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Prologue

 

ROSIE

 

 

It happened to me. I lost the big V, and I don’t mean Virginia; she was still intact. No, I lost my virginity . . . finally!

I had sexual intercourse, I did the dirty, I performed the sexuals, I horizontally twerked it.

Basically what happened was penis met vagina and had one hell of a party down at pleasure palace.

I did this all with my best friend, Henry, now the love of my life. I never thought I would find such an all-consuming love with someone I’ve known forever. It seemed like a fairy tale. I was finally able to hand my heart over to someone who would care for it as if it were their own.

Life after the big V was handed over wasn’t what I expected it to be. I’d watched several movies and I’d read thousands of books that faded into black after the big magical make-up kiss; none of them prepared me for what I was going through now.

In fictional stories, couples were catapulted into their happily ever after. In my mind, they were frolicking across prairies filled with daffodils, while they walked hand in hand, gazing up at each other through rose-colored glasses. The outside world was non-existent. Couples were trapped in a cocoon of love for the rest of their lives, never seeing a dark moment ever again.

This theory was rudely destroyed after I experienced the big kiss that faded into black. No one stopped to congratulate us on finding the person we were meant to spend the rest of our life with. There was no one to film us during our big kiss. Cameras didn’t travel in circles around us, our mouths melting into each other, sealing our love, like every epic romantic movie I’d ever watched.

No, the pretty picture I had in my head was a far cry from the real life one, which consisted of kissing Henry on the streets of New York with no film crew racing around us in a circle, playing catchy music like “Signed, Sealed, Delivered.” Instead, there was a wheezy old man kicking us in the shins to get out of the way so he could throw out his expired coffee cup that carried pee in it rather than the day’s dark roast special.

Life as I knew it returned. I was forced to go back to work and write about litter boxes and clumping formula, while trying to hide from the man who’s chin I farted on, hoping and praying I didn’t run into him in the elevator. No one offered you discounts for being in love or finding your perfect soulmate. There was no spontaneous combustion of brilliant fireworks following me around every time I thought of Henry.

There was combustion all right, but it was the subway smell filtering up through the street grates mixed with yesterday’s trash simmering on the streets. Not the kind of epic love I expected.

Life after the mind-altering, scene ending, proclamation of love was just that . . . it was life. It traveled around like clockwork.

But there was one change, one single thing that shined like a beacon through the mud-filled day-to-day monotony. Instead of going home to an empty home, I went home to a pair of wide open arms and a smile designated only for me.

Love was waiting for me. Love was patiently and excitingly waiting for me to come home.

Henry waited for me.

ME!

The person who got a vibrator stuck in her vagina.

Life after the monumental confession of love wasn’t easy; it was only the beginning of the crazy up and down rollercoaster adventure we were embarking on together. Situations weren’t pretty; there were misunderstandings, fights, sleepless nights, and moments that were so electrically charged with stubbornness that I couldn’t think of one possible way we would get over our disagreement. But we did.

We said stupid things, and we did stupid things. Everyone was human, a lesson I learned rather quickly after the first time I forgot to tell Henry something important.

This isn’t a story of finding love, experiencing that kiss for the first time, or discovering the unyielding feeling of falling head over heels in love with someone.

This story is entirely different. This is what continued after the lights were turned off, the music died down, and the cameras stopped spinning in a cinematic dramatized way.

This is a story of struggle, of strength, of misunderstandings, and the forever bond of two individuals.

This is the story of my life after my happily ever after . . .


Chapter One

The Titanic

 

ROSIE

 

 

“Just sit still; if you move, the chair moves.”

“Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” Henry asked, questioning my knowledge on The Titanic.

“I know how to do The Titanic. You just have to work with me.”

“Missionary is always a popular position, love. We can try that one out. You know missionary, right? We’ve done it a few times. It’s when you’re on your back and I’m plowing you between your legs.”

“I know what missionary is,” I chastised, irritated that he wouldn’t sit still. “You know I like to try positions from my books, though, so sit still while I grab my Kindle so I can make sure I’m doing this right.”

“Because that’s sexy,” Henry mumbled, as I removed my bottom half from his.

