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“This job sucks,” Karen Heath said to herself.

It was early the next morning.  The sun had just
risen.  She slowly got ready, dreading every moment of the day
ahead.  She was the new guidance counselor at Truman Junior
College, the newest member of the staff, and was in way over her
head.  Her stomach filled with butterflies whenever she even
thought about it. 

She had just finished graduate school in the spring.  She
didn’t know how to reach these kids.  She didn’t know what to
say to them.  The worst parts came on those rare days when she
had to substitute teach a class.  She couldn’t even get the
kids to settle down. 

Her husband Michael, a lawyer, had already left for the
day.  He left earlier and earlier these days.  Either he
was tired of listening to her whine about her new job, or he was
having an affair at the office. 

It didn’t matter.  They’d been married five years and the
spark had long ago gone out of their marriage.  Michael was
ten years older and didn’t know how to please her.  She didn’t
know how to tell him what she wanted.  She was embarrassed to
tell him.  He would think differently of his wife then, his
proper, well-educated wife. 

She stood at the bathroom mirror, applying her makeup.  A
cup of coffee slowly went cold on the sink next to her.  She
wore only a bra and panties.  Soon she would put her suit on,
conservative clothes as befit a conservative job.  She gazed
at herself in the mirror – no wrinkles, high breasts, firm
body.  At 29 years old, she still looked good.  She hoped
so, because life was quickly passing her by.

Karen thought back to her own time in school - her first year in
college.  She was so shy, a nerd girl.  She knew she was
pretty.  She knew she had a great body.  But she wore
thick black glasses, and she didn’t know how to talk to boys. 
She had no real friends.  She kept to herself, and her quiet
fantasy life.  In her mind’s eye, she was a celebrity, with
millions of fans adoring her and laying roses at her feet. 
She wore the sexiest clothing and did the most outrageous
things.  In real life, she could barely imagine what these
things even were.   

She had a part-time job in the school library after hours. 
Mostly she just replaced books on the shelf.  One day, Mrs.
Grace, the old biddy who ran the library, had to leave early.

“Karen,” she said.  “I trust you.  When you’re done
here, you just close the door when you go out.  It’ll lock all
by itself.”

So Karen stayed late, idly putting the books on shelves. 
She liked this job, searching for the right spot for each
book.  It was slow.  It gave her time to daydream. 
She was deep in the book stacks, on her knees, all the way in the
back of the library.  Somewhere near the front, she heard a
sound.  She looked up and waited.  Silence.  After a
moment, she wasn’t sure if she’d heard the sound or
not.   

She went back to her work.  A few more minutes
passed.  Something moved in the corner of her eye.  She
turned and gasped at what she saw. 

A person stood at the end of the aisle, less than ten feet
away.  It was a teenage boy or maybe a full-grown man. 
She couldn’t tell because he wore a ghoulish Halloween mask on his
head.  His body was well-muscled, like an athlete.  He
was nude, and his thick penis was already erect.  He stroked
it and stroked it as he watched her.  She had never seen a
penis in real life before.  Only in books, only in her
imagination.  He walked towards her and she watched him
approach.  She didn’t scream.  She didn’t say a
word.   

Someone tapped her on the shoulder.  A shudder went through
her.  Slowly, she turned to look.  Two more men stood
behind her, side by side, each wearing a Halloween mask, each with
a thick, hard penis in his hand.

“Hello, nerd,” one of them said, his voice disguised in a low
growl.  “We’ve been watching you.”

They surrounded her now, each stroking a cock, each cock almost
perfectly at eye level with her.  She tried to stand, but one
of them placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her firmly
down again.

“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” he said.

“I don’t know if I…”

He put his index finger to her lips.  “Shhhh.  Just
open your mouth.”

Silently, she opened her lips the slightest amount. 

“Let me see your tongue.”

