

Virginia’s Peculiar Fascination


KT MORRISON



Contents


About the Author
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Afterword



About the Author


KT Morrison writes stories about women who fall in love with sexy men who aren’t their husband, and loving relationships that go too far—couples who open a mysterious door, then struggle to get it closed as trouble pushes through the threshold.

Visit My Website!

ktmorrison.com

[image: Patreon icon]


This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

All characters are over the age of eighteen.

Copyright © 2025 KT Morrison

Written by KT Morrison


One
[image: ]


Lunchtime at Decker’s Grill on North Tryon, Charlotte, North Carolina, on a sunny fall day; lobster bisque and G&Ts. Preston Whitmore wasn’t hungry, so he skipped the bisque and had two G&Ts and watched Billy Morgan eat. They moved to the bar before it was time to head back to the office. They ordered espressos and soda chasers.

Preston leaned close to Billy. “Let me ask you something.”

“Go ahead,” Billy said.

“You ever in your life hear something like this⁠—”

“Like what?”

Preston leaned his chin in his hand, looking up at one of the TV screens mounted high at the back of the bar. The Charlotte 49ers played the Monmouth Hawks, Charlotte ahead 21-7 at halftime, capitalizing on turnovers in the second quarter.

Billy set his espresso down and looked at Preston. “What is it?”

Preston rose again, shaking his head, exhaling. “You think homosexual men like, uh, testicles?”

Billy stared at him for a long, quiet moment, expressionless. “That’s some question, Preston. Where’s this going?”

“You’d never guess.”

“Yeah, okay,” Billy said, tilting his head back like he was thinking of it. “Yeah, they probably do.”

“Oh, you think they do?”

“You don’t?”

Preston squeezed his nose and tried to clear his foggy mind. “I thought they might. But you know, even then, they don’t love them. And it’s all I kind of think of, you know, who out there might actually like testicles.”

Billy said, “This have to do with work, Preston?”

They both chuckled, watching cheerleaders out there on the field at Jerry Richardson Stadium, kicking their sexy legs everywhere and showing their big smiles.

“I don’t like balls,” Preston said. “I don’t even like my own. I won’t even let Ginny touch them. I don’t like how it feels.”

“Should I be writing this down?”

“Don’t you dare. I’m going to go out on a limb and say you don’t like them.”

“I like my own. I let Amanda touch them.”

“Does she ever want to?”

Billy laughed. “Hell no.”

“You see? To me, that’s normal.”

“So what’s the great ball question today, Preston? Don’t tell me you got bad news.”

“Like at the doctor? No, Billy, it’s not like that—but you see, there’s another point: I don’t even check my own balls for lumps or anything. You do that?”

Billy turned his mouth down and shook his head no.

“I just never in my life ever heard someone say they like balls. I thought there was this universal understanding of, like, they’re there, deal-with-it kind of fatalism. They’re there for a reason, but pretend they’re not there.”

“Yeah, that suits me fine. So, who likes balls? Oh, no, you mean⁠—“

“Ginny? Yes. Get this: we were at a dinner party in the spring over at the Bramwells, you know, Tom and Darla⁠—”

“The grocery guy, logistics.”

“That’s them. We’re at their place for dinner. Rob Hanley’s there with Ellie. It’s six of us, and Darla wanted a dog, so she and Tom got this ridiculous monster Cane Corso or however you say it, right? They got this dog, and the dog’s a young male, and now it’s time, they want to, you know”—he made the motion of snipping with scissors—“neuter this big boy. Tom’s kind of lit and he says, ‘Too bad—boy’s got a nice set on him.’”

Billy chuckled, and Preston smiled, rubbed his chin, eyes drifting up to the screen and the cheerleaders again, now twirling up in the air, hands on hips, hair flaying around in circles.

“Tom’s a funny guy,” Billy said. “I’ve never had dinner with him before.”

“Yeah, he’s a hoot. So Ginny gets up—she can’t see from our side of the table, this big dog and his testicles—and she watches the dog walk into the kitchen and she goes, ‘Yeah, pretty good set. Proportional.’”

“Proportional? She said that?”

“We’re just getting started. So Ginny gets a snicker from Darla and then the conversation veers into testicle talk⁠—”

“It always ends up there in the gutter.”

“At least we’d done eating. This is scandalous talk. I work at the bank. We can’t have this kind of talk at a table. But it’s all very euphemistic, and it’s a lot of tittering and innuendo.”

“Polite but risqué.”

“I can handle that. But the ladies are suggesting that testicles in general are persona non grata or whatever the Latin might be, ovo or whatever, and Ginny⁠—”

“Testiculus.”

Preston scoffed and then smiled. “No, it’s not. No way.”

“Yeah, testiculus.”

“Alright then, testiculus non grata⁠—”

“Non gratis unless you’ve only got one.”

“Yeah, the ladies were saying they wouldn’t accept even one. But not Ginny. Ginny’s defending them.”

“That’s what this is about? Ginny’s the only lady you know who doesn’t hate balls, and you can’t stop thinking about it, bringing it up to me like four months later.”

“You had to see her. My Ginny, passionate about . . . I can’t even say it.”

“Could be your balls on the chopping block. At least you know Ginny wouldn’t chop them off. That’s kind of nice. So what is it, Preston? You feel bad about not letting Ginny play with your boys?”

“Yeah, I thought about that. Sure, I thought about it. But I can’t, you know, change how I feel. It makes me squeamish.”

“I’m joking anyway, Preston. You’re married twenty-five years, your kids are in college and graduated college . . . I don’t think it matters. Plus, so Ginny defended testicles? She doesn’t want the dog to lose his. She’s a kind woman.”

“No, there was more than that. It wasn’t about neutering. Ginny expressed a euphemistic fondness for them.”

“She was trying to be funny, Preston. Tag Tom’s joke. Play along, you know? Why’d you take it so personal?”

“It’s not like I’m angry at her or that it even bothers me⁠—”

“I think it bothers you, Preston.”

“Yeah, but not like the way you think, maybe. I mean, Ginny was twenty when we were married, and I never thought she was a virgin. And I never cared. I still don’t care. I don’t know what I’m trying to say, Billy. I can’t put it into words.”

The game resumed on the TV, the teams returning to the field. Preston checked his watch.

“Oh, shoot, Billy, I gotta run.”

“You headed back to the office?”

“I have a meeting this afternoon. Important client.” He slipped off the stool and clapped Billy on the back before heading out to the sunny street.

[image: ]


There was a lot more to the story he couldn’t tell Billy. Like about the whole conversation with Ginny that night on the ride home from the Bramwells’ dinner party, Ginny sitting right here next to him in the Audi.

Couldn’t help himself that night, the windows open a little, those spring flower smells coming in, Bach on the radio, feeling lifted by the dinner spirit. His mind had worked over that two-minute testicular exchange in the middle of their otherwise fine evening dinner affair. It was a mental bramble, a ragged, disjointed thing seeking to be placed in the otherwise strict order of how he perceived his Ginny.

He spoke it into reality: “Some weird revelations from you tonight, Ginny.”

And she’d acted confused, wondering what he was talking about. She pressed him until he framed the right question in his mind, putting it into the best order of words he could imagine. “The statements you made at the table tonight would have one wondering how such calculations were formed.”

She’d asked him what calculations he was talking about.

“An opinion is formed through experience and later assessment. Sometimes the experience is ephemeral or conjectural. It’s always post-assessment. And sometimes it’s both experience and assessment.”

She’d been cute and asked him if this was about the thing Darla had said about interest rates and how the bankers were squeezing the blue-collar class dry. He’d said it wasn’t.

“Your thesis, you know the one: In Defense of Balls. It’s that.”

“My thesis? Preston, you’re a loon.”

“I’ve never heard someone jump to defend a male body part so fast. How do you feel about foreskins?”

“Rhetorical, Preston?” Ginny raised an eyebrow, surmising him as she’d stated: a loon.

They drove for a while without saying a thing.

Ginny broke it, saying, “Was I vulgar?”

“Do you feel vulgar?”

“Preston, are you mad at me?”

He shook his head. “No. No, I’m curious how you came to your viewpoint.”

“About what?”

“About balls, Ginny.”

“Oh, now you’re being vulgar, Preston.” She folded her arms.

“You expressed a curious opinion, and I’m interested in it.”

“If you’re just going to make fun of me, I’ll turn the music up.” She moved her hand nearer the touchscreen, finger extended, showing him she meant business.

“I’m not bullying you, Ginny. Sorry if you think that.”

Virginia’s hand retreated to her lap. “It feels like you’re bullying me.”

Ginny’s defensiveness surprised him. And unnerved him. It meant testicles, and her opinion of such was earnest, and she regretted sharing it a little with their friends and her husband.

He flicked the indicator and pulled off the main thoroughfare, stopping outside the Whole Foods, closed at that time of night. He faced Ginny, and she showed him a perturbed expression.

He said, “Proportional. How would you comprehend proportional in that sort of sense?”

“The dog? I don’t know, Preston. Isn’t it obvious?”

“No,” he said, lightening his tone, encouraging Ginny’s shields to move in a downward direction. “Not to me. That’s why I’m asking you.”

Ginny studied his face, big blue eyes flicking from his eyes to his mouth and all around; assessing his intent, his mood. “Were they big? Were they small?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Then they’re proportional, Preston. Simple as that.”

