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POT ROAST AND TRIFLE
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I was in this bar in East Gladesville having a quiet beer when I got talking to this guy named Marvin.

Six-four if he was an inch. Closer to four hundred pounds than three. A big gorilla type of guy, but friendly with it.

I had a few dollars in my pocket and the rest of the afternoon ahead of me and me and Marvin struck up a conversation.

He said his name was Marvin but friends called him Marvo. I could call him Marvo too if I liked, so I did. I didn’t have much say in the matter.

I told him my name too. Joe. Not Joseph. Not Joey, or JoJo. Just Joe.

“You look like you’re the thoughtful type, Joe,” said Marvo. I’m not really. I worry about things more than think about them. “I bet you’ve got some interesting ideas about life under that reserved exterior of yours.”

I said: “Yeah. Maybe.”

My reserved exterior’s more a matter of the amount of fights my thoughts about things have me got into over the years, none of them ever with a guy as big as Marvo.

Marvo said:

“You can tell when a man’s seen a lot of life, mate. when he’s worked out his own ideas about things.”

As far as my own ideas about things are concerned, I believe that whenever things start looking up life always comes along and smashes you straight back into the ground.

‘Marvo’ didn’t disagree. He understood.

“Married are you, Joe?”

We had the afternoon ahead of us but you can’t fit two World Wars and a bloodless coup into even the longest chat so I just said no and left it at that. I only asked Marvo if he had a wife out of politeness.

“Yes, Joe,” he said. “I do have a wife.”

At that point I excused myself to go to the bathroom. We’d been knocking back the beers pretty steady and the emphasis with which he’d confirmed that he had a wife was somehow unsettling.

I’d hardly unzipped and got my dick out when Marvo was standing at the urinal next mine.

“Ah. That’s better, ey Joe!”

The two of us sluiced the enamel.

I wondered if he was queer, but he’d just told me he had a wife and he hadn’t assaulted me or anything yet, he just stood there grinning and said:

“Fuck, Joe. That’s a big one you’ve got there, mate.” He was right. It was none of his business, but I am extra large. “I bet you’re popular with the girls.”

In fact, I’m not all that popular with the girls though that may be an attitude thing more than size.

We returned to the bar and resumed our conversation but the vibe was a bit chilly after that. I don’t mind people taking an interest in my opinions but Marvo was getting a bit too personal.

So when he stood up and announced that he was going home—it was around seven—and asked me if I’d like to have dinner at his place, meet the wife, I nearly said no, except I’d drunk twelve beers on an empty stomach and my money was running low for buying anything to eat, so I accepted the invitation.

“Yeah. Meet the wife, mate,” said Marvin. “She cooks a nice pot roast.”

**************
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Marvin’s wife, Marlene, was cooking a nice pot roast in five-inch strappy sandals, white short-shorts and a purple lurex halter that was fighting a losing battle with her XLL tits.

Long, slim, muscular legs swooped up to toned butt muscle flexing slashed denim. Those short shorts were slashed plenty steep.

A glass stud twinkled in her navel like a flash light in a passion pit. Engorged peaks in the well-filled lurex said Marlene found cooking dinner exciting.

“Hi, babe!” Marvo gave his wife a smoochy kiss. “This is Joe. I’ve invited him back to eat with us.”

“Oh! Hi, Joe!”

Dark hazel eyes. High cheekbones, bronze blusher flushed rosy from slaving over a hot stove. Luscious cupid’s-bow lips glossed a succulent scarlet. A cascade of black curls flirting with her naked shoulders. I said:

“Hi, Marlene.”

Marvo was a lucky man coming home to a babe like this. Dressed for a romantic tête-a-tête and everything. If I was him I would have given the pot roast another ten minutes and bent her straight over the kitchen table, but that wasn’t any business of mine. Life’s taught me how to get a tingle without embarking on life and death situations.

“Joe’s not married at the moment,” said Marvo. “He doesn’t get many home-cooked dinners.”

Those glossy lips beamed at me.

“Oh, you poor thing!”

There wasn’t much room for the three of us in the kitchen.

Marlene bent and opened the oven door and inspected the pot roast. The juice was spitting so much I immediately got worried for all that silky skin. I’m not into French maids or nothing, but she should have worn an apron.

She bent right over. Packed denim grazed my crotch. Voluptuous short shorts backed me into the fridge.

I prayed God she hadn’t registered how stiff I was. I’m hard to miss when I get a tingle.