Naked, boobs slinging about, and white butt on display, I trotted over to my nightstand to grab my Kindle. The floor was cold under my feet and I was thankful I remembered to shut the blinds this go-around. I’ve been known to forget to cover the windows, and it wasn’t until the deed had been done that we realized there had been a gaggle of street youths, with binoculars pressed against their faces, getting an eye full of slapping body parts.

Walking down my block, making eye contact with said teenagers had been humiliating, to say the least. I swore I heard them call me Pinky. Henry thought I was delusional, but it was unmistakable. I thought it was because they’d seen the beautiful hue Virginia has to offer. Henry, if he chose to believe the nickname, said it had to do with my pink nipples.

Cue giggling like a school girl.

Kindle in hand, I walked back to Henry, who was waiting patiently on my office chair, in all his naked glory. I’ve only really been with one penis—you already knew this—so I might have been a little biased, but I wasn’t lying when I said Henry had a fantastic appendage.

Girth. Check!

Length. Check!

Hair. None!

Balls. Wrinkly and weird, but let’s be honest, they’re coin purses full of milky babies. Can’t really go right with those things.

Everything about Henry’s “junk” appealed to me.

“Are you reading or staring at my penis?”

“Reading!” I replied, scattering my thoughts away from the wiener between his thighs.

Nodding at my Kindle, hands crossed just above his pecker, he said, “Is that right? Then why is it closed?”

I looked down at my Kindle to see the top covering the screen. Huffing, I scoffed. “Mind your own business while I verify positions.”

The creak of the chair in the room clued me in to his slouching and attempt to get comfortable. From the corner of my eye, I could see his legs spread, boner on display touching his six pack with ease.

Pushing back the sigh that wanted to escape, I returned to my Kindle and opened it up to Warning Track by one of my favorite authors. There was a scene I read the other day where Jane, the main character, got it on with the oh-so-handsome Brady Matthews in a chair that just so happened to be in a baseball stadium. Who doesn’t like a hot sports romance? The author called the sex position The Titanic because at one point, Jane lifts her arms in the air, giving all her trust over to Brady while he maneuvered in and out of her. The minute I read the scene, I knew I had to try it with Henry.

Holding my Kindle in one hand, I scooted closer to Henry and positioned his feet so they were flat on the floor. “You have to be a sturdy foundation for us. Keep these feet glued to the floor, especially since we are on a spinny chair.”

With teasing eyebrows, Henry said, “I love it when you take charge in the bedroom.”

“This is serious!” I stomped my foot. “Get your sexy face on and stop joking. It’s time to make love.”

Henry held up his hands in defense. “Oh, excuse me, mistress.”

Pointing my finger at him, I said, “Don’t call me that. Now sit up. Look alive.” I looked down at his crotch and tapped it. “Come on fella, perk up.”

“I’m going to stop you right there, Love. For the love of God, do not call my penis, ‘fella.’ It’s not going to do much for motivation.”

“Sorry.” Straitening up, I quickly scanned the scene in the book and then proceeded to walk us through the steps. “I’m going to sit on you and you are going to have to hold onto my hips, balancing me. Can you handle that?”

“You insult me with your questions. Of course I can handle that.”

Smiling gratefully at the most handsome man I’ve ever known, I backed my caboose onto his lap, shifting just enough to cause a little friction between us.

“Uh, am I supposed to be inside of you? Or are you going to dry hump my log?” Henry asked, completely amused with this entire situation.

“Oh, um, inside me. Just stick it in there.”

A low rumble vibrated through Henry’s chest. “If you want it, you’re going to have to work for it. Put the Kindle down, grab hold of me, and fuck me, Rosie.”

A chill ran up my spine from his deep voice whispering across my back. Goosebumps scattered across my skin, causing me to obey his wishes. Putting the Kindle on the floor in front of me, and reaching behind me where I felt his length against my hand, I granted his wish.

From where he rested, I could feel the quick intake of breath as my hand connected with his arousal. His taut stomach flexed under my contact and his hands slowly slid down from my hips to my thighs, where he gripped them hard as I lifted up just barely enough to slip him in.

Shifting my hips, I pushed back against him, so he was completely inserted. Feeling full, I took a deep breath and then started to move my hips, but only ever so slightly. I wanted to feel his girth, but I didn’t want to forget the task at hand.