She held his gaze with a steely grip, and he grunted in his throat, meeting her gaze, nodding once. It was kind of her to resist so well the urge to display appropriate smugness. She’d had him on that point, and he put the car back in gear.

There had been so much more to it, and he’d known it then. In the following weeks he would replay twenty-five years’ worth of conversations with Virginia, pan-sifting for gold nuggets; remembrances of previous testicular mentions. And he’d found some. Lying in bed at night, sleepless, eyes up at the ceiling, he recalled some pro-testicle gems his wife had uttered.

Back on the village road, Ginny had said, “Yours have a certain charm.”

He’d said, “That’s nice to hear. Are they proportional?”

“Yes.”

“And that means neither big nor small.”

“Yours are an excellent size.”

“More good news,” he’d said. “I’d imagine bigger is better.”

“Preston, this is clownish. Inappropriate.”

“It’s an honest question. No ulterior motive. There is a preference. There has to be. I’m guessing it wouldn’t be small. That leaves proportional or large.”

“What an awful thing to discuss with your wife,” she’d muttered.

“There’s no shame in any answer, Ginny. I’ve got no traps planned for you. I’m only curious. You’re with someone more than half your life, it’s interesting when you find a loose thread you’d never noticed before.”

She’d stared at his profile for a long time, breathing through her nose, and it took a while to chance a look her way since he was driving. He looked. Not anger. Maybe scrutiny.

“Do you prefer small?” He put his eyes back on the road. “Is that why you’re staring at me?”

“Talk about loose threads,” she’d said, sitting straight again, looking out the windshield. “I’ve known you for more than twenty-five years, and here I find out my husband is obsessed with testicles.”

“Turnaround’s fair play? I’m surprised my iron-skinned wife’s so timid. I’ve never heard anyone say Ginny Whitmore holds her tongue.”

“Bigger is better,” she said.

“Testicles? Really?”

“You asked, Preston.”

“I thought it would take much more cajoling. Large it is. As I expected.”

“You’re impossible.”

“I don’t know why it took you so long to answer. It wasn’t hard, was it, in the end?”

“If I asked you how you feel about breast size, how quick would you be admitting your calculation?”

“That’s different, Ginny.”

“Is it? We’re talking about preferences, aren’t we?”

“Sure, but testicles are absolutely disgusting. Apples and oranges, love. The better comparative would be ovaries. How do you feel about ovaries, Preston? Like that.”

“So you can’t answer me?”

“On breasts? Proportional. I’d like proportional. They are not a thing unto themselves; they are dependent upon a whole.”

Ginny laughed finally, and he’d laughed too. They turned right onto Golf Links Drive, heading into their cozy neighborhood.

“Fine, Preston. You want honesty, I’ll be honest. I do not think they’re disgusting; I think the opposite⁠—”

“You’re fond of them.”

“Sure, I’m fond of them.”

“And the biggest ones are your favorite.”

He’d turned the Audi into their cul-de-sac, and they’d been quiet. The mood had shifted. Their breaths had deepened.

The sex they’d had that night, still buzzing on chardonnay, bellies full of tenderloin and cake, was hands down the best sex they’d had in a tremendously long time.
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Right away, he pegged the dusty Honda Element as his afternoon meeting’s ride. Parked curbside in his cul-de-sac, fifteen-years-old at least and way out of place in Piper Glen. He passed it, craning his neck, trying to see behind the wheel, but the windows gleamed with sparkling sunshine. He pulled into his driveway, shut down the Audi, got out and looked at the Element. The driver door opened, and Carter’s long leg stretched out. They both gave a single wave.

Carter Maddox. Six-three, blond and curly hair, dark tanned, gold hair on forearms. Twenty-three years old. USTA junior national top-100; ranked seventeenth in the country eight years ago. D1 at Wake Forest.

Crossing his grass strip to get onto the interlock driveway.

They met at the rear of the Audi.

“Got here early. That’s good.”

Carter said, “I wasn’t doing anything, anyway.”

Preston nodded, crossing his arms, smiling and looking Carter up and down. “I told you to dress nicely. You’re meeting my wife.”

Carter looked down at what he was wearing. Polo shirt, sweatpants, running shoes.

“This isn’t nice?”

“It’s not terrible,” he said. “Your shirt has a collar.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Whitmore. These are all clean. I got them out of the dryer this morning.”

“Sweatpants to meet my wife?”

“Well, I thought it would be, um, easier?”

“Is that a question?”

“No, Mr. Whitmore. It is easier, though, right?”

“C’mon, Carter. This isn’t going to work. The shirt’s fine, but you need slacks and shoes. Not running shoes.” He took his wallet from his coat pocket and flipped it open. He fingered out three one-hundred-dollar bills and passed them to Carter. “There’s a plaza right down the street. Go out the way you came and take the first left⁠—”

“I know where it is, Mr. Whitmore, I’ve been there⁠—”

Preston reached up, held the young man’s hard, bony shoulder. “First, don’t call me Mr. Whitmore. Just Preston. Just call me Preston. And second, sorry if you think I’m being a prick about the pants, but you have to understand: this is my Virginia we’re talking about here. Okay? So I’m sorry, I don’t want to come down on you, I know you’re packing and you’re flying away to Europe, but this is important.”

“I totally understand, Mr— Uh, Preston. I get it. I’ll go do it. I’ll be back in like fifteen minutes.”

“Get socks that match your shoes, okay?”

“Sure thing, Mr. Whitmore.”

“Preston. And can you not walk on the grass? Just go down— Yeah, that’s it. Thanks, Carter.”

Carter returned to his Honda, got it in drive and headed out of the cul-de-sac to purchase some real pants.
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The Whitmore home for the last fifteen years was a two-story brick Colonial. Two-car garage, flagstone walkways. Urns under the portico with fall colors, geraniums and sunflowers. Preston left the Audi in the driveway, trotted up the steps to the flagstone walk. Went to the door, found it unlocked. He stepped inside and put down his bag. The house was cool and quiet.

He passed through crown-moulding hallways, through their newly renovated kitchen. Saw his gorgeous wife through the new bay window they’d put in when Parker graduated high school. Ginny was out in the garden wearing her straw sunhat. Samson, their mini schnauzer, dozed on his side in the bright sun nearby. Virginia was on her knees with a hand rake, fluffing up the mulch in their flower garden. She’d had lunch today with some of the other gals down at the club. It looked like she wore the same sundress she’d worn to the club.

He opened the door and leaned in the jamb, breathing that wonderful smell of late blooming flowers on the edge and watching Ginny’s rump. She hadn’t heard him and continued working the mulch with the rake.

It was some rump. And the sun felt hot and amazing on his face. He called to Ginny.

His wife turned with an honest smile. “Preston?”

“Hey, Ginny.”

She rose and plucked off her gardening gloves. “What are you doing home?”

“I have a meeting this afternoon.”

Ginny came, squeezed his hand, and kissed his cheek.

“You just stopping by to freshen up?”

“No, not at all. I’m meeting the client here.”

“You’re meeting a client here? At our home?”

“It’s a special client.”

“Oh,” she said, her expression more troubled now. “Should I clean up? I’ve been gardening. How about cocktails? I can make something to eat.”

“No need, Ginny. No need.”

“Well, who’s the client?”

“A young guy. I don’t know how it’s going to work out. Could be the deal of a lifetime, or this could just blow up in my face.”

Ginny’s face grew more troubled, and he touched her neck, thumbed her jaw. “Nothing to worry about, Ginny.”

“Well, I should get these knee pads off and touch myself up, or are you just going straight to your parlor?”

“No, I’d like you to meet him, Ginny. He’s a good young man.”

“All right, Preston. Let me get up to the bedroom, and I will make myself presentable.” As she walked past him, he took her wrist and pulled her close. “You don’t have to touch up anything, Ginny. You’re perfect.”

“Oh, Preston, stop it. I’ve been gardening.”

“You have a slight sheen, but you look beautiful. Your makeup’s done, and I know under that apron, you wore what you wore to your luncheon today.”

“Preston, let me touch up.”

He smiled and let her hand go, then smacked her rump as she walked past him. She jumped and spun around on him, but not mad—perplexed. It wasn’t the first time he’d smacked her bottom; it was just probably the first time he’d done it in the daytime. She wasn’t exactly perturbed by it either.

“Go spruce up, Ginny. I’ll get us some drinks.”

Ginny continued on to the stairway and then went up to their master bedroom. Preston moved into the front room, their sitting room with its two high-backed chairs and large sofa and loveseat. There was a bar in the corner, and he thought to prepare some drinks, but he just didn’t feel like he was in the mood now. There were so many more exciting things going on.

He stood in the sitting room, looking around, imagining how it might go. Behind the couch was a mahogany-topped side table against the wall. He went to it, turned his back, and leaned on it, shifting around, moving a potted plant—still didn’t find the place suitable. He put his hip against the heavy unit and pushed with his feet to move it down the wall about eight inches. Now he sat on the corner of it again, leaning back, opening his legs, and this time felt satisfied.

Maybe he would make those drinks.

As he got to the bar, opened the fridge, and pulled out cocktail-sized soda cans and a bottle of gin, the two other players arrived on scene simultaneously. Outside, a car door slammed. In the archway of the sitting room, Ginny appeared, looking as beautiful as before, but now with more confidence. Gone was the damp gardening sheen—a sign of exertion that a lady like Virginia didn’t like to show. Her lips had been redone, her hair tidied and pulled back into a neat blonde bun.

