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♡ ♡ ♡

“Come on, we have time. We can be a few minutes late. Let’s get our blood flowing,” Tara said to me as she moved her hips side to side, dancing for me. We were standing in our bedroom doorway and she was half-dressed in yoga pants and a sports bra.

We were getting married in a few weeks and we were getting ready to leave for our dance lessons. We were running late and frankly, I was dreading it. I was a terrible dancer and I even had a fear that was verging on becoming a phobia if I didn’t do something about it and with the wedding coming up, well, I’d let Tara talk me into doing something about it.

“Come on, take off your pants,” she said, reaching out for my waistband and trying to force them off. She got them down a few inches before I successfully wriggled free from her grip and backed away. I pulled them back up on my waist and cinched the drawstring tight and tied it in a knot.

“What are you doing, Tara? We’re gonna be late, we don’t have time for this,” I said.

“I wanna fuck, Shawn. It’s been weeks, what the hell is wrong with you?” she looked at me, justifiably surprised and a little offended that I had rejected her advances.

I felt a pit in my stomach as I looked at her standing before me. She was, by any objective measure, plenty attractive. Wide hips, slim shoulders, tight tummy, long legs, and luscious, plump lips. She was gorgeous actually. And I didn’t say this out loud, but to answer her question, I didn’t know what was wrong with me but for some reason, over the last year, my sex drive had plummeted to unseen lows. I just wasn’t into it.

“We’re gonna be late,” I said, looking at my watch.

“You’re such an asshole, Shawn,” she said and slammed the bedroom door in my face and continued getting ready. And she took her damn time about it too.

In the run up to our nuptials, we’d been fighting quite often. Too often for my liking. Of course, we butted heads over the common things people quarrel over when it comes to planning a wedding, but that was small potatoes. Our big, blow up fights always seemed to revolve around sex or more precisely, the lack thereof. And it was all my fault.

Tara had an incredibly high sex drive. It was one of the things that attracted me to her in the first place. And we used to go at each other all the time. But lately, well, you know how it is. Longer hours at work, less and less time in the gym, more takeout, bigger waistline, lower energy, and it just snowballs from there.

She was also an avid dancer. She was in the hip-hop dance club in college and when she went out with her girlfriends on the weekends, well, they went dancing, what else? Another area in which we were complete opposites. This whole thing was her idea, a friend of hers recommended this one dance instructor in the city and here we were, on our way to a miserable afternoon.

The only time I even considered getting up and lifting a toe in rhythm to the music was when I was near blackout wasted. Otherwise, forget about it.

So, needless to say, I was none too thrilled with her for scheduling these lessons and forcing me to deal with my problem.

“Remind me again why we’re doing this?” I asked as I weaved angrily in and out of traffic on the boulevard on our way to the downtown.

“Oh, I don’t know, Shawn, maybe so we can actually dance and have a good time at our own wedding?!” she said, raising her voice as someone cut me off and I laid on the horn.

“And because I fucking want to? OK?! Is that too much to ask of you Shawn? Jesus, what the hell is with you?”

We sat in silence for a few minutes before she looked away from me and out the window and muttered under her breath…

“You can’t dance, you can’t fuck...what can you do?”

“What was that?” I asked, snapping at her.

But I heard her and she meant for me to.

“Nothing,” she said. “Just, nothing.”

♡ ♡ ♡

Carter, our instructor greeted us with great enthusiasm as we entered through the side entrance. It was a nice place, a typical city-based dance studio you’d seen in TV and movies. Exposed brick walls, hardwood floors, mirrors everywhere. I’m sure you can picture it for yourself.

Tara’s eyes seemed to light up when she saw our instructor. He’d become a bit of an internet-celebrity-influencer for his popular dance videos he constantly posted on social media. She’d watched them all and I had suspected she’d developed a bit of a crush on him. A suspicion that would eventually be confirmed loud and clear, but I’ll get to that in a minute.

“Welcome guys, I’m Carter DeArmand, so nice to meet you both,” he shook my hand with a firm grip and then went to shake Tara’s but instead she practically jumped him and wrapped him in a big hug, wrapping her tiny arms around his thick neck.

The contrast of her thin milky arms around his burly, black neck awakened something in me just then but I didn’t understand what it was. I pushed the feeling aside and tried to act cool even though inside I was burning with jealousy and something else mixed together as Tara held on a little too long for my liking before finally breaking it off.

