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Excerpt

I am standing here because I am watching her suck his dick, and she is a hot mature blonde, and-

Yet, Billy knew that was not the fullness of the story. He told himself that, but inside of him, he knew that it was more; every other time someone had come at him for sex, and it was a guy, he had reacted violently, even if part of him was curious about cock himself-

And why is that, then, Billy?

Billy felt confused- he knew what he needed to do, which was leave, but he was frozen in place, his feet unwilling to take him away from the scene before him.

It’s because I am not someone’s bitch, I am a man, and I am not going to be treated like a woman!

Lem, who was now laying back and getting his cock sucked by his wife, was a man, too. He may not be some hardened convict, but he walked like a man, talked without a lisp, and had a beard. He didn’t wear pink, he didn’t wave his hand backwards, and he didn’t listen to Madonna in the office.

Nobody treats him like a woman. 

No, he was fit for an older man, his bare chest flat and slightly hairy, and there was no doubt that he had grown up working. One look at his hands told you that- calloused, and pocked with the remnants of old scars and burns, these were hands that had held wire in them, and had roped cattle.

And he still wants to suck cock, too- his wife doesn’t think anything less of him for it, either.

Her head was moving up and down him even faster than before- she was not only not repelled, she was even more turned on than she had been…

So if you can still be manly, and want to suck cock- and want to have sex with women- then what?\

Lem has it all- a good job, an expensive house, and a beautiful wife. He just wants something extra, something that I want….

Billy began to stroke himself again, as he pictured what it would be like- maybe sucking cock with anyone else would indeed make him feel like some sort of jail-house bitch, but if he sucked Lem’s cock , or let Lem suck his cock, how would that make him any less of man?

Yes, if I ever did this, it would have to be with someone like him- and if I did this, what would his wife say?

“You should really try this,” Sariah said, suddenly, “Trust me, it tastes good.”

“It does?” Lem said.

“Yes,” Sariah said, “It does- a little salty sure, but all men are different.”

“What about cum?” Lem asked, “What does that taste like?”

“Thicker usually,” Sariah said, “Sometimes bitter, sometimes a little sweeter.”

I bet it does taste good- a unique taste, a hot sticky salty taste-

Billy closed his eyes- he was going to get himself off, damn the floor, no matter what. His balls were aching, and he was getting close, pretending inside of his own head that he was the one doing the sucking…

“Depends on the man,” Sariah said, “Younger men seem to have more fluid, more to drink.”

“Men like Billy?” Lem said.

“Yes,” Sariah said, “I bet Billy tastes great- that he would fill both of our mouths. Would you like that, Lem?”

Oh fuck-

Billy did not think- he leaned forward, to steady himself with his right hand as his left stroked his cock, but instead of making contact with the firm wall, he pressed his weight against the bedroom door.

Shit!

Billy fell forward, the door flying open as he opened his eyes, and he stared right into the surprised faces of his hosts!

Fuck fuck fuck!


The Chance

 

It was a surprisingly cold morning, considering that it was well into May, and the day before had been a sunny eighty degrees.

Billy awoke, opening his eyes as the glare of the sun reflected through the chipped windshield of his old Dodge pickup. 

The vehicle was in need of a paint job, and for the last hundred miles, it seemed to be drinking more than it’s usual quart of oil a week. While most people would not entrust their life to a truck that was made nearly twenty years before they themselves were born, what choice did Billy have?

This is the one thing in my life that has proven itself, to be stable and reliable.

It is pretty sad indeed when you are so alone in the world that you think of a two ton chunk of iron and steel as your best friend, but at least this was one friend that Billy did not have to worry about. As long as Elsie, the name he had given her when he bought her two and a half years ago from a field in Humble, was given the right amounts of gas, oil, and water, she would faithfully carry him wherever he wanted to go, and she would be there for him to sleep in as long as times were rough. She was old, and like most old people, she needed some time to wake up, but once she was awake, she was still glad to do what he needed her to do for him.

And she is never going to turn snitch on me.