“Are we doing The Titanic?” Henry asked, pulling me into his chest so he could look over my shoulder.

“Not quite,” I breathed heavily, moving with him.

“Well, I’m satisfied with whatever this is.” His hands ran up my stomach, grazing my skin softly until he found my breasts. Cupping them, he kissed the side of my neck and continued to move his hips.

His fingers played with my nipples, tantalizing them to small little peaks, and for a brief moment in time, my mind went blank and I was lost in the moment. It wasn’t until Henry groaned in my ear that I was brought back to what I was trying to accomplish.

“As good as this feels, this isn’t The Titanic.” I sat up, and pushed down on Henry’s lap, causing another groan to come from his chest.

“Easy, love.”

“Listen up. If we are going to do this, we’re going to do this right. Grab hold of my hips and plant your feet on the ground, so I can hook my feet around them.”

“Okay,” Henry said skeptically, shifting beneath me.

Once in position, I wrapped my feet around his calves and steadied myself. “Make sure you have a good grip on me.” He obliged my command, and when I felt secure, I lifted my hands up into the air, spreading them to my full wingspan. Channeling Kate Winslet, I pushed my head back, stuck my nips out, and tried to feel the “breeze” in my face, aka the fan I set up beforehand.

Henry sat there silent for a second before he said, “This is cool and all, having your hair blow in my mouth, but maybe we can start moving again?”

“Yes, proceed,” I answered him, still in the moment, pretending I was on the bow of a boat with Leonardo DiCaprio behind me.

“Just move my hips . . . with you, like that?”

“Yes, cue the thrusting.”

Awkwardly, Henry tried to move in and out of me while I balanced on his rickety legs, swaying back and forth, side to side, catching myself occasionly from slamming my head onto the desk that rested right next to us.

“This is a good time.” I could sense the annoyed tone in Henry’s voice.

“Thrust, Henry. Just thrust.”

Struggling, he said, “It’s hard to thrust when I’m having to balance a naked woman while I’m sitting in a desk chair that refuses to stay still.”

“Plant your feet. Are your feet planted?”

“Yes, they’re planted. If they weren’t planted, then I would probably be probing you on the ground right about now.”

“Hmm, maybe we’re doing it wrong. Let me check my Kindle.”

Before Henry could stop me, I leaned forward, grinding my butt against his lap. With my feet still hooked behind his calves, I balanced my body as I leaned forward, reaching for my Kindle. Just as I was about to reach it, Henry’s feet slipped off the ground, sending me flying onto the floor face first, ass up like an ostrich, and head buried under the rug in front of me.

If he wanted a good view of the great and powerful asshole, then he got one.

From behind, I could hear Henry’s sexy laugh filter through the room, but instead of his chuckle making me all gooey inside like it normally would, it fueled the rage that was starting to boil inside of me.

“Henry!” I screeched, trying to sit up, but failing miserably from being caught up in the tightly braided rug that cloaked me.

His laughter continued.

Struggling to find some dignity, I rolled on the ground until the rug canoodled me like a cocoon. Sporting the floor warmer tightly around my body, I lifted my chest and looked up at my handsome boyfriend. There was a giant smile decorating his face and an adoring look in his eyes. Damn him!

“This isn’t funny,” I snapped at him, trying to show my disappointment.

“It kind of is,” he said, falling to the ground with me.

Naked parts were flying around all over the place.

“You didn’t take me seriously enough. You have to take me seriously if our experiments are going to work.” I pouted, pulling the rug ends closer together to cover my exposed nakedness.

Henry placed his hand on my face and forced me to look at him. “Love, any time I’m with you, I take it seriously. Do you know why?”

He was trying to sweet talk me, and I let him.

I played with the tassels on my rug, trying to avoid eye contact. “Because you like to fornicate?”

“No,” he laughed. “Because I’ve spent so much time waiting for the moment where I could finally call you mine that now, I make sure to cherish every fucking moment I have with you. I never want to be apart from you again.”

Yup, you guessed it, butterflies took flight in my stomach. He was really good at the sweet talking.

“Man, you sure know how to make a girl feel good about herself, even after she went all ostrich on you moments before.”

