms would have to follow. Then I saw another familiar face.

Seth was standing at the railing along with a shapely blonde who looked to be in her mid twenties. They were both already in bathing suits, his a pair of blue trunks spattered with palm trees, hers a delicate turquoise two-piece that contrasted sharply with her sun-baked skin and seemed to hang on her body by magic. I stood a little distance behind them, trying to decide if she was one of the women seated with Seth at dinner the previous night. As he pointed toward the horizon and her gaze followed, she ran a thumb through the bottom of her suit, pulling it out along the side and adjusting it. Before it snapped back in place, I got a good look at the raw white skin of her round asscheek.

I glanced around, nervous that someone might have seen me looking. The three of us seemed to be alone.

Seth put an arm around the woman. He wore no shirt, of course, as if his physique made him impervious to anything so pedestrian as the weather. Hell, it probably did. I wondered if he had slept with this woman. Had they just awoken together, naked in his stateroom? Had she climbed on top of him for a quickie before they headed up to have protein shakes and gaze at the sea? Had that tight round ass just been bouncing on Seth’s cock not twenty minutes ago?

Or maybe Seth had slept with someone else. Maybe one of the women he’d dined with last night. I was convinced that the woman he was with now had not been one of them. And now here he was, ready for a new day and a new companion.

Or maybe he’d had two women in his room overnight …

My stomach churned with a mix of arousal, disgust, and envy. What must that be like, having your pick of beautiful women? To be so desirable, that other women didn’t even mind sharing you?

And what was I thinking? Why would such a man want anything to do with Tab?

“Sleep well?” I turned, startled at Dean’s voice. “Enjoying the view?” he asked with a smirk.

“I was actually looking for you,” I said. “I want to talk to you about … well …” I didn’t know how to begin. Didn’t know if I should begin at all.

“Okay. This seems serious,” he said. “Let’s walk over to the other side, away from curious ears.” He cocked a thumb toward Seth.

We climbed a set of spiral stairs to the upper deck, coming out near the waterslides. They weren’t open yet, though staff were prepping for the day. The breeze blew without obstruction up here, whipping up the collar of Dean’s Hawaiian shirt. “You and Tab have a good night?” he said.

“Not really, no,” I said. “That’s kind of what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Sorry to hear that. She seemed to be in a playful mood when the two of you left. Hell, I was jealous.”

“I was thinking about something you said last night.”

“I said a lot of things last night. Don’t remember half of them.”

I took a deep breath. “The thing about a false king sleeping with the queen.” We had been walking along the side of the pool. Now Dean came to a stop and faced me. “You said, maybe it wouldn’t be a bad thing.”

“I actually said that?” In the silence that followed, I felt shame creep over me. He had been half-drunk, just running off at the mouth. Not only had he not meant the things he’d said, he couldn’t even remember them. Had I lost my mind, bringing this up in the open light of day, to someone I barely knew?

“Yeah, I guess I did say that,” he said, and I actually exhaled with relief. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?“

As much as I wanted to keep the discussion vague, I knew at some point I’d have to move past that. “You know him, right? You could talk to him.”

Another silence. Again, I felt a sense of shame rising up within me. But then Dean smiled.

“Listen, Will. I’m glad to see your adventurous side coming out, but before this conversation goes any further, I think you should tell me the exact nature of the problem you’re having with Tabby.”

“You want me to tell you … what?” The thought of explaining to Dean that I had trouble getting and maintaining an erection made me want to jump overboard.

“I want you to tell me what’s going on, Will. Because you said Tab wasn’t the fooling-around type, so this doesn’t really make any sense to me.”

I found a set of chairs and took a seat. Dean sat across from me, a look of concern on his face. I looked around one more time to be sure we were alone, and took a few more deep breaths.

I told him.

“Well, that’s unfortunate. And I’m sorry to hear it,” he said. “And by the way, it’s more common than you’d think. Have you considered seeing a doctor?”

“Tab suggested it. But I’d rather not.”

“You’re looking for a quicker solution. For her.”

“Yes, for her,” I said. He leaned back and seemed to think on the intimate information I’d shared, and I felt a surge of confidence. Not only did he seem to think no less of me, but I could trust him. After all, he’d once been in a similar situation.

He sat forward, his elbows on his knees. “Okay. I get it. If you lived anywhere near Atlanta I’d say hell no, run the other way as fast as you can, and take your wife with you.”

“We live in Richmond.”

“It would be better if you lived in Portland. As in, Oregon. Because if you’re looking for a one-time thing, this is not a guy you want near your zip code. I think in the interest of full disclosure, Will, I should tell you what I know about … Seth.” He lowered his voice to a whisper as he said the name. Finally, he was going to tell me what he knew.

“There’s a young woman I work with —”

“Is she on the cruise?”

“No. She didn’t come. Her name is … we’ll call her Rhonda. This was about a year, year and a half ago. She was new at the time, actually came over from Microsoft. Her husband had transferred to Atlanta, also from Microsoft, and they had just moved to the area. She was, I don’t know, mid-thirties. But I’m telling you, she had a body no straight American male could ignore.” He sat back and grinned at the memory. “Not that she flaunted it. Dressed conservatively, in fact. Kind of like Tab does. And you know, she’s really good at her job. Works in our marketing arm. So does Seth, by the way.”

“So, that’s how they met,” I said, wanting to hurry the story along. I could already see where it was going. Dean proceeded to tell me how Seth began with a subtle approach, just a little flirting, taking his time. He told me how Rhonda’s attempts to rebuff him only made him more determined, how her protestations of being married just bounced off him.

“So one day, I come back to the office in the evening to pick up some faxes, and I walk by Seth’s door. The place is deserted at that hour, and I hadn’t expected to see anyone. But there he sits, leaning back in his chair. Which is odd, because it’s like seven o’clock. I stop and talk to him, and I get the feeling he just wants me to move on. Which of course makes me just stand there, wondering what in the hell’s going on.”

“So what was going on?” I said.

“Well, after a minute or so of trying to make conversation, I can feel a kind of tension in the room. But it’s not me. And it sure isn’t Seth, because he’s looking as relaxed as a man can be. But then I notice what looks like … well, hair.”

“Hair?”

“Yeah, dark curly hair just sticking up from behind Seth’s desk. Seth sees me notice and looks down below the desk, laughing.”

“Rhonda?”

“Yes, married Rhonda. She pops up from behind the desk and gives me a murderous look. Mean as hell. I mean, she wanted me the fuck out of there.”

“So she could —”

“Yeah, keep sucking his cock would be my guess. Anyway, I’m stunned, and I take off. Get my shit and head home. But the next day, I ask him. What’s going on with you and Rhonda?”

“And?”

“How much detail do you want?”

“How much do you think I need?” I asked.

Dean leaned back again and looked around. A few people had started to mill around on the deck. The sun was breaking through the clouds, and soon the pool would be crowded.

“As Seth told it to me,” Dean continued quietly, “he’d already been fucking Rhonda for a couple of weeks. And always at her house. So one night, her husband comes home. Catches them in the bedroom, in flagrante delicto, as they say. But do they stop? Fuck no. He keeps fucking the shit out of her, right there in front of her husband.”

“Jesus,” I said. It was unimaginable, the balls this guy had. “Wasn’t the guy pissed?”

“Well, I’d assume. Wouldn’t you be? But to hear Seth tell it, he asked the guy if he should stop. But the wife, right there in front of her husband, is begging him not to. I mean, her life is ruined, right? Or so you’d think? She’s just committed the unpardonable and gotten caught. But all she can think about is that she wants Seth to keep fucking her.”

“Did he?” I realized this was all coming secondhand. Maybe Seth had made up a lot of these details. Maybe Dean didn’t entirely believe it all. But the way he was telling it, it was as if he had been there himself.

“Oh, yeah. The guy stands there speechless, so Seth tells him to have a seat. Incredibly, the poor bastard just plops down on a chair by the bed and proceeds to watch his wife get nailed by this fucking Adonis. After a while, maybe she starts to feel a little guilty or whatever, she reaches over to her husband. He takes her hand, and she pulls him over to the bed. She’s still getting fucked, but she starts kissing him, her husband, telling her she still loves him.”

Dean shifted in his chair, rubbed his hand through his hair, clearly moving on. “So, the takeaway here, Will —”

“How did it end?” I said.

“Well, that’s what I’m getting ready to tell you. Rhonda’s still married, and they’re happier now than ever. At least that’s what she says.”

“No, I mean, in the bedroom.” I was morbidly curious how a man would react to his wife kissing him while she was fucked by another man.

“Oh that. I thought you might ask. It’s just that, I don’t know whether to believe everything Seth says. This isn’t the only story he’s spun. And some of them, well, they’re just outrageous.”

He eyed me for a moment. I sat silent, not wanting to ask again.

“So they’re kissing, professing their love for one another and so on. And Seth, he pulls out and comes all over both their faces.” My mouth hung open. I couldn’t believe that. Things like that couldn’t happen. “Yeah, crazy huh? And the guy — the husband — doesn’t bat an eye. Keeps kissing his wife. Keeps kissing her until Seth sticks his cock in her mouth.”

I felt sick. The guy Dean was describing was some kind of degenerate. I began to question the wisdom of what was already an insane proposition. What had I been thinking?

“So, like I was saying, you need to know what kind of guy you’re dealing with. You want another man to fuck your wife —” I winced at that, hearing it said out loud for the first time — “Seth’s your guy. He has no scruples at all. But you need to know that a big part of it for him, a bonus if you will, is humiliating a lesser man. Or someone he considers to be a lesser man.

“He likes to cuckold them.”

I knew the word. And I knew what it meant. I’d never considered myself to be … that. And I didn’t want to be, either.

“I’m telling you,” said Dean with emphasis, “he thrives on that shit.” He was almost quivering as he said it, like he was shaking off his revulsion. Now I was just embarrassed. What must Dean think of me?

I looked down at my hands and collected my thoughts. “I don’t want you to get the wrong idea about me, Dean,” I said to my feet. “I’m not a cuckold. I don’t want my wife to cheat. I just want to give her something, I don’t know …” I trailed off and looked up at Dean.

“You want to give her a thrill,” he said.

“Yes.”

“You want her to have a man who can satisfy her?”

I took a little longer, but begrudgingly said, “Yes.”

“But just once?”

“Absolutely, just once.” I sat up straight.

“Well, I’d say you’re in the right place,” said Dean, gesturing expansively at the ocean with both hands, then bringing them to rest behind his head. He leaned back, grinning. “So, what do you want me to do?”

It was a good question. Though I didn’t much care for the look of satisfaction on Dean’s face, like he was a customer service rep just doing his job, I appreciated his candor. And I was confident I could rely on his discretion.

“The problem, as I see it, is that Tab will never go for it if it comes from me,” I said. “Like I said, she’s not a cheat.”

“And yet, you want her to cheat,” said Dean.

“No — I don’t,” I said, confusing even myself. “I guess, it’s not cheating if I know about it.”

“But if she does it, thinking that you don’t know, isn’t she in effect cheating?”

“Jesus Christ, man,” I said, louder than I intended. A young couple had come out to the pool and were standing nearby. They turned their heads in my direction, and I lowered my voice. “I don’t know. This is all new to me. Why are you trying to twist me in knots? Don’t you know how this makes me feel?” I immediately felt awful about this outburst, but resisted apologizing.

“Okay, okay, sorry,” said Dean, raising both hands in front of him, palms out. “Take it easy. I’m just trying to figure out how to present this. You’re saying you don’t want to suggest this to Tabby?”

“Correct.”

“Do you want me to suggest it to her?”

I thought about that. “I guess you could, but the thing is, she can’t know it’s me behind it.” I looked at him gravely. “If she thought I was endorsing this … Dean, I think that would be the final straw. It would be the end of us.”

“So, you want me to talk to Seth. And that’s no problem. As we’ve seen, he’s already noticed her. I’ll just make some comment to him, something to indicate that she’s available and willing. But not too willing. He wouldn’t like that. I’ll mention that her and her husband are having problems, and that the husband will be indisposed in a certain window of time. I know Seth well enough to make that work. But that’s another thing, Will. We’ll have to find somewhere for you to be, so you’ll be out of the picture. I mean, assuming you don’t want to be present when … uh …”

“Holy shit, no, I can’t be there,” I said, jumping forward in my seat. The thought made me nauseous. “Like I said, Tab can’t know.”

“Right. Just making sure. Because Seth would definitely go for that.”

“Dean, letting this happen is one thing. But seeing it with my own eyes. I … just couldn’t.”

“I understand. But as to Tabby …” He bit at his lip as he thought it over. “You’ll have to trust me on that. I’ll talk to her, but I’ll come at it sideways. I won’t mention you at all. But again, part of that conversation will have to involve you being occupied for a while. We have to present opportunity,” said Dean.

“Fuck, this is starting to feel like we’re plotting to rob the casino,” I said. “But yeah, Tab’ll listen to you. She likes you, I can tell.”

“Well, she’s a woman of good taste,” he said. “Now, do you expect her to be out by the pool today?”

“Definitely. In fact, I should probably go check on her.”

“All right. You just let me do my thing. And we’ll reconnect tonight before dinner, go over the plan. Sound good?”

“I guess,” I said. We sat for a minute in silence. There were numerous people out by the pool now, claiming chairs and starting to order drinks. And the sky had cleared completely. The sun pressed its heat onto the top of my head and seemed to shine a light into my clouded heart.

“Going to be a beautiful day,” murmured Dean.

I stared at my feet again. “What kind of man am I?” I said quietly. I felt a hand touch me on the shoulder and looked up to see Dean staring me in the eye.

“You’re clearly a man who loves his wife,” he said.



Rubbing It In



I didn’t have to go back to the room for Tab. She made her way to the pool on her own. We set up in a pair of chairs under an umbrella, one row back from the pool. She eyed the empty glass I set on the little table between the chairs, then dropped her bag and peeled off her t-shirt.

Tab had been shopping. Today’s swimsuit was not one I’d seen her wear, though I had seen it before — on a mannequin inside one of the retail outlets on the ship. On the model it had hung down to show just a hint of midriff, but Tab’s large breasts held the top higher, revealing several inches of snowy skin above her naval. The bottom had no skirting and rode high on her thighs, which came together in an attractive vee between her legs, navy fabric concealing her trimmed bush.

“You want to do this?” she said, holding a tube of lotion. I took the tube and squeezed a dollop of the oily cream into my hand. She laid back in the chair and I rubbed the lotion into her legs, starting at the tops of her feet and working my way up. She parted her legs a little to let me massage it into her thighs, and I took my time working it into the skin around her swimsuit.

“Squirt a little here,” she said, pointing at the tops of her breasts. I aimed and squeezed, unaware that the lotion had gathered near the head of the tube. A mass of the white cream came out all at once, spraying sloppily across her chest. “Shit,” she said, then laughed as she lowered her chin to her breastbone and examined the mess. “There you go shooting off too soon again.”

I forced myself to laugh along with her. I appreciated the little joke and was glad she was in a mood to make it. But it mainly served as a reminder that I had never come on my wife’s tits or chest. She always acted a little repulsed by ejaculate, so I never forced it on her. I had pulled out and come on her ass a few times, years ago. But she would always head straight for the shower afterward.

“Do you want me to —?”

“No, I’ve got it,” she said. She used both hands to spread the lotion across her chest and onto her shoulders. She reached into the top of her suit, thinning it out on the hidden parts of her breasts. But there was still too much. She scooped up the excess between her hands and rubbed it into her face, massaging her cheeks and forehead.

I looked around, wondering if Dean was watching. Or Seth. Had Dean talked to him yet? Probably not. It hadn’t been thirty minutes since we had sat together, laying plans. Plans which were now causing a wave of nervousness to ripple up into my throat as specifics began to occur to me.

I need to tell Dean to pass on that he — Seth — shouldn’t come on my wife.

She might not appreciate it. Assuming she went in for any kind of encounter at all. Assuming Seth would even be interested.

I looked over at my wife. She had pulled up the top of her swimsuit so that it gathered below her breasts. I had never paid attention to how flat and tight her stomach was, but stretched out on the deck chair her tummy was a smooth landscape that disappeared without a ripple at her bikini line. Her tits, while not the firm breasts of a 20-year-old, were full and round. Her long, unblemished legs were shapely and attractive.

How could any man not be interested?

So, if he doesn’t come on her, what does that mean? Come inside her? Should he wear a condom?

I looked around nervously as the unconsidered fine details of what was still very much a hypothetical encounter began to intrude on my thoughts. From what Dean had told me of Seth, he didn’t sound like he would be too keen on receiving a set of instructions. What would such a conversation even be like?

Hey Seth, I have it on good authority that that married gal you’ve been eyeing would be up for fucking. Her husband doesn’t know, but I’m sure he’d appreciate it if you’d wear a rubber, and by the way don’t come in her face.

In fact, Seth seemed like the type to view any such suggestions as an opportunity to do the exact opposite.

So what to do?

Keep my mouth shut. That’s what I’d do. I’d already said enough. If I wanted to maintain deniability, I’d have to let things run their course. If it was meant to happen, I figured, it would happen. But no matter what — whether my wife had a one-night stand, or slapped Seth in the face — in a few days we’d be back on dry land, back home, and things would return to normal.

The ocean swallows the bones. Isn’t that what Dean had said?

I needed a drink. I told Tab I was going to the bar.

“Get me something,” she said.

“What do you want? Like, a Coke? Or a water?”

“No. Get me something good.” She smiled up at me, shielding her eyes from the sun with one hand. “And make it strong.”

This was new. Tab wasn’t much of a drinker. I took it as a sign my wife was open to possibilities, trying new things. I stood to head down to the bar, and that’s when I saw Dean and Seth.

They were walking together, side by side, over by the railing on the far side of the pool from where I stood. Dean had donned a visor cap and had his hands in his pockets. Seth’s big arms swung as he walked. They proceeded slowly, keeping their heads down. They looked deep in conversation.

What were they talking about?

Seth raised his head and looked in my direction, and I quickly looked away. Was he looking at Tab? At my wife? Or just glancing around the pool? I felt an urgent need to go to the bathroom.

“Honey, there’s Dean,” said Tab. She waved in the direction of the two men, but it was Seth who waved back. Dean still had his head down, though I could see his mouth moving.

“Tell him I’m at the bar,” I said. I had to get away from there.

I took the stairs on the opposite side of the ship from Dean and Seth. There was a set of restrooms on the way to the dining hall, and I stopped and emptied my bladder. Then I headed to the bar and ordered two margaritas, both doubles, and a shot of tequila. I downed the tequila, then picked up the margaritas and went outside.

I took my time going back to the upper deck. When I got there I found my wife’s chair empty, an abandoned towel balled up in her place. Fuck, I thought. Is it already happening? That fast? I felt my vision start to get blurry and lowered myself into my chair.

I saw her. She was sitting on the ledge inside the pool, the water up to her waist. She was talking animatedly to a head that was bobbing in the water. “Fuck me,” I said out loud, exhaling with relief. I took a sip from my margarita and carried them both over to the pool.

“What are you two talking about?” I said, handing my wife her drink.

“Thanks, hon. Talking about the viewing party tomorrow night. For the eclipse. We’re going right?”

I looked at Dean. He was treading water, his hair still perfectly dry. Sunglasses hid his eyes. He nodded.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I said.

“You getting in?” said Dean. I actually hadn’t been swimming yet on this trip. I was wearing trunks, but was suddenly self-conscious at the prospect of removing my t-shirt. I knew I was ghostly white beneath.

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“Well …” He looked frustrated. “I could use a drink. Walk to the bar with me?”

“But he just came from there,” said Tab.