He told her she looked fabulous, and she thanked him. He poured three gin and tonics, went back to the fridge, and pulled from the freezer tray a row of ice cubes to fill the glasses.

“I think our friend’s here,” he said.

“Our friend?”

“My client,” he clarified. “Would you like a drink?”

Ginny said she would but reminded him to cut lime.

“Right,” he said. “Can I ask you to do that? I think I should get the door.”

Ginny looked out the front window now, and he watched her face as she spied Preston’s afternoon meeting for the first time. Tall, handsome, rakish Carter Maddox with his tousled blonde hair and tennis-pro tan. Long arms, long legs, big hands.

When Carter appeared in Preston’s periphery at the window, he was glad to see the young man had bought some good slacks. He went to the door and opened it before Carter knocked.

“Carter,” he said, “good to see you. Come on in.”

Carter stepped in, a little unsure of himself—like a full-grown adult male, yet still showing the tendencies of a well-mothered boy. Rubbing his arm, hunching his shoulders, looking around, his hair too long and falling into his eyes.

“Those pants look great, kid,” he said quietly. “It’s a good pair of pants. I like your shoes, too.”

“Thanks, Mr. Whitmore.”

“Preston,” he said, reminding him again and clapping the young man on the waist. “Come on into the sitting room. Ginny’s in there waiting for us.”

Carter hesitated.

Preston ushered Carter into the sitting room, where Ginny stood at the bar, waiting to greet him.

“Nice to meet you,” Ginny said.

“Ginny, this is a friend of mine. His name’s Carter Maddox. Carter, this is my wife, Virginia Whitmore. I’ve told you about her.”

Carter and Ginny shook hands, Ginny looking up into the kid’s bright blue eyes and smiling. It wasn’t just politeness; Ginny could manufacture that with the snap of her fingers. But her husband’s well-trained eye knew when it was authentic. Ginny was immediately smitten, as he had figured would be the case. Carter Maddox had it all.

“Carter spent the summer at the club.”

“Oh, really? Isn’t that something? Some kind of pro—golf, is it?”

“Tennis pro, Ginny. Kid has got a killer serve—a hundred-twenty miles an hour easy.”

Carter shrugged off the flattery, while Preston added, “No, no. Carter’s D1, Wake Forest, nationally ranked as a junior. Now, this young man’s headed off to Italy for a coaching apprenticeship. The Ligurian coast.”

“Well, that is really something,” Ginny said admiringly, treating Carter as if he were a young compatriot of their son. Proud of the young man’s early achievement. “Well, I hope whatever it is you’re meeting with Preston today for, he’s able to fix it all up for you.”

“Actually, Ginny, he’s here to meet you.”

Ginny smiled, riding along with it like she just didn’t understand the joke. But when Preston said no more, she looked at him, puzzled.

“Meet me?”

“That’s right, Ginny. He’s here to meet you. Aren’t you, Carter?”

Carter looked sickly, and despite all his former bravado—from their few previous encounters at the bar and club, where Preston had teased him about more lubricious ideas—now, at the moment, much to Preston’s chagrin, Carter looked overwhelmed. “Yeah, that’s right,” he said, voice gone dry.

Well, this was going great. “Ginny, I asked him here today because he has something that I want you to see.”

“He has something to show me?”

“You’re all right with that, aren’t you?”

“Well, I mean, yes, of course. What is it?”

“Carter, come over here. Come follow me this way,” Preston said and walked around behind the couch, their drinks forgotten and left to sweat on the marble bar top. The three of them transferred from the bar to behind the couch, and Preston gestured to the expensive Pembroke table’s mahogany edge.

“The light’s good here,” he said. “Ginny, you stand here,” he instructed, taking her by the waist and angling her so she wouldn’t block the incoming light.

Preston crossed to stand so they were like three corner-points of an equilateral triangle.

“Carter, if you will… show Ginny.”

“Right here like this? Now?”

“Sure. I think so. I don’t think we need more preamble. Ginny, are you ready?”

“I suppose so,” she said, using good manners, but her polite mask showing some wear and tear as she struggled to understand what her complicated husband had arranged here.

When Carter’s hands moved to his belt buckle, Preston noticed they were shaking. He lightened the mood. “Is that a new belt?”

“Yes. Is that all right?”

“Why wouldn’t it… All right. Of course, it’s all right. That’s a nice belt.”

“I just mean you didn’t say I⁠—”

“Let’s just get on with it,” Carter pressed, bothered by the need to over-explain.

Ginny’s brow furrowed as Carter continued to unbuckle his belt.

“Preston, what’s he doing?” she asked.

“You’re going to love this, Ginny. Trust me, this is for you.”

Carter drew down his zipper. Ginny stepped closer to Preston.

“Preston, what is happening?”

“You’re going to like it, Ginny. You’ll have to trust me on it.”

“Should I keep going?” Carter asked, looking for reassurance.

Preston encouraged him. “Keep going.”

Carter opened his fly and pushed down his pants and underwear.

Ginny gasped and whipped away, averting her tightly clenched eyes. “Preston, what is happening? What is he doing?”
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He stepped beside Ginny and held her elbow, soothing her. “Ginny, would you just look, please? I’m telling you, you will be interested.”

Ginny still turned away, her eyes tightly shut. “Preston, this is outrageous. What is happening?”

“Ginny,” he said soothingly, “please, I’d like you to take a look.”

Her eyes fluttered open, but she still faced away from Carter, looking at her husband now, her eyes sizzling with apprehension. “Is he—why is he doing that?”

“Opening his pants, taking them... Well, take a look, Ginny.”

“Is this some sort of joke? Preston, I don’t think this is funny.”

“I don’t think it’s funny at all either, Ginny. Quite the opposite. I think it’s really quite serious. Why don’t you turn around, take a deep breath, and open your eyes?”

Never in their entire life together had he ever led Ginny astray. He saw a trustful understanding flood her gaze and wash away her incomprehension. Whatever it was Preston asked, it would be something she could manage.

So she did what he said—took a breath, closed her eyes, turned, and opened them.

Though Carter Maddox was a young man of around twenty-three, his scrotum dangled down mid-thigh of his long, lean, muscular legs. And this well-stretched scrotum held two of the biggest testicles Preston had ever seen on another man. Like two big hard-boiled eggs in a long thin-skin flesh sack.

Ginny gasped again, this time with fright. She shuffled backward and covered her mouth with both hands. But her eyes didn’t waver—they stayed locked on Carter’s gigantic display.

Carter had long legs, tanned mid-thigh down from where his tennis shorts ended. His stomach was flat, his hands big, muscular arms roped with vascularity. He held his penis up and out of the way. The large orbs rested against one thigh, the brownish skin sticking there.

Ginny stared—for a long time—until her gaze traveled leftward to Preston.

A bad sign: the color had drained from her cheeks.

Her hands slipped away from her mouth, her lipstick untouched. “Preston, what is this? Why are you doing this? What on earth?”

“What do you think, Gin?”

She stared at him, stunned. So many things could happen here. The farthest ranges were unlikely. She wasn’t going to jump up and down and clap her hands and thank him endlessly for this wonderful gift he’d brought.

And she wasn’t going to haul off and punch him in the face either. Somewhere in the middle was a good landing spot. He had a great track record with predictions.

He asked her to look again.

“Preston,” she said, horrified. But she looked again. “Why?” And trailed off. And still stared. Looking at Carter’s impressive masculinity.

“What do you think, Ginny?”

She pulled her gaze from their handsome guest’s dangling balls. “Is this because of what I said at the party?” Her voice had risen, airy and trembling. “Preston, that was months ago. Why are you⁠—“

“Why doesn’t matter, Gin. I’m asking you what you think.”

A good sign now: right before his eyes, Ginny blushed right through her makeup, her cheeks going rosy, her neck going rosy.

He smiled. He tried to pass on this good news to Carter, saying, “Can you swing them around a little?”

Carter looked as if he might throw up. His mouth had shrunk to a small pucker, but he was an obedient person. He swallowed, his prominent Adam’s apple jumping up and down on his long neck. He leaned forward a little on the side table and wagged his hips. His balls moved forward and back in a heavy, dangling sway.

Ginny shuffled further rearward, and it surprised Preston, who’d been standing there, smiling, watching Carter’s huge balls swing. “Hey, Ginny, this is for you. Come on. Stay here.”

“Preston, no,” she said, at last breaking away enough she could turn and walk from the room. He followed her into the hall right outside the sitting room, leaving Carter with his genitals out. Ginny didn’t travel far. Didn’t storm off to the bedroom and slam the door. She waited for him around the corner. “Preston, you’re insane. What the hell are you doing?”

He took her wrists and kissed her neck. He pressed his hardness against her stomach. Now he stepped backward and regarded her. His intention was known. He said, “I’d like you to come back in there. It’s rude to leave our guest like that.”

She studied him as if he were a madman, saying at last, “Preston, he’s from the club.”

“One season only. He’s going to Italy. He’s a good young man. We should go back in there.”

“Preston, I don’t know what you want from me. I don’t know. I don’t know. Nothing could have prepared me for this. This is outrageous.”