“I liked the ostrich,” he chuckled. “Got a great view. Maybe instead of trying to emulate a scene in a book, we can make our own material?”

I cringed. “The Ostrich is not something I find appealing.”

“And The Titanic is?”

“You can’t tell me you’ve never had a Titanic fantasy. Kate Winslet . . . boobies.”

“Boobies are great, but no fantasies there. Honestly, I just want to make love to you on this floor, right here, right now.”

“With me wrapped in a rug?” I asked. I felt disgust on my face.

“Not much into fucking rugs, so you’re going to have to ditch the threads, love.”

Without giving me an option, Henry grabbed the rug, unraveled me, and tossed it to the side. His hand wrapped around my neck, pulling me into him, where he lowered me gently onto the cold hardwood floor. My back lifted off the ground for a short second before it became accustomed to the temperature.

“You’re so fucking beautiful; do you know that?” Henry asked, staring me in the eyes. “Every day, I wake up with you in my arms, thanking whoever wants to listen for letting you be mine.”

I was speechless as he cupped my face and slowly entered me, one inch at a time. Taking a deep breath, I adjusted to his size and waited for him to start moving, but he didn’t. Instead, he kissed me, deeply, as if he was starving for my kisses, completely desperate for them. His fingers caressed my cheeks while my hardened nipples danced with his bare chest. The friction only intensified the burn that was starting to build up in the pit of my stomach, that wonderful, all consuming, mind-blowing, life-altering burn.

“I love you so fucking much,” Henry whispered in my ear, just as he worked his hips, thrusting in and out of me.

My heart felt like it was about to rip out of my chest from the intimacy beaming between Henry and me, from the unbreakable connection we’d formed over the past two months.

Little moans escaped from my lips, a light sheen of sweat broke out over my skin, and my toes started to curl. My impending orgasm started to slowly prepare to rip through my body.

“Fuck,” Henry said in a husky tone, straight into my ear, sending another bout of chills down my body. “You make me lose control.”

Pumping harder, Henry continued to kiss up and down my neck, his body hovering just slightly above mine. I watched his arms flex with his movements, marveling in the way his hard body tightened with each thrust.

“Love, are you going to come? Tell me you’re right there with me. I want to hear you scream my name when I come inside of you.”

Dirty talk pretty much did it for me.

Instead of answering, my eyes immediately closed as my orgasm tore through my body, from the bottom of my toes to the top of my head, pure and utter satisfaction collided in my very core, sending my brain into a fit of black. From a distance, I could hear Henry call out my name in undeniable ecstasy.

There was nothing I enjoyed more than hearing Henry say my name in the throes of passion. I knew he was in love with me, that I was his girl, but there was something about having sex with the love of my life, and pleasing him to the point of completion that put a smile on my face.

I did that; I was able to turn on this sexy man to the point that he lost all self-control.

Sex to me wasn’t just about poking each other with private parts, trying to see who could seek out an orgasm first. Sex, to me, was a moment in time where I could truly share the same space, the same air, with the one person I would bet my entire life on. And, let’s be honest, having my clit scream its little four-inch head off—yes, four inches long—was always a bonus.

Resting his head on my shoulder, Henry breathed out a long sigh before lying down on the floor next to me and cradling my body into his. “See, nothing wrong with missionary, love.”

“I guess not,” I laughed into his shoulder.

His hands lightly ran across my skin as he spoke. “As much as I want to just stay here with you all night, Delaney and Derk are coming over, so we should be good hosts and put some clothes on.”

I was about to answer when our front door opened and Delaney’s voice rang through our apartment. “Hey, hooker, I brought margarita mix; you better have tequila.”

“Shit,” Henry breathed, quickly lifting us both up off the floor.

“Ugh, are you two doing it?” Delaney called out, her voice now booming through the bedroom door.

I was just quick enough to grab the rug that’d once cocooned me off the floor to drape over my body and stand in front of Henry before Delaney walked in. She had zero personal space awareness.

Shaking her head and pointing at our naked bodies, barely covered by a rug, she said, “Should have known. You horn dogs are at it again. The first time was cute when I walked in, Rosie with her pink nipples in the air, shining for all the street youths to see, but the twentieth time is starting to get old.” Delaney looked over at the office chair and then back at us. “Did you try The Titanic?”