“I don’t mind. I’ll go with you,” I said. Dean clearly wanted to talk. And I was dying to hear what he had to say. He climbed up onto the ledge and stepped out of the pool, the water rolling off his tanned skin.

When we were out of earshot of my wife, I asked Dean how it had gone with Seth. “Seth’s on board,” he said. “As long as Tab goes for it, he’ll take her to his room. Do you think she’ll go for it?”

My stomach was filled with butterflies. “I don’t know. Possibly. But if she doesn’t —”

“Seth won’t care about that. Like I said, his type casts a wide net. I’m sure even he gets rejections from time to time. Probably bounces right off him. He’ll move on to the next thing.” We entered the dining area and walked toward the back.

“What did you say to him?” I asked. “I mean, how did you make it sound like Tab would be willing?”

Dean came to a stop in the middle of the room, about ten feet from the bar, and looked me in the eye. “I told him I knew a woman whose husband had a small dick, a small dick he can’t even get hard, and that she was thinking about getting laid on the cruise.”

I cringed, speechless. I moved my mouth, looking for words.

“Well, what did you want?” said Dean. “I had to tell him something that would get him interested. If I’d have just said, ’Hey, I know a nice-looking woman who has the hots for you,’ he never would have gone for that. Like I told you, there has to be something in it for him. He can get all the pussy he wants. But if he thinks he’s besting someone, dipping his toe in someone else’s pool, he’ll jump on it.”

“But … why did you —”

“What? Speak, for God’s sake.”

I looked both ways before whispering, “Why did you tell him I had a small dick?”

“I just assumed,” said Dean, straight-faced. Again, I was speechless. Dean let the silence between us draw out for a few seconds before cracking a grin. “I’m totally fucking with you again. You’re too easy.”

We both laughed. I was too relieved to be angry.

“You don’t have a small dick, do you?” he said.

“No.”

“Would you tell me if you did?”

“Yes. I mean, no. Fuck … I don’t know.”

“I told him you had a small dick, and that your wife had told me you were useless to her as a man. She said you couldn’t fuck, and that she said she was determined to find a real man to fuck her on this cruise.”

Our laughter died. Dean moved away, toward the bar. I stood there, feeling as small as I ever had. I felt a heat creep up my neck and knew my face was turning red. I swallowed. My balls crawled up into my scrotum. I felt invisible to everyone around me. I slowly followed Dean to the bar.

“Dean,” I began. “Why did —”

“Why did I say those things? I just told you why. I had to make it irresistible. Besides, isn’t it all true?” He leaned on the bar and looked at me, waiting for an answer. “I mean, except for the small dick part, of course.”

“Of course,” was all I could manage. Dean ordered three drinks and three shots and asked for a small tray. “But it’s not like I can’t … satisfy my wife, in some ways.”

“Listen, Will. You don’t have to explain yourself to me. It shouldn’t matter to you what the guy thinks. We’re out here on a boat. We’ll be walking around in a different country soon. And when we get back home, you’ll never see the guy again. But your wife will have a nice little memory. Isn’t that what you want?”

“I guess so.”

“Okay. Because you seem to be getting wishy-washy on me. I’m just laying the groundwork. If you don’t really want to go through with this, then keep close to Tabby and I’ll back things off with Seth. Either way, you and Tab can go home and go back to the way things were.”

I stewed in silence as the bartender trayed up our drinks. “Why are we getting three?” I asked.

“Another for Tabby,” said Dean. “And yes, I know she didn’t ask for it. But it will do her some good. Don’t worry, I’ll give it to her. You can tell her it was my idea. She won’t say no to me.” He said this last with a little more confidence than I liked. “Things are set with Seth, but I still need to work on Tabby. A couple of drinks should help things along. You, in the meantime, stay in the background.”

“I can do that,” I said.

“All I know so far is that she definitely wants to get laid.”

“What? She said that?” I was stunned that my wife would speak so bluntly to someone, anyone, about her sex life. About our sex life.

“Not in those words, but yes, she did,” said Dean.

“When? Just now? In the few minutes while I was down here at the bar?”

“Yes.”

Was it possible for the ocean to make someone a different person? Just temporarily?

I was about to find out.



Feeling Her Out



I spent the rest of the afternoon in a deck chair watching Tab swim. Every so often I’d bring her another drink. To my surprise, she always accepted. And Dean always shot me a little wink as I walked away with my own drink in hand.

He spent a couple of hours hanging around the pool with Tab. I watched them sit on the ledge and chat. They looked like old school chums, kicking their legs in the water. Every so often Tab would throw her head back and laugh raucously as Dean gesticulated at her side. I could only imagine the stories he was telling her.

Or the stories she was telling him. Did she actually say she wanted to “get laid?” Had she used that phrase? My wife didn’t consume alcohol with enough regularity to have any kind of tolerance. I knew it was part of Dean’s little plan, but I could only hope she wasn’t opening up about our sexual misadventures. What would she say?

Oh, Will says he wants to fuck me …

If he could just get his cock hard ….

It’s so disgusting when he comes …

I need a real man to fuck me deep and hard —

God, it got worse the more I thought about it. Tab wouldn’t say things like that, would she?

Was I a fool for letting another man — not Seth, but Dean — get this close to my wife? Maybe it was good for her to talk, but wasn’t that what girlfriends were for? And Tab did have girlfriends.

Did she talk to them, too? Had she been talking to them for years? What did they talk about?

How big is your husband’s cock?

Does he make you come when he fucks you?

I wish I’d married a real man …

Did women say these things to each other? I felt sick. My imagination was running away from me, and I knew I needed to quit drinking for the day

I looked up from my thoughts to see Dean standing over me, holding a bottle of water. “You look like you could use this,” he said. It was like a replay of when we’d first met. Had that really been only the day before? I took the water, broke the cap, and drained most of the bottle at once. It was cold and tasted wonderful. “You should lay off the alcohol. Tab’s getting worried about you.”

“I was already having the same — Wait, who is she to talk? How many drinks has she had?”

“Four. How many have you had.”

“Four.” That was a lie. I didn’t really know how many I’d had, but it was more than four.

“Uh huh. Well, anyway, I think things are a go. I’m cooking up a plan for tomorrow night. I was going to tell you about it, but the way you look right now I’m not sure you’d retain the info. We’ll catch up tomorrow, midday.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling as if everything was out of my hands. 

“I’ll be at the casino the rest of the night. I’ll fill you in tomorrow. Now drink that water.” Dean headed off toward the stairs, a towel over his shoulder and his visor cap in his hand.



The Impotent King



I fell asleep. Tab woke me, gently poking my leg, which hurt like hell.

“Will, you passed out,” she said.

“I fell asleep.”

“You passed out. And you’re burned.”

I looked down. My legs and arms were pink, but I had a feeling that would be deepening to a hot red as the sun went down. “Fuck.”

We picked up our things and made our way back to the room. The heat radiating from my skin sobered me up completely, and I was both craving and dreading a shower. Tab helped me peel off my t-shirt, then sat on the edge of the bed and loosened the drawstring of my trunks. She yanked them down and for a moment was face to face with my dick, which was shrunk by an afternoon of alcohol and sun. There passed a few seconds during which I truly thought she was going to take me in her mouth. I didn’t move, waiting for it to happen. But she just looked up at me and said, “Go on and shower.”

In the bathroom mirror, I saw how ridiculous I looked. My chest and upper arms were pasty white, each arm turning pink along a straight line where my t-shirt’s coverage ended. My cheeks and nose were pink, my forehead closer to red. It all hurt.

The water hitting my skin in the shower felt like an assault of thumbtacks. I gritted my teeth and soaped myself gently, just trying to get through it. Afterward, I patted myself dry and slipped into some boxers. Tab was waiting for me outside the bathroom with a tube of aloe. “Put this on, everywhere,” she said, and went in to take her own shower.

I sat on the bed and applied the aloe liberally. It felt wonderfully cool and seemed to soak up most of the heat radiating from my tender skin.

We dressed and went down to the fine dining hall. I ordered a steak with baked potato, and it arrived a little underdone for my liking. But I discovered I was starving and scarfed it all down. I ordered a chocolate mousse for dessert and ate it while Tab was still picking over another honeyed salmon fillet.

The ocean swallows the bones …

I shivered.

“What’s wrong?” said Tab.

“Must be the sunburn. Giving me a chill.” The dining room was crowded at this hour, but I saw no sign of Dean. Or Seth.

“Who are you looking for?” said Tab.

“The waiter. The server, or whatever you call her. Thought I’d have a drink.” Tab curled her lips and went back to her meal. I couldn’t tell if she was disgusted or just disappointed. What I could see was that she was beautiful. I sat there for a few minutes and just quietly watched her. Her face was turning brown from two full days of sun. Her dark hair was tucked behind her ears, falling down to her shoulders in curls. Her lips, glossy with colorless balm, shone their natural amber.

Was I good enough for this woman?

Yes, and tonight I would prove it.

What to do about the events I had already set in motion?

Tomorrow morning, I would call them off.

I felt a stirring in my groin at the thought of making love to this woman tonight. I would do everything she wanted. I would be everything she wanted. For as long as she wanted.

“Do you want dessert?” I asked.

“No.”

“Let’s head on back then,” I said, tossing my cloth napkin on the table.

“Thought you were getting a drink.”

“I’d rather have you,” I said, giving her the naughtiest grin I could muster. She responded with a smile that was warm and genuine. I stood and held out my hand. She giggled, left the rest of her salmon on her plate, stood and took my hand.

We walked wordlessly out of the dining hall and out onto the deck. The ocean beat musically against the hull below us. The moon hung full in the sky, illuminating a lane across the sea. The air was still and smelled of candy and fried seafood.

“Just think,” said Tab, “tomorrow night the moon will turn red.”

“I know. I can’t wait to see it.”

We passed the casino and I glanced inside, looking through the slots and game stalls toward the card tables. If I saw Dean, I would go up to him right then and tell him to call everything off. Tabitha Cullen, Queen of the Deep Blue Sea, had no need of any other king save William Cullen — Will Cullen the Great. Will Cullen the Prolific. Will Cullen the Vigorous. Will Cullen the —

“Soft.” Tab’s voice brought me out of my thoughts.

“What? What did you say?” She looked over at me, unable to comprehend my reaction.

“I said it’s so soft. The sound the ocean makes. Don’t you love it? I wish we had a room with a porthole, or even a balcony. I could listen to that all night.”

“Well, next time we’ll be sure to get one.”

“Promise?”

“Yes. I’ll take care of it.”

Because there’s nothing Will the Magnanimous won’t do to please the queen.

When we got back to the room, I wrapped my arms behind her waist and pulled her close. We kissed, and she opened her mouth and ran her tongue playfully across my lips. I pulled the shoulders of her backless dress down both arms, revealing her bra. Kissing me, caressing my neck with one hand, her other hand started to work at my belt buckle. I could already feel my cock getting hard. Not wanting to wait to slip her out of her dress, I slid the thin straps of her bra down and tore the cups away from her chest. Her nipples were thick and awake at the center of her brown areolae. I grabbed one breast with an open palm and squeezed it fully, flicking a finger across its fat nipple.

My wife moaned my name, and I whispered into her ear. I told her how much I wanted her. I told her all the things I wanted to do to her. I told her how I wanted her to have everything a woman needed, everything she needed. Her hand rubbed at my crotch, and she grinned at the firmness she found there.

She dropped into a seated position on the bed behind her while I unbuttoned my shirt, tearing off one of the buttons in my haste. She unhooked her bra and tossed it aside, then focused her attention back to my zipper. I pulled my shirt off my arms —

“Ow,” I said.

“What? Did I hurt you?” said Tab.

“Nothing. It’s just … the sun on my arms.” The rough cotton scraping across my lower arms had given me a start, reminding me of the sunburn.

It was just a bump in the road. We resumed as if nothing had happened. Tab had me unbuckled and unzipped. She grabbed my trousers at the hips and yanked them down all at once.

“Ow. Fuck,” I said. “Sorry. Legs, too.” I used each foot to push off the opposite loafer, then took over the duty of removing my pants, doing it carefully. I stood before my wife in my undershorts, my erection tenting them out at the front. She took me by both hands and pulled me down on top of her. A little decorative buckle at the waist of her dress slid low along my hot thigh, and I gritted my teeth against the pain without making a sound while hiding my face in her neck. I felt Tab’s hand go down the front of my shorts and wrap around my cock, heard her draw in a breath of anticipation. It felt wonderful to have her hand in a place where there was definitely no sunburn.

She pushed me up and rolled me over, climbing on top of me, her breasts bouncing, her nipples still at full attention. I leaned forward to pull one into my mouth when I felt her bare leg brush across mine. I winced and sucked air across my teeth.

“You okay?” said Tab. I nodded. She had the bottom half of her dress pulled up around her waist and was grinding her hips against me. It had me so worked up I could almost ignore the pain as her ass kept brushing my tender upper thighs. Then she leaned back and put her hands above my knees.

“Holy fuck,” I yelled.

She sat forward in a jolt. “I’m sorry. Shit, Will, I’m sorry. Are you okay?”

“Fine,” I said, exhaling through puckered lips. “Maybe I should be on top.”

She dismounted, slipped the rest of the way out of her dress, and laid down across the bed. I sat up on my knees. My erection had persisted — in fact, was harder than before — and I moved forward and laid above her, diving into the sweet valley between her breasts. She moaned and pressed them together, enveloping my face with her tits.

I winced again and withdrew sharply away from her.

“Will, what the fuck?” she said, all intimacy gone from her tone.

“I’m sorry, baby. It’s … my face hurts.” I was above her, straddled across her waist. She propped herself up on her elbows, her heavy breasts sagging delightfully to each side. Her nipples had softened. And as she gazed at what was directly in front of her, I realized that I had softened, too.

We stayed like that for a minute, each of us considering what to do. I was thinking how easy it would be for her to move forward, take me in her mouth, get me hard again. Just give me a good old-fashioned blowjob, for God’s sake. I wanted that so badly, I began silently willing her to do it. And for a moment, it seemed she was going to do exactly like. She inched her body forward, shifting beneath me … and her cool brown leg slapped into my pink, hot thigh. I cried out and tilted backward, my soft dick waggling comically until I braced myself with one hand on the bed.

“God, honey, I’m so sorry,” said Tab. I moved slowly off of her, again in a state of flaccid embarrassment, and sat next to her on the bed. “You should’ve —”

“Yes, I know I should’ve used sunscreen,” I snapped. “I’m fucking sorry, okay?” I rested my arms across my knees and bowed my head between them, fighting the urge to somehow blame Tab for what was, I knew, my shortcoming.

I sighed. It just felt like one among so many others.

“You’re going to be like this for a couple of days,” she said. It felt like an accusation. Clearly, sex was not going to happen tonight. Or tomorrow.

At least not for me.

“But we still have three more days. We can try again on the way back from the Caymans.”

Try again? Why should a man have to try? Wouldn’t a real man just do? Would a king try to fuck the queen?

She was trying to raise my spirits, God bless her. “Use the aloe and stay out of the sun in the meantime.” She kissed my cheek and got out of the bed. I watched her ass as she stepped over to her suitcase wearing nothing but panties. She pulled out an old t-shirt, put it on, and climbed under the covers next to where I sat, naked, limp and tender, feeling more like a child than a king.

I searched the floor for my undershorts and put them on, then climbed into bed next to my wife and went to sleep …




… and dreamed that night that I was a little king on a big throne. The throne was high and wide, the seat hard and uncomfortable under my ass. Before me was a calendar, twice the height of a man and just as wide. But its size was the least odd thing about it, considering it had the same manufactured appearance as a calendar you’d pick up at any modern-day department store. Or maybe one given out by the local Kiwanas or Lions Club, or your friendly hometown realtor. Yet, in my dream, we clearly inhabited an era of castles, jousts, and swordplay.

A man in a red and green bodysuit was using a long baton to point at the calendar. “The siege will begin tomorrow, my lord,” said the familiar voice. “The king must away to safety.”

“Oh, no, but they will look for him.” This was my wife, Tabitha, the queen. She was at the side of the room in full regalia, complete with a bejeweled crown. Full, that is, save for her crotch area. Her dress between her legs was hollowed out in a strangely perfect square, revealing her pussy for all the world. There even seemed to be a source of light inside the dress, ensuring the display was well lit. “They will find the king, where’ere he goes. And they will kill him sure.” She spoke in that strange diction, like we were in a play.

“Tab, your dress,” I said. But I was ignored by everyone in the room, which included several courtiers.

“Fear not, sweet queen,” said the man at the calendar. “For there is a plan. We shall anoint in place of the king, a proxy.”

“No,” I protested. I stood at the throne and, since it appeared I had a scepter of some sort, banged it on the floor. Twice. It just seemed like the thing to do.

The man at the calendar turned around. Of course, it was Dean. He was dressed like a court jester, though he behaved more like a master of ceremonies. His face was painted ghostly white, his lips enlarged with red grease. A cap with three jingling bells topped his head. “But your proxy is already appointed, my lord. He is here now, chosen by your own hand.”

Three musicians lifted three banner-draped trumpets to their mouths and played a brief off-key fanfare. Seth came into the room. His perfect physique required no dream-like amplification. Dark and shirtless, his hair was now down to his waist. He wore short leather pants, brown and encrusted with metal studs, that ended above the knee. He toted a flail armed with a spiked morning star. But his clothing had the same bizarre window as the queen’s, and it was evident that the morning star wasn’t the only weapon he wielded.

He stepped forth, his massive erection preceding him. It gleamed from his balls up to its fat purple tip. The queen’s eyes were drawn to him, her hands laid over top of one another on her chest.

“Step forward and take your vows, fair knight,” cried Dean the Jester. And Seth stepped before me, his muscles bulging, his cock bouncing along as he strode.

“I hereby swear,” he said, “by my troth, to stand for the king for so long as he is in danger.”

“And?” prompted the Jester.

“And to protect the queen,” said Seth.

“But I don’t want you to protect the queen,” I said. But I may as well have been mute.

“Aaaaand?” said the Jester, the ghastly smile never leaving his face.

“And to entertain the queen, to meet her every need.”

“But I don’t want you to entertain her. I don’t want you to meet any needs,” I said.

“And what weapons do you bear, fair knight, to aid you in your duty to protect and entertain our queen?” said the Jester.

“Yes,” said the queen, clasping her hands before her. “What weapons?”

“I have my wits. My brawn. And my mighty cock,” said Seth, grabbing his shaft and holding it aloft so that the head nearly reached his chin.

I banged my scepter on the floor in a tantrum. “No, no, no,” I said. “Why do I need another king to entertain the queen. I am the king. I AM THE KING!” But they all started at me in silence. I followed their eyes and looked down, horrified to discover that my robes, purple and gold and long, also had that curiously perfect cutout at the crotch.

If Seth’s cock was impossibly large, mine was at the other extreme. My dick dangled hairless and limp, curled in on itself like a bug that has been uncovered by a child digging in the dirt. In fact, it looked like part of a child.

And now they were laughing. At me. All of them. Tabitha, Dean, Seth, even the trumpeters and courtiers were holding their bellies and laughing. I dropped my scepter and covered myself in shame as they doubled over.

“Now,” announced the Jester, as if matters were settled and it was time to move on to the next order of business. “Now, the celebratory feast.” The gigantic calendar disappeared into the ceiling, hoisted off by invisible machinery. Trumpets played another fanfare. A servant rolled in a cart, on which was a single plate. And on the plate was a fish, whole and raw, its visible eye bugged out in terror. As I looked on, continuing to cover myself with both hands, I saw its tail move, a single halfhearted flop.

