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Chapter One

Mickey McCord was past giving a good goddam. His old lady was messing around on him again, and he was going to fuck somebody up this time, no two ways about it. He knew who, and he knew where. The when was up to them.

Sandy worked a second job three nights a week at a posh little Italian place in Palm Beach. The restaurant closed at twelve, and there was always an hour afterwards for clean-up before anyone could leave. Mickey and their daughter were usually asleep by the time Sandy got home. Of late, she’d been slipping in an hour and sometimes two later than usual. Three in the morning, give or take. Before, she’d be home at one-twenty, one-thirty at the latest.

Mickey waited until two on one of those nights, Tuesday going to Wednesday. When she wasn’t home by then, he called the all-night coffee shop where she sometimes stopped with the other girls. They were there. Sandy wasn’t.

He locked the house and walked the two blocks over to Linus Davidson’s office, a shabby stand-alone building on an empty half acre of pavement that had once been a used car lot. All it had left was the old sales office looking pretty neglected, and weeds growing through cracks in the pavement. Strings of burned out lights hung in long arcs around the edges, and it was very quiet.

Around behind the building, Davidson’s red Caddy was parked next to the pre-cast concrete steps by the back door. Sandy’s green Volkswagen nestled up under its wing like a puppy at the tit. Both cars were in deep shadow, but enough light came through a shaded window to show the colors well enough. Mickey settled into a shadowed corner by the trash cans to wait.

He had a lightweight aluminum baseball bat with him, a DeMarini Voodoo youth model with a minus thirteen length-to-weight ratio and perfect balance. He set it on the ground to one side and thought about the line Rowdy Roddy Piper used in that cheesy sci-fi movie when he carried a shotgun into a bank full of aliens and said he was there to chew gum and kick ass, and that he was all out of bubble gum. That was Mickey, too. He was all out of bubble gum.

Let’s see. What was that woman’s name in the movie? The co-star with red hair and those fabulous ice blue eyes. Meg something. Ford? Forrester? Shit. What was her name? Foster! That was it, Meg Foster. Gorgeous woman, and Christ, those eyes.

Traffic was thin on Broadway, which Davidson’s building fronted on. In the silence between cars going by, Mickey could hear the low sounds of voices inside through the cheap glass in the office windows. It wasn’t clear enough to tell what they were saying, but there was tension evident, a minor argument of some kind. Maybe Sandy was trying to back out at the last minute and Linus was pressing her. That’s what it sounded like. Then there was a quiet period, and then a single cry.

Mickey cringed, hearing that. It was the sound that Sandy always made in the moment of penetration. He hated hearing that, knowing it was someone else driving that little wail out of her. And then he could hear the more urgent sounds and knew that it was lovemaking he was listening to. Sandy was a gasper, not a moaner, so it was mostly Linus making all the noise, the son of a bitch.

Squatting there in the darkness, Mickey gritted his teeth and wished they’d hurry up before he exploded. And because he’d left little Cindy asleep at home. He had the walkie talkie thing hooked up and the receiver in his pocket, but he hated leaving a three year old by herself, even for a minute. If he heard one peep out of her over the radio, he’d run home and be there before she could wonder where he was.

Eventually it quieted down again in Davidson’s office, and then Mickey could hear Sandy crying and Linus making some kind of noise, maybe laughing. There were footsteps on the wooden floor, a door closing, and in a minute a toilet flushed. Pretty quick after that the back door opened a little, and then all the way.

Mickey picked up the baseball bat and drew himself in tighter behind the trash cans and smelled piss and old French fries and god knew what else. Sandy came out blowing her nose on a tissue. Davidson stepped out right behind her and pulled her around by one arm and kissed her, hard enough to bend her head back. Sandy let her arms hang limp at her sides. It looked like he was kissing a corpse.

“You’ll be back,” Linus said when he’d finished. He had a knowing kind of sneer in his voice. “Women like you always come back, Sandy. They can’t help it.”

“You are such a bastard,” she said in a low, sad voice.