“You’re doing great, Ginny. Until you left. So come on. Come back in. I went to a lot of trouble for you.”

“Preston, I don’t know why you’re doing this.”

“Yes, you do. And I see your cheeks blushing. If that’s all I get of this, that’s all I get.”

“All you get?”

“It’s not about me, anyway. It’s about you.”

“I’m not a pervert.”

“This isn’t perverted. I’m giving you a gift.”

“This isn’t a gift, Preston.”

“Sure it is, Ginny. Think of it that way. Come on. This kid went to a lot of trouble. I made him go buy pants today.”

“I don’t know what that means.”

“It means this is special. You don’t have to run away. Carter’s our guest. He wants to show you what he’s got, and I think you should look.”

“He wants to show me?”

“Well, I asked him to. But yeah, he wants to show you.”

She palmed her forehead, feigning lightheadedness. “Preston, you’re too much. Sometimes you’re just too much.”

He tucked two fingers into the front of her skirt and pulled her forward so she stopped leaning on the wall. “I keep things interesting,” he said in a steelier voice.

She rolled her eyes, but he saw the first sign of a smile. “Now, come on. Don’t embarrass the kid. He probably thinks you don’t like them.”

“I don’t like them, Preston. What the hell are you talking about?”

But he wasn’t listening. He walked back into the sitting room, where he found Carter off of the side table and zipping up his pants.

“Oh, no, no, Carter. Don’t get the wrong idea. Make yourself comfortable.”

“I just didn’t want to be... I didn’t want to be like a problem, sir.”

“You’re not a problem. No, no, no. Ginny just...”

A small, quiet voice next to him: “I’m fine, Carter.”

Preston smiled and turned to see Ginny had composed herself once more.

“See? Now can we get back to it?”

Carter held both ends of his loose belt, ready to buckle up again and get the hell out of this strange suburban household.

“Ginny, come on. Tell Carter you’re ready now.”

Ginny still had that small, strange smile, and he couldn’t believe how well he’d read this situation. Once again, Preston Whitmore’s models of predictability proved unshakable. The soundest in the business.

“Ginny, tell him. Tell him you want to see them.”

“Preston,” she said firmly, and he thought he’d pressed his luck too far. But she said to Carter now, “Please, you can—“ but couldn’t finish the sentence, couldn’t use the words, merely gestured near the area of his oversized equipment.

The room was still and quiet. One of the ice cubes in their melting G&Ts popped. At last, Carter drew his fly down again. He thumb-guided his pants and underwear down. And Preston told him this time, “Right down. Right down, Carter, down to the floor.” So Carter complied, pushing his new slacks to his knees and letting them fall and loop around his ankles. He took his penis in one hand again and held it up against his belly, hidden underneath his shirttail. His huge testicles hung between his thighs, swaying side to side.

Ginny looked at them.

He’d had the speculation that Ginny really did like testicles. Crazy as he thought it was, as ridiculous and unimaginable, his wife of twenty-five years, whom he loved and adored, couldn’t help a certain fascination with male anatomy. Her igniting spark had occurred in her sexuality before he’d known her. It hadn’t been with him. He didn’t have a set of knackers that anybody would think more than twice about. Run of the mill, plain old balls. They did what they were supposed to, and they stayed out of the way, for the most part. If you didn’t bang them, they didn’t hurt; they never complained; they were there, and you just dealt with it.

Ginny was mesmerized, hypnotized like those huge balls were the dangling watch of some mustachioed hypnotist from an old movie. She looked up to Preston and said, “I’ve seen them, Preston. Now what do you want me to do?”
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Preston walked closer and got beside them, took Ginny at the small of her back and guided her to come face to face with the young man. Carter looked at Ginny, and when she looked up at him, he looked up at the ceiling.

This good-looking guy with his dick held to his belly, hidden by his shirt, showing a beautiful housewife the size of his awesome testicles.

“Go on, Ginny. You can touch them.”

Every iota of entrenched propriety flashed across his wife’s eyes, trying to stop her from doing something she should never ever do, but that she wanted to do. It was an amazing thing to behold. His wife knew better, but wanted something so terrible that she considered doing it.

Preston said, “Carter, you don’t mind. That’s why you’re here, right?”

“Yeah,” he said, still looking up.

Ginny said, “Are you sure?”

“Yes, Mrs. Whitmore.”

“Oh, Preston,” said, seeing trouble. “No, no, call her Ginny, or Virginia, whichever you like.”

Ginny looked to Preston like once more needing permission to seize this insane opportunity. Preston nodded.

Ginny, whose hands were clasped at her midsection, let her hands down, and for a second he thought she would balk, but at last her right hand eased forward, fingers opening, palm expanding, angling forward and underneath Carter’s dangling parts.

He watched his wife’s hand gently come up and support the weight of another man’s testicles. And they were huge in his wife’s grip. A total handful. The stress of their weight that stretched Carter’s scrotum relaxed as she lifted them higher, cradling them in the gentle cup of her palm. Her fingers rolled them, but she was careful.

Preston asked her what she thought. “They’re huge,” she muttered.

“You like them? Do you like them?”

She nodded almost imperceptibly. When she spoke, her voice was a soft whisper. “Yes.”

“Are they heavy?”

“Yeah,” she said, her eyes locked on her handful of female fetish, the strangest fetish he’d ever even heard of. Testicles, of all things.

“Do you like heavy?”

Ginny nodded. Then, as if needing no further instruction, he watched, excited but incredulous, as Ginny went lower and lower, letting Carter’s balls go, her fingertips running down the fronts of his thighs. She knelt before tall Carter, looking up at his giant balls.

Preston said, “You should have kept your kneepads on.”

Ginny scolded him. “Preston,” she hissed under her breath.

“What are you going to do?” he asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said.

Preston said, “You can do whatever you want. Carter won’t mind.”

Carter shook his head. He didn’t look sick anymore. He didn’t look nervous. Total opposite now. His eyes were glassy. His boyish lips parted. Virginia Whitmore was forty-seven, but she had to be top five girls this stud had ever been with. And when Ginny had been around Carter’s age, she was the hottest thing on campus, a total ball-shrinking feminine force and social chair of Delta Tau Epsilon. A real live queen bee Southern belle.

Ginny’s face got closer. She leaned her cheek on the inside of one of Carter’s tanned thighs. She kissed him there, then marveled briefly at the sight of his testicles climbing, both of them drawing up, then one falling lower, rolling in his generous sack. She kissed him again, watching his balls move. Then she kissed his scrotum. Her soft, pouted lips pressed against one of those massive, succulent orbs. She left a lipstick print. Then she began to mouth soft kisses, the soft kisses becoming puckered pulls. She was able to get one of his testicles in her mouth, gently pulling it away from his body and letting it fall back and swing. She held them in her palm, pulled them downwards, tested their resilience by squeezing and thumbing.

Carter grunted and groaned. Ginny pinched the okay sign below the base of his hidden penis, then batted his two oversized balls on her outstretched tongue, pat, pat, pat, then rubbed them from side to side, covering them in her saliva. She mouthed them, sucked them, pulled each one into her mouth in turn. They were too big to go in together, but Ginny tried.

It had all come together better than he’d ever imagined. He figured he would get her to play with them. Never figured it would go this far. But farther was better. And he loved the sight of her so turned on she would do the most degrading things a lady like her would never ever do unless you provided the right stimulus. And Ginny’s stimulus apparently was massive balls. She loved them. But that wasn’t all she loved, he discovered. Because as she suckled them, as she bathed them with her mouth, licked them, pulled them, pleasured them, bothered them until Carter would groan in discomfort, she wanted more.

Her fingers traveled up the length of Carter’s hanging scrotum, and one finger hooked over the top side of his hidden penis and began to tug it downward out from under his hanging shirt. It slapped her cheek and fell over one eye with a beefy splat. It wasn’t just testicles that were oversized in the Maddox family. Carter Maddox also sported prime grade-A horse cock. Longer than Ginny’s whole face. It was already over a foot long and it wasn't even fully erect yet. A gentle bow in it. Wider than a business card, so almost four inches in diameter. And Ginny let out the most girlish and surprising sound he’d ever heard her utter, a purely sexual noise, like a whimper, maybe, a sound of exquisite suffering, like all her dreams and all her desires had been answered by the weight of this young cock on her face, his huge balls tapping on her throat.

“You like that, Ginny? I didn’t know if you would.”

Ginny was gone. No answers to be had. She moved her face around, letting Carter’s huge, erect cock pass over her nose from cheek to cheek while she massaged his hanging balls and pressed them against her chin and ears.

“Hey, Carter,” he said aside, since Ginny wasn’t present anymore, “why don’t you take your shirt off?”

Carter nodded, not as sexually overwhelmed as Ginny, but getting there, and he pulled off his polo shirt and tossed it onto the couch. Ginny’s hands went up his body from his thighs, across his hard, thin stomach, to his chest, and then back down again. She reached around and grabbed handfuls of his ass while his cock stroked across her face. She pushed her mouth and nose against him, his cock going upright, his balls squished against his leg and Ginny’s cheek and jawline.

She pulled him in her mouth again, sucking one huge ball at a time, and her hand gripped his oversized meat and stroked back and forth. Her grip could not close around it. She stroked up and down and then squeezed the head, running her thumb up the cloven underside, seeking Carter’s lubrication.