“You mustn’t eat that,” I screamed. But now, no sound came from my mouth at all.

“Tonight, we dine,” announced the Jester. With a flourish, he produced three forks from the pocket of his motley suit. Then he, Seth, and Tabitha converged on the table, forks in hand.

“No,” I tried to say. Again, nothing.

Each of the three, armed with a fork, stood at a side of the table. Seth stood behind it, directly across from me, his gigantic cock extending under the table and out the other side, its crude eyelet staring me down. The queen and the jester flanked him, facing each other. They all began to pick at the fish with their forks, taking turns peeling away the scales, the fins, the flesh. They devoured it in silence, one bite at a time.

As I stood and watched, frozen with dread, the room darkened. The light coming in through the high windows turned crimson, bathing everyone and everything in a stark, horrid red.

The room slowly began to fill with water. Just a trickle at first, coming under the doors and spreading from the edges of the room, meeting in the middle. As I looked on in muted silence, water came pouring in through the windows. Its level rose and rose, though I seemed to be the only one aware of it. The trumpeters stood at attention as their instruments were submerged, and the trio at the table continued their hideous meal.

The red light intensified, coloring the water and giving it the appearance of thinned blood. And still it continued to rise. It rose to the level of the tabletop, mercifully hiding Seth’s enormous cock. It rose up beneath the plated fish, now not much more than bones. The water lifted the carcass of the fish, which began to float. Soon the water was up to the necks of everyone below the throne. Only I, the king, stood dry.

Or was I? There was water at my feet, continuing to rise. I looked out at my court. The water had covered everyone so that only their eyes and the tops of their heads were visible. Tabitha, Seth, and Dean hadn’t moved from their positions at the table — even though there was no longer a table. And all three of them stared at me. Calmly, intently, accusingly. Even though there was no way for them to breathe.

What was left of the fish floated between them.

I knew then that if I opened my mouth, I could speak. But it would be of no use. The water had covered every ear but my own, and was now halfway up to my knees.

Then there was a sound.

A terrible, creaking sound. A sound like a steamship running up slowly on an iceberg. The water began rushing toward me. And yet, at the same time, the level of water on the other side of the room was getting lower. I could see Tabitha’s face again. And Seth’s. And the jester’s atop his green and red suit and flared collar. By the time the water was up to my own chest, I figured it out.

The room was tilting.

Slowly, it continued to tilt. Whatever structure contained us — a castle, a garrison — the entire edifice was slowly tilting, canting toward the king with terrible slowness. It reached my chin, my lips, and I opened my mouth to scream but the water flowed into my mouth and down my throat.

Soon the room reached an unnatural angle, and I was in a lower position than the members of the court. Now I could see Seth’s monstrous dick again, hard and pointing directly at me. Tab and Dean stood on each side of him and each had one hand wrapped around the tremendous cock, as did Seth himself.

I wanted to scream. Needed to scream. But the water was still pouring down my throat. The level was no longer rising, I realized with horror, because I was consuming the water, drinking it down. The entire room was angling toward me, as if we were all in some giant’s wineglass, and I was going to have to drink it all.

The trio at the center of the court grinned, the bells on the Jester’s hat jingling madly, as they continued to masturbate Seth’s weapon.

I could do nothing but swallow.

Then I saw, heading toward me, carried by the current of water flowing into my face, the remains of the devoured fish.

Little more than bones, a prickly skeleton with tiny flecks of flesh hanging on, it drifted toward me.

Toward my mouth.

And I knew I’d have to eat it.



The Day Of



I slept fitfully, my night full of dreams that began fading as soon as I opened my eyes. The only one I could remember later was fuzzy. There were details, but my mind wouldn’t let me approach them directly. I could only see around the edges, nothing at the center.

Tab wanted to go back to the pool. She donned one of her more modest swimsuits and before I dressed insisted on rubbing me down with sunblock, even though I assured her my intention was to stay out of the sun today. I felt childlike as she worked the lotion into my arms, legs, and face, and I shivered at a murky memory of having childlike anatomy in a dream.

It was only a dream, I told myself, pulling on a pair of khaki shorts and a polo shirt. Just a reflection of my subconscious fears. I can get through this without fear.

We got to the poolside early enough to land good chairs by the pool. The music was loud — apparently the staff had decided it was eighties hair band day. Tab adjusted the umbrella so that I was completely sheltered, at least at first. Maintaining shade proved frustrating, requiring constant readjustment as the sun moved across the sky and our ship moved below it. I decided to walk to the bar.

It was another beautiful day at sea. Like all the other days.

Except this one was different.

I went to the bar and had my first drink around ten. I didn’t want to drink too much. I wanted to stay lucid. I hung around the bar, trying to stay out of the sun, but the time was creeping at a miserable pace. Then I became worried that Dean might come looking for me out at the pool and wouldn’t find me.

I needn’t have worried. Dean came strolling into the bar at a quarter past eleven. He walked straight to my table and, rather than sit across from me, pulled a chair around next to me and sat close.

“My man, I’ll have you know I was the second-biggest winner at the Texas hold-em table last night,” he said. He examined my face. “You’re burned.”

“I know.”

“Hurt?”

“A little. Not as bad as last night. I’m keeping out of the sun for a couple of days.”

“Shame. We’ll be docking at Grand Cayman overnight and most of tomorrow. You don’t want to miss the sights.”

“I’ll buy a hat,” I said. The thought of any prospective events taking place after what was being contemplated for this night made me queasy. Before I could even consider the future, I had to get through the present. “So, what’s up for tonight?” I blurted.

“Tonight. Tonight, tonight.” Dean waved at a server on the other side of the room. “Tonight, we are going to relax, watch the eclipse, have a few drinks, and let nature take its course. You want another?” He pointed at the empty glass in front of me.

“It’s better I don’t. So, you think Seth will … pursue —”

“Do I think Seth will be able to get your wife in bed? No doubt. In fact, he’s up there talking to her right now.”

“What? Right now?” He may as well have punched me in the gut. I suddenly felt as if my body were full of helium.

“Yep. I came looking for the two of you, and I saw Seth right off. He’s kind of hard to miss. He was sitting sideways, under an umbrella. Since I didn’t see you, I thought I’d touch base with him. See if he’s still game. But as I got closer I saw that it was Tabby in the chair next to him.”

“What were they talking about?”

“No idea. Seeing the two of them told me all I needed to know, so I went the other way to look for you. Figured I’d find you in here.”

The server appeared, an empty tray tucked under her arm. Dean ordered a rum punch. He and the server both looked at my empty glass. “I’ll have the same,” I said. I needed something, and hoped it would settle my nerves.

“Changed your mind?” Dean asked after the server left.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “Pretty conflicted about the whole thing. I mean, it’s my wife we’re talking about.”

“I meant about getting a drink,” said Dean, furrowing his brow.

“Oh. That. Yes.” After a little pause we both laughed. It made me feel slightly better.

“Look, Will,” said Dean. “If you’re not sure, I still think we could call it off. At least for tonight. Instead of my plan, you’ll just stay with Tab.”

“What do you mean ‘at least for tonight?’”

“What I mean is, at this point, I think Seth is going to do what Seth is going to do. So if we don’t go through with the plan, he may pursue Tabby some other time. There’s still three days left on the water. Hell, if it doesn’t go down tonight, he might even proposition her right in front of you.”

“Christ, you think he would do that?” I felt my heart start to pound in my chest.

“I do. I do think he would do that. Why wouldn’t he? What are you going to do? Kick his ass?”

“Not likely.”

“Report him to the Nautical Morality Police?” Dean laced his hands together on the table in front of him. “At this point, Seth thinks Tabby’s husband — you — are oblivious. Because that’s the way you wanted it. But if he isn’t presented with the opportunity I’ve described, if he thinks I’m fucking with him, I wouldn’t put it past him to go about things in his own way. And how would that make you feel?”

“How would what make me feel?”

Dean leaned toward me. “How would it make you feel for him to walk up to you and your wife and ask Tabby if she’d like to fuck? With you standing right there?”

“But she’d never do that, not with me there. There’s no way,” I said. And I believed that.

“But are you sure?” said Dean, raising an eyebrow. The server returned and placed our drinks on the table. “Picture it, Will. Another man asks your wife to go to bed. She looks at you, then takes this other man’s hand and walks away with him. Leaving you standing there while he fucks your wife.” Dean said all this as our server hovered between us, making no attempt to lower his voice or speak in confidence. Almost like he wanted her to hear. I saw the girl’s eyes go wide, and she gave her head a little shake before she walked away. “How would that make you feel?” Dean repeated. “Even if Tabby did turn him away, how would it make you feel for him to approach her like that?”

I took a big swig of my drink. It was sickeningly sweet and strong with rum, but it steadied me. “You really think that could happen?”

“From what I saw of the two of them up by the pool a few minutes ago … yes, I do. Knowing what I know of Seth … yes, I do.” He lit into his rum punch.

“So … they’re hitting it off? I thought you couldn’t hear them,” I said.

“Didn’t have to. They’re laughing and cutting up like old pals. So, like I said, we can call off tonight —”

“No,” I stopped him. The thought that Seth might take things into his own hands, do things his own way, was awful to consider. It introduced too many unknowns. “Don’t call it off. Let’s … You said you had some kind of plan.”

“Let me ask you this. Does Tabby know anything about the parts of a ship?”

“Parts of a ship? Like, the hull —”

“I mean do you think she’d know the difference between the bow and the stern?”

“I doubt it. I know because I used to sail small boats, but Tab never went along on those trips. Why?”

“You sail?” He looked like he didn’t believe me.

“Yes,” I said, but Dean seemed to require further explanation. “Well, I don’t know if I’d call it sailing, but I used to go on charter fishing tours and eventually started renting my own boats. I had to take a couple of quick classes the first time. But I haven’t been in … wow, years now.”

“Okay. You just don’t seem … Anyway, there are two viewing parties for the eclipse tonight. One at the bow platform, just below the bridge, and there’s another at the stern.” I nodded. “So tonight, Seth will be at the stern, watching the eclipse. I’ve told him that’s where Tabby will be. He’ll be looking for her there. So what you do, Will, is walk back to the stern with Tabby sometime today. There’s already decorations and signage and shit set up back there. You just need to implant in her mind that that’s where the party is.”

“I can do that,” I said.

“Then tonight, find a reason to leave her behind. Get dressed early. Tell her you’re heading up to the viewing party and that she should catch up. Something like that. But then you —”

“I’ll go to the bow.”

“You got it.”

“In the front.”

“That’s the place.”

“And you’ll be there?”

Dean turned up his glass and finished the rest of his punch in one long pull. “Maybe. I don’t know. I might not be able to stay away from the casino. But I’ll find you at some point. The important thing is, you stay at the bow. Watch the eclipse. There’s only, like, twenty minutes of totality, but the eclipse should last about an hour, give or take. Hang around until people start to disperse. By that time, it should be done.”

I contemplated the meaning of It. It helped to think of myself as playing a role in an elaborate plot. It was easier than focusing on the fact that I was contriving an opportunity for my wife to have sex with another man.

“So what’s the point of going to different ends of the ship?” I asked. “I mean, why don’t we just go to the party together, and then I’ll make an excuse to step away? Go to the bar or something?”

“Two reasons. First, if Tabby thinks you’re around, or that you’re coming back, she’ll be less likely to leave with Seth. Don’t you think?”

I thought about that for a moment. “Makes sense.”

“I mean, we’re talking opposite ends of the ship. It would take twenty, twenty-five minutes to walk from one to the other. That’s practically the length of the full eclipse. Once that starts, Tab will figure out you’re not around. And she’s not going to come looking for you and miss the eclipse. Am I right?”

“She might get pissed if she thinks I went to the wrong place. Or that I sent her to the wrong place.”

“That’s okay. Works in your favor. Well, for the present purpose, anyway.”

“And the other reason?”

“I think it’s best if you and Seth stay away from each other.”

“You do?” While I had no desire to bear witness to whatever might happen tonight, I was curious why it made any difference.

“Yes. For the reasons we talked about earlier. Right now, he thinks you know nothing about this. If you run into each other, and then you pull a conveniently timed vanishing act, he’ll see something’s up. Might even say something to Tabby to the effect that her husband is okay with the two of them taking a roll in the hay.”

I needed no further explanation. The idea of Tab knowing that I was encouraging her adultery was worse than the thought of any actual infidelity.

Dean continued. “But if he thinks he’s pulling one over on you, fucking your woman behind your back … well, that goes a long way with Seth. It’ll get him off. Which reminds me, there are still three more days of this cruise.”

“And?”

“And if things happen tonight, there are three more days you might run into Seth. It could happen by the pool, in the dining hall, or maybe you and Tabby pass him in one of those narrow stateroom corridors. He may give you … a look.”

“A look? What kind of look?”

“The kind of look a man gives another man when he’s just fucked that man’s wife, when he doesn’t give a shit if the man suspects anything because what’s the poor sack of shit going to do about it? The kind of look that says, ‘If you were a real man, your wife wouldn’t have needed me to —‘“

“Jesus, Dean, could you take it easy?” I understood his point and didn’t know why he needed to keep hammering it.

“Sorry. I’m just telling you what’s apt to be going through his head. Also, he may talk to Tabby over the next three days. They may chat, just like they are right now. Point is, you just smile and nod. Don’t look nervous or angry. Let the big oaf think he’s pulled the wool over your eyes. That’ll satisfy him, and things won’t go any further.”

As I considered all of this, a terrible possibility occurred to me. “Dean, what if — Like you said, we’re going to be at sea for another three days. What if Seth makes a second pass? For another go-round, with Tab? Or a third?” The thought of my wife in another man’s arms night after night was so much worse than the thought of a single encounter — which, inexplicably, didn’t seem too bad now that I’d been ruminating on it so intently.

“Well, while that’s possible, Will, I doubt it. Especially if we stick to the plan. Seth will have had his fun. There’s too much young tail to chase around this ship for him to come back for more of the same. Besides, so what if he does? Either way, we’re all back on land next Tuesday. Seth goes to Atlanta, you and Tabby go to Richmond. Your lovely wife has some warm memories, and neither of you ever hear from Seth again. Isn’t that what you want out of this?”

What did I want out of this? I was starting to question that again. I loved my wife, and I wanted her to be happy. I wanted to make her happy. And if I couldn’t do it one way, I’d do it another. Seeing a bounce in her step and a smile on her face would be a change for the better in our relationship. It might even save our marriage. That’s what I wanted from this. And maybe someday, probably years from now, I’d tell her about how I gave her this little gift.

Or maybe not.

“This is all kind of complicated, Dean.”

“No it isn’t. You don’t have much to do. Just show Tabby where the party will be, the one back here. Part ways at some point prior, and tell her you’ll meet her there. Then you go to the bow party and stay there. That’s all you have to worry about. That, and put on an innocent smile if you run into Seth during the remainder of the cruise. Everything else takes care of itself.”

“Easy for you to say.” I finished my punch and set my empty glass next to Dean’s. “Want to get another?”

“No. And neither should you. You need to keep your wits about you. Tabby, on the other hand, you should take her a drink,” said Dean. “And try to get her to drink a little before you leave for the party tonight.”

“What if Seth is still up there, talking to her?”

“Then hang back and wait until he leaves. But this is it.” Dean stood.

“What? This is what?”

“Decision time. This is probably the last time you’ll see me before tonight. Everything’s in place. The rest is up to you. So if you have any final thoughts …”

Did I have any final thoughts? I had about three and a half million. My head was awash with possible outcomes. I tried to imagine what it was going to feel like, standing on the deck of the ship and looking up at the moon with a crowd of strangers, knowing that my wife was having sex with another man. As I sat there and thought about it, I couldn’t even fully brace myself for that eventuality because she only might be having sex with another man. I would be spending the evening in a daze, a state of horrible wonder. It would be in limbo. Either way, I knew that no matter how hard I tried to prepare myself, anything I tried to imagine would ultimately pale against the reality.

If it became reality.

“I guess I’m good, Dean,”

“Okay,” he said. “In that case, I’ve done my part. I’m off to get lucky again.”

Dean walked away from the bar and out through the dining hall. I stayed at the table, watching him, and shivered. An uneasiness crept through my neck and down my arms. It was something more than the conversation we’d just had, something more than the potential repercussions of the events we were setting in motion. As Dean exited onto the deck at the far side of the room, I saw it.

He was wearing a red shirt. A red shirt with green stripes.

I closed my eyes and saw a vision of Dean with a white face and bloody red lips.

I followed him out onto the deck, but he was gone. To my right, the stairs up to the pool beckoned. What would I see if I went up there? Would Seth still be in my chair, sitting with my wife? Laughing with her? Touching her? In front of everyone?

I walked to the railing and stood looking at the ocean. I closed my eyes and let the sound of the ship breaking through the waters calm me. But the stairs to the upper deck were still there when I looked again, and the jitters in my stomach returned. I wasn’t ready to face the sight of my wife and another man.

I realized I hadn’t gotten a drink for Tab, which gave me an excuse to return to the bar. I ordered a cosmo and had a shot of tequila and a shot of whiskey while the bartender mixed it. I charged it to our room and went back outside, my mouth hot from the liquor. I took the stairs. Not the ones which led up to the pool, but a double flight at the rear which led directly up to the waterpark and an open area which would serve as the location of one of tonight’s two parties.

It was crowded, lines of people waiting for a turn at the slides weaving in every direction. In front of the waterslides was an observation area that hung out over the pool deck. From that vantage point, I could see the pool and its surrounding network of neatly arranged chairs, tables, and umbrellas. It was easy to pick out the location Tab and I had chosen that morning, and to my initial relief, my chair was empty.

But so was my wife’s.

I looked in the pool, hoping to recognize her swimsuit, to catch a flash of familiar hair. Nothing. I looked up and down the aisles of chairs, but saw no one that resembled Tab. Had she gone to the restroom? Had she gone to look for me? Did she go back to the room for a nap?

Had she gone to Seth’s room?

The thought made me dizzy, nauseous. My chest felt so light, I felt I might float away. It was really happening, right now. Seth’s charms had proven so irresistible, my wife so obviously eager, that he didn’t have to wait until tonight to take what he wanted. I leaned on the railing for support, gripping it tightly with my free hand and balancing the drink in my other. I continued to scan the crowd, the pool, hoping to see Tab. Or even Seth. Seeing either one of them would be proof enough that they weren’t together somewhere — my wife on a stranger’s bed with her swimsuit bottom pulled to one side, writhing helplessly as Seth pawed at her breasts and gave her what she so badly needed.

I swallowed. It took an effort to stand up straight. I took a few deep breaths and tried to look at the situation differently. If it was happening, right now, then it would be over. Done. There would be no more anxiety, no more waiting and wondering. We would be able to go to the eclipse party tonight, Tab and I. The same party. And we could enjoy it. Watch the moon turn red. Have a few drinks. And tomorrow I’d buy that hat and we’d spend the day walking around on Grand Cayman.

But I couldn’t entirely shake the fear, the sense of shame that I felt. Looking out over the pool, it seemed that the scores of people below were all looking up at me. I could almost feel the reproachful stares of six hundred accusing eyes. That’s him, they whispered to one another. That’s the man whose wife just went below with that beefcakey guy. Jesus, do you think he knows? Poor bastard. No, I’m not telling him …

I wondered when I would next see my wife. And on the heels of that, another thought: What would she be like? Would she be different? Would I know instantly, on sight, that she had just had an adulterous encounter? Worse, would the people around us know? Would her hair be a mess? Would she walk differently? Would she kiss me? And if she did, would I taste another man on her mouth? Would she try her best to hide it from me? Or would she look me in the eye, utterly shameless?

Would she be smiling?