Carter was everything I was not. Tall. Sculpted. Confident. Charismatic. Tasteful tattoos up and down his arms. And he could dance.

Shit, he could probably fuck too, I found myself thinking for no reason at all. Then I pushed that thought away too. Let’s just get this over with and get out of here.

“Alright,” Carter said, clapping his hand together, “let’s get started with a little warmup to get the blood flowing.”

Tara looked sideways at me and raised her eyebrows.

We hadn’t said a word to each other since she made that snide comment about my lack of sexual and dancing prowess back in the car. It had been angry silence between us since that moment.

“That’s it, Tara. Very nice, yep. Go ahead, Shawn, just start stretching a little, do some jumping jacks, follow your wife’s lead,” Carter said.

Tara was already bending down to touch her toes and twisting her toros. I don’t know if it was intentional or not, but she was giving Carter quite a nice view of her plump ass. When she bent over, her pants stretched and became almost see through and if Carter had been paying attention (and I was sure he was) he could see her red thong riding up her ass crack while she stretched.

Carter retreated over to the other side of the room and I watched as Tara’s eyes followed him the whole way. He turned his back to us and bent down to pick up his phone and put on some music. A steady, pulsing dance beat came in over the speaker system that was embedded in the ceiling.

When Carter wasn’t looking, Tara finally turned to me and whispered, “Oh my god. He’s so sexy.”

I just rolled my eyes and didn’t respond. It wasn’t uncommon for her to comment about how hot or sexy other men were. It kind of bothered me I suppose, but I was always too polite to say anything at all about it.

As Carter returned to where we were standing, he got close up behind Tara and locked eyes with me. He raised his eyebrows as if to say, Watch this. And then proceeded to get right up on her, pressing his crotch against her ass, and helping her bend over even further.

“Go ahead, Tara, really get down there. I can tell you need a nice, deep stretching, don’t you?”

He was looking at me the whole time as I watched his pants tighten a little around his crotch and saw the outline of his bulge. Holy fuck was it huge.

The fact that he was basically grinding up against my wife should have bothered me, and on some level, it did. But I couldn’t help but feel aroused at the sight too. And so once again, I just kept my mouth shut and pretended not to care or notice all that much.

Everything after that kind of happened fast. And to be honest, it’s a bit of a blur. But I remember Tara was practically drooling over him after he helped her stretch and I wondered if she’d felt the heft of his bulge press into her ass cheeks. Probably, I thought. How could she not?

Something about her changed after that. It was like I didn’t even exist any more.

Carter demonstrated a series of steps for us to follow. The larger dance was to be broken down into more easily digestible components that we would learn one at a time and then finally piece together into one big number at the end. So, he started with a series of about five steps. Then told Tara and I to give it a try.

Tara started and I hesitated. She nailed it with confidence and I timidly fumbled my way through and probably looked ridiculous. But neither of them seemed to care anyway. I don’t even think they watched me to be honest. Otherwise, they would have said something about how horrible I was.

Instead, Carter simply heaped praise on Tara and she just swooned in response.

“Alright, now you guys are going to meet, lock hands and then Shawn, you dip Tara, pull her back up, spin out, and then we’ll stop there before we move on to the next section.”

He clapped his hands and we began. I was awkward. It felt like we had no chemistry and anytime I tried to look at Tara she averted her gaze and found something (or someone) else to look at it. When it came time for the dip, I nearly dropped her on the floor and I tweaked something in my ankle.

“No, no, no!” Carter cut in and stopped us. “Awful, Shawn. Just awful. You’re gonna need a lot more practice.”

He went over to his phone and started the song over again.

Tara smacked my shoulder and said, “could you maybe try a little harder please?”

Carter returned and approached Tara, his eyes seemed on fire with lust.

“Alright man look, you need to follow this lovely lady’s lead. Those hips don’t lie, you understand? Here, watch me and what I do and then maybe it will click for you.”

Tara was so smitten she looked like she might faint. Again, it seemed like neither of them even realized I was in the room or still existed on planet earth for that matter.

They started the steps and when they met and grabbed hold of one another, there was no denying it. There was a serious spark. The sexual tension in the room was at a fever pitch and I’d have been a fool to ignore it and stay silent.