Shifting in place, I nodded my head. “Yeah, didn’t work very well.”

“Did Henry plant his feet? That’s important, you have to plant your feet.”

“My feet were planted!” Henry answered, exasperated, hands in the air.

Glancing down, Delaney surveyed Henry’s legs. “Hmm, your calves actually are kind of small. I never noticed that. Derk has some pretty strong calves, so I think that’s why he was so successful.”

“You were able to do The Titanic?” I asked with jealousy.

Delaney leaned against the doorway with her arms crossed. “Of course, it was simple. I Kate Winsleted Derk’s penis like it was my job. And when I came, I screamed, ‘I’m flying.’ It was a raw and emotional moment.”

Derk came jogging up behind Delaney, breathing heavily with an annoyed look on his face. “Seriously, babe, what is your obsession with catching them in the middle of having sex?” Derk took in the scene and shook his head.

“They tried to do The Titanic,” Delaney said, ignoring Derk’s question.

Derk looked up at Henry and asked, “Did you plant your feet?”

“Yes!” Henry practically yelled before stomping off toward the bathroom, giving both Delaney and Derk a beautiful look at his bare butt.

“Man, he’s sensitive,” Delaney said. Nodding at the rug, Delaney asked, “You going to wear a tapestry while we discuss wedding plans or are you going to get changed?”

“If you give me some privacy, I’ll get changed, but I’m not about to give you a naked lady show.”

“Suit yourself. You have five minutes; the bridezilla has spoken.”

With that, Delaney turned on her heel and shut the door. I walked over to Henry, who was combing his hair in the mirror, and kissed his shoulder.

He gave me a defeated smile before saying, “My feet were fucking planted.”

Laughing and patting his shoulder, I said, “I know, Henry. I know.”

***

PLOP!

Henry and I were sitting across from Delaney and Derk just as she slammed a giant folder on the table. The four-inch binder was busting from the seams, pamphlets poking out from every direction, dividers clearly labeling each section, and page protectors guarding what I could only assume were her favorite ideas for the wedding.

The bridezilla had awakened.

The last two months, Delaney and Derk haven’t even talked about the wedding; they’ve enjoyed their engagement, actually . . . they’ve enjoyed each other’s bodies. They decided to give in and finally move in together. Let’s just say we haven’t seen much of them, but then again, Henry and I have been in the same kind of fornication fog.

The other night, after I took great notes on a sex scene I was thinking about writing—thank you, Henry for riding out the falling-off-the-bed mishap—Delaney called me and demanded a wedding meeting. We were both to be present, clothed, and excited to help plan.

Henry was ready to dig his claws into some wedding cake and tuxedos, but me, on the other hand, I knew nothing when it came to wedding planning. I wasn’t sure how I was going to be much of a help other than emotional support, and I guess by the sounds of her frantic voice on the phone the other night, she was going to need a lot of that.

“Nice binder,” Henry complimented Delaney with a smile, as his hand grazed my inner thigh.

“Stop stroking her!” Delaney shouted. “You think because you’re at a table I can’t see you moving your hand up and down her thigh? This is neither the time nor the place.” Under her breath, she mumbled, “Pervert.”

“Babe, calm down,” Derk soothed, visibly relaxing Delaney with a touch of his hand to her shoulder.

Delaney placed her hands on the table and stared us down. “The time has come. Rosie and Henry, you two are the most important people in our lives, and we would love for you to be our maid of honor and best man.”

“Man, that’s awesome. Thank you for asking,” Henry replied, but Delaney held up her hand to silence him.

“We’re not asking, Henry. You have no choice in the matter. You will be the bridal party.”

I scoffed, crossing my arms. “Gee, thanks.”

“Are you going to not fulfill your best friend responsibilities?”

“No, I will. It’s just nice to have the option.”

“There is no option in this wedding dictatorship.” Delaney flipped her hair to the side and grabbed the binder. “Now that you both have been told your roles, we must get down to business. Yesterday, Derk and I put down the deposit for a wedding venue out in Long Island . . .”

“Long Island?” Henry mocked.

Instinctively, I slapped Henry on the stomach without even thinking.