This thing could go way farther than he’d ever thought. It overwhelmed him. He said to Carter, “You could step out of those pants. Everybody should be naked.”

Carter tried, but his shoes were too big to get through the leg holes. Shit, he should have reminded the kid to get loafers. He bought lace-ups. He should have seen this coming.

He stepped in like a referee. “Right, Carter, get those pants off. Get those shoes off. Ginny, come here,” he said, raising up his discombobulated wife.

Virginia stood, lipstick smeared, lips fattened with lust, eyes glassy, more beautiful than he’d ever seen her. He told her, “You’re so fucking beautiful, Ginny. Look at you.”

You gotta get it back in there this round, champ. You show that kid who’s boss.

Ginny nodded.

“You want to take some things off? You look too hot, Ginny.”

She nodded again.

“Yeah, you want that? You want that kid to see how beautiful you are?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“You know, he’s here too. It’s not all about you. You've gotta share a little something too. Show ‘em what you’ve got,” he said. “And you have a lot.”

He began unbuttoning her blouse. Ginny allowed him, not only allowed him, but began to unzip her skirt at her backside. He unbuttoned her shirt, and she let her skirt fall. He was ready to undo her bra and then realized how selfish he was.

“Ginny, I’m going to let the kid do it, okay? You good?”

She’d gone speechless, mute. Her eyes traveled over his shoulder to gorgeous Carter Maddox, and she nodded.

Yeah, she wouldn’t mind letting this young stud strip her naked. Stupid question.

Preston stepped back and gestured for the two fighters to come out of their corners, and they did, Carter meeting Ginny right in the center of their sitting room where they’d hosted countless functions for every upstanding group in the whole town of Pine Glen. The governor had sat in this room once. None of that was better than the spectacle taking place right now.

Ginny kissed Carter’s chest, and her hands returned between his legs, cupping his balls and playing with them again. Both hands pulling, tugging, and stroking his penis as well. And Carter got to work, one hand going up her back and unhooking her bra.

Ginny had the greatest set. Most of the girls in college fucking hated Ginny because of her body. And it had only gotten better with age. She was tall but full-figured. D-cups. Her stomach wasn’t as flat as it had been, but the whole package looked better than ever.

The hardness he suffered while watching Carter’s hands touch his wife’s body shocked him. It wasn’t completely out of the blue because he’d suspected some of these things as he’d put this little plan together. He’d had no idea his own reaction would be so strong. This was supposed to be for Ginny. But holy shit, he’d never expected he’d feel like this. He’d feel something, but not like this. Ginny Whitmore, naked in their sitting room with another man, while Preston watched. There were no holds barred now, and he wasn’t going to step in to adjust any rules. He’d let them work it out between themselves.

Fuck, their mouths came together. That was hard. Watching this young man kiss his wife, grab her naked ass while he did it, press that huge cock against her, the knob end of it sticking out sideways, almost up at Ginny’s armpit.

They lowered to the floor, Ginny pulling Carter down, getting on her back, kissing Carter’s neck and jaw, her hand always staying connected in some way between Carter’s legs.

And then the kid had a surprise of his own. Preston wasn’t the only planner. This had been a balls-only proposition. But Carter stuck one of those big hands into the side pocket of his nearby slacks and pulled out a foil packet—a condom.

And though this had never been offered as part of the bargain, it looked like it was going to happen. Ginny didn’t even say, “Hey, come on, get out of here,” or “What are you doing? Preston, do you approve of this?” None of those things. She watched young Carter tear open the condom package like she was eager. She even took the condom from Carter’s big trembling hands, taking over, her fingers not trembling at all. Plopping the greasy rubber onto the kid’s massive cock head, stretching it over that plump shape, then running it down his shaft with two hands. Zip, zip, zip, zip, until it was past the halfway point.

He’d remembered that rubber-rolling maneuver from back in the old days when they used condoms before they were married. But boy, Ginny had never struggled to get a condom down his shaft, not like with this Carter kid and his meat bazooka.

He wanted to participate in some way, make a suggestion maybe, or some sort of witty comment, but anything he might mutter in this moment, he would hear in the third person in his own ears and consider weak. So he watched. Watched as his wife and the guy who he invited over to show his huge testicles to his wife took this thing way beyond where he’d intended.

It had always been a possibility and one he was prepared for, but he hadn’t anticipated such a runaway freight train on his track. This event was barreling toward town with an overloaded freight.

Then it hit him.

He gasped. Ginny wanted Carter to come. Ginny wanted this. This was part of her fetish. The fetish was balls, but not just balls, but what they did. It was all so obvious now.

Carter got on top of Ginny, and she surrendered to this tanned giant with a huge dick, and Preston knew what to do. “Carter,” he said, “get her on all fours.”

Carter looked dumbly at Ginny for verification. She nodded, and Carter helped her to get on her hands and knees between the sofa and the coffee table on their expensive rug. He situated himself behind her, ran one huge hand from her tailbone up to her neck; held her by the neck, and angled the end of his monstrous penis against Ginny’s seam.

The kid pushed into her slowly, and Ginny made a long, tremulous sound, a sound like this thing was too big to go inside her, like this kid’s cock was just too much. Carter worked it back and forth, going nice and easy, and soon that tremulous note released its tight cinch and became breathy moans and groans of delight.

Soon he was easing it more than halfway inside Ginny, right to the condom’s end point. Stroking it in deep, pulling back nice and slow, but then picking up pace, and Ginny liking the new pace. Ginny eased back against it. Her hair had come undone and hung around her shoulders now. Her lipstick was smeared, and she’d brought back that post-gardening sheen.

But it wasn’t gardening that had done it. Not anymore. It was lust. Dirty primal lust. One woman’s disgusting attraction. A thing she’d kept close, but a thing he’d given back to her.
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Preston went down on one knee next to the copulating couple. He rested an elbow on the coffee table and peered at Ginny while she had this young stud’s cock inside her, throbbing, stroking.

“Does he feel big?”

Ginny gasped. “Oh, god, yes. Mm, yes, he’s huge.”

“What does it feel like?”

Carter loved Preston’s dirty talk, and he grunted while he fucked Ginny, caressing her back, squeezing her waist.

Ginny moaned with ecstasy, humming pain and pleasure in her throat while this young man gave it to her good. “Ah,” she panted, “mm, it feels like a rolling pin, Preston. It’s so huge.”

“Do you like it?”

“Ah, mm, Preston, mm… it feels so good. Oh, it feels so big, so, so good.”

“Why don’t you grab his balls?”

Ginny made a funny sound of rising pleasure; like he’d been rubbing her back and found a knot that particularly irked her, and his thumb pressure brought joyous relief above that of the massage. Ginny thought it was a wonderful and amazing suggestion.

He watched her face as it contorted with Carter’s oversized lovemaking, her arm stretching down underneath her, going between her legs.

Preston shifted and watched his wife’s clawed hand search for the swinging sack, getting on both knees and one hand. Carter slowed, looking between him and Ginny, trying to help out Ginny by plopping his heavy burden into her clutch. Ginny sighed and mewled when she felt the weight of the young man’s balls settle in her grip. She held them and squeezed them, and Carter grunted and doubled over her back like she’d hurt him.

“Those are great big balls, huh?”

Ginny nodded and panted as Carter began pushing it in and out of Ginny’s pink interior, still curled over Ginny’s back. The condom rippled and squelched, and Ginny’s pussy smacked and slurped. His wife was gushing over this young man he’d delivered to her.

He said, “Proportional?”

She chuckled despite the intensity of the encounter. “Massive,” she whispered.

“And that’s better?”

“I love them. I love them big.”

“I’ve never seen bigger balls in my life. I’m in locker rooms all the time, Ginny. I’ve seen more balls than you could in your lifetime.”

She sighed and chewed her lips a moment, handling Carte’s balls while Carter buried deep into her and bucked against her bottom. “Why are you…why are you looking at balls?”

“You got me looking, Ginny. I was looking for you.”

“You’re such a… pervert,” she gasped and then groaned.

He whispered near her ear, smiling to himself, “I was scouting for my perverted wife.”

Ginny uttered a sound of great offense. It was comical. Ginny on her hands and knees, totally naked in the afternoon, some super-hot young guy from the club fucking her like a dog in their sitting room—and she’s offended he called her a pervert. He eyed Carter. Eyed the man who had his massive marble column planted up inside the venerable Virginia Whitmore.

“Carter, guide her up so I can see her face. I can’t be down on my knees like this.” His back was aching.

“Sure thing, Mr. Whitmore,” Carter said, cheeks blushing, lips parted. It looked like Virginia had this kid turned on, too. Good red-blooded American kid.

“Is she tight?”

“Oh, yeah,” Carter said, his tanned hands roaming Ginny’s body, rubbing her shoulders, holding her in place for a moment and pulling her body and rump to his hips, getting every fat inch all the way inside Ginny til their bushes were mushed together in a bramble. Ginny mewled a high keen, and Preston watched her toes curl and her thighs tremble. Carter must have been flexing that flesh cannon inside her, getting it swollen to its maximum proportion.

“Oh, god, oh, god, Preston, oh my god, he’s so massive.”

“He’s got it all the way in you. He touching your stomach yet?”

“Oh, mm, Preston, oh…”

Ginny panted, held her breath, gasped, and panted again, her head rocking forward, her blonde hair swishing and smelling like that expensive shampoo she ordered online from Paris.