The fact is, I felt terrible. Invited into the sanctuary of Marvo’s home for a charitable meal and the tingle was rock-hard. My throbbing spear-head was already thinking about nudging aside that V of slashed denim and confirming that Marlene was as juicy as she looked. It was embarrassing. Just because a chick’s totally fuckable, doesn’t mean you have a right to start dreaming. Marvo was a hale-fellow-well-met sort of bloke but hale-fellow-well-met blokes can often be thin-skinned too, sensitive to the point of violence. I didn’t want to end up rubbing my host up the wrong way before I’d even got a mouthful of that pot roast. It smelled delicious.

Marvo cupped a sumptuous ass-cheek, gave it a squeeze.

“Joe’s divorced, Marly. Lives on burgers and Chinese takeaways.”

It was true, but he didn’t need to make it sound so personal.

“Really?” said Marlene. She had this husky, sultry voice. “We’ll bulk him up, ey Marvo?”

I didn’t need bulking up. I was bulked up already. I’m six foot two, twenty stone of mainly muscle, big across the shoulders, just not as big as Marvo, that’s all.

It was cramped in the kitchen. I wondered if they’d take it amiss if I went and waited for dinner in the dining room— if you can’t stand the heat stay out of the kitchen— but I thought better of it. It was their house, not mine.

Marlene’s nails were long and manicured, a glossy scarlet to match her lips, with rhinestone embellishments round the cuticles. She slipped them into a pair of oven gloves and lifted the pot roast out of the oven. A delicious smell of beef and onions and basil and gravy stock came out with it.

“Sure smells good,” I said.

“Gee, thanks, Joe. Hope you like chuck cuts.”

“Sure do,” I said.

Years of eating hamburgers and Chinese takeaways, I wasn’t sure what a chuck cut was but it’s the thought that counts.

The high-heel strappy sandals gave Marlene a sensational sway when she walked. They also made squeezing out a kitchen door between two well-built men a bit awkward. A splash of gravy leapt out of the cruet and landed on my jeans, high up on the thigh.

My eyes watered. Dinner was piping hot but I managed not to flinch or scream.

“Careful, Marly!” cried Marvin.

“Jeez. Sorry, Joe,” said Marlene. “Let me sponge that off for you.”

She placed the cruet on the dining table without spilling too much more gravy and took off her oven gloves. She picked up a wet sponge.

“No! It’s alright!” I said.

The gravy stain was high up, near the lump in my jeans.

“Don’t worry. It’s fine!”

“No, Joe! We can’t go burning our guests, can we Marvo?”

She bent towards me. I’d never seen such supple, voluptuous bending movement in my whole long lonely life. Purple lurex strained and jellied. She rubbed at the gravy stain. She rubbed hard. The sponge was wet.

“It’s okay! Please! Don’t worry!”

The state of my jeans, by the time she finished, I looked like I’d pissed myself. She didn’t actually sponge my dick, but the lump was unmissable. Like Marvo said, back in the bar. I’ve got a big one.

“There we go! That’s better!”

She grazed her fingernail all the way up it, or maybe I was only dreaming. She gave my dick a farewell stroke, but that could have just been in my mind. My mind wasn’t working right. It was wondering if I could just thank the pair of them very much for the invitation and get the hell out of here. Marvo had filled me in, in the pub, on various guys’ legs he’d broken for looking at Marlene the wrong way, various blokes he’d put in hospital for not respecting her as a woman.

Marlene smoothed her short shorts down her toned hips. There was three inches of skin-tight zip from button to where her pussy bulged. She smiled:

“Come on, you two! Grub’s up!”

I wasn’t too sure about ‘us two.’ I’d only met Marvo this afternoon.

We sat down to eat.

“Let’s crack another beer,” said Marvo. “Stella okay with you, Joe?”

“Stella’s fine.”

Marlene dished up. Potatoes and carrots and chuck cuts so tender they fell apart the second they landed on my plate. She dished me up first, an extra large serving, like I was a famine victim or something.

I wondered if Marlene resented Marvin bringing home strangers when she’d clearly catered for an intimate night in with her man. Marlene was pissed-off. She was hiding her resentment under a welcoming facade. I felt bad. Part of me wanted to get up and make my apologies and beat it. The married state might not have treated me too well but that was no reason to be sitting here intruding on another man’s good fortune.

Marlene said to Marvo:

“I saw Jack Hovis today.”

Marvo laughed.

“Oh yeah? How’s Jack doing?”