“Do you have a problem with Long Island?” Delaney asked, her eyes looking a little wild. “Your girlfriend is from Long Island, you can find the best bagels in the world on Long Island, and you know what, Henry? It’s where the Long Island Median resides, and that’s just cool shit. Plus, it’s cheaper to have a wedding there than in the city, and unless you’re planning on trading in your stylish penny loafers for a deposit on some overly processed banquet meat and an open bar, then your opinion on the location can be found at the intersection of ‘I don’t give a fuck’ and ‘shut the hell up, you whore’.”

“She paints a lovely picture, doesn’t she?” Derk added.

Henry rubbed the side of his face. “I think I was just bitch-slapped by the English language.”

“I’m glad you realized that.” Delaney folded her hands together and continued. “Like I said before I was rudely insulted by Mr. I-Think-I-Look-Like-A-Young-Bradley-Cooper, we booked the venue and now have two months until the wedding to plan.”

“Two months?” I shouted. “How are you going to plan a wedding in two months?”

“Wedding?” Delaney laughed right before she flipped the binder open to a pop-up display of a massive pink penis. “I don’t care about the wedding. I’m concerned about the bachelorette party. Our parents are taking care of the wedding, what I need you to plan is the party of a lifetime, full of penises, strippers, more penises, COCK-tails, and did I mention penises?” Delaney looked off into a faraway place as she spoke. “Let me paint you a picture, Rosie. This is my last and only night to experience the feel of a man’s dick flopping against my face while cheesy stripper music blasts through my ears in the background. This needs to be the most drunkenly epic night full of male genitalia, sex music, praise for my breasts, and inappropriate pelvic thrusting of strangers.”

I gulped. I was so not ready for the challenge.

“Sounds like a good time,” Henry said.

“It will be a good time! Think of the possibilities. We can wear penises on our shirts, drink from penis cups, with penis straws, while eating penis cookies decorated with penis candies. We can carry around sashes that look like penises, blow penis whistles, and play pin the balls on the giant penis. We can wear penis headbands that bounce around on springs, gyrating to the beat flowing through our bodies. We can have a penis piñata full of little penis eggs that when you open them up, there is a macaroni penis inside. We can hire men to wear penis costumes who follow us around, poking from behind every so often, begging for a good stroke . . .”

“I get it,” I held up my hand. “You want penises at the party. Seems like you have that all covered.”

A maniacal laugh popped out of Delaney’s mouth as she shook her head. “Oh, dear and sweet Rosie. I don’t have this all covered . . . you do.” She pointed her manicured finger at me.

“Excuse me?” I asked, sweat starting to form on my upper lip.

Inspecting her nails, she sat back in her chair and laughed as she spoke. “Rosie, as my maid of honor, you are in charge of the bachelorette party. I don’t want a bridal shower, and I really don’t care what my bouquet looks like as I walk down the aisle, but I do care about the bachelorette party and the penis count that will be attending. It is your responsibility to deliver.” She pushed the binder toward me. “This is your reference book; use it. Let it be your guiding light as you sift through cheap and crappy penis memorabilia and the high quality kind that shows every vein. I’m depending on you to make this happen for me. I need this, Rosie. I need veins!” She gripped her fist to her chest in desperation.

Again, I gulped . . . big time. A bachelorette party, under Delaney’s demands. Pretty sure losing my virginity was easier than what Delaney was demanding.

I flipped through the pages, scanning through her collection of strip clubs in the city, her suggestions for logoed tchotchkes, or shall I say . . . dick-chkes. Page after page read like a horny woman on a plastic-coated penis bender.

“You want all of this?”

“Rosie, I want an epic night.” She waved and smoothed out the air above her with her hands, trying to paint a picture for me. “A night that I can look back on when I’m talking to my grandchildren and tell them that yes, grand-mammy celebrated her one last night as a single woman in total erotically charged freedom, that she allowed man bushes to grind against her leg and flaccid penises to be aroused by the mere sight of my pert breasts—because they will be on display that night, nipples barely covered. I’m counting on you to make this night the most memorable night of my entire life.”

No pressure or anything.

Henry cut in before I could say anything. “Poker, pizza, and beers for you?” he asked Derk.