Preston struggled to one knee, the knee popping, then planted his butt on the coffee table. Carter was biting his lip as he ground his hips into Ginny’s rump, pulling her body into his with his hands at her collar. He said to Ginny, “Don’t tell me. Tell Carter.”

Ginny whimpered, munched her lips from the inside, raising her chin up but with her eyes closed as if in erotic euphoria. “It’s in my tummy,” she groaned. “God, Carter. Your massive cock is stretching me out, oh god, it’s in my tummy, I swear.”

“You feel so fucking good, Mrs. Whitmore,” Carter said, relaxing his hold on her collar, releasing the tension of his organ’s deep implantation.

“Ah, ah,” Preston said. “Just call her Ginny.”

Ginny shook her head. She panted, gasped, muttered, “Call me Mrs. Whitmore, Carter. Call me Mrs. Whitmore again.”

Carter curled over her back again, palming one of her generous hanging breasts. “You feel so good, Mrs. Whitmore.”

Ginny moaned. “Dirtier. Dirtier, please, Carter.”

Carter looked aside at Preston, and Preston nodded.

“Your pussy’s so fucking tight, Mrs. Whitmore. You’re so fucking wet and so fucking tight.” Carter’s large hand coddled the hanging breast, and his thumb teased her plumped nipple. Preston had to adjust his pants. His cock throbbed like a struck thumb.

“Pull her up, please,” he said.

Carter drew Ginny up, still inside her, his arm around her front and caressing her throat. Ginny had never looked better to him. The realization slapped him across the face in its suddenness. Ginny shone brightest in sexual fervor.

“There’s a lot more to the balls thing with you, isn’t there?”

“You’re crazy, Preston,” she said, makeup spreading, breaths sobbing in desperate heaves, “I don’t know what you mean.”

“Who had the balls, Ginny? Who had the balls that made you so wild?”

“Oh, Preston, you’re so ridiculous.”

“It wasn’t dogs. Not my Ginny. Barn animals? Where did you learn you loved them when they’re big and swinging?”

She smiled. Eyes closed, half of Carter’s big cock in her love space, and her husband asking her the dirtiest questions. Ginny’s nipples were plumper than summer berries. Carter saw him smiling, and he smiled too.

Carter said, “She’s not going to tell you?”

Preston said, “She’s being naughty. Just hold off on giving her what she wants.”

“Oh, Preston…”

Carter whispered in her ear, “Sorry, Mrs. Whitmore. Mr. Whitmore won’t let me.”

Ginny’s eyes opened, and she narrowed them in the cutest surly manner. “I never knew my husband was such a jealous man.”

He cocked his head and narrowed his eyes. “Is the scientist jealous of the thing he watches through a microscope?”

Ginny grunted with disgust. “I’m a thing?”

“Ginny, you know you’re the only thing. The only thing.”

She groaned and cocked her head against Carter’s hard cheek. Reluctance was flagging, and Preston sensed she would tell him.

Carter’s two big, good-looking hands swept up Ginny’s soft tummy and helped themselves to Ginny’s healthy bosom, her ample breasts heavy and wonderful, creamy flesh pressing under Carter’s tanned fingers. Ginny uttered a quavering moan that delighted Preston and rendered him lightheaded.

He steadied himself with a hand on the coffee table. “It’s not just the balls, Ginny. Am I right? It’s their bounty?”

Another quavering moan from his beautiful, sweet wife. He flooded his drawers with pure sexual excitement. He muttered, “You like what they contain.” His voice was dry and papery.

“Preston, you’re dis-gusting,” she said, scolding him. Scolding him yet still writhing her back to Carter’s front, trying to get that huge implement of Carter’s slipping a little deeper inside her where she liked it. A young man’s hands coddling her breasts, her nipples overripe and shining with the skin’s tautness…

“That’s it, Ginny,” he said, smiling, his voice returning. He knee-walked a little closer, face to face with her. She tried so hard to hide her smile. His hand went down her front, starting at the delightful swell under her navel, down to where she was soaking wet and spread wide. He rooted out her bursting button and teased it, and Ginny’s rapturous eyes turned up to the ceiling where the two-men pleasure sent her looking for angels in their cloudy seraphic court.

“You want to watch young Carter come, don’t you, Gin? You dirty thing. You want to see his volume?”

“Preston!”

This empty retort came whisking from her sex-fattened lips, an airy gasp as if sung from the mouth of the angels she sought.

“You want to watch this nice young man ejaculate.”

Ginny whimpered and bit her lower lip. Preston chin-nodded to Carter, indicating the young man should give Mrs. Whitmore a little more of what she liked. The young man complied and rocked his hips, giving Ginny some big-dick motion of the ocean. Ginny squealed. Carter’s heavy sack swung backward and forward between Ginny’s creamy thighs.

“So, where do you want it, Ginny?”

“Oh, Preston!” A breathy condemnation.

“Tell me where you want it, Gin. On your back, on your front, in your face⁠—”

“No!”

“Then where, Gin?”

Another chin nod to Carter had the young man holding back, building up Ginny’s obvious need. She whimpered and babbled complaints, her pretty face contorted with disappointment. Preston took her chin and guided her to look up. He waited for her eyes to open before saying, “Just tell me where, Ginny.”

His wife—who he’d know for the longest time and who’d had his back through their family’s greatest struggles and who’d raised two of the best kids a man could ask for—stared back at him, those navy-blues searching for meaning, searching for intent. Her eyes were wondrous. He’d given her something a woman could never ask her husband for. A good husband would have to sus it out for themselves. And what man out there for Ginny would ever have her back as well as she’d had his? They were meant to be together forever.

“My front,” she whispered.

“Yeah?” He let go of her chin, smiling, loving this new openness. Even though she’d submitted to his big-balled gift delivery in no time flat, she’d still held up some shields. No shields needed between Ginny and Preston Whitmore. The mere suggestion was an insult. And now he saw Ginny loosening up, ready to divulge more.

He said, “On your tum?” His knuckle dragged a circle around her navel, his hand slick with her wetness.

“Yeah,” she said, nodding, her narrowed eyes showing a wet and dreamy gleam. “On my…”

“Say it, Gin.”

“On my… tits.”

“Oh, you’re a bad girl,” he said with humorous condemnation, and his wife moaned with the admission of pure bedeviling perversion. He would tease her with it to the end of their days together, and he couldn’t wait. “Carter, do you think you could do that?” He spoke to Carter, but his eyes stayed on Ginny’s, the two of them marveling at each other’s secret but mutual depravity.

“Yeah,” Carter said, stammering, his voice breathy.

“I think he can do it, Gin,” Preston said.

“I can do it,” Carter said.

Preston and Ginny smiled at each other, enjoying their young friend’s innocent eagerness to please.

Preston said, “We’ll have to get her on her back, Carter.”

Carter said, “On the couch?”

“On the couch? Well, how’s your aim, Carter?”

“Sir?”

Ginny said, “It’s damask, Carter.”

“The couch fabric, Carter,” Preston explained. “Very expensive. Gin would blow her top if you dropped spooge on her damask. Let’s lay her out on the coffee table. How about that?”

Ginny nodded, woozy, letting Preston take her arms and help her up. Carter stood up as well, and Preston got a good look at his fully engorged size. The kid had a real flesh monster swinging down there; it was long and far too thick, the condom pinched it in the middle and left a dent. “Carter, grab that peshtemal off the back of the slipper chair.”

While Carter fumbled around naked, trying to decipher the last instruction, Preston regarded his wife, held in his arms. She still looked at him with a strange admiration.

“We’ll get you on your back in just a second, Gin. Can you hang in there?”

She felt absolutely amazing in his arms —all smooth naked flesh, her rare beauty shining through this midday degradation—resilience. Virginia Whitmore was a special woman.

She sighed, touched his face, looking in his eyes. “Preston, would you ask Carter to take off his condom?”
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Preston chuckled and stepped back, eyeing her up and down, brows knitted. Virginia didn’t look embarrassed or show any sign she might think this was asking too much. This newfound bravado excited him. Ginny requesting this young man remove his condom before they continue sent his lust into the stratosphere. Ginny taking control. Ginny not the subject under a microscope.

“Awfully bold, Ginny. You sure that’s a good idea?”

Ginny’s expression stayed playful, but her posture assumed a more confident uprightness. “Preston, in all the years I’ve been lucky enough to know you, have you ever not thought of everything?”

“What are you saying?”

“Carter wouldn’t be here if you hadn’t made sure he had a clean bill of health.”

He smiled and then winked. “HIPAA violations, Ginny,” hoping she would know not to say more, given the manner in which he found out Carter’s health status. He’d played golf with Carter Maddox’s doctor every Saturday for thirteen years.

“You always think of everything,” she said, practically purring.

There was no greater delight in his life than pleasing his Virginia. He held her, and they both regarded Carter, standing a little unsure, but knowing he wanted to continue with the action. He held his enormous manhood to one side over his leg, those oversized plums hanging down mid-thigh.

“It’s up to Carter now,” Preston said.

Ginny left his arms and crossed naked to Carter, slinking right up against him, her hands taking up his huge tool, her face tilting up to his. “Do you think it’s all right if we abandon the condom, Carter?”