Oh God, the thought of my wife smiling at me — actually smiling — after fucking another man. That’s the one thing I didn’t think I could bear. And, I reasoned, since Tab would have no idea that I knew, she would have no motivation to hide how she felt. Whatever I saw on her face would be the truth.

Was I ready for that truth? Had I really thought this through? Had I fully considered what this was going to do, not just to my wife but to me? Standing there alone on the observation deck, the sky above and the ocean below, I reviewed my rationale.

It’s just a roll in the hay. A good time, an experience, for the woman I love. I knew better than to believe Tab might return home and seek out another man. Surely there was no one else like Seth, certainly not in our social circles. My wife was not a woman with a wandering eye. Besides, our lives were too busy. And once we got home, once we returned to our normal lives and left Seth behind as a memory on the sea, we would never see or hear from him again.

I made a vow to myself. As soon as we got home, I would see that doctor. About those pills. Right away. No excuses. Nothing to be ashamed of.

“There you are.” I yelped out loud at the sound of my wife’s voice. She had sidled up next to me at the railing. “I thought you were in the bar.”

“I was,” I said, trying to recover with grace. “Got you this.” She took the drink I handed her. She had a towel around her neck, and her hair was wet and slicked back over her scalp.

“Looks like you drank half of it.” In truth, I had spilled it while my emotions had me off balance.

“Sorry,” I said.

“Why would you bring it up here?”

“What?”

“If you got this for me, why would you bring it up here?”

“I didn’t see you by the pool,” I said, thinking quickly. “Thought I’d come up and see where the party’s going to be tonight. Didn’t expect to find you here.”

“This is where everyone’s going? That explains all the setup.”

“What setup?” Looking around, I didn’t see anything but people standing in line for waterslides. The twisting assemblage of red, yellow, and blue fiberglass slides hid the sunbathing area on the other side.

“There’s crew over there stacking up all the chairs and clearing the deck. I was talking to one of them. Said there’s going to be a bar, a seafood buffet, and a steel drum band. And look, I got this.” She held up a small red medallion in the shape of a moon. It was plastic, cheap, and hung on an equally cheap strip of ribbon. Molded on both sides was I Survived The Lunar Eclipse. “They were giving them out down by the pool. I got one for you, too.”

“Who did you say gave you that?”

“One of the staff was walking around with them.”

“You talk to anyone else?”

She took a sip of her drink. “No,” she said, looking out over the pool.

With her lie, I knew. Did she and Seth already have a plan?

We stood in silence for a few minutes. We were at the highest point on the ship, except for the massive steaming funnel and maybe the navigation bridge at the opposite end, and we were alone. The view really was magnificent. The ocean stretched endlessly off in every direction. Below us, hundreds of bodies lounged and bronzed themselves in the Caribbean sunshine, but up here a breeze cooled our faces and whipped at our hair.

“Kind of premature,” I said. “To say we Survived the Lunar Eclipse. We haven’t yet.”

She hooked her arm through mine and leaned her head against me. “Don’t be silly,” she said. “I’m sure we’ll be fine.”



The Night Of



I didn’t have any problem getting away from Tab, which was telling in itself. I was dressed, shorts and a loose t-shirt, sneakers with no socks, when she came out from her shower. Just like Dean and I had discussed. It had been my idea to skip dinner, and she was quick to agree that we’d just pick over the seafood bar later. But I truly had no appetite. I glanced at my cell phone — reduced to little more than a timepiece and camera since there was no cell signal at sea and no wifi on the ship without paying an exorbitant fee.

It was a quarter to seven.

“I’m going to head on up and have a drink with Dean,” I said. “You mind?”

“You’re meeting Dean?” She looked confused.

“He said he might be there.”

“Dean. He might be there?”

“Yeah. If he isn’t, I’ll just enjoy the crab dip and wait for you.” I managed to summon a smile. I walked around the bed and put my arms around her. Steam wafted from the tiny bathroom, and I could feel the damp through her towel. She still had that quizzical look on her face as I kissed her. Things were going to be different the next time we saw each other. I knew that, and was making peace with it. I just wanted to get the next few hours over with. I left her and went to the door, wanting to get out of there as fast as I could.

“Will,” she said. I stopped and turned at the door.

And here would be my last memory of my wife as I once knew her. Wet, warm, tan, curvy, mature, raw and clean. Damp curls fell to her bare shoulders. Sexy as hell for any age.

Was she going to stop me? Insist that we stick together for the evening? Was her sense of fidelity overcoming her physical needs?

“Nothing,” she said. “I’ll see you soon.”

And so it began. The earth was positioning itself between the sun and the moon, and I left my wife alone for the evening.

I made my way down the cramped corridor to the bank of elevators that would take me up to the deck, striding confidently. Tab letting me leave without her was almost a relief. I was actually filled with a paradoxical sense of peace. I could now accept that the worst, or what I believed to be the worst, was going to happen. The quantity of unknowns had dwindled, and my anxiety ebbed along with it.

And the way she had stopped me, as if she was having second thoughts. Or perhaps by now they were third, fourth, or fifth thoughts. This wasn’t easy for her. That was comforting, too. If only a little.

Outside, the sun hadn’t quite set. It winked at the western horizon, throwing brilliant lashes of color across the water and up into the cloudless sky. The night was warm, the air still, as if before a storm.

Dean was right, it was a long walk to the bow of the ship. The deck I was on didn’t provide a contiguous path in that direction, and I had to take stairs to a higher deck and then come back down again several times before I reached the open sundeck at the bow.

It was crowded, passengers lined up at two makeshift bars that had been set up on either side and at the buffet line in the middle. Behind the buffet table was a small stage with drums, a marimba, acoustic guitars and microphones at the ready. Taking in the scene, I felt underdressed. Most of the women wore evening dresses or, like my wife had planned, a cocktail dress with a light jacket. Many of the men toted binoculars around their necks. I also recognized more than a few of the red medallions like the one Tab had shown me.

It was discomforting that I seemed to be the only person here alone. All around me people were paired off. Or they stood in groups chatting and laughing. I walked past a small clique who seemed to be in their mid-twenties, each holding a plastic flute while one of them worried with a champagne bottle. The cork finally gave with a resounding pop and flew off into the night. The sound captured enough attention to garner a small round of applause from most within earshot. Champagne spilled out of the bottle like lather as the bearded young man filled the flutes.

Four staff members filed past, dressed in their seaman’s best, toting trays of grilled fish, fried clams, potatoes, and asparagus to refill the buffet. Two more followed carrying between them the biggest chest of ice I’d ever seen.

Gaiety was in the air.

I got in line at one of the bars. Now that I was here, I felt isolated and uneasy. A drink would help, but I needed someone to talk to and wished Dean would appear. I kept scanning the crowd, but he wasn’t yet among the revelers. It grated on me to think he was probably having a grand time in the casino, winning one hand after another even though he knew I was out here alone and could use a companion under the circumstances.

I got to the bar and asked for a double scotch with no ice and a can of beer. I jammed the beer into the pocket of my shorts for later and meandered off toward the buffet. The food looked amazing, but the abundance of seafood and its attendant smells put me off. I had no appetite, anyway, and no desire to stand in another line.

A massive bulkhead rose up in the center of the festivities, dividing one side of the deck from the other. At its top I could see a railing. Higher still, set back from the railing, I could see a row of windows which I imagined to be the ship’s bridge.

I walked around to the other side, but still didn’t see Dean anywhere in the crowd. What I did see was a narrow set of metal stairs rising up along this side of the bulkhead and disappearing into darkness. There had been no such stairs on the other side, and it was the asymmetry that got my attention. There was no one near them, and I wandered in that direction.

There were treads only, heavily textured, and no risers. As if that weren’t enough of an indication that they were intended for use only by the crew, a link of chain was hung across the bottom of the stairway at waist level. But it was secured by only an unlocked snap at the bulkhead.

I thumbed the snap and let the chain fall. It rattled against the handrail, but no one took notice. I downed the rest of my scotch, set the plastic tumbler on the bottom step, and went up the stairs.

I held tight to the rail with one hand and balanced myself with my other against the bulkhead. It was steep going. I was at least thirty feet above the crowd when I came to a landing which gave out onto a small platform. The platform rounded a corner which led, I felt sure, to whatever was behind the railing I had seen from down below.

It was a small, balcony-like area, maybe ten feet wide, that wrapped around the front of the bulkhead. It seemed like a nice place to be alone, about the only such place I’d found on the ship.

Except I was not alone.

A generous light from the tall windows overhead provided some illumination over the railing, but directly beneath the windows it was almost entirely dark. In the shadows was a man, thin and about my height. He appeared to be uniformed in white, with a cap tucked under his arm. A little orange ember flared in front of his mouth.

“You are not supposed to be here,” he said, though it sounded like more of an observation than an accusation. He spoke slowly and with a heavy accent, Spanish or Italian.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I should go back down.” He took another slow drag on his cigarette. “But you’re not supposed to be smoking,” I said.

The man laughed, a low, rich chuckle. “That is true enough. Would would care to join me?”

“Thank you, but I don’t smoke,” I said. I stepped closer, reaching into my pocket. “But I’ll have this beer if you don’t mind.”

“Please,” he said. “You are a guest. Enjoy yourself.” I cracked open the beer. It was still chilled, and I sipped the foam from the top. I smelled the smoke and heard the man exhale. The little point of fire moved in a circle, which I interpreted as him gesturing me closer. I moved up next to him. “What is your name?” he asked.

“I’m Will,” I said.

“Ah, so am I,” he replied. He took another drag. “Well, Guglielmo where I’m from. But only my parents ever called me that. Been a William since I was a boy. Where do you come from, Will?”

“Richmond. It’s in —”

“Virginia,” he said, with four syllables. “I’ve been there. You are not liking the party?” We could hear the crowd down below us. The band was warming up, the sound of steel drums replacing the dull buzz of conversation.

“I was just .. looking for someone.”

“You are not on vacation alone, then?”

“No, not alone.”

“With friends?”

“Wife.”

“And she is not at the party? To watch the moon?”

“No. It’s … we got separated. I think she may have gone to the other party. You know, in the back.”

“Hmm,” said the voice in shadows. “That is strange. But then, all manner of strange things happen on boats.”

“I’m sorry, what is your name, sir?” I said.

He stepped out of the shadows and faced me, and we shook. His grip was tight, his hands rough, as if they’d spent years heaving at heavy ropes. His face was laid out with small features, and his eyes were brilliant. His skin was dark, which was not entirely an effect of the sun. In a moment of intuition that I had never experienced before nor again since, I somehow knew: This was a man who had, at some time, seen people die.

“William Mancini.”

“Mancini? Like the Pink Panther guy?”

He laughed. “Yes, like him. But Henry — his real name was Enrico — was from your Cleveland. I come from Genoa.”

“And you are the captain.” It wasn’t a question. I could tell.

“At your service.” He produced a small metal box from his jacket pocket, extinguished his cigarette on it, and then opened it and placed the butt inside. The little box disappeared into his jacket.

“Did you come out here to watch the eclipse?” I asked him.

“The eclipse? No, I have seen many red moons. I step out here to have a smoke, maybe watch the people.” He lit another cigarette.

“So, is that the bridge up there?” I pointed to the windows above our heads, and he smiled around his cigarette.

“We call it the Navigational Center. The bridge is only on Star Trek.” I sipped my beer and he leaned toward me, as if to share a confidence. “Actually, the crew, well … we do still call it the bridge. But don’t tell anyone.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t.”

We stood there for a minute, two men on the sea, literally above the crowd, looking up at the stars. It was hard to escape the notion that we were forming some kind of kinship, or at least a temporary bond. For that little sliver of time, I forgot about the things that may or may not be going on elsewhere on the ship. My troubles with Tab just sank into the sea. It was the most relaxing sixty seconds of my vacation.

But it had to end.

“Don’t you need to find your wife?” said the captain.

“I’m not sure she wants to be found. Or if she does, I’m hoping she might find me.”

“I see.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “That must sound strange.”

“You see a lot when you spend most of your life on the sea. There isn’t much that’s strange to me.”

“You haven’t always worked for a cruise line. Have you?”

“This is a second career. Or maybe it’s the third. But it will be my last,” he said. “And this is your first cruise?”

“I’ve done some fishing. But yes, first cruise.”

He nodded. “Well, I hope it will not be your last. Everyone should spend time on the ocean. A man can really find himself out here. It’s a fine place to be, so long as you respect her.”

“Her?”

“The sea,” he said. “She’s like a woman. Deep and full of dark corners, teeming with endless life. But if you aren’t careful, she can crush you,” — he snapped his fingers — “like that.”

Now it was impossible not to think about Tab, to wonder what she was doing at that very moment. I turned up my beer and found it empty.

“I’m actually hoping to leave some of my troubles out here when we get home. Things have kind of gotten worse since we left shore,” I said.

“Well, I am certainly sorry to hear that.” Listening to the man’s voice, I could tell that he truly was sorry. He was an empathetic soul. “I hope that your troubles do not follow you home.”

“I hope to drown them out here,” I said.

“You seem well on your way,” he said, gesturing to my empty can.

“I don’t mean with this,” I said. “I mean leave them behind. Let the sea have them.”

He looked puzzled as he considered this. “Just be careful. This is not Las Vegas. You can leave your troubles in the sea. But the ocean, she has a long memory.” I watched him put out his cigarette in the same manner as before. Now it was my turn to be puzzled. “You may find your troubles are waiting for you in Richmond.”

“Can I ask you something?” I said.

“Only if you promise not to tell anyone you saw the captain smoking.”

“Deal. When the boat rocked, the day after we left port. What was that about? We heard something about a storm.”

“That is true. We routinely monitor the sea ahead of us, but weather systems can arise quickly, with little warning. We were already moving at more than twenty knots, and a gradual change of course would have risked sailing into the eastern edge of the storm. So I felt it in the interest of our guests’ safety to eliminate that risk.”

“So that was your call?”

“Yes. The safety of my guests and crew is my first responsibility. I hope our sudden change of course wasn’t alarming for you and your wife.”

“Oh, no, not at all. It was just … I don’t know —”

“Unexpected.” I nodded. The captain leaned on the railing. “It is the nature of navigation. If you see trouble ahead, and you are moving too fast, you have to make a sudden change if you want to avoid the storm.”

The captain’s voice, like the sea itself, had a comforting lull. But in spite of that, as I listened to him speak I could feel a tightness gathering in my throat. I knew there was danger ahead, and I had accepted the risks. Was it too late to change course?

The captain turned and reached for a lever in the door behind us. “Will of Virginia, it has been a pleasure. I hope that the remainder of your journey with us will be safe and memorable. If there is anything we can do to make your voyage more pleasurable, please speak to a crew member. Now if you will excuse me, I have duties to attend.” I liked the man immensely, even with his lapse into corporatespeak as we parted ways. He was affable and professional.

“Thank you, captain,” I said. We shook hands again, and he placed his cap on his head. It was white with a black bill and the insignia of the cruise line on the front. Then he disappeared into the wall.

I moved quickly for the stairs. I had to find Dean. If that meant going to the casino, that’s what I would do. As I descended the stairs and rejoined the crowd, my conversation with the captain already seemed to take on a dreamlike quality. As if I’d stepped away from reality to communicate purely in ideas. But now I was back in the real world.

And I sensed a storm coming.

The crowd had gotten louder, more raucous. The band was in full tilt, and the floor was full of dancing. This meant fewer people in line at the bars, so I headed there first. I asked for another double scotch and drank that while I took a look around for Dean. Not finding him, I went to the bar on the other side and was able to quickly get another.

I was grateful for the alcohol. Without it, I might have been in a full-on panic. I could feel my heart racing, but I moved slowly through the crowd. I suddenly had an urge to find Tab, to find my wife, to find her and put my arms around her. But I couldn’t go to the stern. It would take me forever to get there, and I didn’t want to risk running into —

Seth.

I froze.

There he was, not ten feet away. Unless he had a twin.

I leaned against a wall as the world started to go fuzzy. I was looking at his back. He was actually wearing a sport coat and long pants. But there was no mistaking those shoulders, or his long hair. He was standing with a woman who looked familiar. Probably one of the women we had seen him having dinner with the night he’d sent my wife a bottle of wine. Or maybe one of the girls playing volleyball on the day I’d met Dean.

Dean. How had he gotten this wrong? Seth was supposed to be at the opposite end of the ship. Had he gone rogue? Maybe he never had any intention of trying to bed my wife and was just stringing Dean along for a joke, saying whatever he thought Dean wanted to hear.

I took a deep breath. I still felt slightly nauseous, but a wave of sublime relief washed over me. Whatever the case, the fact was that Seth was here. That meant he wasn’t with my wife. There was no way anything could have happened in the time since I’d left our stateroom. I smiled at the sky. Maybe there was no storm ahead after all. If that were the case, I’d still have to deal with Tab. She was going to be supremely angry that I had, in her perception, gone to the wrong end of the ship.

I needed to find Dean. He knew Seth, knew how his mind worked. He would be able to explain what was going on. I made up my mind to go to the casino, but as I started to step away from the wall my legs felt wobbly. It might have been the alcohol, but my emotional state didn’t help. My heart was still racing. I leaned back again to collect myself.

That’s when Seth turned and looked right at me.

And gave me the friendliest smile I’d ever seen. It was worth a million dollars. I could see how women found him so attractive. Hell, I found him attractive. But there was no ill will in his face at all. He was smiling at me like I was an old friend, or like he might try to sell me some insurance. Leaning on the railing behind him, standing in profile, he actually waved at me. He said something to the woman next to him, and she looked at me, too. Then she walked away.

Seth was coming over to me, closing the little distance between us. I swallowed hard and took another sip of my drink, even though I knew that was the last thing I needed.

“Hi,” he said. “I’m Seth.”

“I know,” I sputtered. “I’m Will.” He was so calm, so self-assured. Not at all my idea of someone who was moving on another man’s wife. Then again, maybe he did that often enough that it didn’t even raise his blood pressure.

“Will. Nice to meet you. Listen, I feel like I never properly apologized for the other day.”

“Apologize?”

“When our ball got out of control. I mean, it wasn’t me. But I still felt terrible. And so did Sandy. You should let me buy you a drink.”

Things weren’t making sense. Seth, the real Seth, was nothing like the idea of Seth I’d been carrying around. He was genuine, articulate, warm, and well-mannered. There was fear in my throat, thickening up and making it hard to swallow. That the source of this fear was unknown only amplified it. And I wanted to know.

“Seth, weren’t you supposed to be at the party at the other end of the ship?” I said.

“Other end? What are you talking about?”

I had to force myself to say the words. “Weren’t you supposed to meet my wife?”

“Your wife? Have I met your wife?”

“You sent her a bottle of wine at dinner a couple of nights ago.”

“Oh, that. She is lovely, your wife. Yes, Mr. Mattison asked me to send over the wine.”

“Mr. Mattison?”

“Yes. Dean.”

But why would —

You don’t have a small dick, do you?

I leaned over, balancing myself with a hand on one knee. Seeing I was about to spill, Seth took the drink from my other hand. “Are you okay?” he said. I took a few deep breaths and looked at the floor. “You know, now that you mention it, Dean had said something about going to the back of the ship tonight.”

“He did?”

“Yeah. Said it would be so much better back there. But Renee wanted to —”

“Who’s Renee?” I asked. I managed to stand up straight, still leaning on the wall.

“Renee?” To my amazement, he actually blushed. “Well, I’ve had my eye on her for a while. She’s in accounting. We’ve really hit it off on the cruise —”

“How well do you know Dean?”

“Dean? Everyone knows Dean. He’s the boss.”

“Whose boss?”