He laughed. “Good cunt like yours needs a real man, and I got enough of that for you and some to spare. And besides, you’ll do what I tell you to, or you know what happens next.”

“God, how I hate you,” she said.

The smile winked off Davidson’s face and he slapped her hard enough to knock her glasses off. She grunted with the impact and would have fallen if Davidson hadn’t jerked her upright by the front of her dress. The buttons gave way with little pops and skittered on the ground. She pushed at him, twisting in his grip, and the dress came off her shoulder on the left side. Her bra looked very white in the odd light. Davidson grabbed one of her breasts, the left one, and squeezed hard. Sandy gasped.

“Go home, bitch,” Davidson said in a heavy voice full of threat and danger. “Get on out of here before I give you some more of what you deserve. Go suck your old man’s dick and wish it was mine.”

His shoulder dipped a little, showing the force he was using on her breast. Sandy’s knees sagged as he hurt her. Davidson laughed at that, letting her writhe in his grip long enough to understand that she would get loose when he let her, but not before. And then he pushed her away, hard. She staggered backward, caromed off the Caddy like a pool ball off a cushion and fell, wind milling her arms like a kid.

Davidson didn’t offer to help as she got to her hands and knees and then stood up again. She was crying openly, and stumbled, trying to tug her skirt down and hold the bodice of her dress closed while scrambling away from him at the same time. She fell again, sobbing, and pulled herself up against the car.

Mickey clenched his teeth and held still while as his wife unlocked the door to her little Volkswagen and slumped behind the wheel. She had on her waitress dress, or what was left of it, the brown nylon one with the white collar and the short skirt. She always wore panty hose with it because the restaurant was bone chillingly cold. Mickey had seen enough to know that she didn’t have the panty hose on anymore, and it about locked his diaphragm, because she didn’t wear panties under panty hose, meaning she was naked under that little skirt.

She started the car and drove away, still crying, and wiping brusquely at her eyes so she could see where she was going. She didn’t look around, and she didn’t look back at Linus Davidson. He snorted through his nose and hawked one onto the pavement by his car, looking pleased with himself. Then he went back inside and closed the door.

Sandy’s red framed glasses lay on the pavement inches from Mickey’s foot. They were new, and he put them in his shirt pocket. Then he stood up and went to wait by the door, wondering if he was going to have to go in after the fucker. Before he could make up his mind, the light went out in the back window and Linus opened the door again and stepped all the way outside. He didn’t see Mickey standing there to one side of the steps, and turned to put his key into the deadbolt to lock up.

There wasn’t any hesitation to it. Mickey was already tight as a coiled spring, and he just unloaded an out-of-the-park swing with the bat, releasing all that tension at once. It caught Davidson mid-way between the hip and knee with a sound like an ax in a tree and within that solid whack of sound was the wet, muted crack as the femur broke. Linus grunted with the shock of it and the sudden blinding pain, he fell over sideways off the steps at Mickey’s feet.

Before he quite got to the ground the bat came around again and whacked his shoulder so hard that it was going to be a long time before he jacked off right handed again. He crashed to the ground, bellowing with the new pain and with protest, trying to see what was happening and hold himself plus get his arms up for some kind of defense all at the same time. Only he couldn’t get his scrunched up eyes to unlock, one arm had quit working, and his leg was broken. There wasn’t much he could do.

Mickey never said a word, just went after him some more, smashing at whatever happened to be available. Maybe if Davidson hadn’t hit her, he would have gone a little easier. Maybe if he’d left her the fuck alone in the first place they wouldn’t be having this discussion at all. Maybe a lot of things.

He wasn’t mad, just methodical, standing over the man and swinging the bat straight up and down like a man chopping wood. The bat made a hollow tonk of sound when it landed, but what followed wasn’t hollow at all. It sounded like somebody doing just what Mickey was doing. Pounding meat. Eventually, Davidson quit struggling. Mickey stopped and bent over with his hands on his knees to catch his breath.