“Off his crutches. But still got some problems with his dental reconstruction. You like potato, Joe?”

“Yes. I love potato.”

“Jack Hovis...” Marvo explained to me. “... He’s this guy wouldn’t stop coming on to Marlene...”

“Really?”

Marvo sank his thumbs into a bread roll and broke the crust open. It made a sound like a spine being cracked.

“Marvin!” cried Marlene. I noticed that she didn’t use ‘Marvo.’ “You’re getting crumbs everywhere!”

Her knee brushed against mine. I realized Marlene was sitting between me and her husband.

“... Yeah...” said Marvo. “... Had to put him in hospital... broke his freaking legs... well, only one leg, but you know how it is, Joe... he won’t be bothering Marlene no more...”

Marlene blushed:

“He weren’t bothering me all that much before, Joe.”

“... Poxy little dick on him...” said Marvin. “... Fuck all between his legs, Joe... n he thought he could hit on my Marlene...!”

I wasn’t sure what Jack Hovis’s little dick had to do with getting his legs broken but I didn’t ask.

Rhinestone nail embellishments skittered on tense denim. Marlene squeezed my knee.

“Eat up, big fella. There’s plenty more where that came from!”

I tucked in. I had no alternative.

The chuck cuts were delicious. The potatoes melted in my mouth.

Marvo was telling Marlene about our conversation in the pub, recounting my philosophy of life, how as soon as things start going good for you you get smashed into the ground.

Marlene turned these big, soulful eyes on me:

“Oh, Joe! You mustn’t be so negative!”

“I’m not negative...” I said. “... I’m just... a realist...”

I was getting this nice tingle off Marlene’s body being so close to mine, a voluptuous buzz every time her semi-naked hip bumped against mine, the sort of buzz you get when life’s about to smash you back into the ground.

Marvo was one of those guys who man-spreads while he’s eating, even at the table. Marlene’s chair was pretty much wedged against mine.

So was her leg. Hip to ankle, pretty much all of her leg. A mile of toned, silky softness, a few inches of skin-tight denim where her hip must be, nudging against my hip.

I looked down.

My plate was empty.

Marv-o was still only halfway through his chuck cuts. Marlene had barely touched her potatoes, and my plate was totally devoid of food. I was wiping it clean with some bread-roll!

“Oo! Who’s the hungry one?” cooed Marlene. “Want some more, Joe?”

She squeezed my knee. She squeezed further up than she’d squeezed before, not so much kneecap as throbbing thigh muscle, rhinestone nail extensions hinting bad things to my dick.

“Yes please, Marlene.”

Embellished nails skated up skin-tight denim, massaged some heavy yearning, traced manicured messages into throbbing muscle, slipped and ran a supple wrist bone up where the aching was worst, felt how big it was, gave it a pat, returned to dishing up.

Maybe she wanted to fuck. Perhaps she would have said yes to a good hard shafting if we’d been alone, a hotel room or something, even a back alley. It would have been nice. But we weren’t alone. We weren’t in a hotel room or back alley. We were in her home. Her husband was on the other side of her toned body giving his chuck cuts his full attention.

More sizzling steak cuts appeared on my plate. The gravy-soaked meat was so tender it seemed to fall apart when you just looked at it. New potatoes saturated in gravy juice.

Marvo was telling us about this guy he beat up in a pub.

“Wouldn’t stop giving Marlene the freaking glad eye.”

He didn’t say how he knew the guy had a small dick, he just knew.

“... Yeah... well...” I realized I was tittering. “... Marlene’s certainly something else...”

Marvo stared at me.

I’d said the wrong thing. I was out of order. I was looking at Marlene the wrong way. I was failing to respect her as a woman. He’d decided to hit me.

Marlene punched my shoulder. A playful right jab.

“Oo! Cop the sweet tongue on you! I bet you talk to all the ladies like that, Joe!”

“Nah,” said Marvin. “Joe’s alright,” He’d decided not to hit me after all. “You’re alright, Joe.”

I didn’t feel alright. It was time to go. I’d finished my second helping.

“Who’s for some sweets?” said Marlene.

I said:

“I guess I’m pretty full.”

“Marlene’s trifle’s out of this world,” said Marvo.

It looked like I was staying.

Marvin was right. Marlene’s trifle was out of this world. Sopping sponge cake floating in limpid jelly.  Plenty of sherry.

Marvo slurped and slopped, kept pouring more cream onto the quivering concoction. He was a messy eater.