“Everybody’s. He owns the company.”

He owns the company.

My vision blurred, and I had to blink several times before it cleared. “Seth, I have to ask you something. Did you talk to my wife up by the pool today? It would have been around noon.”

His eyebrows came together. “No. I don’t think so.” He held my drink out, and I took it back from him. I treated myself to a big swallow of the scotch. “You don’t look well, my friend. Do you want to sit down?”

“Seth, do you know where Dean’s room is?”

“His stateroom? Yes, of course. It’s close to mine. He has a suite, actually. Nothing but the best.”

“Will you take me there?”

“Right now?”

“Right now.”

“But the eclipse is about to start. We’ll miss it.”

“Please, Seth.” I looked him in the eye, and his facial expression changed. I saw an understanding there. It was the same understanding that I had arrived at.

“You know,” he said, “Dean can be something of a devil.”

“Please,” was all I could say.

He looked around. “All right. Let me just find Renee and tell her I’ll be back.” He left me there, my ass propped against the wall. I was sweating, even though a cool ocean breeze was blowing. The scotch seemed like the only friend I had at the moment, so I drank the rest of it. I knew I had to walk, possibly a good distance, so I tried standing. I suddenly had an acute sense of the motion of the ship below my feet. I swayed on my legs, but managed to remain upright. I could do this. I had to do this.

Seth came back. “Follow me,” he said. “It’s on the top, where the rooms have balconies.”

We left the party behind. I felt like I was leaving sanity behind. I needed to find my wife. What was she doing? Who was she with, right now? I thought I knew the answer, but hoped I was wrong.

“We can take the elevator. Faster,” said Seth. We boarded the elevator, and my legs were grateful.

“What did you mean when you said Dean was something of a devil?” I asked.

Seth turned to me, and the look I saw on his face was close to compassion, if not downright pity. He took his time answering, and ultimately didn’t answer me at all. “I was just thinking,” he said. “It was Sandy who hit you with that volleyball. I remember seeing her talking to Dean just a few minutes before that happened.”

“But it was an accident,” I said.

The doors opened before he could say anything else, and I followed him into the hall. It was a much wider hall than the one where our room was located, with skylights that would provide real sunshine during the day. “It’s just down here,” said Seth.

We turned a corner into an identical, but shorter, hallway. Seth stopped in front of the last door. “This is him.” I could only stand there and look at the door. “What do you want to do?”

I moved close to the door. I couldn’t hear anything. No conversation, no music, nothing. “I want to know what’s going on in there,” I said.

“Well … knock.”

“I can’t.” Seth reached over my shoulder and rapped loudly at the door, sending my stomach to the floor. Was Tab still at the back of the boat, looking for me, getting angrier every minute? Was Dean down in the casino, laying his bets and bluffing his way past the better players?

I heard footsteps. Someone was coming to the door. I moved away, unable to look, and leaned against the wall next to the door. Seth stepped up. There was a sound of locks tumbling. I closed my eyes and tried to picture my wife at the back of the ship, having a shrimp cocktail and waiting for the eclipse, looking around impatiently for her husband.

The door opened.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” said Dean. I opened my eyes and stepped in behind Seth.

Dean was in a terry robe that was loosely cinched at his waist. It hung open, revealing his sun-darkened chest. “Oh. You,” he said.

“What’s going on, Dean?” said Seth.

Dean stepped out in the hallway and pulled the door not quite shut behind him. “Do you remember Claire, the fake redhead from the office party two years ago?” he said, as if I wasn’t even there. He had a wicked little grin on his face. To my horror, a similar grin appeared on Seth’s face.

“The one with the fat husband?” said Seth.

“Who insisted on following his wife to my office after everyone else had left. Well, this one is even better.”

“I find that hard to believe,” said Seth.

“See for yourself.”

Seth looked at me, as if he had a choice to make. “I don’t know. He seems like a nice guy.”

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“Is Tab in there?” I said. My voice was hoarse, and it came out as little more than a whisper. “Is my wife in your room?”

Dean looked at me then, finally acknowledging my presence. His lip curled at one side as he looked at me with something like disdain, a look very like the one a first-place winner gives to the bronze medalist as the gold is hung around his neck. It was … smug. Smug like I’d never seen before in my life.

“See for yourself,” he said.



Eclipsed



I tried to charge into the room. It wasn’t Dean that stopped me, but my own feet. He moved out of my way, and I tripped drunkenly and fell in the entryway.

“What’s going on?” said a voice from deeper in the room, one I instantly recognized as my wife’s.

“Tab,” I yelled from the floor.

“Jesus, help the guy,” said Dean. I felt hands under my arms, and then Seth lifted me to my feet with incredible strength. He held me steady as I walked through the short hall, past a bathroom much bigger than the one in my stateroom, and turned a corner.

Tab was sitting on a sofa, her legs crossed. Behind her was a bay window, as wide as the sofa, providing a view of the dark sea outside. The moon hung in an upper corner, lonely and yellow, but starting to darken at the edges.

I noticed Tab’s jacket was off, thrown on the bed nearby. Her shoulders were bare except for the two thin straps from her dress. Without the jacket, the cleavage her little dress revealed was staggering. When she saw me, she shifted a little and pulled the front of the dress together.

“Tab,” I said again.

“What are you doing here, Will?” she said. She was surprised, though not necessarily happy, to see me. That was plain. “You’re drunk.”

“I’m not drunk. Tab, what has he told you?” I said.

“Yes you are. You can hardly stand up.” It was true. Seth was still holding onto me. But it was more than the alcohol that had weakened me. The look in my wife’s eyes. Something in her had changed. She looked so … relaxed. So confident. And for a moment, I was actually happy for her. She looked better than I’d seen her look in a long time.

She also looked beautiful.

“Is he going to puke?” asked Seth. I felt as if I might, actually. I took a few deep breaths to calm my roiling stomach.

“I hope not. Sit him down, over there.” Seth pulled me gently over to a chair, where I took a seat across the room from my wife.

“What has he told you?” I said again.

“I told her the truth, Will,” said Dean, stepping between us. “How you told me that your wife didn’t make your dick hard.”

“But that’s not —”

“And how you were going to get laid on this cruise, one way or another.”

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t fight what he was saying. He spoke so confidently, without missing a single beat. It was all lies, and I knew that my lack of protest made it all seem true. But I felt like a stunned animal. The sense of betrayal had me shocked into silence.

“And I assured Tabby that she was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever laid eyes on.”

Tab scooted to one side on the sofa and looked at me from behind Dean. “Do you know what that does to a woman? To think she can’t get a man hard?”

“I told her how you had her believing it was some kind of erectile problem. I told her I got hard just talking to her. It felt wrong. So when you snuck off to meet this other woman tonight —”

“Tab, that’s not —”

“When you sent her to the wrong party, at the other end of the ship to get her out of the way, I took a chance. I invited her back here to show her how a real man treats a woman.”

My mouth moved, but I didn’t seem able to form words. So many thoughts spun through my head, I couldn’t arrange them into sentences.

Dean sat on the sofa next to my wife. “Tab, if you want to leave now, I don’t blame you. You can take Will back to your room. Seth can help you get him there.”

“No,” said Tab. She was looking right at me. “No, I think I’ll stay.” Dean put his hand on her bare leg in a manner so intimate it drove a stake into me. Then Tab put her hand over his.

“Something else I haven’t told you,” said Dean to my wife. She looked at him with concern on her face. “Will knew I would be bringing you to my room tonight.” Tab turned on me, and anger flashed in her face. “I told him I didn’t think you’d go for that, and he said it didn’t matter to him. He even wished me luck.”

“Tab,” I said. “It’s not true.” But I was looking at the floor between my feet. I just couldn’t look at her.

“Well, if it’s not true, Will,” said Dean. “Then take your wife right now.”

“What?” I looked up. Tab’s eyes were wide with anticipation, waiting for my response. “What do you mean?”

“What I mean is, there’s your wife, there’s a bed. Use it. I won’t mind. If I’m a liar, show us all. What do you think, Tabby? Seth and I will leave the room if you two need privacy.”

Tab said nothing. Only looked at me, waiting to see if I would follow through. I could tell, something was lit up inside of her. It turned her on, the idea of a man wanting her badly enough to fuck her in front of two other men. I could see it. It turned me on, too, to think she had that kind of desire within her.

Next to me, Seth wiped a hand across his face, concealing his mouth as he whispered to me. “This is probably your last chance, man.”

All eyes were on me, crushing me with anxiety. It was clear that Seth and Dean wouldn’t be leaving the room. And I sure as hell wasn’t going to leave Tab in here with them. I was going to half to do this.

I stood up. I closed my eyes, planted my feet on the carpet, and carefully pulled my t-shirt over my head. I could still feel the burn along my arms. I kept my eyes on my wife, trying to pretend Dean wasn’t seated next to her in a robe, and probably nothing but a robe, as I unsnapped my shorts. I took a step forward, wobbled a bit, and pushed my shorts to the floor. My underwear fell with them.

The silence that followed might have lasted an hour, though it was only seconds before Dean said, “I thought you said you didn’t have a small dick.” I heard Seth containing a snicker behind me, and to my horror, a grin appeared on my wife’s face.

“You see what I have to work with?” said Tab. I looked down at myself. I was as soft as a man could be. But how could it be otherwise, under those circumstances? The head of my limp cock dangled wormlike, not sticking its head out much further than the hair between my legs. I wrapped my hand around it and started to rub in an attempt to get it hard. But my nerve endings, those that weren’t completely tied up with disgust, embarrassment, and humiliation, seemed to have been shut down.

Tab and Dean looked at each other, and the smiles slowly disappeared from their faces. They leaned closer to one another, and I saw my wife’s hand on Dean’s leg, just where his robe ended. I actually thought they were going to kiss.

“No,” I said, though I’m not sure anyone heard me. “Just give me a minute.”

But they had waited long enough. I could already see Dean’s erection under his robe. So had Tab, and as she started to slide her hand up Dean’s leg, he tore his robe open.

He was, in fact, naked underneath. You wouldn’t think a man his size — so neat, so trim — could have a dick that big. I certainly hadn't seen it coming. But he did. It seemed almost out of place, like it had been taken from someone else, someone maybe the size of Seth, and pasted onto Dean’s body.

But it was Dean’s cock. And it was monstrously, offensively hard, equipped below with an impressive sac of balls that rested on the sofa cushion, one slightly bigger than the other.

“You see what you do to me, Tabby?” said Dean, a soft longing in his voice that I knew was an affectation. With my eyes drawn to Dean’s cock, I experienced a twisted sort of envy. Why didn’t my cock get that hard? Of course, even if it did, it wouldn’t look anything like Dean’s.

Dean leaned back on the sofa, as if he knew what was coming next. And, as in so many other things, he was right. My wife slid away from Dean, then leaned over into his lap. She didn’t even trouble with a glance in my direction before wrapping her lips around the swollen bulb at the head of Dean’s dick.

I didn’t throw up. My body didn’t have the energy for it. Instead, I fell backward. And I would have hit the floor had Seth not leaped from his chair to catch me. He lowered me back into the chair, keeping my nakedness at arm’s length.

“God damn, Tabby, baby … that feels so fucking good.” I focused my eyes to the sofa, where my wife was now sucking Dean deeply, her head twisting side to side as it bobbed in his lap, taking in nearly half of his length. I never knew her to enjoy oral sex. At least not with me. But she was sucking Dean’s prick like she was starving for it.

Which, I realized, she was. She had just never had anything worth sucking before.

Sitting up on the sofa, Dean looked at me over my wife’s back as he unzipped her cocktail dress. When the back of the dress fell open, revealing her thin black panties and her creamy skin, he unhooked her bra. He rubbed his hand slowly from her neck down to the elastic of her waistband as she continued to gratify him with her mouth, his eyes never leaving mine. His look spoke volumes. All this is mine now, it said. You are the loser.

A number of other things were clarified by that look. All the things Dean had told me about Seth — that he liked to fuck married women, that it got him off to humiliate lesser men, the story about the coworker he had fucked in front of her husband — Dean had been describing himself the whole time. It made me cringe at the thought of what was ahead.

And those weird things he had said to me. When he had looked me in the eye and said he’d told Seth that I had a small dick and couldn’t satisfy my wife. He was actually getting off in that moment. His look had been so serious, he’d almost given up the game. But he couldn’t help himself. He was insulting me, to my face. Insulting my manhood. Calling me out on my inability to please my wife sexually, in front of God and anyone who happened to pass by. And there was that waitress, that server. What had he said with her standing right there? 

“How does it feel, seeing your wife on another man’s cock,” said Dean. Yeah, it had been something like that. If Dean’s crude language offended Tab, she showed no sign. To the contrary, she grabbed both his balls and began kneading them in one hand as she continued to suck him. I could see the base of his cock glisten as her spit ran down his shaft, could hear the slurping noises as her lips moved across the ridge at the head. “Oh, baby … you keep that up I’m going to fucking come.”

Things would end badly for Dean if he came in her mouth. She might even gag, which would put a damper on his good time. I almost wished it would happen. Tab might be shocked to her senses. We could get dressed and leave together. It would be awkward as hell, but we would stay up late, talk it out.

But my wife surprised me, moaning and sucking him faster. “Oh, fuck, I’m going to come, baby,” said Dean. “Don’t you want to get fucked first?” Tab grunted in the affirmative, but couldn’t bring herself to stop blowing him. Dean’s hand snaked down her back and into her panties. Her dress had fallen down as far as it could and gathered around her knees on the sofa, and her shapely ass, outlined by her black underwear, arced high into the air and jiggled as she sucked Dean's dick. Dean's hand disappeared to the wrist, leaving no doubt where he was touching her.

I had never touched my wife there, in the most personal of personal places. It sickened me that she was allowing it. I felt like my insides were turning to jelly, watching the little circular motions Dean's hand made inside my wife's underwear.

And Tab was not merely allowing it. She reached behind her with both hands and slid her panties down until they were a tangle of cloth bunched around her thighs, fulling exposing her tanned skin and the tender white of both buttocks. She rocked her hips in sync with Dean's hand, sucking him all the while.

Dean raised his other hand in my direction and waved four fingers in a come hither gesture. My confusion was only momentary.

"Sorry about this," said Seth, who was still sitting next to me. "But your wife is too good to pass up."

Seth, it turned out, was going to fuck my wife after all. The thing I had first desired and then dreaded, the thing I had first conspired to arrange and then rushed headlong to abort, was going to happen. I had spent all my waking time and some of my sleeping time obsessing over it, and now it was going to happen right before my eyes. I knew it just as surely as I knew my name. I knew that Tab would do it, that she would want to do it, and that I could do nothing to stop it.

The thing I still didn't know: Was Tab the fish, or was I?

"You two," I croaked.

"What?" said Seth as he stood and unbuckled his trousers. His face was not without sympathy, and I had the queer thought that, under other circumstances, he would be a really nice guy to know.

"You two are a flock of seagulls," I said.

Seth could only give me a puzzled look at that. He gave his head a little shake. "They were a one hit wonder," he said. And I got his reference, even if he had no basis for understanding mine.

Seth stepped out of his shoes and dropped his sport coat on the bed. He undressed neatly, businesslike, folding his pants and laying them across the bed, pulling off his shirt and preserving the collar before adding it to the pile.

The sight of Seth undressing might have been the only thing that could have distracted Tab from Dean's cock. To tell the truth, I couldn't avert my eyes, either. The man was a specimen. Every part of him that contained muscle seemed to bulge and curve in perfect proportion to every other part. It wasn't the physique of a bodybuilder. It was the physique of a man for whom lifting weights would be a waste of time.

But he must exercise, I thought. There's just no way you can look like that without doing something. Even his back rippled with definition as he bent over and slid out of his tight briefs.

And if I harbored any doubts as to whether any part of Seth was imperfect, they were put to rest as he stepped out of his underwear and turned toward my wife. While not as impressive as Dean, at least in length, Seth’s erection was of enormous girth. Darker than any part of him save his hair, almost chocolate in color, it was even more striking in contrast with the white inner thighs from which it protruded. The tip capped with a thickly ridged mushroom, purple and red, he strode like a man going into battle, like he could fuck his way through a concrete slab.

I watched my wife watching Seth. “Tab,” I moaned. But I had no voice. She was already lifting her knees from the sofa, removing what remained of her dress and panties. Seth stepped up behind her and yanked them roughly over her feet. Then he mounted the sofa behind my wife, grabbed both her ass cheeks and kneaded them, mashing inches of her white flesh between his fingers. Tab sighed, looking over her shoulder as if she hoped her ass met his approval. In a move so quick I barely saw it, Seth flicked his wrist and cracked a palm across my wife’s backside, filling the room with a resounding pop and sending one ass cheek bounding into the other. Tab cried out but didn’t move away as a red handprint bloomed.

“Don’t,” I said, straining to put some volume behind my voice.

“Wait,” said Dean. He moved out from under Tab and stood. “He has something to say.” The three of them looked over to where I was sitting, naked and flaccid. “I don’t think he wants you to fuck her, Seth.”

“No,” I breathed. I tried to stand, but my whole body had gone weak. My legs were as limp as my cock.

“Maybe we should ask her,” said Dean. He looked directly to me while he addressed my wife. “Tabby, do you want Seth to fuck you?”

Tab made an unintelligible sound, and Seth whipped his hand against the side of her thigh. “Fuck,” she cried as her ass wobbled in the air. “I said please.”

“Please what?” said Dean.

“Please fuck me.”

Dean took a few steps toward me, stroking his stiff cock. I felt my eyes start to water. “Why do you want him to fuck you, Tabby?”

“I don’t know.”

“I think you do,” said Dean. “Tell us.”

“Because he won’t,” said Tab.

“Who won’t?”

“My husband.”

“Won’t?” said Dean, still looking at me with devil’s eyes. “Or can’t?” From the way he massaged his erection as Tabby hung her head behind him, I knew: He was aroused by humiliating me. That was the thing that was really getting him off. He took a few steps closer and I instinctively shrank back into the chair, covering my dick with my hands. I was afraid he was actually going to come on me.

“I don’t know,” said Tab.

“Has he ever fucked you?” said Dean.

“Yes. We have a son.”

“And did you like it?”

Tab hesitated, but finally said, “Yes.”

“Did you come?”

The room was silent except for the sound of my wife’s heavy breathing. “No,” she said. “I never have. Not from that.”

“And why not?”

Seth rubbed at his cock impatiently. “Come on, Dean. For fuck’s sake.” He lowered his dick and scooted up behind my wife. She opened her mouth and sucked in a breath.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. And I knew, he was inside her. Maybe only a little. But at least the head of his dick was in my wife’s pussy. And it was wet. Wet for him.

“Just wait a minute,” said Dean. Tabby was trembling and muttering to herself. Her ass quivered as she tried to push herself back onto Seth’s cock. “I think we need to hear you say it, Tab. I think Will needs to hear you say it.”

“Fuck this,” said Seth. He drove his hips forward, and a look of wonder appeared on Tab’s face. Eyes wide, she unleashed an open-mouth groan, a long sound that wouldn’t end. If I had heard my wife make that sound in any other context, I’d have thought she was in pain, suffering.

Seth held himself as still as a man can in such a situation, holding my wife’s ass tight to his pelvis. “Fuck that’s tight,” he said.

“Tabby, sweetheart,” said Dean. “Tell us why. This man was going to cheat on you. Why don’t you come when your husband tries to fuck you?” I burned at that. Not just at the lie that rolled so casually off the devil’s tongue, but at the way he threw the word tries in there. I glared at him, but he kept smiling that goddamn smile. Anger, real anger, started to rise up within me.