Billy rubbed his head with his hands, as he struggled to adjust his eyes to the brightness of the sun, and he moved his legs out of the old sleeping bag that some church organization had given him outside of Fort Collins. Colorado had been even colder than this state, the people a strange mix of liberal pot heads in the city and rednecks in the smaller towns, and Billy had not stayed there longer than he absolutely had to. Two weeks was enough, especially when his job cleaning out tanker trailers had decided to pay him half of what they had promised when he had signed up down at the labor service.

They say I am a crook, but those people are the worst crooks I have ever met.

When he had complained about them splitting his check into two thirty hour segments, instead of paying him federally mandated overtime, the manager at the service had laughed in his face. When Billy had threatened to call the department of labor, the manager had told him to get off of his property, or Billy was going to find out what the inside of the Weld County Jail looked like.

Billy was not afraid of some county jail. Jailbirds, people who make a life of going in and out of such places for various petty offenses, always love to say how rough it is in their respective county facility, but nothing compared to the abuses of the Texas Department Of Criminal Justice. After all, people in county jail either were in for less than a year, or they still held onto the hope (no matter how unrealistic it was), that somehow their attorney would be getting them out of prison time, so most of them restrained themselves, just as most of the jail guards kept it in the back of their mind that they were likely to see any of their inmates on the other side of the walls in the future. Prison was different, a place where most inmates were not getting out for decades or longer, and most guards knew that they would never have to worry about the consequences of abusing an inmate, as long as they were careful enough not to get caught slipping while on the job. That said, the last thing Billy wanted was to return to the confines of being a guest of the criminal system.

Life is hard out here, but at least I can smell the fresh air, and I can go where I want.

The last two years in change had passed much in the way that time in prison had, the days long and slow but the months themselves blending together, Billy’s life a constant loop of travel, low paying temporary jobs that wore out his back and bored his mind, and the ever present fear in the background that with one mistake, he could lose it all. As the man in the Dallas bus station had told him the day that he got out of prison, the same attitude of not taking any guff from people that allowed him to walk out of the gray walls of TDCJ with his mind and asshole intact, was the same attitude that would get him sent back. Billy’s last name was not badass, but in prison he would have reached over the counter, and yanked that bitch ass manager up out of his seat…

And unless I want to go back to prison, I had better just let it go.

That was why he had taken the last of what little money he had, replaced his radiator, and had driven over the mountains and across the cold hell of Wyoming, to this parking lot in Salt Lake City. Fortunately, the security at this Wal Mart had not bothered him yet despite the city ordinance that prohibited people from living in their vehicles, but Billy knew better than to wear his welcome out. After five days here, including a very long weekend and a day wasted registering at the nearest day labor service, Billy knew that he had to figure something else out.

So what now?

He didn’t have enough left for gas to make it to the next major city, which was Elko- unlike states further east, this western part of the country was far more spread out, the distances measured in hours instead of miles, with the in between made up of small towns and desolate roadways.

I should go down to Welfare Square.

Another homeless guy, an older man who smelled like mouthwash despite his complete lack of teeth, had told Billy that in this town, the LDS church had something called Welfare Square. They would give him food, help him find where the services were, and all they would expect was a few hours of loading a truck, or pushing a broom in return. Billy, ever skeptical, had asked why he himself had not availed himself of this opportunity, but then the older man’s brief moment of lucidity was punctuated by a stream of random profanity about the church.

Suddenly a security guard appeared as if out of nowhere, knocking his flashlight against the drivers side window.

“Can I help you?” Billy asked, rolling down the old hand cranked window.

As much as he despised cops, security guards were worse- they were usually either old people who could do nothing more than radio for help, or those who had not passed the physical to be a real cop- but that said, Billy knew that provoking them was not a solution. They are petty tyrants, yes, but even the smallest level dictator rules within the borders of his own fiefdom.

“Look,” the man said, “I have let you sleep here for nearly a week, but you are going to have to move along now.”

“Where am I supposed to go?” Billy asked, more of a question towards himself, than one he was asking of this low payed deputy dog in the bright green uniform.