But that’s exactly what I tried to do and so I guess there’s no two ways about it, I’m a fool.

Carter added a little extra flair at the end, pressing up firmly into Tara so that his bulge was right between her legs and I heard her let out an audible gasp as he did it. Then he held her close before the big finale where he dipped her, expertly, and pulled her back up into his massive arms and held her there, several seconds too long as they stared breathlessly into one another’s eyes.

I finally cleared my throat and that seemed to snap them out of it as they finally, mercifully let go of one another.

Carter went over and paused the music.

Tara turned to me and said, “Now, that’s how a real man dances. I hope you just learned a thing or two.”

Carter came jogging back over and high fived Tara.

“See man, that’s how it’s done, Shawn. Think you can handle all that?” He suddenly sounded more aggressive and looked as though he had just bested me in competition. Only, I didn’t realize we were competing until just then. But it suddenly felt like it.

And what were we competing for?

Well, Tara of course.

My mouth and throat were suddenly dry as a bone and my heart was beating quickly in my chest as I stammered in response.

“I uh, yeah, I see what you mean. I think I can give it one more try.”

I suddenly felt as though the walls were closing in on me and that more than anything I needed to get out of there and get some water and maybe some fresh air.

“You know what, I think I might need to hit the bathroom quickly and maybe get some water too.”

Carter clapped his hands and gave me a thumbs up.

“Great call, Shawn. Let’s take a five minute break. Bathroom is over there and there’s a water fountain too.”

He pointed me in the direction of the facilities and I turned to leave.

“Shawn, wait,” Tara called after me. As I turned around to face her, a plastic water bottle hit me square in the face and fell to the wooden floor with a rattle.

“Sorry, thought you could catch,” she said, mocking me before turning back to Carter and smiling. She didn’t care whether I was ok or not. And it was a cheap shot. Of course, I could catch. When I knew it was coming.

As I approached the bathroom I heard the two of them laughing together and could only guess at what might be so funny. But I had a feeling the subject was me. And my heart sank as my cock rose. I tucked it up into my waistband and tried to think decidedly unsexy thoughts. I was being humiliated and somehow, it turned me on? What was wrong with me?

I tried to convince myself there was nothing to worry about. We were just having a little fight. She wasn’t going to go off and cheat on me with our sexy, hunk of a dance instructor in the five minutes I was gone going to the bathroom. My imagination was getting the best of me.

Only it turned out, that’s exactly what would happen.

♡ ♡ ♡

I went to the bathroom and splashed some water on my face. I took a drink from the fountain and filled up Tara’s water bottle that she’d cruelly chucked in my face. Then I went outside for a brief moment and got some fresh air.

By the time I got done, I’d managed to fool myself into thinking that Carter was definitely not hitting on my fiance and there was nothing going on between them. They weren’t vibing. There was no sexual tension. I was just imagining things. Everything. Even the fact that somewhere, deep down I was maybe a little turned on by the idea: a work of pure fiction conjured up by a tired and angry brain. My brain.

I started chastising myself for being so stubborn and standoffish. I knew it was really all my fault and all Tara was trying to do was express her love and affection for me in a physical act. And I constantly found reasons to rebuke her. Of course she’d be mad at me. With a new resolve and better spirits, I walked back inside the studio and told myself I would do better. Sure, I couldn’t dance like Carter and never would. But I could get fifty-percent better. I was sure of that and fifty percent would do just --

I stopped cold in my tracks as I rounded the corner. Mouth agape. And there were two more mouths agape in the studio, tongues out, lashing at one another in a passionate, sloppy kiss.

Of course, as I already alluded to and I’m sure you guessed, they belonged to Tara and Carter. They were making out hard. Eyes shut tight. Tongues down each other’s throats. For a moment, I thought I might faint. Then I thought about running back outside before they knew I was there. And then I thought maybe I’d just run and run and run until...who knew?

Tara wasn’t wearing a shirt anymore. She was just in her sports bra and yoga pants. I could see the beads of sweat dripping down her torso as Carter groped at her milky white skin with his giant, dark hands.

I watched them make out for what seemed like an eternity. Then I watched as Tara slowly lowered her hand from Carter’s face down to the bulge in his pants and grabbed it from the outside. She pulled away from the kiss, biting his bottom lip and then looked down at the massive package she now held gently in her hand.