“Small,” said Tab. And as fast as it had come, my anger died away. There wasn’t room inside me for both anger and the shame that was now running like hot blood through my veins. Everyone in the room knew what her single word meant.

“Tabby,” said Dean, “If you want Seth to fuck you, to really fuck you, I want you to tell us about Will. And the more you say it, the louder you say it, the more you’re going to get what you want.”

“This is kinda fucking weird, Dean,” said Seth, grating his hips against my wife.

Dean turned on him. “Just do it, Seth. You know how this works.” He brought his eyes back to my face. “You got that, baby? If you want to keep it going, you need to keep talking.”

Tab protested under her breath.

“What’s that?” asked Dean.

“I said it’s cruel.” She turned to me as she said it, and our eyes locked briefly. It would be the last time that night.

“It’s not cruel to tell the truth, Tab,” replied Dean. “And it is the truth, isn’t it?”

There was a beat of silence. I kept both hands cupped tightly over the source of my shame. I wanted to disappear. If my legs would have carried me, I would have ran naked onto the deck and leaped into the ocean.

“Fuck her, Seth.”

“Oh God, yes.” screamed my wife, each syllable punctuated by a thrust from Seth behind her. “That feels so. Fucking. Good. Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!”

“Ease off there, big guy,” said Dean, raising his voice over Tab’s squeals of pleasure. Seth did as Dean commanded, holding his hips still and pinching his eyes shut in concentration, gripping my wife’s hips. I was stunned at the self discipline, in wonder at the power Dean had to control the primal urges of a man like Seth. Maybe he really was the devil.

“Please,” whimpered Tab. “Please don’t stop. Fuck me!”

“Then let’s hear it, Tabby.”

My wife’s hesitation melted away. I couldn’t bear to look.

But there was no way not to listen.

“He has a small dick. Yes, yes, yes! Oh, harder! Fuck me! Will has a small fucking cock!” Seth drove himself into her. I could hear the obscene smacking sound with every thrust. I ventured a look and saw her — my wife, bent over for another man on the sofa, her big tits swinging wildly beneath her, her ass clapping continuously as she was fucked by …

Dean’s henchman?

The substitute king?

My head rolled back, and my vision was filled by the night sky in the bay window. There, like a backdrop to the scene of manic copulation, was the moon. Now shaded a demonic red, it had moved from the corner to the center of the window. Or, more accurately, our ship had changed course just enough to reorient my view. Either way, it was a perfect view. Close enough to see its pockmarked landscape, the moon stared back at me like a malevolent eyeball, cooling the burning humiliation within me with a chill of fear. It traveled down my spine and settled in my cold and shriveled scrotum. How could it be a coincidence that this thing loomed, from my vantage, mere inches above the tableau of my wife being sullied, fucked, and defiled.

I thought of all the people out on the ship, standing around and applauding at the sky, snapping pictures, kissing, making memories. I tried to imagine myself among them, with my wife at my side.

But no. I was here. And so was my wife. And as she figured out how to get what her body craved, any sense of humility for herself or pity for her husband vanished.

Under the blood red moon, perhaps driven by it, she even started to get creative.

“I can’t hear you, Tabby,” said Dean, still standing in front of me, still stroking his erection.

My wife’s voiced filled my ears with things that will echo until I’m old.

Fuck me, fuck me!

Will has a small dick, he has a small fucking cock!

Oh God, oh God, harder! Harder! Fuck me.

My husband has a tiny little prick, a limp little fucking dick.

Oh. God. Oh. God. Fuck. Me. Fuck. Me.

I never knew what a real man could feel like. I never fucking knew!

He could never fuck me like this. My husband could NEVER fuck me like this. He doesn’t have a dick to fuck me like this. He could never fuck ANY woman like this.

My husband’s a faggot. Will Cullen’s a fucking faggot with a fucking limp little dick!

Oh, sweet God, fuck. Me. Fuck. Me. Fuck. Me!

Will needs a dick. He needs to get fucked like this. He needs to get FUCKED UP HIS FUCKING ASS!

Tears rolled down my face. I was destroyed. I slapped my hands over my ears, even though I knew it meant foregoing any modesty. But what was the point? Everything, now, was being revealed.

I looked up at the moon, willing whatever powers were at play to make this stop, to end this misery. Then Dean’s face floated into view.

“Make her stop,” I said, louder than necessary, my voice muffled behind my covered ears. Dean’s mouth moved, and then he gently pulled a hand away from one of my ears.

“You want her to stop, you say?”

“Please,” I whined. I could still hear her, in one ear, screaming out the things she must have been holding in for God knows how many years.

… Will’s useless little dick. He’s not even a man. Will’s not a man. Will can’t fuck. Show him how a man fucks. Show his queer ass how to treat a woman, a real goddman woman. He’s a cocksucker. I know he’s a cocksucker. I want you to fuck him up the ass. I want to see his ass fucked with your beautiful big dick. Oh, God fuck me fuck me …

“I said, I think your wife wants us to fuck you up the ass,” said Dean, continuing to pry my hand away from my head as he laughed. “Hey, but no worries. Your asshole is safe around me. And I don’t think you’re Seth’s type, either.”

“Just make her be quiet,” I pleaded.

“Okay. But you know how I’m going to do that, right?”

“Yes.”

“And you have to watch.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so, you worthless sack of shit.”

I wiped at my eyes. “Fine,” I said.

Dean went over to the sofa and got up on his knees in front of my wife, offering her his cock. Her mouth was still running —

… Fuck me! Fuck me! My husband is fucking useless to any woman, so you might as well fuck him, come in his ass …

— and she looked up at Dean, as if asking permission. He nodded, and she took him in her mouth and went mercifully silent.

I never thought I could be so happy to see my wife suck another man’s dick. But anything — anything! — was better than hearing the stream of invective she had been shouting into the world.

This couldn’t last much longer.

Dean put a hand on the back of my wife’s head and looked over at me. “It’s a spitroast,” he said, grinning. He looked across to Seth, who was consumed by the work in front of him. His muscles bulged as he gripped Tab’s waist, steadying the flesh of her ass with two powerful thumbs as he drilled her.

That moon. It was at the height of the eclipse, even darker now than before. A black spot loomed high along its upper curve on one side.

I could see now how it had happened. What might have started as a flirtation between my wife and Dean, then proceeded to a daring bit of dalliance, had led Tab, emboldened by her anger and driven by years of sexual frustration, to complete abandon. The two men filling her at both ends were not having their way with her; she was having her way with them. I could see it in the way she pulled at her nipples as Seth fucked her, could hear it in the way she gratefully gagged on Dean’s dick.

“Oh, that’s it, that’s it,” said Dean. “Will … Will?” In his moment of ecstasy, he was trying to get my attention. He needn’t have bothered. Whereas before I couldn’t bring myself to look, now I couldn’t look away. He pulled his cock from my wife’s mouth, leaving her lips gaping wide and her tongue hanging hungrily, and performed an amazing feat.

He came without touching himself. Leaning back slightly, balancing himself with one arm as his body vibrated with pleasure, with tendrils of my wife’s spit hanging from his balls, his cock expelled stream after stream of thick ejaculate. At first it flew up over her head, leaving a snotty white rill in her dark hair. Then it hit her forehead and ran down across her nose. Finally, he emptied himself into Tab’s waiting mouth, coating her tongue. I sat shivering in revulsion as the woman who had for years treated my semen as if it were poison now swallowed everything Dean gave her and licked her lips clean.

“Oh, fuck … Holy shit … Did you like that?” said Dean. My wife grunted in the affirmative, struggling to speak around the slosh of cum still in her mouth. Though I’m sure the question was really for me. He was looking at me, undisguised glee on his face, his body shaking with euphoria. I knew what my wife didn’t: It wasn’t so much her cocksucking that had driven Dean to the heights of pleasure; it was me. It was knowing I was watching as he filled my wife’s mouth with his cum.

“Little more,” said Dean between heaving breaths. His shaft still pulsing, a strand of white running down its length, he sat forward and offered my wife the head of his happy prick. What she did, I can only describe as like a deep kiss, working at his bulb with her lips and tongue, absorbing the remnants of his discharge.

“Okay … okay,” said Dean. He stood and straightened his legs, craning his neck side to side as if he’d just completed a strenuous workout. “She’s all yours.” Tab turned back to look at Seth, her face spattered with spunk, and extended a hand to him.

I groaned as a wave of nausea rippled through my stomach. Somehow, this was the worst thing I’d seen. Even worse than the sight of two men using my wife to gratify themselves, worse than knowing she was happy for it, worse than knowing they were giving her what I never could, was the sight of my wife reaching for Seth. For the Adonis who was already balls-deep inside her. Reaching for him, as if to say I’m yours. Take me. Take me to where you want to fuck me.

Seth took her hand. Tab stood, weak-kneed, and almost stumbled. Seth picked her up as if she weighed nothing and carried her over to the bed.

“Just wait until he’s done with her.” Dean stepped in front of me, naked and terribly close, blocking my view of the bed. “If you thought you had trouble satisfying Tabby before, well …” He trailed off into laughter. “Will, listen. Before we go any further, I honestly have to thank you.” 

“For what?” I said. My temples ached at the idea of further.

“For bringing Seth up here. Honestly, I never thought I could get you in place to watch me fuck your wife. I knew you were weak, but I didn’t think you’d go for that. Wasn’t part of the plan.”

“Plan?”

“Yeah. My plan. Tab and I would have a hot fuck, and you’d be none the wiser. And if you noticed any changes in her, you’d think she’d been fucking studboy there.” I could hear them fucking, the pounding and slapping of skin, not a dozen feet away. “Hell, if she was willing, I might’ve had a second or third go. What do you think, Will? Do you think she would’ve come back for more?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Yeah, she would have. Anyway, I wouldn’t have left you in the dark forever. Just as we were getting off the boat in Miami I would have whispered in your ear all the depraved things I’d done to your wife. You would have shit your pants. I was actually looking forward to it.”

“Sorry,” was all I could think to say.

“Hey, but this is so much better. Right? Jesus, I thought I was going to pass out when I came. And it’s all thanks to you.”

“Dean.” I swallowed thickly. My mouth was desert dry. “Please get that out of my face.”

“Oh, this?” He wrapped a hand around his drooping cock and took a step closer. It was still mostly hard, with pearly drops of jizz along the ridge. I could smell sex and the familiar scent of my wife as he dangled it an inch from my lips. “What? You don’t want to suck it?”

“No. Don’t,” I said. I was so horrified at the thought that he was going to stick his cock in my mouth, I couldn’t speak in much more than single syllables.

“You sure, Will? Your wife said you’re a cocksucker. You heard that, right? She said it’s all you’re good for.”

“I heard,” I said.

A wail pierced my ears, a feminine scream that filled the room. 

“I think your wife just came,” said Dean.

“Good,” I said. “Good for her.”

“You love her, don’t you?” said Dean.

“Yes.” The sustained cry turned to a whimper punctuated by tight little moans.

“Jesus, I think she’s been holding that one in for a long time,” said Dean. “Seth will come soon. Then we can have some more fun.”

“Okay,” I said.

“You sure you don’t want some of this while we wait?” He wagged his cock in my face again. Incredibly, he was almost fully erect again, aroused by the degradation he was inflicting.

“I’m sure,” I said.

“Because you don’t look sure. You look pretty fucked excited about it.” He laughed and looked down. I reached into my lap to find that I was also fully hard. I had no idea when it had happened, or why, but it was true.

“I’m sure,” I said. I played with my erection. It felt good. And it reminded me that I was a man. “Don’t make me.”

“Make you?” he said. He pressed two fingers to the base of his erection, pushed it to one side and released, letting it smack warmly against my cheek. He stepped back, trailing a filament of his spunk between my face and his cock. “When you suck my dick, it’ll be because you want to.”

“Oh fuck, here I come, here I come …” Seth’s voice carried over from the bed, followed by Tab’s.

“Do it, shoot it in me, come in my pussy, come in my fucking pussy …” Seth released a barbaric cry, and I knew he was filling my wife with his seed. The thought made me sick. I wondered if I would ever be able to touch her again.

Then again, I wondered if she would ever want me to touch her again.

“Stop playing with yourself and get over here,” said Dean. He moved toward the bed, and now I could see what had happened there. Tab was on her back, her legs looped through Seth’s massive arms, which held her ass up off the bed. The beast was still buried inside her, slowly rocking his hips in post-orgasmic bliss as he milked himself with my wife’s pussy. Sweat ran down his chest as he looked down at his handiwork, the look of a man who has just conquered a new land by raining death on all the previous inhabitants.

In her contortion, Tab’s big tits fell toward her face. She pulled at her nipples as her breathing slowed in a pattern along with Seth’s, then released a high-pitched squeal as he finally, exhausted, pulled out of her and dropped her to the bed.

“Fucking incredible,” said Seth, reaching for his clothes. “Man, I gotta get back.”

“Did you hear me?” said Dean, pulling at my arm. “Get up. Get the fuck up.” It was clear that he wanted me to come over to the bed, but my mind rebelled and my body refused to move. I wasn’t even sure that my legs would carry me the distance. I was consumed by my own shame. Looking my wife in the eye, getting any closer to her, carried the threat of doubling or trebling the smoldering rot of humiliation I felt in my bones.

“Seth, help me move this poor fucker before you go,” said Dean. The next thing I knew Seth had me under the arms, lifting me like a sack of laundry as I squeezed my ass cheeks together.

“Don’t fuck me,” I pleaded. “Please don’t fuck me.” I heard titters of laughter, though wasn’t sure whose it was. Seth carried me over to the bed and tossed me next to my wife, my tiny erection bouncing as I hit the mattress.

“Is he going to be okay?” said Seth.

“He’s going to be better than okay,” said Dean. “He’s going to be a new man. Born again, you might say. Now go on, get out of here.” I heard the scurry of hasty footsteps, followed by the sound of a door opening and closing. Seth was gone, leaving me alone with my wife and the author of my misery.

I laid there wishing he would come back. Within my sea of shame, a fear was rising, like a monster surfacing from the ocean’s cold depths. I was petrified with the thought that, as bad as things had been, they were about to get worse.

At my side were my wife’s feet. I was lying across the bed, oriented in the opposite direction. I lifted my head and saw Dean whispering in her ear.

“But I don’t want to touch him,” said Tab. Dean whispered some more, kissed her on the cheek, and she relented. “Okay,” she giggled.

Tab rolled onto her stomach, rose up on all fours, and swung one leg over my head, scooting back and positioning her ass over face. Her breasts brushed across my stomach and strands of her hair tickled my crotch as I stared up at her swollen pussy, at the meaty lips that had been fucked red, at a hole that had been stretched to new limits. It hung open and oozed with semen.

The smell of sex was overwhelming. I coughed.

“You okay there, Will?” said Dean. He appeared, standing over me, his engorged cock at the ready behind Tab and inches above my face. I felt a warmth on my forehead and knew he had parked his balls there. “I’m going to do you a solid, Will. Since you were so kind to come to my door this evening. For you too, Tabby. I’m going to show Will here how to be a man.”

I shuddered at the thought of what was about to happen. Dean dipped his dick into my wife’s pussy but, to my surprise, did not start fucking her. Instead, he pulled back out and guided his cock higher, up into the virginal cleft of her ass cheeks. He massaged her dark sphincter with his bulging prick.

Startled, Tab inhaled one quick breath and instinctively moved away. “Easy there, baby. Easy,” said Dean. With one hand on top of her butt he coaxed her back, like he was taming a stubborn horse, until his prick was pressing again at her rear entrance. He continued to explore her tight opening, rubbing his fat bulb back and forth, around in circles, up and down.

There’s no way, I thought. There’s no way my wife would want this.

But as Dean primed her asshole, teasing all around its borders, Tab began to move her hips and push back against the hardness that was trying to enter her body’s most secret place, effectively bringing the target to the gun. Dean soon stopped moving all together, letting my wife bring herself to him.

“Don’t,” I said. I was ignored. Above me, my wife’s ass rocked back and forth against Dean’s cock, rocking back a little further each time. Her boobs mashed into my stomach and her cheek slid along my neglected cock as her hands reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart.

“What do you want, Tabby?” said Dean.

“Fuck me,” came the reply.

“Fuck you where, baby?”

“Right there.”

“Right where? Where do you want to be fucked?”

“My ass. I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

I was numbed by the spectacle. It happened with aching slowness. Tab backed herself up with one final push, and the head of Dean’s cock split her open at the middle and slowly disappeared inside of her.

“Ooooooh, my God,” she said. “Fuck me. Fuck me now.”

“Don’t you want your husband to fuck you?” said Dean.

He was going to do it again. And my wife was going to play her part. I knew it, and braced for it. I only hoped this would be the end.

“No,” said Tab.

“Has Will ever fucked your ass?”

“No,” said Tab.

“Tell me why not.”

“He can’t.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. He just can’t.”

“Yes you do. Tell me,” said Dean. He moved forward, feeding another inch of himself into my wife’s hole and saddling his ball sac over the bridge of my nose.

“Oh, God,” screamed Tab. “He has a little dick. He can’t get it up. Fuck me!”

“Will, are you down there?” said Dean. “Don’t you pass out on me, Will.” I grunted my response. “What I want you to learn here, Will, is that you’re not a man. Because a man, Will, knows everywhere a woman needs to be touched. And a real man, a real man can touch her in places she doesn't know she needs to have touched.”

My wife screamed as Dean drove forward, his balls now flattened over my mouth and chin.

“Tell me what you want, baby,” said Dean, a rough edge in his voice.

“My ass fucked. Fuck me in the ass.”

“Who does your ass belong to?”

“Oh, God. It’s yours. My ass belongs to you.”

“To who?”

“To you, Dean. My ass belongs to Dean. Fuck my ass, Dean. Fuck me, fuck me!”

“Tell Will why you need me to fuck your ass.”

“Oh, fuck. Harder, please, please! Will, you’ve got a small fucking dick. I can’t even feel the fucking thing. I need a man who can fill me, who can fuck me. My pussy needs a man! My ass needs a man!”

“Oh, Tabby. Keep talking baby. Keep talking, you’re gonna make me come.”

And on and on and on it went.

But I was okay. Dean, you see, had accomplished his goal. I was already drowned in indignity. I had reached the bottom of a trench of shame and was numb to further abasement. So as he plowed into my wife’s backside, as his balls slid across my lips, as every breath I took was polluted with the scent of his taint, I held still and held on. Just as the sun, the earth, and the moon never stayed in perfect alignment for long, I knew this would end.

I was so numb that I didn’t even care when Dean pulled out of my wife and came all over my face.



Upside Down



At the end of any storm the sky stays dark for a while. Thunder rumbles. It can be a long time before you see the sun again.

I don’t know how I got back to my room that night. But I did. I woke up in the dark. I could feel Tab there with me, the warmth of her body in the bed.

I went back to sleep.

* * *

When I woke up again, she was gone. My head had cleared, and I reached around for my cell phone. It was ten-thirty in the morning. There was no window or porthole in our room, so it was still dark as midnight. I knew we were at port on Grand Cayman. And if Tab wasn’t here, that’s where she would be. It was no secret who she was with.

In the bathroom, I turned on the light and looked at myself in the mirror. I looked okay, if a little pale. There was a crusty film on my cheeks and down my neck.

I showered. I knew I couldn’t wash away my shame. Not even the ocean could do that. But I could at least clean away Dean’s dried cum.

I drank a bottle of water and crawled back under the covers. I watched a little television, then went back to sleep.

* * *

When Tabby came back, it was nearly seven.

“We’ll be setting sail soon,” she said. “Don’t you want to come up and see the island?”

“Not really,” I said.