“I don’t know,” the guard said, “But we switch shifts in an hour, and my boss is not so understanding… So you better move along now, and stay gone for the next four days, okay?”

This security guard was surprisingly decent- Billy knew that he was telling the truth, and that what he was saying was not coming from him personally.

There are always exceptions to every rule.

“Okay,” Billy said, “Do you know where Welfare Square is?”

“Yes,” the guard said, “See, you take a left up there at the stop sign-”

 

“Brother Jensen, do you have time for one more?” Thelma asked over the old red phone that somehow had survived four decades in this office.

“Yes,” Brother Jensen said, looking at the old industrial wall clock that hung on the far wall of this small square room, “But just one more- I have to be back at the dealership in an hour.”

“Of course,” the older woman said, hanging up.

I love my church, but sometimes, it takes a lot out of me.

Lemuel Jensen was the seventh son of a prominent family of pioneer stock, a clan of people that had been born and raised in the high desert of Box Elder county since the days when Utah had been known as Deseret. 

There had been no question that he would follow in the faith of his fathers, and their fathers before them, but Lemuel had preferred the lights of Salt Lake City, to the isolation of the desert, and the smell of a cow’s rear end. At first his family had tried to discourage him, saying that Salt Lake was the one place in this holiest of states that had gentiles (and with gentiles comes temptation), but Lemuel had pursued his own path after his mission. Twenty six years later, as the sales manager of one of the largest car dealers in the entire state, Lem knew he had made the right choice. The price of beef continued to be stagnant, so his family back in what was once known as Cedar Creek were struggling to make ends meet, but he himself was quite successful.

Lem had long been content with his life- managing the dealership, and coming home to the woman he loved for the last twenty six years, who even now was still a pretty blonde with sparkling blue eyes- but as the last of their three children left, he had suddenly found extra time in his life. To some people, a ten hour day at work would be enough, but after decades of keeping busy between work and church and home, the house suddenly seemed empty, so Lem had gladly decided to give back to the church that had given him so much. 

This is why he now found himself , three mornings a week, having conversations with the various homeless people and others on the bottom rung of society that came in for the free food that the church offered to the greater community. 

The church had always believed in charity- though the outside world loved to criticize the church for it’s conservative stances on social issues, they seemed to ignore the fact that the church did all it could to help those who were less fortunate. When disaster struck, the church was usually one of the first groups to offer assistance to an area, no strings attached. For the people in Utah who were not members, and were stuck on the bottom rungs of society, the church also gladly offered help, but the help came with some basic conditions.

First, the person asking had to be willing to do some work around the Square, for at least a couple of hours. This “work” could be something as small as cutting the grass, or loading a pallet of crates by hand into the back of a box truck, nothing that was really physically intensive or mentally demanding. It was more to establish the idea in a person’s mind that they were not being given anything, but instead, had earned the fifty dollars worth of groceries and clothing that was given to them after they completed their tasks. As the prophets had said, a hand out is just that, but a hand up is worth so much more.

Second, before they received their food, they were asked to speak to Brother Jensen.

As the manager of a successful business, the presiding bishop had determined that Brother Jensen would be ideal for the role of career counselor. He had years of experience in hiring people, so whom would be better to help down and outers find work?

Lem had went into this with the idea that he was truly going to help change lives. Although he did not particularly like the immoral man whom sat in the nations highest office (and he reflected daily that if Romney had not been a church member, we would not have this man in office right now), Lem still had to admit that the economy was improving. Utah’s economy never truly collapsed like it did in other areas, as the church was certain to conveniently inject money into the area as soon as things looked bleak (through projects like the City Creek development), but even so, there were more jobs than people in the valley right now. The best way to change someone’s life was to get them into a stable life. And the first step to that, was to get them employed.

Within his first ten “clients”, Lem soon learned that these people he was attempting to help were not the same as the average job seeker.