“Wow,” I heard her whisper.

“What?” Carter asked, nibbling on her neck.

“You’re so...huge,” she was starting to slowly tug on him and even from across the room I could see it getting bigger and bigger.

“What? Shawn’s not this big?” he asked in a joking tone, clearly already knowing the answer.

“Not even close,” she whispered, still unable to take her eyes off his junk.

I gulped hard and suddenly my mouth and throat were as dry as a desert once more. I was still frozen in place and unable to move.

Finally, I cleared my throat. It was involuntary, but it was so dry and scratchy, I couldn’t stop it from happening.

They both jumped back from each other and quickly looked over at where I was standing.

Carter only smiled at me while Tara attempted some half-assed damage control.

“Shawn. Hi,” she started walking over to me. “It’s not what it looks like, uh, it’s not what you think, I mean.”

“Oh, really? Well, that’s good because it looked like you were about to take out his dick and start playing with it and I think, if I hadn’t come back, you would have definitely cheated on me with our dance instructor.”

I folded my arms.

“So, I’m glad it’s neither what it looks like nor what I think. That’s such a relief, Tara.” I was being a sarcastic asshole (as I had every right to be) but for some reason, my words didn’t really seem to land the way I wanted them to and she didn’t seem the least bit worried or threatened by the situation.

As she got close to where I was standing, her look of shock turned to one of amusement and curiosity as a smile curled onto her lips.

“Oh. My. God. Shawn? What the fuck is that?” she asked and pointed somewhere below my waist line.

“What? What are you talking about?”

“That! In your pants!”

Carter raised his eyebrows and started to chuckle.

I looked down in a panic and my stomach dropped. I tried (in vain) to cover my shame as my face must have turned the brightest shade of red in the rainbow.

“Holy shit. Is this...is this turning you on? You’re so...hard,” she said as she reached where I was standing and reached out to touch my dick.

“So, when I beg you to fuck me you can’t be bothered and now that I’m about to slut myself out for some big, black cock you’re suddenly ready to go? Hmmm.”

She kissed me softly on the lips just then and pulled away. Then she walked back over to Carter.

“Well, I guess if this is what works for you, Shawn, then I guess we’ll just have to roll with it. Won’t we?” she said.

“Wait, what? What are you talking about?” I stammered as she left me with my dick in my hand, literally.

“You dirty little freak, Shawn. Why didn’t you tell me this is what you were into? We could have started doing this a long, long time ago,” she said as she placed her hand back on Carter’s bulge and began to bring it back to life.

“I’m not. I’m not --” I protested, but it was no use. Something inside me switched on in that moment. And it hasn’t switched back off since. I was into it. On some level I even felt it was what I deserved. She needed more than I could ever give her. I wasn’t worthy. This was my fate. But I still wasn’t ready to say it aloud yet.

So, I stopped talking.

“That’s what I thought,” she said. “Now, come over here and sit on the ground. You’re going to watch me get fucked the way I need to be fucked.”

“Tara, please. I don’t want this --”

“Oh really? So, if I just dropped to my knees and pulled out hig big, black cock and started sucking it right in front of you...you wouldn’t like that?”

She got down on her knees just then in front of Carter and placed her head next to his crotch.

I sucked in a deep breath and held it for four seconds before exhaling deeply, trying to control myself.

Everything in my head was telling me to deny, deny, deny. But the rest of my body was telling me the opposite. Shut up and watch. You know you want this. Just lean into it.

I opened my mouth to try once more to get her to stop and deny the whole thing but my heart just wasn’t in and she could tell.

She smiled and put her hands in the waistband of Carter’s pants and held them there, still and unmoving, for about two long seconds. Then she ripped them down to his ankles and out flopped his giant, dark meat.

It was the biggest thing I’d ever seen as Tara reached up in awe and wonder and grabbed at it with her tiny, white fingers and wrapped them around the huge, veiny shaft. I saw her engagement ring sparkle in the overhead lights and my cock hardened to steel.

Then, Tara opened her mouth and inserted the bulbous, dark pink head of his cock into her wet mouth and began slowly, sensually sucking and slurping on his big, black dick.