Davidson sounded bad, breathing shallow and raspy like a man having a heart attack. Or a bat attack. He was conscious, sort of, but probably wished he wasn’t. Mickey resisted the impulse to spit in the fucker’s face. Instead, he dug the wallet out of a back pocket and found a Smith & Wesson snubbie in a clip-on belt holster behind the right hip. He took them both, hefted the bat onto his shoulder and marched away, Paul Bunyan, headed home from the woods. 


Chapter Two

Sandy was in the shower when he got home. She’d have checked on their daughter, and then snuck into the bathroom to wash off some guilt while Mickey slept. Cunt. How stupid did she think he was? While she was in there, he scrubbed his arms and face at the hose pipe in back to get Davidson’s blood off, and then changed clothes in the garage where he’d left lounge pants and a tee-shirt.

That part was all planned, along with the trash bags for bloody clothes and the bleach for the bat. He’d burn the clothes in the morning, and put the bat back in the little league lockbox at the ball field on Sunday. When everything else was done he hefted the gun and the wallet thoughtfully, and then hid them behind the hot water heater for later when he would have some time to think about them.

In five minutes, he was out on the little patio off their bedroom drinking from the half bottle of beer he’d left when he went to Linus’s office. By the time Sandy came out in her bathrobe he’d relit a partly smoked cigar and was lying back in the chaise looking at the stars.

“I thought you’d be asleep,” she said, keeping the left side of her face where Linus had hit her turned slightly away from him. “The girls and I went for coffee after work. I’d have called, honey. I would have, but I didn’t want to wake you guys up.”

“How are the girls?” Mickey asked. “You want a beer?”

“Everybody’s kinda tired, like me. I think I’d like to go on to bed.”

She raised her hands and let them flap back to her thighs like she did to tell him she hated not having more energy, but couldn’t help it, she just couldn’t. Sandy had beautiful hands, with slender fingers and practical nails. Mickey looked at them, thinking that they’d been wrapped around Linus Davidson’s cock.

“I’m tired, too,” he said. “Let me brush my teeth and I’ll come snuggle with you.”

“You don’t have to,” she said, and turned away to go back in the house.

“Wear that little black thing,” he said. “I love how you look in it.”

“Oh, honey...” She paused in the doorway and turned to look out into the shadows of their backyard. “I think I’ll just put on my regular nightgown,” she said eventually. “Do you mind?”

“I like that leather g-string, too,” Mickey said, as if he hadn’t heard her.

“Really, I’m exhausted tonight,” she said, and sounded it. “You know how I get when I’m having a bad night.”

Mickey thought she wasn’t having any kind of bad night at all compared to some, and he wasn’t too happy with her just at the moment, anyway. It pissed him off, her fucking a sly geezer like Linus Davidson while her husband baby sat and washed the dishes at home, and then had the nerve to complain about what kind of nightgown Mickey asked her to put on. He got up and gave her the best smile he could manage on short notice.

“I’ll leave you alone tonight. Just wear it for me, okay?”

She took a breath and let it out so he could hear, telling him she was being a good wife to humor him, and a long-suffering wife, too, putting up with his childish demands just to please him. Mickey was just fucking with her. Sandy didn’t know that, but he wanted her to hop for him, just once.

“Good girl,” he said.

He went to check on their daughter asleep in her bed and then found some of Davidson’s blood around his fingernails that he’d missed and scrubbed carefully at the bathroom sink. Sandy was standing at the chest of drawers when he got back with a drawer open in front of her.

“This one, or this one?” she asked as if the whole thing was just too tiresome to talk about.

“Not the camisole. Wear the sheer one with the tassels.”

“Oh, honey, I...”

“Humor me,” he said. Like you humored Linus, he thought, but didn’t say.

“Oh, all right,” Sandy said with poor grace.