She did as he commanded, sticking her pink tongue out.  He
slid his index finger into her mouth.  In and out he moved the
finger, her mouth tight around it, giving her the feel of what it
would be like.  She liked it.  She closed her eyes and
her body started to move just a little.  The finger was
turning her on.  She liked to suck.  A little sound
escaped her, a childish moan. 

“That’s good,” he whispered to her, a little breathless
himself.  “Now, open wide, like you’re at the doctor.”

Karen opened wide, her tongue hanging out.  The stranger
took his cock and inserted just the head – it seemed almost as big
as a doorknob – into her small mouth.  Her jaws
stretched.  The head alone filled her whole mouth.  He
slid it in an inch, then another inch.  She gulped.  She
tried to turn away, but he grabbed her head with both hands and
held her steady. 

“Relax,” he said.  He waited, and when she relaxed, he slid
the cock just a bit deeper.  She struggled again.  He
held her firm.  He waited again.  When she was calm, he
slid it even deeper, challenging her now.  It was all the way
in.  She almost gagged, but didn’t.   

He slid it out, glistening now, and rock hard.

“Good,” he said.  “Very good.” 

She sucked all of them.  While she sucked one, the other
two took her hands and made her stroke them.  They pulled her
clothes off, her top and her skirt.  They pulled her panties
away. 

She couldn’t remember everything that happened.  But she
knew they did her in every way.  Afterward, they left her
covered in their sperm, sprawled in the aisle at the back of the
library. 

Now, many years later, at her mirror in the bathroom of her
beautiful house, she had dropped the lipstick to the floor. 
She pressed her breasts and face against the glass, her fingers
working her wet pussy frantically.  She plunged two fingers in
with one hand, then took them out and sucked them, filling her
mouth.  Her other hand rubbed her clit in a circle, around and
around.  The orgasm came hard.  She pushed her butt out,
wishing someone would fill it.

“Unnh,” she said.  “Uh, uh, uh.”

Karen rested her head on the sink.  This was the thing that
Michael would never understand about her.  This was the thing
she could never tell him.  His lovemaking was
affectionate.  It was friendly and caring.  It was, above
all, polite.  But she wanted more than that.  She wanted
to be used.    

The incident in the college library had given her the taste for
it.  She craved humiliation. 

 

* * *








 

“Yo, Trent,” a deep voice said, “Let me talk to you a
second.”

Trent stood in the midst of the crowded hallway near his
locker.  All around him, kids scurried to or from class. 
In front of him, two big black guys approached.  They both
wore letterman jackets with basketballs stitched on the front
breast.  One of them had a shaved head.  One of them had
a crazy afro and a scraggly, wispy beard.  Both were very
tall, very solid, and very strong.  The bald one was even
bigger than the other, impossibly big.  They sidled up to him
with easy, bouncing gaits.  They were not smiling.  Their
eyes were sharp and hard.   

“I been lookin for you, man,” the one with afro said.  His
name was Antoine.  His monstrous companion went by the name
Big John.  Trent knew both of these guys by reputation. 
Antoine sold a lot of pot, both around school and out on the
street.  Big John ran with Antoine, acted as a kind of
bodyguard for him.  The fact they wanted to talk to Trent was
not a good sign.  He fought the urge to turn and run. 
There was nowhere to go, and he could never outrun them
anyway. 

The basketball players backed Trent against the lockers. 
Already the hallways were clearing out.  There were just a few
minutes left before the next class. 

Trent hated the basketball team.  They had lost every game
they’d played so far this year, and yet they still walked around
like they owned the place.  They seemed to push around anybody
they wanted.  As a result, none of the kids rushing by to
class even glanced in Trent’s direction.  The little mice were
too afraid to look.

“Hi fellas,” Trent said. 

Antoine put his hand against Trent’s jaw.  “Don’t fella me,
motherfucker.  I got a question for you.  Yes or
no.  You went in my gym bag during the game the other day,
took some money out of there.  Didn’t you?  Like maybe
two hundred dollars?”

