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CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      Three days in a row now it rained. Beyond the crescent of the Ninh Van Bay, the East Vietnam Sea roiled in chilling gunmetal. Waves dashed with the white arrow caps of crashing sea foam. Above the choppy water, the sky swirled in capricious brushstrokes of charcoal and moss. At least the storm clouds were high overhead. The main deluge would be deep in the sea, out where they called it the South China Sea. Here at the sandy bayshore of their luxury resort they were only misted with a fine rain. Above the hammock where they both lay, a reedy thatched roof kept them dry, but the air was damp and chilly. Sadie cuddled against his side, one arm hooked his waist, her breath on his neck.

      The vacation wasn’t exactly ruined, but they’d expected hot. But home was Minneapolis, and it was February. Three days of tropical wet and gray was miles above slush and snow and sleet and freezing rain.

      Sadie read his mind. “At least it’s not lightning,” she said, soft wet breath on the clammy skin of his neck.

      “There’s always a bright side,” he said, getting her to chuckle, slink against him. “I thought you were napping.”

      “I was.” She yawned, covered her mouth with a hand tucked in the deep-purple sleeve of her St. Thomas Law sweatshirt, Class of ’16 across the front.

      A wooden fishing boat bobbed and swayed with the waves  of the bay. Some diehard out there in a charter, transparent rain slicker on, pole with a line cast in the water. He and Sadie did the same fishing tour yesterday, but stayed inside the wood boat’s shelter and toured the bay. They didn’t even try to catch anything, then ended up visiting the lobster farm up the coast for an hour. They spent the afternoon learning how to cook sweet and sour soup. Then they had a couples rubdown, indoors, on wooden beds overlooking a corner of the bay and the mountains beyond. Two women worked their backs hard with fresh-cut green bamboo as rollers. He could still feel it today.

      He cuddled Sadie against him, his hand cupping the point of a shoulder. “What do you want to do for dinner tonight? You want to go to the Bayside again? How about the Rock Grotto? They have pool tables and a juke box, and, like, a twelve-hour pork belly. What do you feel like?”

      Sadie hummed in her throat, thinking. Her long bare legs slunk up and down against each other. She wore only bikini bottoms and her sweatshirt, a leather thong anklet on one ankle, showing off her muscular college athlete legs. First time he’d seen her was on campus. Sadie'd trotted past him, face flushed red, honey-blonde hair clinging to her sweat-soaked skin. She wore athletic shorts in purple, and a white Tommies Hockey T-shirt. Not the picture of classic beauty in that get-up, but damn if Sadie didn’t have him snapping his head around. Sadie was running laps around the campus with four other teammates. As he stood dumbstruck in the path, that big girl, defense, Ashley Carter, spat in his ear: “Stop staring.” She shot an angry glare at him as she ran past, paces behind Sadie. It irritated him because the girl was right. He was a lowlife lech standing there unabashed, watching Sadie’s hard and high ass bounce against satiny purple shorts, those long legs darting and flexing, the swoop of her thighs and calves, the grace of her narrow knees. He’d said Sorry but no one heard him. Stood there still watching as three more hockey girls wove through the pedestrian traffic on the path under the burning fall canopy, October 3, four years before he married that girl that ran past and stole his heart. At that point he’d never in his life watched a hockey game, men or women, pro or college. Didn’t care. But after October 3 he never missed one Tommies game for the rest of Sadie’s time as an ultra-fast Tommy winger.

      When she didn’t answer, still humming in her throat like she couldn’t decide, he prompted her again. “What do you feel like having, Sade?”

      She groaned, stretched a little, and then chuckled.

      “What?”

      “A hot dog,” she said.

      It bothered him at first, thinking she wasn’t enjoying herself. All the way out here in Vietnam, blowing the bank on their vacation, all this rain, no sun, and poor Sadie wasn’t having a good time. He said, “You done? Want to go back home and have American food?”

      She said, “I can get a hot dog here.”

      “Where?”