The g-string was a narrow triangle of thin black leather with plain black elastic cords. The utility light on the pole in the back yard cast plenty enough light into their bedroom for him to see the sheer top with the tassels, which was really a filmy crop top with the tassels hanging from the bottom edge to her waist. It was maybe more substantial than smoke, but not much more. She didn’t make a production of it, just put her spare glasses on the night stand and got into bed without any of the sly come-on looks.

Mickey remembered that he had her good pair tucked away in the garage. “You should quit that job,” Mickey said softly. “It’s too hard on you, working this late.”

“We need the money,” she replied, settling onto her side with her back to him.

The fact that she had to work two jobs because Mickey hadn’t been able to keep even one hung there like a cloud over them. Mickey ignored it and scooted up to spoon against her and she let him wrap his arms around and cup her tidy breasts through the nylon. He could feel the way her g-string cut into the soft skin at her hips and pressed himself against her.

“Feel that? Mick’s prick missed you tonight.”

Sandy held still and said, “I’m really not in the mood.”

“And I promised to leave you alone, didn’t I?” He kissed the warm back of her neck. “Don’t blame me, babe. It’s this pesky hard-on. Damned thing has a mind of its own, you know.”

“Please,” she whispered, meaning please, no.

“You’re the one said I should initiate sex more.” He pulled her shoulder to roll her onto her back and kissed her. “Didn’t you say that, baby, that I should be more...?”

“I said it,” she replied. “But I was thinking about candles and a little wine. Not two in the morning on a work day.”

“We’ll just do a quickie.”

He kissed her neck and propped up on one elbow. With the other hand, he stroked her thighs and the leather over her pubic hair. Sandy shifted a little under his touch, but kept her legs closed. Mickey kissed her on the mouth again and stroked the one hand up her belly and under the sheer top to her pretty breasts.

“Can’t we do this in the morning?” she asked with her eyes closed.

“Let’s do it again in the morning,” Mickey said.

Of course he knew she didn’t want to. And he knew why. There was a distinctly perverse pleasure in putting the pressure on her, knowing that she had no idea he was wise to what she had been up to. She’d fucked somebody else not half an hour before, and she’d cried about it, and then there’s old Mick with his dick in his hand, wanting a piece of what she had already put out for somebody else. The last thing he’d wanted from her was sex, and then without any kind of buildup, it was the only thing he wanted.
“I’m going to do the elastic thing,” he said.

Sandy’s eyes opened. “Please, don’t,” she said, looking worried.

“Just be still.”

The elastic thing could only be done with the leather g-string. If he pulled the leather up and tugged it, the elastic cord would stretch tight from back to front and cut into the soft flesh between her legs. He’d made her cum that way once, and she had told him that it hurt and to never do it again. Ever.

Her mouth sagged a little when he did it, and then her lips pressed together tightly when he did it harder. She made a soft little hum that was all protest but no denial, and Mickey bent over to suck her nipples through the sheer nylon. Her hips moved a little, and then her legs shifted as if they were doing it on their own. He kissed her neck and then her mouth again and held still until she opened her eyes.

“I like doing this,” he said, pulling firmly on the g-string.

“It...it...”

“Shush,” he said, whispery voiced.

Sandy closed her eyes again and licked her lips and swallowed. Her mouth opened finally when he kissed her again, and then the heat rose up from her suddenly, as if someone had opened an oven door. Her breath caught, and Mickey put his tongue in her mouth and she moaned.

Linus Davidson had missed out. All the silly bastard had done was prime the pump. Sandy’s reluctance evaporated like smoke on a spring breeze. While the kiss went on, Mickey sawed deliberately up and down with the g-string, knowing that the elastic was cutting hard into her labia and clitoris. She was wet. He could smell her. She lifted her knees slowly off the bed and spread her legs in invitation.

“Not yet,” he said. “Come on, San baby, cum for me.”

“I’ll...try,” she said in a raw whisper.

She let her hips go then and rocked them up and down with the motion of what he was doing to her. Jaw muscles clenched, and she arched her back, barely able to breathe. And then she moaned, a soft rising wail that Mickey was sure Linus had never heard or thought about. Sandy clutched at the sheets with her hands as the orgasm built and then arched all the way up so that she was suspended on heels and shoulders with her backside a foot off the mattress. She bared her teeth, growling with effort as the spasm took her.