“Money?” Trent said.  He tried to make it sound convincing,
but it didn’t.  It rang hollow, even to his own ears. 
And the number threw him off, confused him.  It wasn’t two
hundred dollars.  Antoine was exaggerating.  It was more
like one-fifty. 

“No way, man.  I’m not like that.  I wouldn’t go in
anybody’s bag.  Especially not yours.  I know what you’d
do if you found out.”

“Well, I found out,” Antoine said.  He smiled, then sort of
laughed.  “You see, we been thinking.  You the equipment
manager, right?  You got the keys, right?  Who else has
access to the gym locker room during the games?  We come down
at halftime, who we always see skulking around in there? 
Trent, right?  Carrying some balls here, sweeping some shit up
there.  Maybe banging some girl in the equipment
room.” 

Trent just stared at him. 

“Yeah boy, we know what you get up to.  We know you got the
mojo.”

Antoine gazed off down the hallway for a few seconds.  He
turned back to Trent, his face a dark storm.  “I want my money
back, man.  That’s all.”

“I didn’t take the money,” Trent said.

Antoine smirked.  “Okay.  That’s cool.  Let’s
pretend you didn’t take it.  I’m willing to believe
that.  But maybe one of your bitches took it, huh?  You
got all these little bitches hiding up in the locker room and the
equipment room all the time.  Maybe one of them took my
money.  Maybe she needs to pay me back for that.” 

“Antoine…” Trent began. 

Antoine took a step back.  Big John stepped up and punched
Trent in the stomach.  It was a short sudden jab.  All
the wind went out of Trent in a long whoosh.  He doubled over
and sank to his knees.  He coughed, and felt the blood rushing
to his head.  The pain nauseated him.  For a second, he
thought he might throw up.    

Big John laughed.  “Aw, man.  I didn’t even hit him
that hard.”

Antoine squatted next to Trent.  “You got a problem,
Trent,” he said.  “I know you took that money.  I could
forgive it one day, but first you gonna need to find a way to
re-pay me.  You understand?  Otherwise, I’m going to take
it out of your ass.  My word is bond on this.” 

The long hallways were empty now.  Above their heads, a
crackle of static came through the aged intercom system.  An
announcement was coming.

“Trent Fox, please report to the Guidance office,” a disembodied
voice said.  It echoed up and down the hall.  “Trent Fox,
please report to the Guidance office.”

“That’s me, guys,” Trent said.  His breath began to
return.  He rose slowly to his feet and slipped between the
two big black kids.  “Excuse me.  I don’t want to be
late.  Could be trouble.”

Trent began to walk briskly away from them, headed for the
Guidance office.  He wasn’t even quite sure where that
was.

“You already in trouble, Trent,” Antoine called after him. 
“Find a way out of it.  I’ll be waiting to hear from you.”

 

* * *








 

By the time Trent walked in to the Guidance office, he had
regained most of his composure.  Big John hadn’t really hit
him that hard.  It was sudden, and it scared him.  That’s
all it was meant to do.  It was a warning shot. 

Trent’s wheels were already spinning.  What to do? 
What to do?  There was no chance he could talk his way out of
this.  They knew it was him.  He had to offer them
something.

“Hi Trent,” the woman in the Guidance office said.  He
remembered her from yesterday.  She was futzing around with a
file cabinet in the corner.  He glanced at the name in the
name-tag holder on her desk.  “Mrs. Heath.”  So that’s
what this little meeting was about.  The incident in the
equipment room.  It already seemed like a year ago to
Trent.  The Antoine problem was so immediate, it blocked
Trent’s view of anything else. 

“Shut the door, please,” the woman said.

He did as he was told.  He glanced around the office. 
Wood-paneled walls, a couple of framed diplomas hanging.  A
photo of this woman and a man, somewhat older than her, vacationing
somewhere sunny.  Mr. and Mrs. Heath, Trent guessed.  She
wore a green bikini and sunglasses in the picture.  She looked
good. 