      She stretched her legs, stiffening them, pointing her toes, got up on an elbow. The daylight was pale gray. It caressed her straight nose, and the wet of her un-made face and un-glossed lips. It lit up the silvery gray-green of her beautiful eyes. She traced hair behind an ear, looking out at the sea. He watched out as well, both of them looking at the boat.

      Now she was looking down past their feet to the end of the hammock, her head circling around and looking above his forehead somewhere. They were the lone occupants of a flagstone tier set on a rocky outcrop just off the main building of the resort. But the rock crop rose behind them blocking the view of the resort. It was a picturesque spot, at once seeming secluded, the view of nothing but the sea, and the hooked ends of the bay. There were spots for other occupants, two tables with four chairs each at their feet and at their head. But they were out alone, other guests at the resort off doing their indoor activities during the inclement weather. Her hands pried from the cuffs of her sweatshirt, and she rolled off an elastic from her wrist. She sat up, tied her hair back behind her head and into a long swooping blonde tail.

      He said, “Hot dogs for dinner? Maybe lunch tomorrow?”

      She sighed: “No, I want a hot dog right now.”

      “It’s not even dinner yet,” he said, trying to figure out what the hell she was talking about.

      She settled back down to lay against him. Her legs slid against his, shaved smooth skin working against his scruffy hair. She hugged him, her hand going up under his T-shirt. Then in one dive-bomb motion, right down the front of his shorts and into his underpants. His knees rose, the sudden thrill of his wife’s hand closing around his sleepy penis drumming his heart beat to life.

      “Well, hey,” he said, now darting his own furtive glances around. It was them alone, them with the bay, one single boat out on the water. “What are you doing, Sade?”

      “Looking for my hot dog,” she said and laughed.

      He tucked his chin down to look at her, she smiled at him, kissed his lips.

      “You are such a crazy monkey,” he sighed. “God, I love you.”

      She kissed his mouth again, said, “Good old American hot dog,” pinching his glans between thumb and forefinger. Her hand curled it then, stretched, tugged, squeezed, caressed.

      He groaned sounds of pleasure to let her know that while this was a surprise, it was just about the most perfect thing in the world. Nervous, he glanced around still, looking left and right, making sure it was still just them, nobody coming up from along the beach to mount this rocky knob and see if the hammock was available.

      “Let’s go upstairs,” he said.

      “I like it right here,” she said, his cock growing hard in her hand. She was masterful too,  good at pleasing him. She knew how to work him into a froth quick. Her touch was gentle on his testicles, her ministrations squeezing and pleasing the end of his dick. In about twenty seconds she had him steel-hard.

      Erection throbbing in her hand, he said, “What if somebody comes up here?”

      “To do what? Sit in the rain?”

      “We’re out here.”

      “We’re from Minnesota,” she laughed.

      He raised his knees a little higher, decided there was no way he was going to stop her. His stomach trembled and he let the feeling of his loving wife’s hand delivering pleasure take him over. Then she withdrew her hand, making him moan with disappointment.

      She put her ear against his chest, both of them looking down his body, her two hands working together on the outside of his shorts now, unbuttoning them, unzipping them.

      He smiled. “You’re crazy,” he whispered, and hugged an arm around her, the light but strong feeling of her lithe body against his feeling so damn good.

      “You love it.”

      “I do.”

      She pulled his dick out, his underwear mashing his scrotum, pulling his balls up to hug the base. He stuck up like a rod, and Sadie held it in her hand, looking at it. She let it go to lick her fingers, then began to tease the head of his cock. She ran the pads of her fingers around it, one clear-coat nail tickling at the pee-hole. She had his thighs shaking.

      She licked her hand again, the webbing between thumb and forefinger, looked around to make sure they were still alone before closing a grip on him and starting to stroke.

      It was heaven and he wanted more. He groaned, “Let’s go to the suite, Sade.”

      “I’m staying right here,” she said, stroking.

      “Fuck, that feels so good.”

      His hand moved from her shoulder down to the narrow of her waist. College athletics were years behind her, but she still had the perfect hard-body. She was tall, five-nine, almost as tall as him, legs that went forever, pretty feet, tight belly. He slipped a hand under her sweatshirt to feel the flat of her stomach, traced his fingertips along the edge of her panty line, following that bikini edge over the bent-over curve of her ass cheek. She wriggled.