Marlene waited till her husband was doling himself out a second helping and unzipped my jeans and slipped my cock out. It was a circular table. Where Marvin was sitting on the other side of her he couldn’t see his wife pumping my dick under the tablecloth. At least I hoped he couldn’t.

She pumped real good. Maybe it was beef broth on her hands or perspiration from slaving over a hot stove, but her palm was hot and slippery. Her fist slid up and down my rock-hard cock fast and smooth and slippery even gripping real tight.

I reached under the table to stop her and she grabbed my hand and put it on her leg and went back to ramping my piston.

It was my right hand she put on her leg. The hand immediately adjacent to her left leg. It sat on silky, sumptuous skin. I couldn’t take it off. The skin felt too nice. Her butt jerked. Silky softness slid under my yearning palm. I felt my fingertips touch slashed denim. The slashed denim pulsed and quaked. Three inches of zip and skint-tight short shorts closed round my hand as she climaxed.

“... Oh...”

My dick slipped and slithered in her fist.

“... Oh... oh...”

Her pumping went into overdrive. Sheer terror kept me from shooting my load up the underside of the table, lifting her dining room table off the carpet the feeling was strong.

“... Oh... oh... oh yes...”

I couldn’t take my hand out from between her legs. She wouldn’t let me take it out. I crushed slashed delta into the sopping jerking of her pulsing gash.

“... Oh.. oh... yes... oh fu-uuuck...”

Marvo wiped a dob of cream off his lips with the back of his hand.

“What’s that, honey?”

Marlene had this light, girlish laugh.

“I said ‘Yes... chuck’, darling. I was just telling Joe, chuck cuts are the best for pot roast.”

“Sure are,” said Marvo. He kept on eating.

I popped her button and unzipped her shorts. I didn’t want to, I just did. My fingertips slid under gaping teeth, between slashed denim and slippery mound. Marlene shaved down there. She shaved real close. My fingers slipped and slithered, sank knuckle deep into her throbbing gash.

“... Oh... oh... oh fu-uuuuuuuuuck, Joe...”

“What’s that, baby?”

“... Nothing, sweetie pie... I just said... you know... ‘oh, shucks!’... Joe was just telling me how nice my hair looks and I said... ‘oh, shucks, Joe!...”

She was a terrible liar.

Marvin helped himself to some more trifle.

“That sherry sure does smell nice.”

Marlene’s ass was squirming on her chair. She kept glancing at me, still pumping my dick. Her glances said she admired me. Marlene appreciated my self-restraint. She was glad I hadn’t shot my load, that I was saving myself for further pleasures. I wished she’d stop the freaking glancing. She kept gazing into my eyes, her sopping swamp squelching and tingling on my fingertips.

“More trifle, Joe?”

She picked up the serving spoon. It was this big silver thing with a long handle, more like a shovel than a spoon. I said:

“... Yes... I’ll have a drop more...”

She smiled at me. Her smile said: ‘Let’s not worry about Marvo, shall we? Marvo’s a prick. ‘Don’t let’s you and I worry about him.’

She was right. Marvo was a prick. I was still worried, but. Her gash felt nice quaking and jerking on my knuckles but I didn’t want to end up with my legs broken. Well. Leg.

There was a clatter.

It was the spoon. The spoon had dropped out of Marlene’s hand. It tumbled between her knees and fell on the carpet. She kicked it a bit further in under the table.

“Oo! Silly me! What a clumsy clogs I am!”

She lifted my hand out of her shorts and slithered down off her chair onto the floor, zip gaping.

I thought about standing up and thanking Marvo for the meal and telling him it was time I hit the road, but she still had hold of my dick. She was still pumping it. The things her fingers were doing to my throbbing spear-head felt too nice for me to take my leave.

“What a butterfingers I am!”

In a flash she was on all fours under the table, between my legs. Purple lurex packed with sumptuous softness grazed my kneecap.

Marlene wasn’t looking for the spoon.

Warm lips closed round my throbbing tip. I sat bolt upright to my chair. A succulent cupid’s-bow breathed sumptuous heat all over my aching glans. Voluptuous mouth-meat smothered pulsing gristle, took me deep down into some slippery wind-pipe.

“.... Argh... argh...”

Marvo was staring at me.

“Found that big spoon yet, baby?”

“... Argh... gla-aaaaaaaaarg... argh-lllllllllllllllllllll...”