True, many of them had economic limitations, such as a lack of transportation, or even a lack of a stable place to sleep, but this was nothing that Lem had not seen before. About half of them had criminal records, which did reduce the pool of available employers, but there was always plenty of construction work in this region, and the big three companies would give someone a chance who wanted it, so that was not necessarily a bar to employment either. Some of course were obviously dealing with addiction, and while this was another bar to employment, Lem did specifically point them in the direction of companies that do not drug test, such as Arctic Circle. After all, any job was a start, and was better than having to essentially trade labor for food.

With the more limitations a person had, the harder it was to get them a job, and the lower down the scale Lem had to look. Thanks to the fact that almost all business owners were church members, he could usually find anyone some sort of employment, even if the wage was low and the job itself was far from glamorous. Sex offenders, the ones who had the hardest time getting work, were still able to get some sort of job, especially with his assistance. However, the one thing he could not do was make someone want to work, or make them want to improve their lives.

The first time he realized this, was when he saw the same person three months in a row. The first time they had talked, the man had told him a sad story of losing everything to a divorce, followed by a journey into the world of heroin, and an extended vacation at Point Of The Mountain. Lem had put him in contact with a company that needed someone who was willing to give him a chance unloading boxes from a moving truck as a helper. While it was not the best job, it was better paying them some, and the man had left with the promise that he would be at that interview.

When Lem saw him again next month, he asked what had happened, and the man claimed that he had not been able to make it because he was sick. Despite his misgivings, Lem still tried to help, arranging for him to have an interview at a factory that made trusses. He even gave him a gas voucher, so that he would be able to make it there with no problems. Once again, the man promised he would be there, and he both apologized and extended his gratitude.

The third time he saw the same man, the man gave another excuse, claiming that his car needed tires, and had been impounded by the police. While Lem was able to give out vouchers for gas, he was not authorized to pay for car repairs. This time, the only thing he had available was a fast food job, and this time, the man did not even pretend to be thankful. He said he was not some Mexican, and he was not going to work at such a job, no matter what. He walked out of the office, and when he returned again, Lem didn’t even make him pretend to be interested in work.

He was what the volunteers unofficially called a returnee- someone who would show up every thirty days like clockwork, as soon as they were eligible to receive a hand out- and the presiding bishop told him that the best thing to do, was to keep offering him assistance, but not to force him.

Over time, Lem soon saw that this man was not an exception, but the rule. About two thirds of the people who came to the square were returnees as well, with no interest in anything other than what they could get for free. While Lem did not believe in judging people, as that was for God and Smith alone to do, it did make him somewhat apprehensive.

“Hello,” Lem said carefully, as his last client entered the room, a young man who looked barely eighteen, “My name is Brother Jensen, would you care to sit down?”

“Sure,” the young man said, his blue eyes staring from Lem to the picture of Joseph Smith on the wall, “Okay.”

“So what brings you in today?” Lem asked, the usual spiel he said when he had a new client.

This young man does not have the look of a career beggar- he looks more like someone’s son, than he does a lifelong street person.

“I got stuck here in Salt Lake because I ran out of money,” the young man said, direct and to the point, “I need some food, and a job.”

Does he really want a job?

“What are you willing to do for work?” Lem asked carefully.

In his experience, the few people who really wanted a job- and were actually in need- would take anything. Lem used this as a test, to see exactly what their motivations were.

“Anything,” the young man said, his tone telling Lem he meant his words.

 

“So how was your day today?” Sariah asked her husband, as she sat down across from the empty table.

Even though it was now just the two of them, she still set five places- she knew that this was out of habit, and she recognized that at some point she should stop doing this, but it had only been a few months since their youngest had left home.

Honestly, closer to a year, but why dwell on it?

The reason she dwelled on it was simple- she had been a house wife since she was twenty two, and now, the days that were formerly spent cleaning and cooking for a family of five, were empty. There was only so many times one could vacuum the same carpet, and even though she had started doing yard work (something that used to be Lem’s part of the housework), she still found herself done by the middle of afternoon. 

That is what I get for inheriting Germanic efficiency.

“It was actually interesting,” Lem said, as he began to cut up his steak- when his knife proved dull, Sariah could not help herself, leaning forward to cut his meat for him.