      “Don’t,” she whispered. “Don’t distract me from my work—just lay back and enjoy it, Teddy.”

      Right, first name Graham, nickname Teddy. She’d called him that since grad school when she’d discovered it one tipsy night and thought it was about the most hilarious thing ever. But he cherished being her Teddy bear.

      Handjobs were nothing new. Public ones were about as in-the-past as her college athlete days. She’d done it once to him on a park bench, but it was night time, nobody could see because they were in the dark. But still, that thrill of being in public had that escapade as a killer stand-out in their sexual history. Dating only a month, after a party down at Bender’s Bar, the two of them in their senior year sitting on a bench in the park in the hub outside of MacPhail, making out, this hot ass college hockey player pulling his dick out and jerking him off. Wasn’t their first sexual experience, but the ones before that had also just been hands only. Her on him, him on her.

      Now she worked her body tighter against his, her stroke picking up, her hand going fast.

      “Point it out,” he whispered, his head at an awkward angle to peer over her head resting on his chest. She heard him, angled it upright, let him see that beautiful hand of hers jerk him up and down. It was her left hand, but she was good with it, not clumsy. She had long, thin fingers, well-formed knuckles, nails perfect, groomed, currently manicured in a colorless high gloss. In the low light her wedding ring winked, flashing as her hand jerked up and down on him. “Shoot, Sade, I’m going to . . . ”

      “Do it,” she said, “do it,” and now her hand assumed new masterful motion, swirling, squeezing, thumb and forefinger choking on the upstroke, his cock streaming clear excitement and making the end of his dick shiny. “Do it, I want to see,” she whispered.

      “Shoot, babe,” he said, “I’m going to come.”

      Sadie wriggled, cupped the hand hidden in the sleeve cuff of her sweatshirt ready to catch his ejaculate. Faster and harder she stroked, her strong arm working like a piston.

      “Okay, mm, okay,” he said, putting down one knee, squinting, feeling the pressure bulge on his insides, all his vesicles swelling to maximum proportion as his sexual product boiled over and was sent into propulsion. He groaned and arched his back, and he heard Sadie’s high girlish giggle as he ejaculated. He watched; his watery seed laying dormant just about three minutes ago suddenly excited, simmering, then bursting forward through sex tubes out into wet stormy Vietnam air. The wind caught it, sudden gusts from the sea whisking it away somewhere against the rock face that hid them from the resort’s main building. Sadie laughed and stroked. Angled him downward, moving her head out of the way so he could see. Her hand choked and stroked in little jerks as his semen spurted onto the royal purple of her St. Thomas sweatshirt. He watched the pearly seed ball then soak into the fabric, Sadie groaning, sounding like she enjoyed it as much as he did. She squeezed and shook him, a web-like strand still connecting the tip of his penis to the puddles on her sweatshirt sleeve.

      She arched, craned her neck, chin pointed to him. Her eyes were glassy, her smile broad, lips pulling back to show her teeth. “So hot,” she laughed, then kissed him on his chin.

      He hugged her tighter, searched for her lips, found them, took them.
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      The hot dog thing was pretty funny, though she could tell Graham got squirmy, worried she was unhappy. One thing that could turn her Teddy’s smile upside down was her displeasure. It was the biggest turn-on. You could search a long time and never find a man like Graham, one who doted—but not out of controlling, not out of jealousy. Graham cared about her for real. Excellent father material, and damn if back in college her lady-genes didn’t pick up on that and send her swooning into space for Teddy Graham, her bear, her perfect man.

      She laughed now, looking down at the crazy thing she’d done with her hand. Boredom. Boredom mixed with general happiness. Also a mild low-key horniness. “Look what you did,” she said, scolding him, acting cute, presenting to him the cup of her hand, his mess scattered and seeping. He rolled his eyes, and it got her chuckling.

      “What is going on with you?” he asked.

      “Bored,” she told him, letting his dick go and sitting up.

      “Are you bored?”