He glanced back at the woman as she was now. 
Different.  Dressed in a white blouse and pinstriped suit
pants.  A jacket to go with the pants hung on the back of her
desk chair.  The woman had curly brown hair, bouncy, not too
long.  She was pretty.  And she had a body.  He
could see it now.  Yesterday he wasn’t sure.  Her slacks
were tight today – she had nice strong legs, a good round
ass.  Her boobs, trussed up in a bra, still pushed against her
blouse.

Hhhmmm.

“Have a seat.”

She had two seats set up, facing each other, maybe three or four
feet apart.  So she was going to play that game.  The
“let’s be friends, we’re on the same wavelength” game. 
Okay.  Trent would play.  It was better than going to
class.  It was better than getting punched in the
stomach. 

He sat down.  She sat down across from him, and crossed her
legs.  She seemed nervous, maybe a little agitated.  She
hadn’t made eye contact with him yet.  She was new at her
job.  She looked inside the folder on her lap, pretending to
read some of the pages.  Trent figured it was his permanent
record.  That’s what they always brought out during these
meetings.  Oh, well.  Nothing good in there. 

It occurred to Trent that Mrs. Heath was probably
embarrassed.  She had seen his dick yesterday.  A lot of
people in the older generation didn’t know how to deal with things
like that.     

“I want to talk about what happened yesterday,” she said. 
She was still looking at that folder.

“Okay.  I like to talk.” 

Finally, Mrs. Heath looked up and made eye contact.  She
was pretty.  She looked uncertain, maybe shy.  “I’m Mrs.
Heath,” she said.  “I’m your new Guidance counselor.”

Trent nodded and smiled.  “I think we met yesterday.”

“Yes, but we weren’t properly introduced.”

“In that case, pleased to meet you.”

She didn’t smile.  “Look Trent, I’ll get right to the
point.  I’m worried about you.  From everything I read,
you’ve got a terrible record in school.  Failing grades. 
Multiple infractions for bad behavior.  You’re here because
you couldn’t graduate high school.”   

Mrs. Heath put the folder on the floor.   She gave
Trent a level gaze.  It wasn’t intimidating.  There were
teachers who could scare you with a look.  Mrs. Heath wasn’t
one of them.  Trent almost felt bad for her, that she had to
go through all this.  There was nothing to her little game,
and he saw that he easily held the upper hand.  Good.  He
would push her a little, see where this interview
went.  

“About what happened yesterday…” she began.  “I’ll tell
you, I don’t begin to know what to say.  I was shocked by what
I saw.”

“You want to see it again?” Trent said.  “Is that what all
this is about?”

His questions seemed to knock her off her script.  Her face
flushed red.  “See what again?” she said. 

“My cock.”

The blush deepened.  It was enough to tell him all he
needed to know.  She looked away.  “I could live without
that.”

Trent noticed what Mrs. Heath didn’t say.  She didn’t say
no.  “But you do want to?  Whether or not you can live
without it?  I mean, you’re curious?”

She shook her head just a touch.  Her curls bounced. 
“I’ve seen them before.  It’s not that big a deal to see
one.”

“One like this?” he gestured between his legs.  “One this
big?”  Already it was stirring in there.  It began to
fill the space inside his pants.  It made a little movement,
like a snake under a carpet. 

He watched her eyes.  For a moment, she stared at what he
had.  That made it surge even more. 

“I’ve seen them before,” she said again, a bit absently this
time.

“Oh?” Trent said.  He grinned.  He was enjoying
himself now.  It was amazing how things turned out
sometimes.  “Do tell.” 

She became peevish.  “This meeting isn’t about my sex
life.” 

“What is it about?”

Mrs. Heath’s face turned redder than ever.  The red streak
extended down the front of her neck.  “I think you’re headed
for trouble, Trent.”