Marvin’s eyes were cold and hard. He leaned back in his chair. His pants were unzipped. He had his dick in his hand.

“Found something you like down there, babe?”

“... Argh... argh...”

It was time to go. It was time to get out of here. I didn’t like the way Marvo’s fist was pumping.

“He’s got a big one, ey Marly?”

She had it all in her mouth. It was big and rock-hard and aching like fuck and she had the whole lot in her mouth, strong lips working over my throbbing root, my swollen tip banging her Adam’s apple, sinking wet throbs into her slippery wind-pipe.

“... Argh... argh... argh-llllllllllllllllll...”

I tried to stand up.

My fingers slipped under stretchy lurex, found two handfuls of voluptuous softness. I squeezed and kneaded and pinched her sumptuous fullness. If I was going to die I might as well die with my hands full. I needed to pincer those taut tight nipples before I carked it.

“... Glu-uuurg... gla-aaaaaaaaaaaaaarg...”

Sharp teeth battened on packed gristle, raked delicious spasms up my dick and on into my brain. Marlene plastered my aching spear-head with loving saliva.

I realized Marvin was staring at me. He said:

“You gonna fuck my wife or wot?”

I didn’t know what to say.

He thumbed his glans.

“You gonna stick that big dick in my wife’s tight pussy?”

Marlene was crawling out from under the table, smiling up at me, her chin glistening.

I looked at him. I said:

“I guess so, Marvo.”

Marlene crawled over to the sofa. She climbed up onto the sofa and spread her legs. She stuck a finger down her gaping slit and scooped out a shiny string of juice. She showed it to me.

“I’m extra wet for you, Joe.”

Marvo snarled:

“Dirty bitch!”

She wiggled out of her shorts shorts.

A bellow:

“FU-UUUUUCK OR-FFFFFFFFF!” A roar of rage from Marvo. “THAT’S JOE’S JOB!”

I stood up.

Luckily her short shorts were tight. Even unzipped, even with the button gaping, she’d only got them halfway down her ass. She hadn’t completely taken over my obligations.

I dug my nails into sumptuous ass-cheek, got my fingertips under straining denim. I dragged her slashed shorts down over that last few inches that means everything.

“Like hot pussy, do you Joe?” said Marvin. “She’s got a cute one, ey?”

I said: “... Yes... yes she has...”

‘... Yes... yes she has...’ didn’t do justice to the juiced-up beauty of Marlene’s succulent surrender but I had a feeling that if I got too complementary I’d get my head smashed in.

It furled and unfurled, an engorged flag fluttering on fathomless pink depths. Marvin said:

“Looks good enough to eat, ey son?”

The way Marvo was breathing, it wasn’t an observation.

“Gonna get your tongue into some of that, Joe?”

“Oh Marvo!” said Marlene.

I knelt between her legs and applied my lips to her succulent wetness. I battened on her sopping cunt. Yearning teeth pinched her clit. Urgent mouth-meat tongued slippery slopes. Hot muscle darted at her slithering hole.

“... Oh... oh... oh yes... oh God... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeees...”

She tasted good. Sharp and sweet. Marlene tasted like she might have had a few climaxes under the table already. I licked them up.

“... Yes... yes... yes...”

I sucked and gobbled, gave her another one.

“... Yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

“Better fuck her before she goes crazy,” said Marvo, tearing a sachet open with his teeth.

I went cold all over.

He peeled the johnny onto his swollen dick.

“Better fuck her with that big thing of yours, Joe. Before she wets herself.”

“Oh, Marvo! You’re terrible.”

Marlene smiled up at me. Her eyes were nice. Bright and warm and lustrous. They said ‘don’t mind him, just fuck me.’

My pants were round my ankles. I didn’t take them off. Wet gash nibbled at my swollen tip. Juicy spasms clasped and let go. A shoal of luscious minnows rose from her depths and thrashed on my throbbing spear-head as I sank it into her.

“... Oh God... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

Her butt kicked. Her back arched. Her pussy jerked just right.

I took my time. I let her feel each throbbing inch bury itself in succulent bliss. If I was going to die I might as well enjoy it.

I did enjoy it. The deeper I sank my pounding piston into Marlene’s molten surrender the more I enjoyed it. By the time my pounding spear-head hit bottom she was a weightless mess of pulsing wetness.

“... Oh... oh... oh God... please... ple-eeeeeeease...”

Sharp nails, sharper embellishments, raked my butt, dragged the stallion into her quaking swamp.