      She pulled her sweatshirt up over her head, her hand tucked with the cuff pulled inward, her husband’s load protected inside. In the cotton, she said, “No, Teddy, bored in a good way.”

      Sweatshirt tugged off, turned inside out, she balled it in her lap, pressed against her stomach, smiled over her shoulder for Graham. “Mischievous bored,” she said, then fake snarled at him, getting them both laughing.

      Then she shivered as a wet chill settled on her warm bare skin. She cleaned her hand inside her sweatshirt, wiping her husband’s load off, then lay back, settled in the crook of his arm.

      She said, “Did you see your jizz take off?”

      “It went sideways.”

      “I think that rock face might be pregnant now,” she said.

      He chuckled and hugged her in his Papa Bear way and she cuddled into him. He said, “You know how good you are at that?”

      “What . . . ?”

      “Your hand.”

      “This little thing?” She presented her hand near his face, wiggling her fingers, getting close enough for him to turn his face away, squinting. They laughed.

      “I mean it,” he said.

      “You’re welcome,” she said, tucked her hands under her shivering body, hugging herself, hiding against Teddy. “I take hand jobs very seriously.”

      He chuckled, made an uncomfortable groan.

      She laughed. “What—why are you groaning?”

      “Nothing,” he said.

      She peeked up at him. “What is it?”

      “Nothing, it’s fine.”

      She settled against him again, pondering what it was that concerned her husband now.

      “You’re such a pervert,” he said, chuckling, stomach bouncing.

      “Thank you,” she said, but when he didn’t follow up with a nicety, she said, “Hey, I am not.”

      “Don’t worry,” he said. “You’re my kind of pervert.”

      “I can’t tell if you’re complimenting me or not,” she said, narrowing her studious eyes.

      “I am, I totally am.”

      “Because I’m good at hand jobs?”

      “Because you would even think to do that, the two of us here in this hammock.”

      “Fair enough,” she said, snuggling again. “Like I said, hand jobs are serious business.”

      Teddy groaned again.

      She lifted. “Why do you keep groaning?”

      “You serious? Are you being serious?”

      “What?

      He groaned again, then chuckled. “So tell me about why you like hand jobs.”
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        * * *

      

      Sadie said, “Complete control.”

      Something about this got his stomach tightening. “That’s what you like—control?”

      “Complete and total control. You’re like putty in my hand.”

      “I’m not like putty.”

      “No. Very hard putty.”

      “And that turns you on?”

      “It does,” she said.

      “You’ve got skills,” he told her.

      “Thank you.”

      Now following the dark curiosity: “You get practice?”

      She didn’t answer, her long, smooth leg shifting up and down his. But she was thinking, his words probably still stuck in her ear. She eased up a little, looked at him. “What do you mean?”

      “How do you get so good at it?”

      “Oh,” she said, that troubled look not passing from her, but at least more receptive. “I thought you meant I was cheating. I was about to cry.”

      “No-no, I don’t mean that.” He stroked her shoulder.

      “Did I get practice, you mean?”

      “Yeah, that’s what I meant.” He was ready to drop it but she continued.

      “I just like it.”

      An uncomfortable feeling slithered through him, seeing her profile looking out to the sea, that pretty face turned toward the ocean, that dim light painting daubs of pale pastel on her shiny highlights, the curve of her cheek, the curve of her brow, the plump of her lip, and the tip of her nose. She was so beautiful. He smiled. She looked at him. She said, “What has gotten into you today?”

      “I don’t know,” he said, “keep going. Tell me how you like control.”

      “Keep going about control?”

      “Tell me about your practice. You do two-a-days?”

      “I’m telling you nothing,” she said and settled back down next to him.

      “Come on, my little pervert—you like controlling men?” He growled, making his fun grizzly bear sound she liked so much, hooking an arm around her and hugging her. She giggled, squirmed in his clutch.

      She cackled, said, “Get off me!”

      “Tell me,” he said, “I’m serious.”

      “What? I gave some hand jobs,” she said, shrugging her shoulders and giving a What can I say face.

      “Were you a dirty girl?”