“Okay. We’ll, I’m going to dinner. Do you want to come?”

“Will he be there?”

“Yes. And his friend Rae.” She paused. “Rae’s a woman.”

“I’ve met her. I’m not hungry.”

“You need to eat,” she said.

“I’ll order room service.”

“Okay.” She left. I didn’t order anything, but I did find a pack of peanut butter crackers in a tray above the minibar.

Then I opened the minibar.

* * *

When I woke up the next morning, Tab wasn’t there. She had spent the night with him. And my head felt like it was being pounded from within by a hundred heavy hammers.

I urinated and cleaned up all the empty bottles, mentally calculating how much they would add to our bill. I found a half-empty bottle of water, drank it warm, and got dressed.

I ventured alone out onto the deck. Passengers milled around me, enjoying the last leg of their vacation. And each one of them looked at me. I could feel every pair of eyes, looking at the man whose wife —

No, I wouldn’t think about that. Not now.

There were seabirds on the horizon, a flock of them. They dove in turns to the surface, one after another.

I wondered if they ever choked on bones.

* * *

Tab came back to the room in the late afternoon, announcing her intention to sleep that night in our room. With me. I watched her undress and step nude into the bathroom, listened to her shower. She stepped out wet, a towel wrapped around her. She tossed the towel next to where I sat on the bed.

“So, are you coming back to the world?”

“Tab, do you really think I have a small dick?”

“You know you do.”

“But does that make me a dicksucker? Did you mean those things? Do you think I need to be fucked in the ass?”

She sighed. “I think you need something, Will Cullen.” She stepped close, so that her big tits and firm nipples were all I could see. She bent down and kissed my forehead. “None of this means I don’t love you.”

I wanted to cry. Couldn’t.

* * *

We went to dinner. I ate lamb and drank a lot. I saw Seth across the room, again at a table with three women. But he never looked our way, and if Tab saw him she ignored him.

We watched the television in our room. It was an instructional video detailing the procedures for disembarking in an orderly manner once we reached Miami.

Land. I could hardly wait.

I changed the channel and found music videos. It was the old video for I Ran by A Flock of Seagulls.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, laughing out loud.

“What?” said my wife.

“Nothing,” I said, still laughing.

“Well, it’s good to hear you laugh.”

I switched off the TV, and Tab turned out the light. She turned on her side, away from me. Down here in the bowels of the ship, I could feel the ocean trying to rock me to sleep. But I was uneasy. And I could tell she wasn’t asleep.

“Tab?”

“Yes.”

“Are you staying here because he’s coming here tonight?”

She turned to face me. “Yes.” She kissed me lightly on the mouth, and I felt her hand rub across my cock. “Is that okay?”

I kissed her back. “Yes,” I said.

* * *

He came an hour later, a knock at our door. And he wasn’t alone.

Tab got up, switched on her bedside lamp, and went to the door in a pair of panties and a long t-shirt. I heard Dean’s voice, a smack of lips, and then another voice. A woman’s voice. “I have one of these small rooms.”

“We can make it work,” said Dean. They filed in, Dean and his redheaded coworker, Rae. Though I now knew that she was more likely his employee. “I like close quarters.” Rae gave a little squeal as Dean pinched her from behind. Then she saw me, sitting up in the bed. I nodded, unsure if I was supposed to speak, unsure what would happen if I did. She smiled at me and raised her eyebrows, acknowledging me quickly with a not entirely unfriendly glance. There was sympathy in her look, and I detected something else as well. It was the look a child might give to a new toy that she was about to have a lot of fun with. Maybe a new doll whose hair she would pull out, or that she planned to swing by the arm and beat against a brick wall until its stuffing leaked.

There was just enough room between the wall and each side of the bed for a person to stand, provided that person stood sideways. There was a little more space at the foot of the bed, but much of that was taken up with a chair and the stacked minibar and refrigerator. Dean looked around, as if considering the possibilities in a space clearly not designed to accommodate more than two people at a time. “You’d think someone who owned a Lexus dealership could afford a suite. Or at least a balcony room,” he said.

“Three Lexus dealerships,” said Rae. She turned to face Tab, and put her hands up on my wife’s shoulders. “I’m sorry for you,” she said, and then kissed her.

It made me catch my breath, the sight of my wife kissing another woman. And it wasn’t a casual kiss. It was slow, and didn’t seem likely to end. Rae lifted my wife’s shirt and took both big breasts into her palms, finally ending their kiss to pull the shirt over Tab’s head. Rae sat at the foot of the bed, and Tab sighed as the younger woman licked her pointed nipples.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” said Dean. He began unbuttoning his shirt. “You should have seen them together last night. Wasn’t much for me to do but sit back and watch.” He undressed down to a pair of tight briefs which barely contained his erection. “But I won’t just be watching tonight.”

“I hope not,” said Rae, turning away from my wife’s chest. Tab pushed her back onto the bed. She landed next to where I laid under the covers, and then lifted her hips as my wife reached under the girl’s dress and pulled her underwear down her long legs. I caught sight of her furry red bush just before Tab went down on her, my wife’s long hair falling across Rae’s stomach. I could smell rum and peppermint on the girl’s breath as she moaned. Her breasts were small and firm, and she was obviously braless, her nipples standing up through her thin dress as she arched her back.

Dean had moved to the space along my side of the bed. He reached across me and slipped the straps of Rae’s dress from her shoulders, then bent over and sucked each of her nipples, making Rae whimper as he nibbled. Only the coverlet separated my skin from his stiff member.

When he stood back up, he looked at me. “Do you want to fuck these women?” he said. “Because you could. Right now. One is your wife, and Rae … well, Rae will do anything.”

“Shut up,” said Rae. She held handfuls of my wife’s hair.

“Why are you here?” I said.

“He speaks!” said Rae.

“I’m here to see if you’ve learned anything on your vacation, Will. It’s almost over, you know. Also, your wife told Rae you had a small dick and she wants to see it.” Rae giggled. She reached under the coverlet and ran her hand across my crotch. Then slipped it into my shorts.

“Yeah, show me,” she said, squeezing my balls.

I felt a familiar tingle in both temples. It spread, hot and shameful, down to my cheeks. I felt a chill as Dean pulled back the coverlet, exposing me. “Ooh, so small,” said Rae. She held my soft dick in her palm and flicked her thumb across the head.

“Will, if a woman touches your dick while your wife eats her pussy and you don’t get hard, you might have a problem,” said Dean. His mock concern grated on me. “So I guess I’ll be enjoying these two beauties on my own.”

As Dean reached for his waistband, Tab’s head popped up from between Rae’s legs. “Wait,” she said, then slithered up the bed. “I want him to take them off.”

“What?” I said.

“I want you to take them off. His underwear. Take them off,” said Tab. I looked back to Dean, who was standing over me in that now familiar manner, hands on his hips. His grin seemed to stretch beyond the borders of his face.

“But … why?”

“Just do it,” said Rae.

“You heard the lady,” said Dean.

I sat up and turned toward Dean. He stood stock-still as I placed my hands at his sides, pinched the fabric of his briefs, and lowered them. They got caught on his erection, and I had to put one hand along the front and stretch out the elastic to get around it.

His dick, thick as ever and hard as marble, snapped up as the briefs fell down his legs. I put my hand around it. I don’t even know why I did it. It was just there, closer to my face than my own dick, and then my hand was there. His cock was warm. I could feel it pulse in my hand as I stroked it from top to bottom … twice … then a third time.

“I think he likes it,” said Rae. I felt a pressure between my legs and looked down. I was as hard as I’d ever been. Rae flicked at the stiff little shaft with two fingers. She pressed it sideways against my leg and watched it bounce back.

“I told you,” said Tab. “Now go on, Will.”

“Go on and what?”

“Suck it,” said Rae.

I looked to Dean, then at Rae, then back to my wife again, wearing what I’m sure was a look of confused horror. “I don’t want to,” I said.

Then my wife leaned toward me, her breasts brushing along Rae’s face, and kissed me on the cheek. She spoke softly in my ear. “Do it. You’re useless to a woman. Learn to please a man. You might like it.”

I looked back up at Dean, a torrent of humiliation running through me again. “Bet you’ve never held a package like that in your hand,” he said. I was startled to find that I was still stroking him, though he was starting to soften. “Sorry, ladies. A guy playing with my dick tends to dampen my enthusiasm. But if you want to suck my cock, Will, I’ll just close my eyes and pretend you’re a woman.”

“Do it,” said Rae. “Fluff him.”

“No,” I said, squeezing the softening member in my hand. I changed my grip to underhanded and pulled down along its length. It felt different when it wasn’t completely hard. The flesh moved with my hand and folded over the head.

“Fluff him for me, baby,” said my wife. “Get him hard again so I can fuck him.”

“If you don’t do it, we will,” said Rae.

“Fluff, fluff, fluff,” said Tab with a grin that almost matched Dean’s. Rae joined her and they chanted quietly, together. Fluff, fluff, fluff …

I let go. Dean’s cock wilted slowly toward his thigh. “No. I don’t want to.”

My wife’s expression changed from sweet to sad — she was beautiful in that moment, and I remembered how much I really did love her — before her brow furrowed in frustration and she said, “Then get the fuck out of the way.” She lunged onto Dean’s dick.

It was an odd feeling I experienced, watching my wife suck the cock that had only moments ago been warm and stiff in my hand. I told myself it wasn’t envy. And it most certainly wasn’t desire. I pulled the coverlet up over my erection.

“Move your ass, Will,” said Dean. I was in the way. As I slid off my side of the bed and moved awkwardly out from under Dean, finding the floor with my feet, Rae scooted close enough to suck Dean’s balls while my wife blew him. “Jesus, that feels good.”

I walked to the foot of the bed. “Where am I supposed to go?” I said. “I’m tired.” Rae and my wife had their hands all over each other as they worked noisily on Dean’s cock.

“Just lie over there,” said Dean, pointing to the other side of the bed. I looked at the tiny floorspace. I would fit. Barely. Before I could ask, someone threw me a blanket. I curled up next to a heat vent and pulled the blanket over me, my nose pressed against the wall.

And I did sleep, on and off. I awakened every so often, always to the sound of some new and indescribable act taking place up on the bed. I never looked. I didn’t have to. The things I heard were vivid enough.

Dean: Fuck, here I come … here I come … oooooohhhh. There you go … some for you … and a little for you …

Rae: Oh my God, Tabby baby. Do it, stick that tongue in my ass, lick it and stick it up my ass.

Tab: Ohhhhhhh, yes. Fuck my ass. Harder … harder. Fuck me in the ass. My ass is yours, Dean. Fuck it, fuck my asshole!

Rae: Oh yeah, that’s a girl … lick my pussy, lick his cum right outta my pussy …

Tab: Right here, baby … sit on my face, put your clit right here … Mmmmmmmmm ….

Dean: That’s right, put your tongues together, put ’em together, right there, just like that … here it comes … here it comes …

* * *

Eventually, I woke up to silence. I needed to use the bathroom. I snuck in quietly and relieved myself. I looked in the mirror. I’d slept on the grate of the vent and had a pattern of red slats along one cheek.

As I left the bathroom, the light above the mirror illuminated the three naked bodies piled on the bed. Dean was lying along the side where I’d been sleeping, his bare ass nearly hanging over the edge. I stood there and looked at him a while before turning off the light, my mind replaying the painful events of the last couple of days.

What was it about this man? He had come into our lives, seduced my wife, and reduced me to nothing. He had treated me like absolute fucking dirt, had turned my life upside down. I was an empty shell, containing nothing but shame. I wondered how I would ever be able to look anyone in the face again without fearing they could see the shame I carried.

I turned sideways and moved into the little channel where I was permitted to sleep. I went down on my knees, and Dean stirred in the bed. Before I could lie down and pretend to be asleep, he sat up and faced me.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he said quietly. He put his feet on the floor, and reached over and turned on the bedside light. One of the women in the bed grunted and pulled a pillow over her head.

“Nothing,” I said. With his feet on the floor, I was pinned between his legs, my head against the wall behind me. He was naked, and his soft cock hung low and long in the shadow of his leg. I reached between my legs and found what I expected — I was hard.

“Can I suck your dick … now?” I whispered.

“What?” He seemed shocked.

“I want to suck your dick,” I said. I took it my hand. It was so different, to feel this kind of length, to wrap my hand around something so thick.

He slapped my hand away. “Look at me,” he said. I did, and he spoke in hushed tones. “Let’s come to an understanding. Your wife is mine for the rest of this cruise. Her pussy is mine. Her ass is mine. I’ve already shot more loads in her than you have in twenty years. We’ve got one more day, and she’ll be spending it with me. She’s an incredible woman, and she deserves a man who can meet her needs. So when you get back to wherever the fuck you live, you’re going to help her find one. Got it?”

“I got it,” I said. “Now can I suck your dick?”

He paused, then leaned back. “I told you you’d fucking ask,” he said.

I went down on him. I was tentative at first, nuzzling my way around his fat head. Once I had him in my mouth, he stiffened quickly. I tasted the women he’d fucked, but after I sucked their flavors away I found something else underneath. Something new to me. Something foreign, musky, powerful, male. I reached down and pulled at my own cock as I gratified the man who’d belittled me, who’d corrupted my wife, who’d made her do things I never dreamed she would do.

It was impossible for me to get more than half of his length in my mouth. I gagged when I tried, and as my mouth filled with saliva the sucking sounds began to resound in the tiny room. It was enough to awaken Tab. “He’s a fucking natural,” said Dean. “Might even make me come.”

I was aware that my wife of nineteen years was sitting up behind Dean, her breasts pressed into his back as she watched me over his shoulder. But I, Will Cullen, had been to the cold, dark depths of humiliation. I had slithered along the silt. Alone, I had found myself. Now, I was at the bottom looking up. I was beyond shame.

Shameless.

I sucked faster, playing under the ridge at the head of his cock with my tongue before going back down.

“Fuck, he’s gonna … here I come,” said Dean. I stroked myself furiously with three fingers as Dean began pumping semen into my mouth. It was warmer than I expected, almost hot, and salty. After I felt the third blast, I withdrew to the tip and swallowed. I started to sit up, but Dean moaned and put a hand on the back of my head, pushing me back down on his cock. He grunted, bucked his hips, and blew two more heavy shots as he fucked my face. It spilled from the corners of my mouth and ran down both sides of his throbbing cock.

“Holy shit,” he said. I sat up and swallowed, bumping my head against the wall, though I barely felt it. All I could feel was Dean’s load oozing down my throat. My mouth was alive with the taste. My hips shuddered, and before I knew it I was spraying my own load all over the side of the bed.

“Oooooooooh fuuuuuuuuck,” I shouted. My body was racked with what was surely the most intense orgasm I’d ever had. It hit me in waves as I continued dumping cum on the floor.

“Jesus, Will,” shouted Dean, spreading his legs and backing away from the mess I was making.

Rae sat up in the bed. “What the fuck is going — oh, holy hell,” she said.

Finally, slowly, it passed. My heart was pounding. My hand was sloppy with my cum, my face sloppy with Dean’s. I opened my eyes and looked at the steaming puddle on the floor.

It was my shame. I had ejected it from my body.

It was gone.

Tab looked down at me, smiling. “Good for you, baby,” she said.



Land



It was the best day of the cruise. I spent most of it by the pool. The music was good, mostly seventies and eighties hits that I’d forgotten, and for some reason the staff kept bringing around free drinks. I had three rum and sodas before eleven and made the choice to switch to water for the rest of the day.

I was shirtless, oiled against the sun, and had bought some new flip-flops. I felt like a million dollars.

I swam and played ball in the shallow end with two adorable girls and their parents. The girls both had pigtails, just like their mother. The father’s name was Sam. He was a mechanic at a Ford dealership in South Carolina, and we had a lot to talk about.

Tab came around and asked if I wanted to come to dinner with her and Dean, but I declined. I went to the casino. I was feeling lucky. I sat in at a low-stakes poker table and lost most of the cash I had, but learned a lot about poker in the process. I moved to one of the blackjack tables, a much simpler game, and won all my money back in one hour.

Breaking even. Not bad.

I went to our room to shower and change. Tab came in as I was getting dressed. I told her that I planned to spend the night up on the deck.

“What?” she said. “Why would you do that?”

“Why not?” I said. “It’s beautiful out there. You should join me.” She declined. I knew she had other plans.

When it got dark, I treated myself to one last drink — a Tom Collins. I wandered to the bow and found the little staircase at the side of the bulkhead that led up to the captain’s private lookout. Someone had secured the chain with a lock, but I just stepped over it. I climbed to the top and leaned against the railing near the door. I hoped he would come out. I wanted to talk to him again, wanted to tell him how the sea had made me stronger, that I hadn’t let it crush me.

Hell, I might even have a cigarette with him.

But he never appeared. I looked out at the sea. It was black at this hour. The moon, after its garish preening of a couple nights ago, had acquired its own sense of shame and took to hiding behind the clouds. A warm wind tousled my hair. I could see a thin strip of lights on the horizon.

Florida.

I sat down, leaned against the wall, and fell asleep.

* * *

Tab had everything packed, and by the time I got to our room in the morning the staff had taken our bags and she was waiting impatiently. “They sort everyone’s luggage on the dock, and we pick it up there. Where have you been?”

“Sleeping. Just like I told you,” I said. “Let’s go.” We made our way to the lowest level of the ship and got into a long line that progressed slowly through the gangway. Uniformed crew members stood on either side, thanking us and imploring us to sail with them again soon. The captain wasn’t among them.

It was a floating dock, with another ramp leading down to the port proper. It was lined with suitcases and people picking through them. Dean had already secured his bags and was waiting there for us, decked out in a neat straw hat, sunglasses, and one of his Hawaiian shirts.

He stuck out a hand. I shook it firmly and gave him my car salesman smile.

“Will, I hope there are no hard feelings,” he said.

“Are you kidding? I should thank you.”

“Really? For what?”

“For fucking my wife,” I said. A few heads turned, and Dean looked slightly uncomfortable. He coughed into his hand.

“Will, keep your voice down,” said Tab.

“Hey, there’s Seth,” I said. “Remember him, hon? Hey, Seth.” He filed past us, holding hands with Renee. He gave us an awkward wave.

“Well, someone had a good night’s sleep,” said Dean. “And you’ve gotten some sun.”

“He looks good,” said my wife.

“I feel good. Listen, give me your phone number.”

“My what?”

“Your number. We should get together again. I don’t know. You could visit us. You could stay in Kevin’s room.” I leaned in and whispered, making sure Tab could hear. “Or I could stay in Kevin’s room.”

“Jesus, man, what’s come over you?” said Dean. “Get a little spunk in your belly and you think you’re Rodney fucking Dangerfield.”

“Now Dean,” I said. “I know you think that hurts, but now you’re just being an asshole. Besides, you’re spunk ain’t that special.”

Tab stifled a laugh. She reached for my hand and intertwined her fingers with mine. I gave her hand a squeeze.

“Well, on that note, I’ve got a flight to catch,” said Dean. “What about you guys? Driving?”

“We’ll drive to Savannah tonight, stay at a Holiday Inn, and get home tomorrow,” I said. “Our car’s in the lot.”

“Lexus?” said Dean with a smirk.

“Explorer. I work at a Ford dealership. You know that.”

“Yeah. I know,” he said. He looked crestfallen. Like a man with a really big gun who found himself at the range with an empty bag of bullets. “Well, if you want to find me, you can Google me. Give my secretary your name and she’ll get me your message.”

“You can count on it,” I said.