“You’re not the first person to tell me that today.”

His cock was very hard now.  It pressed against his leg,
reaching halfway to his knee.  He was getting to that place
where it became hard to think straight.  He watched her
eyes.  She stared down at it, her eyes growing wider as she
saw the dick engorge itself.  She licked her lips. 

“Listen,” he said.  “I’m just going to show you this thing
right now.”

She raised a hand as if to say “Stop.”

“You don’t have to do that,” she said instead. 

“But I want to.”

She nodded.  “Okay.”

 

* * *








 

Karen could barely believe her own ears.  She had just told
this eighteen-year-old, this impossibly well-endowed boy, that it
was okay to show her his penis.  Something had come over her,
something she didn’t understand. 

It wasn’t right.  These kids were crossing boundaries left
and right.  She was letting them walk all over her.  She
couldn’t let it happen.  It was too much.  She was a
married woman.  What would Michael think?  Also, her job
was on the line. 

God, how she hated this job. 

The boy, Trent, stood in front of her now, maybe two feet away,
his stomach at her eye-level.  Slowly, he unbuckled his
belt.  He unbuttoned the top button of his jeans, then yanked
down his zipper. 

He still couldn’t take the penis out yet – it was too big. 
Instead, he pulled his pants and his undershorts down a few
inches.  Then he reached inside and drew it out.  She
looked up at his face.  He smiled down at her.  It was a
hard smile.  It had no mercy in it.  He was the wolf, and
she was the lamb.  He was coming in for the kill. 

His cock was huge.  It stood nearly straight up toward the
sky.  It towered, like a grain silo.  It throbbed. 
It pulsed.  Big veins stuck out from it.  From where she
sat below it, the purple head was enormous.  Trent stroked the
long, thick shaft.  The girl this morning was right.  It
had a power.  It had magic.  Karen couldn’t even remember
that girl’s name right now. 

“What about this?” the boy said. 

Karen swallowed.  It was like she had a golf ball lodged in
her throat.  Her whole body was numb.  It felt like her
head had detached itself and floated away like a balloon. 

“Okay,” she heard herself say.  Her voice sounded far
away.  “Now I’ve seen it.”

“Do you want to touch it?”

“Okay.”

He brought it closer.  He reached down and took her hand in
his.  Then he lifted her hand and put it on the shaft. 
It was so thick, she could not close her fingers around it. 
He began to move her hand up and down along the hot shaft.

“Good,” he murmured.  “Good girl.”

She lifted her other hand.  Now she gripped it tightly in
both hands.  She stroked it and jerked it.  She was in a
dream.  It was the biggest cock on earth.  She pulled it
and pushed it.  No one ever had to know about this.  It
was just this one time.  She heard her own heavy
breathing.  She panted like a dog.  Between her legs, she
was becoming hot and wet.  The heat radiated outward.

“Why don’t you put it in your mouth?” the boy said. 

She kept yanking and tugging.  She didn’t even look at
him.  She kept her eyes on this giant cock.  It was as if
he wasn’t even attached to it.  He was an afterthought, a
silly eighteen-year-old boy.  The cock didn’t belong to
him.  He belonged to it. 

“That would be unprofessional,” she said. 

He ran a hand through her curly hair.  The grip tightened
there.  Pull it, she thought.  Pull my
hair.

“Lady, we’re way past unprofessional already.”

She stopped, her hands still tightly wrapped around that thick
shaft.  She looked up at him, as if she had forgotten he was
there, as if she was seeing him for the first time. 

“What are you saying?  That you would tell on me?”

He shook his head and smiled.  But his eyes were still
hard.  “No.  I would never tell on you.  Not if you
put it in your mouth.  If you don’t…”  He shrugged, and
let the words hang there. 

“Go ahead.  Just suck it.”