      “I already told you all that.”

      She had. They’d gone through their sexual histories. No big surprises there. Some loves lost, some hearts broken, a manageable number of sexual partners for both of them.

      “So tell me.”

      “I . . . liked . . . doing it,” she said slowly, reluctantly, scrunching her cute nose when the words were out.

      “You did?”

      “Yeah,” she said, “so what?”

      “I don’t know,” he said. “I think it’s kinda hot.” And it was weird he thought that. But it was true: the idea of his Sadie being kinky with another man from her past was arousing. Pulling some dude’s piece out and pleasuring him just for the joy she found in pleasing a dick, and seeing that dick show its gratitude.

      “Good,” she said, “I hope you don’t think that it’s bad or that I’m, you know, one of those girls.”

      “I know you’re not one of those girls.”

      She said, “You know I didn’t lose my V card until I was older.”

      “Don’t be defensive. I know. Not till second year.”

      “Right,” she said, “so, using my hand kept me . . .”

      “In the game?”

      She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, in the game. I kinda got . . . I don’t know . . .”

      “Kinda got what?”

      “I don’t know . . . it was weird,” she said, laughing, rolling to her back and looking up at the cover over the hammock. She traced hair back from her face. Quieter: “I kinda got obsessed with them.”

      His heart thudded at the revelation. “You what?”

      “Yeah. I did it once in high school, and then nothing. Then in first year at college, I don’t know . . .”

      “Wait,” he said, getting up on an elbow, looming over her, smirking, a secret part of him thinking she was joking. “So wait a second, you got obsessed with giving hand jobs?”

      “Yeah, I did. What?”

      “What do you mean obsessed?”

      “I liked doing it.”

      “You gave a lot of them?”

      She shrugged, looking a little worried now. He said, “It’s okay, I just— I didn’t know this about you.”

      “Oh,” she said, features shrinking.

      “No, it’s fun. So that was your thing?”

      “Uh-huh.” She nodded.

      “You were good at giving out hand jobs?” Keeping it lighthearted: “Set up a stand like you’re selling lemonade?”

      She snuffled. “Yeah, but I charge a lot more than a nickel.”

      “Now you’re joking,” he said, snuggling so they both lay on their backs shoulder-to-shoulder looking up.

      “I didn’t charge,” she laughed. “But yeah, I . . . yeah, I did a lot.”

      “A lot,” he repeated, almost laughing. “Wait a second . . .”

      “What?”

      “Your sexual partners . . .”

      “Yeah . . .?”

      “You weren’t counting . . . those . . .”

      “Hand jobs?”

      “Yeah. You weren’t counting hand jobs . . . when you gave me your number?”

      “Of partners? No. They weren’t partners. It wasn’t even . . . sexual. For me . . . not really.”

      “Holy shit,” he said, “so how many?”

      “Now you’re mad at me.”

      “No, not mad at all. In fact, I think I’m tickled.”

      “Tickled because of that?”

      “Yup,” he said, scratching a hand through his hair, bewildered at the arousal this weird aspect of his wife provoked.

      She said, “Blowing you away?” There was a measure of concern on her pretty face.

      “Totally blowing me away.”

      “You’re not mad at me or something, are you?”

      “No. Zero-percent. Seriously. So tell me . . . How many are we talking about here?”

      Her eyes flitted side to side.

      “No. The real number, Sadie, honestly, I’d love to know.”

      “I don’t know. . . . A lot.”

      “This is in first year?”

      “Yes, just first year. The obsession ended.”

      “You got bored.”

      “I think I had my fill.”

      “Jesus, Sadie, how many are we talking about?—for real.”

      She crinkled her nose, squinted at him. “How many? Like . . .” She shrugged, winced. “Maybe twenty, maybe . . . more.”

      He stared at her stunned, mouth hanging open.

      “Oh my God,” she said seeing his expression.

      “Holy shit,” he said and fell back, their shoulders bumping again.

      She jumped up, got on an elbow and loomed over him. “Hey, don’t do that to me,” she said, grabbing his cheeks and puckering his mouth.