Dean moved toward my wife, who offered her cheek. He kissed it, and she put her arm around his back and held him there for a moment. “You take care,” he said. Pulling his suitcase, another bag over his shoulder, Dean went down the ramp without looking back.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m going to miss that guy,” I said. Tab watched him until he disappeared into the bus terminal, then turned her face to me. It was a strange kind of love she had for me, strange and new, but it was there. It seemed at that moment like it might even be bigger than it was before we set sail. Her pupils twinkled in the sunshine, and something else gleamed as well. Something further down on her chest.

“Is that the —?”

“Yeah, it’s that stupid medallion,” she said, lifting it.

“I thought you said you got me one of those.”

“I did, but it got lost somewhere. You want this one?”

“Yes. Yes, I do,” I said. She lifted the ribbon over her head and handed the trinket to me. I put it on before holding it up in the sun and reading it:

I Survived The Lunar Eclipse.

We found our luggage and followed the crowd down the ramp, and I set my feet firmly on Florida. 



Epilogue: Swallowing the Bones



KEY WEST — TEN MONTHS LATER

 

“Holy shit, Will. Holy fuck, I’ve think you’ve really got something.” Whatever was at the end of my line was rapidly unspooling the reel with a zipping sound that was rising in pitch. I set my beer down and calmly walked to where our rods were mounted in the gunwale. I set my thumb on the handle. There was resistance, but not that much.

“Doesn’t feel too big,” I said. I tightened the tension and the line kept moving, but more slowly. “Maybe a little bigger then the others.”

“Another grouper?” said Dean. He brought his beer with him and stood next to me, watching as the tip of my rod nodded toward the sea.

“Probably.” We had been catching grouper all day, with a few mahi in between. We’d thrown them all back, which aggravated Dean. He’d had a hard time parting with a three-foot mahi he’d landed in the morning. But, like everything else we’d caught, it was too small to brag about and too big to eat, considering we were both staying in hotels.

I was here for a conference, a yearly powwow for finance managers from dealerships across the country, mostly to discuss new tactics for selling add-ons to car buyers. Last year we’d been in Phoenix. The year before that, Nashville. I was thrilled when I’d learned we’d be in Key West this year. I hadn’t been deep sea fishing since the second Bush administration.

It took a series of emails and more than a few phone calls, but I finally convinced Dean Mattison to meet me here.

I adjusted the tension until the line almost stopped moving, slid the butt of the rod back into the mount, and went back to my chair.

“Aren’t you going to reel it in?” asked Dean.

“No. Let it play itself out. When you’ve got a big one, it’ll eventually get tired. No need to do the work if the fish will do it for you. Hand me another beer.” Dean got beers for the both of us from the cooler and sat beside me. It had been hot, but a mild afternoon breeze had kept us comfortable since lunch. It made a mess of my thinning hair. Dean’s coiffure of tidy curls was kept in place by a ball cap.

“So, how did you manage to get away from work?” I asked.

“I own the company, Will. I just told Phyllis to post that I had meetings out of town for the next three days.”

“In Key West?”

“No. We never have business here. I didn’t say, but she’ll assume I’m in LA or Palo Alto. She can get my cell if she needs me.” He took his phone out of his pocket and swiped at the screen. “Shit, still no signal out here.”

“Afraid you’ll miss an email?”

“I’ll probably miss a thousand. But they’ll be waiting for me. When are we going in, anyway?”

“Whenever. Randy said I could keep the boat as long as I wanted, so long as it was back in his dock by six in the morning.”

“Must be some friend, to let you borrow a boat like this,” said Dean. “It’s small for a Cabin Cruiser, but damn nice.”

“We do go back a ways, Randall and I. He only asks that I pay to have it refueled.”

“You could let me cover that.”

I shook my head and cracked open my beer. “No way. It’s on me. Now watch those reels. I’m gonna hit the head.” I went down the short flight of stairs, through the small galley, to the bathroom in the back. It was equipped with a small shower, which I might use later. I poured my beer down the sink. Same as I’d done with my other beers throughout the day.

When I rejoined Dean, he had his feet up on the railing and was staring at the ocean. “God, it’s fucking beautiful out here,” he said. And it was. The sun was behind us now, and it sparkled on the calm blue water before us. There had been a strip of shoreline in the distance earlier, but I’d let us drift until it was no longer visible. We hadn’t seen or heard another boat in hours.

“So, I gotta ask. How is Tabby?” I set my beer can on the tray between us. I’d left just enough in the bottom so that the can wouldn’t blow over.

“Tab is … good,” I said. “She has a new job.”

“No shit?”

“Managing an art gallery, if you can believe that. Starts next week.”

“Does she ever … you know … talk about me?”

“Absolutely. We both talk about you,” I said.

“I’d love to be a fly on the wall for that. Is she seeing anyone?”

“Would it make you jealous if she was?”

“No. Just asking.”

“There have been a couple of gents.” Here was my chance to get creative. “We had one of them spend the night recently.”

“Really?” He actually sat up in his chair and faced me. “And how did that go?”

“Well, I say we, but I actually took off for the night,” I said. No need to get him more riled up than necessary. “But how about you? Have you … indulged since we last saw each other?”

He flopped back in his chair. “To tell the truth, it’s been a bit of a dry spell. Guys like you, with a woman like Tab on their arm, you’re hard to come by. You’re a one in a million, Will, you know that?”

“I do now,” I said. Guys like me. The old Dean, the one from the cruise, was still in there. And he would come out. He couldn’t help but take the bait. A familiar feeling crept up in my throat. I swallowed it back.

“You going to take another cruise this year?” he asked.

“Probably not. I doubt Tab could get away. New job and all. Besides, I’d forgotten how much I like these small craft.”

“Me, either. It cost a small fortune just to take my core team. And I didn’t really care for the food.”

“Speaking of which.” My rod was almost entirely straightened, the tip bending toward the sea every so often as the boat lazily rocked. “Grab the net. We don’t want it to die. Other fish will devour it.”

And there are oh, so many fish in the deep blue sea.

I hopped up and tended to the line. I manually reeled the handle as Dean brought over the net. There was no play in the line, but whatever was on the other end felt heavy. Of course, in the ocean, that could mean anything.

It was a snapper. And a perfect size. I reeled it up next to the hull and told Dean we’d need the gaff as well. Dean went for the gaff while I tried to manage my catch with the net. I got it netted, but it was too heavy. Dean brought the gaff, holding it up in the air like a spear.

“Down there,” I said, directing him to hook the fish. “Just get the hook in the jaw. There you go. Now pull up while I lift the net.” Together, we managed to wrangle the fish onto the deck. It flopped a couple of times at our feet and then remained still, wiggling its tail fin and staring up at us with one wide eye.

“Yellowtail,” I said. “Good eating.”

“You want to eat it? Here on the boat?”

“Sure. We got everything we need in the galley. And I’ll bet Randy’s got some Old Bay down there.” We got down on our knees. Dean held the fish while I worked the hooks from my line and the gaff out of its mouth, blood trickling down my fingers. I hefted it into the bucket. It was better than two feet and weighed probably four pounds.

“We’ll get two nice fillets out of this,” I said.

“So, you’re going to … what? Clean it?”

“Yeah. Won’t take me long.”

“Do you need help?”

I lifted the bucket by the handle. “Nope. You sit up here and have another beer. Let a real man clean the fish.” I caught just a glimpse of his face before I turned and headed for the galley.

We really did have everything we needed. There was a cutting board, an assortment of knives, a deep sink, frying pans, vegetable oil, and Old Bay. I set the cutting board next to the sink and laid the fish out across it. It was a bit longer than the board, but I solved that problem by lopping off its head with a cleaver. I rinsed the cleaver and went to work on the fish.

I gutted it with a boning knife, and tossed the entrails into the bucket along with the head. I reached up for the scaler and stopped.

Next to the fish scaler was a green handle, about five or six inches long, with a little switch along its side. I took it down from the wall and thumbed the switch up toward the tip. A blade snapped forth from the handle, quick as a blink. It was double-sided and symmetrical, tapering to a pointed tip, and as long as the housing that contained it. I twisted my wrist and watched the edges of the blade gleam in the light from the porthole behind me. I pulled back the switch with my thumb and the blade retracted as quickly as it had sprang out.

I heard Dean coming. I ran the water, letting it warm, and tucked the retractable knife into the waistband along the back of my shorts, making sure it was secure. I rinsed my hands and turned just as Dean came up behind me.

“I hope you’re hungry —”

He slapped me across the face, hard enough to turn my head.

“A real man, huh? Is that what you think you are?” He was furious, but as he looked at the shock in my face, as he talked his special brand of talk, he was something else as well.

“Dean, I didn’t mean —”

“Shut up. You miserable fuck. You think because you can sail and clean a fish that you’re a man? You’re just a cuckold. You know that, right?”

“Yes,” I said. His face was red, but he was breathing like a man aroused.

“No, I don’t think you do. I think you’ve forgotten.” He slapped me again, on the other cheek. The sting sent a hot tingle down my chest, and my cock stiffened. “I think you need to be reminded. Get on your knees.”

I got on my knees, my face still burning.

“There’s only one real man on this boat. Who is it?” He glared down at me, his hands at his waist.

“You,” I said.

“And why is that?” I knew what he wanted to hear. And it was impossible not to see the erection in front of me, threatening to burst out of his shorts.

“Because you have a huge cock,” I said.

“That’s right. And what do you have?”

“I have a small dick. I have a tiny, useless little dick.”

Dean had to catch his breath at that. He exhaled slowly. “Take my cock out,” he said. He wore no belt. I unbuttoned him and maneuvered his zipper around the massive thing behind it. My heart thudded against my ribs as I pulled down his pants and briefs. His erection came bounding out like a living thing that needed to breathe. I pulled down his shorts far enough to clear his balls. They hung, heavy and pink and hairless, below his enormous shaft. He was as long and thick as I remembered. The helmet-shaped head at the tip, broad and pink, pulsed in time with his quickening heart.

It was like seeing an old friend.

Dean took himself in hand and proceeded to beat me about the face with his dick. My nostrils were filled with the aroma of the fish guts in the bucket next to me. I closed my eyes and happily took his abuse. His cock, warm and firm, bounced off my nose, cheeks, forehead. If he kept it up, I was afraid I might come in my pants.

But he stopped. He took a step back. His hard dick filled the distance between us, hanging in the air like an exhibit. Dean threw his ball cap to the floor. He looked up, ran both hands through his hair, and groaned. It was the sound of months of frustration.

“You want to suck it, don’t you,” he said.

“Yes.”

He looked back down at me and placed his hands back on his hips. “Then ask.”

“Can I?”

“Can you what?”

I swallowed hard. “Can I suck your big cock, Dean? Please? I’ve missed it. And Tab has missed it. She tells me all the time she wishes I was hung like Dean.” Dean’s chest heaved. My little ad lib had him firing on all cylinders.

“Yes. Since your wife’s not here, you can do a woman’s work,” he said.

He groaned and threw his head back in ecstasy as he continued his verbal assault. But I wasn’t listening. I anchored one hand around his balls and, with my other hand, reached slowly around my back.

I opened my mouth.

Our little boat bobbed up and down on the sea.
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Excerpt from

Snowballing My Cuckold - A Hotwife Gives Back
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Now available at Amazon

[image: separator]

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

Trudy: “Yes.” I can hear her panting.

“You like it, my dick?”

“God, yes.”

“Is it best fucking dick you ever had?”

“Yes.”

“Is it biggest dick you ever had?”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

“Bigger than David? Bigger dick than husband?”

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

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

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

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

“Where you want me to come?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s that, Darren? What you want?”

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

“My big cock.”

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

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

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

And he finally moves his hand away. Trudy’s back on his dick like her life depends it. I watch his thick shaft disappear into her waiting mouth. She takes him deep and fast. I see saliva run down to his balls and start to drip, but Trudy doesn’t slow down. She sucks like she’s scared he’ll take it away again. The muscles at the back of her shoulders flex and there’s a wild jumble of noises coming from the phone, filling the cab of the truck: slurping, gulping sounds, short gagging sounds, and Trudy’s Mmmmmmmmmmm. I know that my wife is getting what she wants, and it thrills me.
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“Ben. You there?” Liz’s voice brought me out of my thoughts. Had I been staring off into space? Even if I hadn’t, the two women in the cabin with me surely had no doubt what I was thinking about.

“Yeah. I’m here.” I looked up and saw Cate and Liz looking quietly at one another, and I instantly wondered if I had missed some silent communication between them.

“You do want a blowjob, right?” said Cate. I don’t know what my face betrayed at that moment, but the thought did occur to me that it was Cate offering a blowjob. But that idea was immediately shut down by my next thought, which was that my wife would never go for it. It’s funny how fast sexual images can flash through your mind — they’re there and gone in an instant, yet somehow tell a complete story. I knew Cate had been lonely since her split from Eric. I knew that a lack of intimacy was a big part of that. Liz and Cate are close. Liz tells me things. But Liz is a good friend and I’m sure she’s withheld the gory details of their girl talk from me. All I know for sure is, Liz wants to help Cate to move on from Eric. That was the main reason she invited her on this trip.

But that flash in my mind was too delicious to entirely ignore.

“Of course I want a blowjob,” I said. “Who’s offering?”

“Ben!” said Liz, staring at me. I couldn’t get an exact read on her, but I felt I’d overstepped. The image of Cate, down on her knees in that bulky red snowsuit, her dark hair falling in my lap, dissolved.

“What if we both were?” said Cate.

Did I say it was cold? Suddenly, it didn’t matter. More images were going through my head, and parts of me were stirring in spite of the temperature.

“Cat, you are incorrigible,” said Liz. “Don’t tease my poor Ben.”

Incorrigible. Liz loves to use that word. And women, in my experience, love to tease. Even the ones who swear they don’t. I’m usually happy to play along, which isn’t hard to do when you know there’s ultimately going to be satisfaction at the end of the game.

Despite her objection, I could tell my wife was teasing now, too. It was about to get worse.

“Besides,” said Liz, “Ben couldn’t handle two women.”

“I most certainly could,” I said. I laughed. And I hoped.

“Not if one of them was Cat,” said Liz. “She’s got so much pent up sexual energy she’d leave tire tracks over you.”

“That much is true,” said Cate. “I’ve been staring at homeless men on my drive home lately. I mean, they’re not so bad. Right? And I should get something for buying them liquor.”

“Oh … oh, that is disgusting,” said Liz.

“Hey, you’re the one who said I should do whatever it takes to forget about You Know Who.”

“The Running Man?” said Liz. This was their shared name for Eric, who had left town on the morning of his and Cate’s wedding day and stayed gone for nearly two weeks. I watched the two of them laugh, figuring we had now moved on from the topic of blowjobs.

But it seemed that Cate wasn’t ready to let it go.

“Look at all those people stuck up here,” she said, looking at the gondolas further down the cable. “I wonder if anyone’s getting lucky in any of those other … what do you call them?”

“Gondolas,” I said. “And I doubt anyone’s getting lucky. They fill them as close to capacity as possible.”

“Which usually means there’s people you don’t know riding along with you. Unless you have a big party,” added Liz.

“Right. So, unless five or six members of a sex cult decided to go skiing together —”

“So we got lucky,” said Cate.

“You could say that,” said Liz. She was facing her friend, but her eyes were directed sideways. At me.

“Well … sorry I’m a third wheel,” said Cate. “Guess it’s my destiny to be bad luck.” She hung her head slightly and turned to look out her window. I felt kind of sorry for her in that moment.

“Cate, you’re not a third wheel,” I said. “We’re glad you’re here.”

“Thanks,” she said. “Just feel like you’d be having some fun up here if I’d stayed home. I’m just in the way.”

“You’re not in the way,” said Liz. She was still looking at me, now with a little grin. “Not at all.”

“I mean, I know I’ve got a separate room from the happy couple. Just try to keep it quiet tonight. If you can. I packed my electronics, so I’ll try to do the same.”

I knew electronics was code for vibrator. I was thinking ahead, wondering if I’d be trying to have sex with my wife tonight with my head full of images of Cate pleasuring herself in the next room. Then my larger problem became the images of Cate pleasuring herself that were in my head at that moment.

“You seriously brought that along?” I asked.

“Of course she did,” answered Liz. “Why wouldn’t she?”

“But like I said, just pretend I’m not there,” said Cate.

“Or here,” she added.

“Cat.” My wife’s use of her friend’s nickname seemed to echo inside the cabin. Liz was sitting crosslegged, an elbow propped on one knee, her chin in her hand. “Do you want me to suck Ben off?”

I appreciated Liz’s attempt to cut through the crap. I think Cate did, too. “Go right ahead,” she said. “Time’s wasting.”

“Yeah, this thing could start moving again at any minute,” I added.

“And we wouldn’t want you to choke, Liz,” said Cate with a smile.

“All right,” said Liz. “Fuck it.” She turned forward on her bench and slapped both hands down on her knees in a down-to-business gesture. “Unzip.”

“On your knees, Elizabeth,” said Cate, egging her on.

I thought they were putting me on and was slow to reach for my belt buckle. But the next thing I knew, my wife was on her knees in the little floorspace in front of me.
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“Clyde, where have you been?” said Butch. 

Haley looked up and saw her Daddy standing in the doorway holding four more beers. He squinted, like he couldn’t quite make out what was going on in the room. 

“I was in the bathroom,” said Clyde, not moving an inch from where he stood. “Haley … what are you doing there?” 

Haley looked over her shoulder at her Daddy. She loved the man. Always would. But he had lost her motorcycle. And she was going to by God get it back. 

She reached behind herself and unhooked her bra. She pulled the straps from her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. “I’m getting my motorcycle back, Daddy,” she said. 

“Haley … don’t,” said Clyde. He seemed to sway on his feet, either from too much beer or from the full realization of what was about to happen to his daughter in his parlor. 

“Clyde, this was not my idea,” said Butch. “I don’t want anything to —” 

“Butch,” said Tom. Butch whirled around to face him. “Maybe Clyde should just leave the room.” 

“Tom, you can’t tell me that you’re … okay with this.” 

“Why not?” said Tom. “She is.” 

Haskell now had both hands on Haley’s breasts, enveloping them roughly from either side, pressing them tightly together. Her nipples were stiff and fat, springing up from wide pink areolae. “Daddy, you should just go,” she said.

Clyde looked down at the floor. He looked like a man who might be peering back through time, searching for the events that brought him to this situation, trying to string them together in a way that made sense. 

Unable to find any meaningful answers, he just turned around to leave. 

“Oh, Clyde,” said Haskell. Haley’s Daddy turned back around, but didn’t look up. “Leave the beers, please.” Then he pulled Haley to him and closed his mouth around one of her nipples, pulling it tight between his lips. Haley buried his hands in his thinning hair, and a sound escaped her that no father should ever hear his daughter make. 

“Oh,” said Clyde. Butch got up from his seat and took the beers from his friend and tried to hurry him out of the room. When Clyde was gone, he turned around to face the others. 

“Butch, you’re welcome to go with him,” said Haskell “Though if I was this lady here … hell, I might feel a bit insulted.” He then wrapped his mouth around her other nipple and flicked it with his tongue. 

Butch set the beers on the table. Across from him, on the other side of the table, stood Haley, facing away from him. Her head was thrown back and her chest arched out as Haskell sucked and licked at it. Butch watched as Haley allowed Haskell to slide her panties down. The big man then grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled it apart, and Butch found himself staring at the dark pink bud of Haley’s asshole, barely eight feet away. 

Butch turned and walked to the doorway. He paused there a moment, perhaps considering that the best thing he could do — the right thing to do — was to go and try to give some comfort to his friend. Besides, he was a married man. 

Butch reached for the handle of the accordion door … and slid it closed. 

He went back to his seat at the table and cracked open a beer. 
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