Mickey got an arm around her as she came and then rolled on top, pushing her flat onto the mattress again. She drew her legs back, still caught in the orgasmic spasm, and he thrust into her with one motion. She cried out, breaking through the natural reticence that usually kept her near silent during sex. Mickey hoped it hurt. And he fucked her like he had beaten Linus Davidson, letting all his rage flow through the weapon of choice.

He took her hands in his and pinned them to the pillow on either side of her head to hold her down. Sandy gasped and shook underneath him, not knowing how to react, and not able to make a choice about it. He fucked the living shit out of her, and she came again while he did it and then, miraculously, again as he spurted into her body. They had cum together exactly once before in their nearly seven years of marriage.

“Man, oh man,” she said afterwards, clearly impressed. “You sure don’t beat around the bush, if you’ll pardon the pun. I mean, wow. Did you feel that?”

“Maybe you’d better get used to it,” he said, liking how it sounded. He kissed the tip of her nose, and said, “Come on, let’s do it again.”

The second time took forty-five minutes. Mickey checked the clock to be sure. He was tired, and there was a muscle somewhere in the middle of his back on the right side that was sore from swinging the bat into Davidson’s ribs and knees, but he wouldn’t stop. He had one of those aching, rubbery hard-ons that never seem to end, and he kept after Sandy until she was panting from exhaustion and weeping a little from having him inside her. Served her right, Mickey thought, and kept at it.

He put her in every position he could think of and the only respite was when he pulled out to have her suck him while he took a break. She was getting a sort of haunted look before it was over, as if she couldn’t quite believe what was happening, or who it was happening with. One thing for sure, though, she had never known him like that. Never even imagined him like that. He was forcing her in a way that she had never known, raping her in fact, only she didn’t know that and for the moment, didn’t seem to care.

Finally, when he came for the second time at last, Mickey had her lying face down with pillows stacked under her hips. He half knelt between her splayed thighs, held her wrists pinned together at the small of her back, and he knew beyond a doubt that he had never fucked anybody harder or wanted to cum more than at that very moment.

Sandy lay under him limp as a murder victim and he had absolute and utter control over her for the first time in his life. He came grunting like a rutting hog and thinking about another use for the bat he had used on Linus Davidson. He wondered, idly, how she would sleep with that shoved up her ass.

When she got up to go to the bathroom, Mickey went to check on their daughter again. Sandy came back to bed and was very quiet. For a minute there, Mickey thought she might suddenly have been a little afraid of him. He was very gentle with her after that, and she fell asleep in his arms.


Chapter Three

Sandy had on her old granny glasses the next morning, and looked at him like he’d grown horns or something. Mickey pretended not to notice and helped the baby with breakfast. Momma had to get stirring, tired as she was, and get to work. Mickey had gotten up with the alarm and made love to her for the third time while she was still half asleep. Three for him, four for Sandy, the bitch, and he wanted her just as much as he ever did. When she came out of the shower, he suggested that she wear stockings instead of panty hose.

“Stockings will print right through my uniform,” Sandy replied in the patient, talking to an idiot child voice. “Everybody on earth will know.” Her full time work was as a lab tech at an orthodontics office. All the girls in the office wore white dresses, or white pants and colorful smocks. Sandy usually wore dresses, because Mickey liked to see her legs.

“Wear a slip,” he said.

“I have a half slip for that white dressy dress, Mick, but not a...”

She’d argue about anything, trying to make you understand that if you’d just listen to reason for a minute, then you’d see she was right and stop making unreasonable requests. Mickey held up one hand as little Cindy toddled in. Sandy stopped talking because they never argued in front of their daughter, even when it wasn’t really an argument. Cindy went straight to the bed and reached for her mother’s leather g-string. Mickey reached over her head and snagged it first.