This act of wifely seduction meant to compel such a depraved and immoral experience provided Preston with profound and otherworldly excitement.

“Yeah,” Carter said, agreeing with restrained enthusiasm, not wanting to gush, but Ginny had just suggested the one thing young men dream of. “Yeah, for sure.”

“Oh, that’s good,” Ginny said, looking down as she began to tug and peel up the condom. “I want to feel what it’s like to have your naked cock inside me. It’s going to feel so incredible.”

“Yeah. Yeah, for sure. It’s going to feel amazing, Mrs. Whitmore.”

Ginny’s eyes were down-turned, her two hands stroking and playing with Carter’s equipment. Preston urged them into motion. “Ginny, come rest your back on the table here.” He spread out the peshtemal himself since Carter never figured out what he’d meant.

Ginny lured Carter with her, walking backward and stroking Carter’s big dick. She sat on the peshtemal, eyes turned up with sexual need to Carter, one hand holding his dong, the other coddling his testicles. With a little more fondling she’d turned Carter’s gaze into a singularly focused sexual stare. A flesh golem intent on sinking deep into Ginny and then showing her his proud ejaculation. Ginny lay back, putting her arms over her head, submitting herself wholly to the well-endowed young man her husband had brought home.

Preston took the opportunity with an unexpected action, taking his spot on the opposite end of the table from Carter and holding Ginny’s arms out. She clutched his elbows, preparing for a mighty, unprotected penetration. With her legs splayed out and accepting, Carter assumed his position between her thighs, hands on the table, getting over top of her. His big, thick and veiny cock looked frightening on the smooth feminine plain of Ginny’s stomach.

Ginny looked down at it. It looked back at her, one lone and kind eye staring dumbly from its fat purple-gray head. She said, “Do you come a lot?”

“Probably every day,” Carter said.

“Volume, not frequency, Carter,” Preston said, thumbing Gin’s elbows.

Carter looked embarrassed, but then nodded. “Yeah, a lot.”

Preston felt Ginny tremble at the thought.

“You like that, Ginny?”

“Yeah,” she agreed, her voice rushed and whisking, wanting to get fucked, wanting to see this hot young stud blow his load all over her. “Do you… Do you shoot it far?”

“Sometimes,” Carter said, taking his cock in one hand and thumbing its long lever down so the head nestled in Ginny’s wet, pink stripe. With it situated in place, he supported his weight over Ginny on two hands again, looking in her eyes. “Today I will. I’m so crazy turned on.”

Ginny trembled again. “Me too,” she whispered.

It was one thing to bring home a man for your wife to fuck—but it was another thing, and very special, when your wife liked the man. And Ginny liked Carter in all the right ways. He’d done a good job bringing Carter home for Ginny as a surprise.

Carter eased his cock into Ginny again. Naked this time. Ginny mewled with unambiguous delight. Carter’s bare cock skin sliding on her sexual membranes had her eyes rolling back and her eyelashes fluttering. Carter sawed in and out, nice and slow, and Ginny uttered more sounds of sexual ecstasy. Preston’s whole core had tightened like a cable pulled taut.

Carter sawed in and out. Carter then withdrew and slid his enormous phallus up and down Ginny’s shining pussy, its wide belly riding over top of her clitoris and driving her wild. Both he and Ginny watched that shining purple helmet, thinking it would shoot its white bounty, but then Carter would slide it back inside Ginny and start it all over. Carter had Ginny panting, muttering, thrashing. Her whole body shone with excitement.

Every time Carter pulled it out, Ginny would watch with bated breath, waiting for that lone eye to swell and spread apart the cockhead’s cleavage and launch what she wanted most in the world (for this afternoon at least). Ginny wanted a show. Ginny wanted an explosion.

He kissed her mouth upside down just from overflowing love and happiness and pure pleasure. She kissed him in return but encouraged him to clear her view. She didn’t want to miss it when it happened.

But he did.

Not miss it so much as not be in the line of fire. So he kissed Ginny’s cheek and forehead, backed away, and moved to the side.

Now it was just Carter and Virginia working together. Virginia’s hands went to Carter’s forearms. Her knees rose higher, and her feet bobbed with Carter’s thrusts.

He pulled his cock out one more time, and it wagged up and down like he was flexing it. They both thought it would go off, but he sunk it into Ginny again. This time she bawled with enchanted aggravation. Hot and bothered and looking for come. Wanting this young man’s seed to splash all over her beautiful breasts.

Preston placed a Venetian pillow from the couch under her head and shoulders so she wouldn’t have to crane her neck when the moment came. It pleased her.

And at last, Carter began to grunt and peck and make the sounds of a man on the verge of orgasm. Ginny encouraged him with affirmative girlish utterances, reminding the young man how much she wanted to watch him unleash all over her with explosive ejaculations.

This time when the monumental erection appeared, it looked plumped to its maximum, its back almost arched. It twitched and bobbed again, shining with Ginny’s wetness. For an endless second, nothing happened.

Then it exploded with an audible squirt. A thick, wriggling rope launched from the tip and passed over Ginny’s head. Lucky thing he’d moved. Ginny squealed with tortured delight, watching and watching, waiting to see his propulsion and his volume. And the young man delivered. More streams began to jolt and jag from the fat, bouncing thing. All over Ginny’s tits, just like she’d wanted. Carter’s come splashed her chest. Both breasts. One direct hit on Gin’s plumped-up nipple made her gasp and moan. The spurts waned, getting weaker, before two more good blasts painted her sternum and above her navel. Carter roared and grunted and gagged as his huge orgasm ripped through him and “Mrs. Whitmore” encouraged more and delighted in every drop he delivered.

Carter drooped over Gin, and Gin looked down at how Carter had painted her with a good and even first coat, frosting her tits and her belly, and even up to her collar. He heaved for breath, thumbing his massive organ so it wiped over Ginny’s pussy like a wiper blade, smearing his semen over her sex. He pushed it back inside her, coated with his DNA, fucked her a little, pulled the heavy thing out and plopped it on her mound. More semen pulsed from his tip.

Ginny was silent. Preston had expected more joyous celebration from his wife, given her awful admissions of how this sort of vulgarity turned her on.

It wasn’t silence. It was an orgasm. Ginny was coming hard, riding some orgasmic wave with her eyes barely open, her thighs shaking, her tummy fluttering, painted white by the club’s summer tennis pro. It shocked him how the sight pleased him so well.

Carter panted, watching Gin, knowing this MILF was still coming from his fireworks show, mouth agape, eyes bewildered.

Every time Preston thought she’d come out of it, another shockwave would shake her terrain, and she would shiver and bite her lips, whimper. Preston’s own excitement stained the front of his slacks.

Carter retreated, eyes glued to Ginny’s convulsing, orgasmic body, totally naked on the peshtemal on the coffee table. There was come on the table, on the peshtemal, the Venetian pillow, and on the floor. His deflating cock swung heavy between his long thighs.

Ginny’s eyes fluttered, and her breaths slowed and deepened. She began to come-to, looking around. Some of the demureness returned, and she sought to cover her nakedness. She sat up, arms over her breasts, slipping over the come-soaked skin. No one said a thing.

She exhaled, sniffed, blinked. She looked down at her chest and stomach. “I'd better… I'd better get cleaned up.”

Carter looked wowed that he had rendered such a fine female specimen so stupefied. It was the sort of accomplishment where, under different circumstances, Preston might have given Carter a hearty pat on the back.

When Ginny tried to stand, she failed. Preston stepped in and helped her to her feet. She muttered, “Let me, uh, let me make myself, uh, more uh…”

“Presentable,” Preston said, walking her to the bottom of the hallway stairs.

She thanked him for his help and staggered her way up the stairs, leaning on the handrail. Preston watched her go, smiling and awestruck.

When Preston returned to the sitting room, Carter was collecting his things. Preston passed him and went to the wet bar and washed his hands. He dried his hands on the towel, watching Carter put a long leg into his pants.

He said, “I guess sweatpants would have been easier.”

Carter pulled his pants up, and Preston came around the bar. There was a size sticker on the pants Carter had missed. Preston peeled it off for him before he tightened his belt.

Carter said, “Thanks, Mr. Whitmore.”

“You can grab your cocktail on the bar there and head to the pool if you like.” He tapped the still-sticky sticker to Carter’s bare chest, where it stayed. “If you don’t mind, we have a shower by the cabana—you’ll see it. Give yourself a wash first. Ginny and I’ll be back down in a minute.”

Carter plucked off the sticker and stuffed it into his pocket. “Oh, uh, I have to drive into Charlotte and get some things. It’s my sister’s birthday tonight, and I have to go visit her.”

“When are you heading to Italy?”

“Tuesday.” Carter shrugged on his shirt and straightened it.

They stood for a moment, hands in pockets and nodding. Preston shook Carter’s hand. “Well, thanks for coming by. I think things worked out really well.”

Carter chuckled, more relaxed. He rubbed his neck like a sheepish schoolboy. He said, “Now I wish I weren’t going to Italy.”

They both chuckled politely.

Carter nodded, asking Preston to say goodbye to Ginny for him. Preston said he would. Preston walked him to the door.

Carter said farewell, departed, but turned on the front stoop. “Maybe when I come back from Italy, I can give you guys a call?”

“Yes. You can if you like, Carter. Take care.”