Oh— what am I doing—

Lem didn’t say anything- he rarely did, if it was a word of criticism- but the look he gave her, arching his left eyebrow as he stared into her eyes, told her all she needed to know.

“Sorry,” Sariah said quickly, remembering that this was her husband and not one of her children, “I-”

“It’s okay,” Lem said, his tone truly meaning it, “I understand.”

How can you possibly understand?

For the time of their marriage, they had always worked as a team.

Lem was the head of the household, as he was supposed to be as the priesthood holder in this life and the next, but he had never used this to rule over Sariah like some would be feudal lord. He had left her to run her sphere, that of the home, just as he concentrated on his sphere of business. He would offer advice if asked, just as she would if she felt she could offer some, but it was advice, not orders.

This traditional arrangement, one that many members of the church tried to practice, had actually worked well for them. It was not just because Lem had a skill in management, it was more so because he truly let her make the decisions that affected the internal affairs of the household. Yes of course he was the one who was in charge of the discipline that was necessary to raise productive members of the church and society, but when it came to anything else, such as finances, he allowed her free reign. So many men said they wanted a traditional marriage, one where the wife stayed home, but they still wanted to control the household, as well as have complete control over the outside affairs of the family.

Unlike most men, he seemed to get that even though she was a woman, she still needed to be in charge of something.

This had worked for years, and like a machine, the nineties and aughts had passed, day after day, month after month. Things did not change, until they were now left alone together, and suddenly her half of responsibility was so much less than his half. Now she felt like she was not an equal part of a team, but that she was dead weight, being dragged along by her husband until he retired- in another fifteen years or more.

Almost half again as long as we have been married

“So tell me what happened?” Sariah said, changing the subject, “Did you have a lot of sales today?”

“No, not really,” Lem said, “We did get rid of that International finally, if you can believe it.”

“Really?” Sariah said.

The vehicle he was talking about was an old seventies model International pickup, painted in a hideous shade of burnt orange, complete with twin custom pipes on either side of the cab. Lem had taken it in on trade when he first started as a salesman, and it had sat here all these years, except for twice a day when Lem himself took it around the block to keep the engine from seizing up. Lem’s boss had called it a new comers mistake, but had laughed it off over time, as it became something of a long standing joke around the office over the years.

“Yes,” Lem said, “Some guy from Oklahoma bought it- came out here on the bus to pick it up. So I should be getting a commission next month, I think a hundred dollars.”

They were not rich, but they were well enough off that a hundred dollars was more like pocket change, than it was a substantial bonus.

“You were right Lem,” Sariah smiled, “You knew you were going to sell the truck. No wonder why you are in such a good mood.”

Not that you usually aren’t.

Sariah’s mother had been opposed to their marriage, not because she didn’t like Lem, but she expected that he would eventually drag her daughter out to the desert ghost town he came from, all the way up on the Idaho line. She had been convinced that while his family were indeed proper LDS, and not some strange offshoot, that they still lived according to the Principle. The church had rejected polygamy a hundred and twenty plus years ago, and the plygs who were still around were never openly LDS anymore, but whispers said that some of the members of the old desert wards kept this obsolete part of the faith alive in secret. Contrary to her mother’s opinion, Lem had never once wanted to go back to what he called the old dirt patch.

“Looks like we can go to a steakhouse,” Lem said, as he bit into his steak, “Though yours is better…”

“Thanks,” Sariah said.

“Oh, but there is something else,” Lem said, between bites, “I did meet someone interesting today.”

“Oh, a customer?” Sariah asked.

Lem was not really a gossip, but he was still a salesman- and so she always heard about the bad and the good, the customer who was angry because his car was repossessed after six missed payments, or the old man who insisted on having a ten year old Focus repainted (even though he simply could have bought another ten year old Focus in the color he wanted for less than what he spent). 

“No,” Lem said, “At the Square- his name is Billy Bazio.”

Not again, Lem.

“Bazio- is that Italian?” Sariah asked, being conversational, despite her rising apprehension.

“I don’t know,” Lem said, “Not sure actually- he doesn’t really look Italian, I mean, he has black hair, but his eyes are as blue as mine.”