She did.  She pulled it down until it faced her. 
Slowly, she took the big head in her mouth.  She could barely
get her lips around it.  He slid it further onto her
tongue.  She felt it there, inside her, filling her mouth.
 He moved it slowly in and out, and already she wanted it
inside her other mouth, the hot one below.  She longed for
it.  He pushed the cock further and held it there. 

She reached down and undid the button on her slacks.  She
lifted her butt a few inches and slid her slacks and panties down
to her thighs.  She reached between her legs.  It was
soaking wet in there.  Her fingers slipped through the
wetness.  Her thighs were wet.  She pushed two fingers
into her slit.

He poked the cock in another inch, nearly gagging her, then slid
it all the way out.  She gasped for air.  “Oh my God,”
she said.  “It’s so big.”

He put a finger to her lips.  “Don’t talk.  Just
suck.”

She did as he said.  He slid it into her mouth again. 
He began to make rhythmic movements, thrusting slowly from his
pelvis.  Her mouth was full.  He forced it all the way
in, then pulled it halfway out, then all the way in again. 
She felt like she might pass out.  Her fingers worked her
pussy like mad.  There was so much juice she could barely find
her clit.  Her finger slid all over it.  She rubbed it,
she pinched it.  She plunged her fingers deep inside
herself. 

The first climax came.  It didn’t build.  It just
came.  Intense waves of pleasure radiated out from her
center.  Her body shook.  She closed her eyes.  She
rode the wave up and up.  The cock still filled her mouth,
sliding in and out. 

 “Open your eyes,” he commanded. 

He slid the dick out.  She chased it with her mouth, her
tongue lolling out, trying to lick it.  Bring it
back, she thought.

“Wait,” he said.

He held the back of her head with one hand, and stroked the cock
a few times with the other.  His body tightened in front of
her.  He groaned, deep in his throat.  He pointed the
head of the cock right at her face, less than a foot
away. 

Suddenly, a shot of semen burst out.  It streaked across
her cheek and the side of her head.  It was hot against her
skin.  She tried to pull away, but he gripped her head by the
hair and held her steady.  He fired another shot.  It hit
her on the right cheek, just below her eye.  She could not
pull away.  He fired another one.  It hit her
forehead.  He still had more.  He pulled her face close
now and dripped it on her.  It was on her chin, on her cheeks,
on her nose. 

When he was done, he stepped back, as if to admire his
handiwork.  

“Your face is a mess.”

She put a hand to her cheek.  It came away with his white
hot sauce on her fingers.  She looked at it.  She looked
up at him.  It hadn’t been like this in a long time. 
“That was so hot,” she whispered. 

The boy was already backing away.  He put the thing in his
pants and zipped it up.  He did smile,
though.   

“I have to go to class,” Trent said.  “I’m late.”

He picked his notebook off the floor, and without a backward
glance, went out the door.  He pulled it shut behind
him.   

Karen Heath reclined back in the chair.  The door locked
automatically when it closed.  She sat there, her pants pulled
down to her thighs.  His juice hung from her chin now. 
She looked down and saw spots of the thick wetness staining her
white blouse. 

She’d been halfway to another orgasm when he creamed on
her.  She reached down between her legs and expertly found her
wet, swollen clitoris again.  Was the orgasm still
there?  It was.

 

* * *








 

“I thought you were going to wait to hear from me,” Trent
said. 

Antoine shrugged.  “I waited.  It got to be three
o’clock, I still ain’t heard from you.  So I sent for you
instead.”

They were riding in the back of an old, old Cadillac.  The
car was baby blue, with brown bucket seats inside.  It smelled
like burning oil.  The smell made Trent sick to his
stomach.  Nobody else seemed to notice it. 

Up front, Big John sat in the passenger seat gazing out his open
window.  In front of Trent, in the driver’s seat, sat another
basketball player, another big black kid, one that Trent knew by
sight but not by name. 