I watched, transfixed, as his cock seemed to double in size as she sucked on him. There was a lot of spit foaming up on the sides of his shaft and Tara was moaning like a whore while she blew him. Right in front of me. I couldn’t believe it was really happening. But there it was.

She beckoned me to come close with her index finger, Carter’s cock was still in her slutty mouth.

I obeyed and sat down on the floor right next to them. Carter smirked at me and winked and then pulled his shirt off over his head. Tara stopped sucking on him and began to jerk him off from her knees.

“Mmm, good boy. Are you ready to watch how a real man fucks?”

Lean into it, I told myself. So, I nodded. Yes, I was.

My cock was so hard, it was killing me.

I think Tara could tell by the pained look on my face because then she said, “you can take out your dick and play with yourself if you want.”

I can?

What a treat.

So, I reached into my pants and pulled out my cock.

Carter started laughing at me. And then so did Tara.

I’d never been ashamed of my cock before that, but seeing the size of Carter’s next to mine made me feel small and inferior in every way.

“Holy shit, Shawn. I never thought there was anything wrong with your dick….but now?”

That made two of us.

She went back to suck and gagging on Carter’s cock while I watched and played with my pathetic little pencil of a dick.

Occasionally, Tara would offer words of humiliating encouragement like, “Good boy, that’s it, stroke that wimpy little dick for me.”

And it would only turn me on more and make me harder and harder. Soon, I was afraid I might burst so I had to slow it down.

Tara started watching me stroke myself while she gave Carter head better than she’d ever given it to me in all our years together. Then she started laughing, with his dick still in her mouth and spit it out.

“Hold on, wait. I’m sorry. You just look so sad and pathetic compared to him,” she pointed to Carter, who again just winked at me. “Stand up and come over here, I want to do a side by side comparison,” she said.

Like a good boy, I did what I was told.

I got up and stood next to Tara, opposite from Carter.

Tara shifted her weight and adjusted her position so she was equidistant between our two cocks. She reached up, palms towards the sky and took us each gently in one hand.

It was a sad sight indeed. Sad for me anyway.

Carter’s dick dwarfed her tiny little hand and curved down, covering almost her entire forearm. My thin, fleshy prick was hardly two fingers wide and stopped mid-knuckle. I didn’t even make it to her wrist and she had small hands, so that was saying quite a lot.

Tara and Carter began laughing at me again as she looked back and forth between each of our dicks held gently in her hands.

“Wow, I can’t believe I was practically begging you to fuck me before we left,” she said looking at my dick. “And just look at what’s about to be inside me now. You know, if you hadn’t brushed me off, I probably wouldn’t even be down on my knees here. We’d probably still be trying to teach you how to dance.”

She turned her gaze back to Carter who was staring at me like I was the dumbest man alive.

“Wait, hold on. She begged you to fuck her and you said ‘no’? Man, what the hell is wrong with you?”

I had no answer and it had in fact occurred to me that had I not resisted, had I not been so quick to blow Tara off, we might not be in this situation right now. But the strange thing was, I searched for remorse and regret and found none. Not being in this situation right now, being degraded and humiliated by my fiance while she prepared to fuck a big, fat cock right in front of me, somehow seemed worse.

It was a quick transformation, but it came so naturally to me. It all suddenly seemed right and imagining a world where the opposite was true seemed wrong and decidedly not what I wanted anymore.

So, in response to Carter I just shrugged my shoulders and hung my head.

“Let’s teach this little wussy a lesson then, lay down and face your man” Carter said as he pushed Tara toward me. She did as she was told and rested her chin on her folded forearms, ass up in the air, waving back and forth slowly to entice Carter and invite him to enter her from behind.

“This is for you baby,” she said, “I hope you enjoy it as much as I’m going to. Get ready to watch that big, bla-- ohhhhh fucccck,” she said, biting down on the skin just above her wrist and closing her eyes tightly as Carter slipped the first few inches of his bulbous, veiny cock past her pussy lips and inside her wet channel.

“Holy shit, go slow. That dick is so huge. Oh my good god,” she looked back at Carter as he slowly inserted himself, inch by inch, deep into her womb. Something changed in her then. She got a wild look in her eyes when she saw that hulking mountain of muscle standing behind her instead of me.

It was pure and raw and carnal. And it made me more turned on and hard than I’d ever been in my life. I was embarrassed and ashamed, sure. But that just made it all the more intense of a feeling.