Carter nodded, said bye again, walked away and then Columbo-turned, adding one more thing: “Would it be cool if I friended you guys on social media?”
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He mounted the steps and wandered the halls of the second floor, tracking down his wife. Following the droplets of semen on the floor like a big-game hunter. He found her in their bedroom, in the en suite, her naked image warbling behind the glass doors of their walk-in shower. He stood and admired her for a moment, smiling, palming the belly of his aching erection over his slacks. Goddamn, Ginny was beautiful.

Look at her soaping off all that young stud’s copious ejaculate.

The sight twisted his belly and had his cock flexing hard in his pants.

The twisting became uncomfortable and had him moving faster now, taking off his shirt and pants, socks and boxers, going barefoot into the steamy shower with his Virginia.

Ginny turned and watched him come in, and her cheeks blazed pinker than they already were. She looked up and away as if mortified by what she’d done. He took her hands.

He said, “Only the best for my beautiful Ginny.”

“Oh, Preston,” she muttered. “What have I done?”

“You’re still doing it,” he said, pressing his cock against her slippery tummy.

She said, “Where is he now?” Her brow lowered.

“Gone to buy his sister a birthday gift or something.” He lowered his mouth to her soapy collar and kissed her below her ear and then brought his lips around her earlobe.

Her eyes down-turned, and her expression became more sullen. “Preston . . . You didn’t pay him, did you?”

“What? Pay him to come here? Pay him—like a prostitute? No way, Ginny. He was here of his own accord. I asked him if he’d come, and he said he would. He knows who you are. He’d seen you around the club.”

The sullenness faded, and she looked up again, studying him for any sign of dishonesty. The only times he’d ever lied to his wife in his entire life were about surprise birthday parties. She smiled. She said, “He didn’t know who I was.”

Fishing for more information. It was sweet to see her engaged again. He didn’t like the idea of her having any regrets over what had happened. “You think the young men working at the club don’t see some of you ladies walking around and have nasty thoughts about what they’d like to do to you?”

“Oh, Preston,” she said, rolling her eyes, slinking her slippery arms around his neck.

“That kid was the locker room champ at the club. You see why. That equipment swinging around like that. We all joked around with him, all of us old farts. One afternoon I see him at the bar and we hit it off. A couple of weeks later I’m asking him if he’d like to show my beautiful wife what he had down there because she wouldn’t believe it if I told her.”

Ginny looked disbelieving for a good while, frowning but smiling, not knowing how serious he was.

“That’s the truth,” he said. “Carter says, Your wife is Virginia, right? And I say, do you know her? And he says he sees you around. Young guy like that gets an offer to show his impressive endowment to the most beautiful woman at Pine Glen Country Club, that young guy is going to show up when he’s asked.”

Ginny chuckled at last, all dubious thoughts quashed, and hugged him. “That boy is blessed. That’s for sure.”

Preston hugged her in return. “You’re not kidding. What a dong on him.”

“Those were the hugest balls.”

“For sure,” he said. “Bigger than the ones that got you started?”

She set him back, sly and narrow-eyed. “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean, Gin. Somebody out there had big balls in your life, and he knew how to use them. That’s what I’m guessing. You know you can tell me.”

She sighed as if exasperated, wilting away from him. But he knew she would tell him.

“Before I even knew you, Preston…”

“Yeah?”

She waffled, reluctant to divulge. He waited her out. She said, “A two-week thing with Sam Little. He, uh…”

“Skip Little?” He was incredulous. Skinny nerd at Charlotte Latin. Didn’t play sports. Glasses.

“That’s the one.”

“Oh, Ginny.”

She looked sheepish. “It was because I saw the size of it in his pants one day, and I… I’m so embarrassed, Preston.”

“So, Skip, huh? Samuel Little wasn’t so little?”

“He was hung, but god, Preston, he was just such a dork.”

“Yeah, we used to say that about him.”

“Would you have cut him some slack if you’d seen him naked around the club?”

“Have him come by the house and show you what he’s got? Probably not. Not if I knew he was making moves on you. And how much you liked the size of his balls.”

She kissed his chin, her eyes narrowing. “You’re the one with the big balls, Preston. My goodness. You’re the real man in my life.”

“I’m the only man.”

“Without a doubt,” she said, slinking away, looking down at his pride sticking upright and throbbing between them.

He said, “Easy, Ginny. That thing’s loaded.”

“Hair trigger?”

“You know it. What I just watched? I’m right on the edge.”

She showed him a sly smile and lowered to her knees before him, the shower spray hitting him in the chest and neck. Her slippery hands slid down his wet thighs, and he jolted as she took hold of the base of his cock and angled it to her mouth. He groaned and fell forward, resting his chin on the tile as she sank his cock into her cool mouth. His legs shook and quavered, and the pleasure spiraled from the soft and slippery contact of his wife’s beautiful mouth on his aching hardness, incomprehensible pleasure zipping through his being from the wild and wicked head of his cock.

And in mere seconds it was a fait accompli. He grunted and bucked and absolutely exploded in Ginny’s mouth. He hosed everything into her maw, and she swallowed and gulped and snorted through her nose, one hand clawed on his rump. He pulsed endlessly, and Ginny never released her lip lock on his organ until he began to soften at last, and his leaking ceased. He collapsed against the wall, mortally drained.

Ginny chuckled and leg-lifted her wet back up the tile wall, getting her face to his face. She backhanded her pouting lips and smiled at him. “You never cease to amaze me, Preston,” she said.

“Yeah, well,” he panted, eyes heavy, pools of pleasure rising and eddying in his neck and head, “give me an hour’s rest in the sun by the pool and I’ll be ready to really show you something.”
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Instead of a gin and tonic by the pool this afternoon, he whipped up a protein shake in the Vitamix. Two scoops of protein. Then a few glasses of water and some zinc tablets. If Ginny liked copious amounts of semen, he’d try to improve his volume. The sight of Carter launching so many thick, pearly streams on ecstatic Ginny had spiked his adrenaline. Carter had painted her entire front in pearlescent white.

Ginny joined him by the pool with a citrus cocktail, lots of crushed ice.

“What’ve you got there?”

“Margarita,” she told him. “I wanted something icy.”

“You going to plant it between your thighs?”

She laughed and sat on the lounger at his side. “Maybe I will. He gave my little lady quite the beating.”

“I’ll be good to her later,” he said.

The sun was hot, and they baked for a long while. Ginny’s phone dinged a few times, and she thumbed away responses. A few minutes later, after more incoming message dings, she sat up and put her feet on the deck. He regarded her.

Looking hot and tanned, her bikini struggling to contain her hearty bosom, the cleavage demanding his attention. But her expression won his gaze. Something interesting had developed, and he asked her what was going on.

She smiled and chuckled to herself, then thumbed out a response. Then she raised her sunglasses into her bright blonde hair and looked at him. “Your young client from today, you know the one, the guy with the enormous penis? He’s friended me.”

“He said he might.”

Another ding on her phone. She read the message and then commented, “Oh my.”

“What is it, Ginny?”

She set her phone down, leaned back on her hands, sexier than he’d ever seen her. “He’s wondering if we could meet again before he goes to Italy.” She smiled. He liked the deviousness of the smile.

He sat up too. “I think someone has a crush on you,” he said.

“I do too,” she said.

“I think he’s smitten.”

“Maybe more than smitten,” she said.

“How’s that, Ginny?”

She lifted her phone and showed him the screen. It showed an image of a huge erect penis. The balls lying below it were also massive. Kid taking pictures of his huge dick in his Honda and sending them to Virginia Whitmore. How salacious.

“He sent you that?”

Ginny looked at the photo. “Just now, Preston. Hot off the presses. He says he can’t stop thinking of me.”

“I know the feeling,” he said. “He doesn’t take long to get it up again, does he?”

“I bet he could go and go and go.” She looked at the photo again with a seedy hunger.

Now all he could imagine was being at work tomorrow and Ginny and Carter fucking in their bed all day long. Ten times maybe. Ginny getting come all over her, Carter pumping a huge load inside her and it overflows from her pinkness and bubbles on their expensive bedding. He gets home, and she’s too exhausted to say Welcome home, husband. Carter’s gone. He drank the last beer, and Preston and Ginny’s bedroom smells like sex and some cheap but sporty deodorant.

And he loved it. Loved the image. Loved the idea of taking Ginny’s boneless sex-spent body and slipping his human-sized cock into her tender, soaking pussy and finishing off inside her while she lolled on the bed, too drained to put her arms around him or even lift her legs up.

He stood up. Ginny saw the tented out front of his swim trunks.

“Wow, Preston,” she said.

“This kid’s the best thing that’s happened to us in a long time.”

“I’ll say,” she said, reaching out and tugging down his trunks. The sun heated his cock skin.

She kissed the tip of his erection, then looked up at him, playing coy. “What do you say, Preston? Can my friend come for another visit?”

He said, “Whatever Ginny wants, Ginny gets.”


Afterword


I really hope you enjoyed this fun little farce. These seem like some great characters who know how to treat each other.

I have more books coming soon. A few more shorts like this one, the ends of some of my still-hanging series, and one longer work that will only be available on Patreon or Ream until it is complete. The longer work takes place in Japan and is also a thriller as well as the type of story you might expect from me. It’s called Pinky Violence and the first book is available (and the next one will begin soon) on my subscription sites.

www.ktmorrison.com
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