Big John and the driver had come straight to Trent’s locker
after school, and had walked him out to the car.  Now the four
of them cruised along a two-lane strip mall road. 

Trent tried to keep it light, but he was nervous.  He was
sweating, even though it wasn’t very hot out.  Nobody had said
it, but it was clear – he was their prisoner in here.  It was
a sunny day, a nice day, but all of that was lost on
Trent. 

“Man, we got a little issue of this missing money,” Antoine
said.  “Three hundred dollars.  We gotta figure this
thing out.”

That was something that bothered Trent about Antoine.  He
kept increasing the amount that was stolen.  “You know,” Trent
said, “earlier today you told me it was two hundred.”

“Oh, shit,” Big John said absently.  “You heard him?”

“You the expert,” Antoine said.  “You tell me how much it
was.”

Trent hesitated, but only for a second.  He might as well
get everything out in the open.  There was no sense in running
from all this.  “It was a hundred and fifty.”

The three black kids laughed.  “My man,” Antoine said, and
held his hand out for a slap.  Trent touched his palm. 
“So you took it.”

“Yeah, I took it.  I’m sorry I did that.  It was a
mistake.  But I’ll pay you back.  I promise.  You
give me a couple of days, and I’ll get you the money.”  And it
was true.  He knew he could get the money.  Ms. Able
would give him a hundred and fifty dollars, or two hundred, or even
three hundred.  He didn’t know what he’d tell her, maybe even
the truth, but she would give him the money.

Antoine shook his head.  He looked almost sorrowful. 
“Yeah, but it’s too late to pay it back.  I decided I want
something better than money.”

“Sweeter than honey,” Big John added from the front
seat. 

“Okay,” Trent said, “but I don’t know what…”

Antoine held up his hand.  “You don’t have to know. 
I’m gonna tell you what I want.  I want a little something for
me and the brothers on the team.  We been having a tough
season, not that you ever bother to watch the games, and we need
something to pick up our spirits.  So after the game two
nights from now, you’re gonna deliver us a little something sweet
to the shower room.  One of your bitches.  Coach has to
be somewhere after that game, got an appointment, so he’s gonna run
right out.  Only people gonna be down there is us, you, and
whoever you bring along.  See what I’m saying?”

For a second, Trent couldn’t find his voice. 

“Yeah, you understand,” Antoine said.  He raised a hand as
if to squash any argument.  “You stole the money, Trent. 
Not me.  You caused this situation.” 

Trent’s stomach did a funny flop inside his body.  This was
a bad position to be in.  He’d had sex with lots of girls
before, he’d had lots of little sluts at his beck and call, but
he’d never pimped one out to anybody, especially not to animals
like these.  They were Trent’s sluts, nobody else’s. 

“That’s going to be hard,” he said.  “I don’t know how I
could get somebody to do that, not with such short notice.”

Antoine scowled.  “That’s because you’re selfish,
Trent.  You never been on a team before.  You got all
these girls on your jock, and you never think to share it
around.  We been watching you, man.  I been watching you
for three years now.  You’re kind of a creep.”

The car rolled on in silence.  The quiet became
unsettling.  Trent was about to speak, to say anything, but
Antoine beat him to it.

“Listen, you got a little sister, right?  Cute little
thing.  My brother goes to school with her.  What’s she,
about thirteen?”

“Yeah, she’s thirteen.”

“She’ll do.”

“Fuck you, Antoine.”

“Oh, shit!” the driver of the car said. 

“You gonna let him talk like that?” Big John said.

Antoine shook his head.  He smiled and stroked the scrubby
wisp of beard on his chin.  “I ain’t even mad.  This boy
steals my money, then tells me fuck you.  And you know
what?  I ain’t even mad.  See, because if Trent here
don’t deliver something nice to our shower room two nights from
now, then we’ll just take his sister.  Pick her up from school
one day and take her for a ride, maybe in this very same
car.” 