“... Oh yes... please... fuck me... fuck me, Joe... fuck me hard...!”

I fucked her hard. I spread her legs and nailed her into the couch hard and fast and deep.

“... Yes... yes... ye-eeeeeees...”

It was an old scuzzy leather couch, more likely vinyl than leather. It didn’t smell too good. It wasn’t as issue. Her ass squeaked on slippery upholstery. Her butt quaked and slithered, my pounding piston slamming into her helpless quagmire again and again.

“... Yes... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

“Marlene!”

A sumptuous cupid’s-bow plastered my mouth. Plump lips battened on my lips. We were kissing. Our tongues wrestled in hot depths. I rammed more mouth-meat down her throat in time to the pile-drivers thudding into her hot cunt. Beer and trifle wrestled in a cramped space.

“MARLENE!”

Marvin suddenly didn’t sound too happy. All at once Marvo wasn’t a happy bunny any more. Kissing wasn’t on the agenda. Mouth-to-mouth resuscitation wasn’t on Marvo’s wish list. He didn’t mind me fucking his wife stupid, but kissing was a no no. Not just a no no, a crime punishable by death.

I dragged my mouth away.

“... Fuck me, Joe... fuck me harder...!”

Her sumptuous lips plastered my lips with urgent wetness. Our mouths battened. Her lips feasted on my lips as if they’d never known the taste of food.

“MARLENE!”

I forgot about Marvin. Marvo wasn’t there. ‘I bet you’re popular with the girls’ vanished. ‘Meet the wife, mate, she cooks a nice pot roast’ was no more. There was only her and me, me and Marlene wallowing in a voluptuous ocean, fucking like we were in love.

“... Yes... yes... oh... oh... oh God...!”

The jolt came so big, for a second I thought it was Marvo kicking me, taking advantage of my prone position, and putting the boot in.

It wasn’t. The jolt was ecstatic. Explosions of sweet delight surged up my dick and went off in her voluptuous depths.

“... Yes... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

Jolt answered jolt. Her whole body bucked. She jerked and thrashed beneath me, succulent sweetness pulsing in time to the depth charges I was unloading into her succulent surrender.

I held my breath.

Nothing.

Nothing happened.

Nothing else happened for a long while.

No angry words. No fist thundering into my face. No sudden boot in my butt.

Marlene shut her eyes. She was panting softly, lying underneath me. There was this embarrassed silence.

I looked round.

Marvo was peeling his condom off.

The johnny hung long and low and heavy, a wrinkled pendulum of murderous spunk.

No. He wasn’t a happy bunny. He wasn’t a happy bunny at all. I’d done everything he asked. I’d followed his instructions, well, suggestions to the T but he still looked pissed. He consulted his watch.

“Time you were off, Joe.”

“... Yeah... okay...”

I found my pants.

“Have a safe journey home.”

“I will.”

It was impossible to tell what was pissing him off... me and Marlene kissing...?... her calling me Joe while we fucked...?... the fact that I’d loved her and she’d loved me, even if only for a split second going over the brink together... it was impossible to say.

I said:

“Thanks for the meal, Marlene.” Marvo was holding the front door open. “That pot roast was delicious.”

“No problem, Joe,” she was still panting, slightly breathy. “Glad you enjoyed it.”

“See you around sometime,” said Marvo. He closed the door firmly behind me.

I was out on my ear. Out on the street again. Back to square one.

Whatever Marvin’s problem was, I prayed he wouldn’t take it out on Marlene. I had a feeling he wouldn’t. Marvo and his wife loved one another in their own weird way. Marlene didn’t look like the sort of woman you can take things out on.

Lying underneath me on the sofa, panting gently, she’d breathed a number in my ear. It had sounded like a phone number. I hoped to fuck I wouldn’t forget what it was.
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I was at the end of my rope.

Eighteen years old and my life was already over. All because of Auntie Meryl.

Out on my ear. No money. No education. No job. Kicked out of home by my Mom on my eighteenth birthday just because I screwed her best friend.

It wasn’t my fault I ended up in bed with Auntie Meryl. Well. We screwed in the bathroom. There wasn’t a bed or anything. Auntie Meryl wasn’t even my real auntie, just Mom’s oldest friend who I’d known for so long I’d been calling her ‘auntie’ ever since I was a kid.

The day I turned eighteen Auntie Meryl came over to the house with a load of Mom’s mates for a luncheon party and before I knew what was happening I was fucking her over the hand-wash basin.
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