“Hmm,” Sariah said, “So what was interesting about him?”

“Well, he actually wanted a job,” Lem said, “I see a lot of people who say they want a job- but this young man really meant it.”

As much as she loved her husband, and as much as he recently seemed to be tired from volunteering at the Square, Sariah knew that he still had the tendency to get too involved in trying to help these people.

Sariah was not cold- she volunteered within the Relief Society, as a good Mormon woman is supposed to do- but she was a realist. Whether it was right or wrong, almost all of the people who turned up there were various derelicts, usually out-of-staters who had just learned that the Mormons gave out free stuff. They were no more interested in gainful employment, than they were in learning about the Celestial Kingdom, or about the young man from Palmyra.

“Please don’t tell me you hired him,” Sariah said.

“I did,” Lem said, “I know, you are going to say it was a mistake- but he was honest with me, telling me that he did some time in prison, yes, but that he feels like he needs to find a place in the world.”

“And what was he in prison for?” Sariah asked.

Yes, people who committed crimes of different natures were better or worse to varying degrees, but all of them who actually ended up in prison, developed the same type of mentality in many ways. They always were looking for an easy way out, a way to get rich quick, and they would not hesitate to commit more crimes when they realized that anything in life took time to earn. The greatest fault they mostly had was their impatience, that is what the Relief Society president ( a career parole officer) , had said, when she was explaining one time why most of them end up returning to prison within a few months of release.

“He said fencing stolen property,” Lem said.

So he is a thief… great. 

“I am not telling you what you should do,” Sariah said, “But you remember what happened the last time you hired a convict.”

Lem had hired someone directly once, and while the man had worked hard for a week and a half, the first time he was left alone to finish up his work, he decided that detailing the cars should include removing the stereos from them. He was caught, of course, and the cars were quickly restored, but the black mark on her husband’s generally perceptive business sense still stung Sarai. 

“Yes, I do,” Lem said, “But that guy was fifty, and a career criminal. Sariah, Billy really is like a lost kid. He just needs a chance.”


The Dinner Guest

 

“Hi, Billy, how are things going today?” Lem said.

“Good, thanks for asking,” Billy responded, not looking up from the rims of the BMW convertible he was busy detailing.

Lem casually inspected the job he had been doing.

Billy took his time on each car, and while some of the older Mexican men who worked with him seemed to constantly be telling him to go faster, there was a reason why Lem always made sure that Emilio put him in the high- end section of the used car lot. Billy treated each car as if it was his own personal possession, scrubbing off even years of road dirt and dust without a complaint. No matter how long it took him to stay, he always completed his tasks. Lem usually didn’t like to pay overtime, but for Billy, it was worth it.

I am really glad that I hired him.

“You know, before I was even in sales, I used to do what you do,” Lem said, smiling at his reflection in the perfectly waxed and shined black hood of the car.

“Really?” Billy said, as he dunked the sponge inside of the bucket of cleaner.

“Yes, you act surprised,” Lem said, “You always think I was an old man?”

“No, I don’t think you are old,” Billy said, seeming to pause in his words, like he caught himself from saying more than he should.

“Then why are you surprised, Billy?” Lem asked, curious as to what he was about to say.

“Well, to be honest, I haven’t seen too many Mormons who don’t have money,” Billy said, “I don’t mean to be rude, but it seems like most of this kind of work is done by Mexicans, or at least by people like me.”

Lem generally read the Deseret Times, which was technically independent, but still functioned as a media outlet of the church. However, on the few occasions when he grabbed one of the free newspapers that were left all over the place, he noticed that every story seemed to have the same theme- this state, according to non-Mormons, was a theocratic classist system, where Mormons had all the power and money, and everyone else was their servants.

“You haven’t been reading The Scene, have you?” Lem laughed.

“How can you tell?” Billy asked, working right along, whether or not he thought that the anti-LDS people were telling the truth.

“It just sounds like something that they would say,” Lem said, “You know, I didn’t grow up rich. I was raised on a ranch out in the desert-”
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