      “You’re my wife,” he said, laughing through puckered lips

      “This was a long time ago, Teddy.”

      “I’m not mad,” he said. “I think it’s, I don’t know, kind of funny.”

      She said, “Now you’re being stupid.”

      “No, I’m not,” he said. “But, I mean, it’s apparent for everyone involved here we all know now why you’re so good at it.”

      “Don’t make me mad.”

      “I think I like it, Sade,” he said, “I’m joking around here. No need to get mad.”

      “That’s good,” she said. “A little weird, but good.”

      “Wow,” he said, “that’s a lot.”

      “In a school year, is that a lot?”

      “You think it’s twenty?”

      “No, not that much.”

      “Do you remember them all?”

      She stared up. He waited.

      “Sadie, do you remember them all?”

      “No. Some, yeah. But, I . . . used to keep notes,” she said, turning her nose up, disbelieving her own behavior.

      “Oh, my God,” he said and clutched his stomach. “Are you serious?”

      “Yeah. Like a diary. It wasn’t just that in there, there were other things, but yeah, I threw out that diary in second year. I just went through it one day, saw all those things I’d written about what I’d done and I just felt weird.”

      “Now I feel weird.”

      “Hey, don’t,” she said.

      “No, it’s great actually,” he said. “Twenty guys. Maybe thirty.”

      “Not thirty.”

      “And you took notes?”

      “Yes.”

      “What kind of notes?”

      She groaned, turning to pout. “Just leave me alone,” she said.

      “Seriously, Sadie. What did you write down?”

      She looked his way, studying to see if he was vexing her for fun, was serious and he wanted to know, or if he was being weird. “Just . . . how it happened, and what it was like.”

      “I’m so fucking turned on right now.”

      She chuckled, still surmising his true intent. “You’re a pervert. Call me a pervert, look at you.”

      “My hot little lady,” he said and touched her cheek. She flinched and raised a shoulder but he got her smiling. In an imitation of her voice: “Dear diary, I finally jerked off Johnny today.”

      She elbowed him. Hard. He forgot how strong she was.

      “Ow,” he laughed, rubbing his stomach. “I’m trying to be nice to you.”

      “Some nice guy. I will pull that sweatshirt over your head and uppercut you until the authorities come, Teddy Bear.”

      “Like to see you try. Probably break into a hand job part way through, just can’t help yourself.”

      Sadie’s brow snapped into a threatening furrow. “I swear to God, Teddy . . .”

      “What?—I’m your biggest fan. Don’t be mad at me. I think it’s hot.”

      “How can you think that’s hot?”

      He shrugged, looked perplexed. Offered: “Because it was you.”

      She groaned, rubbed her temples. “I can’t believe I told you all that now.”

      “It’s cute,” he laughed, a little wide-eyed. “Imagine if I found your diary, going through some boxes when we were moving in.” He chuckled, then said in a high, feminine whisper, “Page seventy-two: Diary, I just gave my twenty-eighth handy today, and I⁠—”

      “Stop,” she moaned, elbowed him again, looking cross as she could.

      He turned to her now, warmed her up with his softest expression. He cupped her neck, thumbed her cheek. “I love you,” he said.

      “I love the hell of you, too,” she said. “Though a little less right now.”

      They held locked gazes until they both smirked.

      He said, “Do feel better?”

      “What—that I told you that?”

      “Yeah.”

      She shook her head. Said plainly, “No.”

      “You should.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

        

      

    

    
      What the hell kind of notes did she write? That’s what consumed him now.