“Antoine…”

“Don’t Antoine me, man.  This ain’t the debate team. 
I just told you what’s up.”

The driver pulled over to the curb.  Trent looked around to
see where they were.  There were a couple of gas stations
here, a couple of burger joints, a bunch of asphalt parking
lots.  He thought he might recognize the area, but he wasn’t
sure.  It seemed like a long way from anywhere.  The kid
in the driver’s seat climbed out, then came back and opened Trent’s
door. 

Antoine stared into Trent’s eyes.  Antoine’s eyes were red
and bleary.  “You got everything I said, Trent?”

“Yeah.  I got it.”

“Then get the fuck out.  Enjoy your walk home.”

 

* * *








 

That night, Karen sat up in bed, reading a book.  She
wasn’t actually reading it – if asked, she’d be hard pressed to
even say what the name of it was.  She just held it in front
of her face, pretending to read it. 

Meanwhile, she ran through her mind images from that day’s
encounter with Trent.  She wore flannel pajamas, to hide from
her husband how hot and ripe she was.  She would love nothing
more than to disappear into her memories and fantasies, and work
herself into a frenzy.  But now was not the time. 

Michael came out of the bathroom.  He was nude, and his
body was pink from the shower.  She watched him out of the
corner of her eye.  He was forty pounds overweight, carrying
most of it around his middle.  His penis and balls were small,
hanging from him like some walnuts that a squirrel had
forgotten. 

She loved Michael.  He was a good man, and a good
provider.  It wasn’t her pay that had bought them this
beautiful house, their fancy cars, and expensive vacations to the
islands.  But he wasn’t sexy, and love and sex were two
different things.  She didn’t want Michael’s brief, gentle
lovemaking.  She wanted to be treated like an animal. 
She knew that now.  She had always known it, she supposed, but
today had finally made her recognize it. 

Michael sprawled nude on the bed next to her.  Playfully,
he began to paw at her pajamas. 

“We won the big San Marcos case today,” he said.  “It took
us six months, but we finally did it.”  He began to unbutton
her pajama top.  “I’m feeling frisky,” he said.  “I want
to celebrate.”

She let her book go and put a protective hand to her neck. 
Slowly, she pushed his hand away.  “Michael, I don’t feel sexy
tonight.”

“Oh, come on.”  He reached for her again.

“No, Michael, I really don’t want to.”

“Why?  What’s the matter?”

She sighed heavily.  “I don’t know, Michael.  I’m glad
you have all this success at work.  It’s great.  I love
our life together.  But I’m not having nearly as much
success.  I don’t know how to handle these kids.  I hate
my job.”

He shrugged.  “So quit.  You’ll find something
else.  Anyway, we have plenty of money.  You don’t need
to work if you don’t want to.”

The thought of it alarmed her.  She couldn’t quit
now.  Not right at the start of something so…
intriguing.  “That’s a great idea,” she said.  “Then
what?  Just sit around at the club, get my nails done, and
gossip with the other wives at the pool?”

He smiled at that image.  “If you want.”

“Michael, you really don’t understand me, do you?  What did
I go to graduate school for?  To sit by the pool?  I want
something that I can do, Michael.  I want my own career. 
I want to do something that matters.  I want to achieve
something.”

He raised both his hands, as if she had pulled a gun on
him.  “Okay.  So I don’t know what to tell you
then.  Listen, I don’t want to stir up a big can of
worms.  You can stay at your job or quit your job.  You
can do anything you like.  Me, I’m going to go downstairs and
get a little ice cream.  You want some?”

She shook her head without speaking.  That was just like
Michael, not wanting to talk about, or even thin about her
problems.  After he left, she picked up her book again, and
buried her nose in it. 

She didn’t look at the words.  In her mind’s eye, she
watched Trent Fox slip his huge erect cock into her mouth, again
and again, until finally he released his semen in a mad torrent,
all over her face and down her neck.   
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