Soon she was coming. It was loud and it was hard and it was one of the sweetest, most arousing sounds the world had ever heard. She bit down into her forearm once more and shut her eyes as wave after wave of blissed out pleasure crashed over her entire body. She was shaking and convulsing and swearing and smiling.

I’d never seen her so happy or so satisfied. And that made me happy and it made me satisfied too.

“That’s it baby, come on my dick. Let me open you up like your fiance here can’t. I’ll give you exactly what you need,” Carter said.

“Harder,” Tara whispered. “Harder, I can take it now. Fuck me harder!”

Carter obliged her request and began speeding up his thrusts as he brought her right to the edge and then slowed down. Then he sped up and slowed down. Right when she was on the edge he would pull back and slow down again, each time building up the tension and the anticipation inside her to a fever pitch until she couldn’t take it anymore.

The last time, he didn’t stop and he pushed her right over that edge and the sounds she made just then still echo in my skull to this very day. It was the very definition of earth-shattering. In more ways than one.

“Ohhhh fuckkkkk, I’m coming. I’m coming! I’M COMINGGGGG!!!!” she screamed as her eyes, half-open slits just then with only white showing, rolled back into her head and stayed there so long I was afraid she might have been having a seizure.

Finally she snapped them open and she stared at me.

“Holy shit, his dick is so good,” she said to me, smiling from ear to ear. And she repeated that to me about five times as he brought her to yet another orgasm courtesy of his big, black dick.

“Come in me baby,” she whispered. “Come in me.”

Carter really started pounding her drenched cunt and I could see the juices trickling down her legs and onto the hardwood floor. Part of me wanted to crawl beneath her and lick them up off the dirty floor with my pathetic little tongue.

As she was coming, she looked over at me again and I knew it was over. Not our marriage. Not exactly. But any chance I’d ever had of being a real man to her. She may fuck me again but only out of pity and only to remind herself just what she was missing.

She was changed forever and so was I.

I was strangely comfortable with that.

Just then Carter started to empty himself in my fiance.

“Fill me up, baby, that’s it, that’s it!” she cried as Carter convulsed and tensed and shot his load deep inside her belly. “Oh god yes, so warm, so sexy,” she leaned back and made out with him as the last drops of his come shot out of the tip and into her eagerly awaiting womb.

She turned over and spread her legs for me. After a few long seconds, a whoosh of air escaped from her lips followed by a few thick gobs of sticky, white come. It ran between her walls and down her legs towards her anus and dropped on the floor below.

Again, I had the strange urge to bow down in front of her and clean it all up off the floor.

She eyed me and blew a kiss.

“Come feel,” she said and beckoned me over with a finger.

Carter was already cleaning himself up and getting back into his close as Tara invited me between her legs.

“Stick that little dick in and feel how stretched out I am,” she said.

I did as I was told and I fell into her with no resistance whatsoever. She was wet and warm and totally worn out. I’d never felt her like that before. It felt nice, but there was no pressure or friction against the skin of my shaft, just wet warmth and no resistance to my thrusts.

I could feel her and Carter’s juices coating my cock and lubing it up as I pumped uselessly inside her until I could bear it no more.

Soon my cock was spewing inside her and filling her up with more and more sperm.

I collapsed in a heap on the floor next to her and tried to cuddle up.

“You’re so pathetic,” she said, pushing me away. “That was fucking hot, and we’ll definitely do it again, but damn Shawn, you’re pathetic as hell.”

“I know,” I said. “I know.”

♡ ♡ ♡

After we all cleaned ourselves up, Tara and I drove home together and discussed what happened. We were no longer all hot and bothered and we were no longer upset with each other. Things just felt strange. A good strange, but strange all the same.

We agreed to still get married. But we also agreed that we both felt comfortable with what happened and were eager to keep exploring what we’d discovered about ourselves in the process.

We continued going back to Carter for dance lessons leading up to the wedding and believe it or not, I actually learned enough to get out there and not embarrass myself when the day came. We lead an active sex life, albeit unconventional. But hey, it works for us and that’s all that matters.

Sure it’s nowhere near traditional and I can’t believe it myself, but we had a happy ending after all. At least, by our definition.

THE END
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My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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