      There was a mental image he had of Sadie that he couldn’t shake. In the first year of college, Sadie had been in McKenzie House. He didn’t know her then, but he’d had friends in McKenzie House so he knew what the dorms looked like. He had this picture of Sadie coming in late at night, home after a date with some guy. Maybe they’d been to a movie. While she and this faceless college dude watched some drama play out on the big screen, their faces licked in shimmering gray, Sadie had sidled closer to the guy, taken his dick out, did those crazy things with her hand that he was so accustomed to. Jerked the guy off, made him come . . . probably in the Highland Cinema, the place they all went on Sundays to watch a flick when they were hungover from the Saturday. But he didn’t think about the act itself so much. No, it was Sadie slipping into her dorm room, slinking into bed and trying not to wake her roommate. McKenzie House was two residents per room. He didn’t know her roommate first year, didn’t matter, in his mind’s eye the girl was fast asleep, face turned toward the wall. Now Sadie—his mind’s eye Sadie—slipped a leather bound notebook out from under her pillow. It was closed with a small gold lock, and she kept the special key on a long leather thong around her neck. Sadie used her sacred key to open up the treasures sealed within. Pages after pages of notes on things she’d done to boys with her hand . . . 

      What the fuck was so wild and thrilling about that?

      God, he even considered one of his experiences with her might’ve been illustrated on one of those pages.

      Met this guy Graham. Good kisser. Seems like a real nice guy. Jerked him off on a park bench out front of MacPhail.

      Or was there more? He could picture this journal now filled with dirty details. What kind of details? Sadie was a doodler. What if she’d doodled what she’d done? Shit, what if she’d doodled what the guy had between his legs? That got his stomach tightening. Little notes tagged alongside: Thick one. Kinda small. Oh my God, magnificent! Did she make notes like that? Detailed examinations of what other men had. God, it was endless. Did she make comments about the noises they made? How long it took them to ejaculate? How much came out? Holy shit, he thought, digging a thumb into his side as Sadie bent over with a pool cue, poised to take a shot. How far did it shoot out? . . . 

      Jesus, fuck.

      Tonight they’d skipped the pork belly, going to the fine dining restaurant on the other side of the resort instead, the one overlooking the north side of the bay. Was it the oysters he’d eaten making him crazy? Sadie had joked about them as aphrodisiacs. He had ordered the oysters on purpose. Ever since Sadie told him the shocking dirty details about her first year in university, his sex drive had clunked up into a higher gear, desperate for traction. Lobster, king prawn, oysters . . . They’d split a bottle of French wine, sitting inside the restaurant because it was still raining. No dessert, instead coming to the lounge, a thatched-roof open-air bar by the waterside.

      Waves lapped at the sandy beach just twenty feet out from where they played pool on a terrace. Steady rain pattered on the walkway beyond the handrail, and steady streams poured from the reedy roof’s overhang. Four pool tables lined along the railing, their tops matted in burgundy felt. Back home in Minneapolis, they’d taken up billiards recently. A new bar and billiards lounge had opened over on Marshall Street, a five-minute walk from their apartment, and they went there about twice a month and knocked some balls around with some of Sadie’s pals from the law firm. It was fun, and he’d even been slipping out at lunchtime, down to the Tiger Bar on Fifth Avenue, him and Donny splitting some nachos and him getting some secret practice in on the tables they had there. Right now, though, all he could think about was his dirty Sadie learning about boys’ sex organs for the first time away from home, alone in that dorm room in McKenzie. God, she was so sexy. Because they’d gone to the fine dining tonight, they’d dressed appropriately. Sadie wore her slinky Prada dress that she loved. Lightweight, stretchy material that clung to her athletic curves. The back was cut in a V down to the middle of her back, and as she ran her pool cue back and forth over her elegant bridge hand preparing for her shot, he watched his wife’s graceful muscle undulate under her gleaming tanned skin. She settled on her angle, drew back her elbow then launched her shot, the cue ball zipping with backspin, hitting the 7, rebounding off the rail who knows where because all he was looking at was Sadie’s narrow waist and the shape of her sexy ass in the pink stretch material. He moved forward as Sadie backed up, regarding the layout in the aftermath of her shot. They bumped together, his hardness into the softness of her right ass cheek. He moved her against the table; she laughed, set down the butt of her cues on the floor near his foot. He pressed her into the table with his erection; Sadie leaned forward. In a low groan next to her ear, hiding his lusty intent underneath Post Malone playing on the jukebox, he said, “You’re the sexiest fucking woman in the world.”

      Sadie wiggled against him, said, “I can tell you think so.”

      He breathed against her long neck a moment, Sadie staying still, then he said, “My shot.”

      She bumped her butt against him, said, “Maybe you should untuck your shirt before we get kicked out of here.”

      He laughed, did what she told him. It was probably a good idea. He untucked his polo, walked around to the other side of the table, his eyes on Sadie. Sadie was into it, giving him that sly look back, even cocking out one hip, giving him a sexy pose. How the fuck did he get so lucky?

      He lowered to the table, drew back two practice pulls, then shot the cue ball into the 13, balls clattering around the table. He sunk what he was aiming for, hid the cue ball behind the eight then shot a finger-pistol at his wife. “Good luck with that one,” he said.

      “Guy wants to get lucky tonight,” she said, “might be a good idea to let the lady win.”

      “But my Sadie loves a challenge.”

      She smiled, showed him her confident face. “I do, indeed,” she said, sauntering around the table, studying her angles.

      Two of the three other tables were played by couples; a man and wife from Paris, and another couple from Portugal, young people who spoke very little English. Everyone engaged in their own play, and the table closest to them vacant, he and Sadie were left alone. At the foot of the table, set back against the terrace railing, their drinks sat on a small high-table; a glass of Côte Rôtie for Sadie, two fingers of Basil Hayden on ice for him. It could rain all it wanted, things were looking good.

      As Sadie came around, she brushed against him, and he kissed under her ear, letting her silky hair tickle at his chin. She was playing it up, acting sultry, bending in front of him even though there was no shot to make, purposely teasing him with the view of her strong, graceful body wrapped in tight fabric.

      She rose again, like she’d studied her next shot. She said, “Put me in a bad spot, Teddy. But you left yourself open for trouble.”

      No care what she was talking about, just enjoying the scent of her perfume, he smiled at her. She sauntered, bent over again. He put the butt of the pool cue between his feet, hands gripping the cue’s point, rested his chin on his wrist, and watched her slinky body lower to the table, the muscles moving as she launched her shot. She admired her handiwork, rose to stand and face him. She stuck the point of her tongue into one cheek and gave him a sly look. “Get out of that one,” she said.

      He regarded her a long moment then looked to the table. Fuck. She’d left him in big trouble. He looked at the balls, looked back at her, and she closed the distance between them.

      He said, “That’s a nasty leave, Sades.”

      She said, “Flub your shot, then take me upstairs.”

      “I don’t flub anything.”

      “You’re not going to beat me, Teddy.”

      Their faces were close, their breath touching each other’s skin. He was so in love with her. The things she’d told him today, it was like he’d been living in this amazing house for the longest time, and he was moving boxes down in the basement and discovered this door. Where does this door go?  . . . You peek inside, and you see all this great stuff in there, but you’re gonna need a flashlight.

      He said, “I make the shot, Sadie, I get my way.”

      “And what’s your way?”

      “My choice. Anything I want.”

      Her eyes flicked up and down, his wife assessing him. “What are we talking about here, Teddy Bear?”

      “You know what I’m talking about.”

      She nodded once, narrowed her eyes. “Sex, right?”

      He tried not to laugh, tried to keep a straight face. “Sex, Sadie.”

      More nodding, pondering. “I’m up for that,” she said, raising her chin confidently.

      “Whatever I want?”

      “You gotta make the shot first, Teddy.”

      “I make it, I get whatever I want?”

      “You sure can,” she said, and they both smiled at each other, both of them knowing fifteen minutes from now they would be back in their beachfront villa tearing each other’s clothes off.

      Sadie had no idea what he could ask for. Things were calling to him from a distant horizon, harpies on an island, singing him wonderful but terrifying songs. His heart pounded in his chest, but he showed his wife nothing but every inch of his confidence. He snuffled laughter, narrowed his eyes, showed her his back as he lowered to the table. No way to make this shot. Eight-ball balancing on the precipice of instant defeat, both his remaining balls sandwiched it on either side. Certain doom. No shot to make. Elbow drawn back, he lined it up, chewed the inside of his cheek, eyes burrowing fiercely, bulging out of his head as he thought of the possibilities of getting Sadie to do whatever it was he wanted.
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