“You know how we do,” Derk nodded.

Ugh, men. They make it so easy.

“Better get planning, Rosie. You only have a few months to make my cock-filled dreams come true.”

“Lucky me.”

 


Chapter Two

Fungal Cock

 

HENRY

 

 

“Dude, why are you walking like that?” Freddy asked me.

I stirred my coffee before turning to face him. Last night Rosie was a beast; straight up, it was the first time I was genuinely concerned that she might bite my penis off. After Delaney and Derk left the apartment, Rosie paced the apartment in a fit of panic, wondering how she was going to plan Delaney’s dream bachelorette party when she knew nothing about party planning, let alone male strippers, or penis party games. Her nerves turned into animalistic instincts, and before I could react, she had me pinned to the floor, pantless and attacking my dick like there was a hidden treasure under the layers of tubed skin.

It wasn’t until I felt the piercing of my thigh that I cried, “Uncle,” and begged her to stop. You would think, since her nail dug deeply into my inner thigh, that I would be the one coddled—considering the too-close-to-my-dick part—but that wasn’t the case. I spent the rest of the night coddling her as she cried uncontrollably in my arms.

Not our best night, but then again, I couldn’t imagine spending a night without her, even if it meant watching her tear-encrusted mascara eyes look up at me while snot dripped from her nose. The stress seemed to tumble down on top of her, and she lost it completely.

Looking Freddy dead in the eyes, I answered him. “Rosie punctured me in the thigh last night with her lady claws.”

“While doing the dirty?”

I just nodded.

Covering his mouth, he said, “Dude! That shit’s crazy. Was she sucking you off?”

Just a heads up, Freddy is the biggest tool bag one could be unfortunate enough to meet. Just think if you took a meathead from the gym, combined him with a frat boy—make that three frat boys—and all the original cast members from The Jersey Shore, mixed them up into a melting pot of “Black Ice” car freshener, and you’ve got Freddy Roma.

“That’s none of your business, dickhead. Seriously, you really think I’m going to stand here and talk about my relationship with you? I value and respect my girl way too much to belittle her in front of you.”

Freddy tilted his head to the side and studied me like a dog looks when you talk to them but they can’t quite figure out what you’re trying to convey. “Wait, so you don’t want to talk about the sex you had?”

“No, I really don’t,” I stated matter-of-factly.

Still confused, he smiled and then slapped his hand against my chest, sending me back a few steps so I bumped against the counter. “That good, huh? I get it, man-brony, too speechless from a good fuck.” The douche canoe wiggled his eyebrows at me, causing a little puke to gather in my mouth. He stretched his giant gym arms over his head and said, “Had one of those nights myself. Met this pair of luscious tits at the gym yesterday; she was working her inner thighs on the machine and staring me down as I pumped a cool three-fifty on the bench. She was one of those gym hos that wears a sports bra and a pair of spandex shorts. When she bent over, I could practically see the meat of her pussy begging for me to play around with it. So, what did I do? I went up behind her as she bent over and pelvic thrusted her ass.”

I wanted nothing to do with this conversation. I had zero incentive to see where the dumbbell dumbass was going with this, but I couldn’t help but ask one question. “You shot your junk into her backside? Did you even know her?”

“No, never met her before.”

“But you humped her ass at the gym? How is that even something people do?”

Freddy threw his head back and laughed. “Bro-seph, you’ve been out of the circuit for too long. That’s how you pick up ladies now.”

By pelvic thrusting unsuspecting women? I sent a mental thank you to Rosie for wanting to be with me. If that was really the new pick up move, I would never be with anyone . . . ever. You couldn’t pay me enough to shove my dick against an unknown bent over woman. I respected them too much.

“Wasn’t aware dating a woman for two months was a century of time.”

“Two months too long, in my opinion.” Freddy took one step closer and leaned in to talk to me, as if we were the best of friends, when in fact, if I had the opportunity and I wasn’t afraid the dude could crush my skull, I would chop his dick off. “When you ditch the clinger and you’re back in the game, all you need to do is go up behind women and push your dick into their backs. It helps if you have a halfey so she can get an idea of your size, but don’t go full dick on her, that’s just creepy.”

“Oh, that’s creepy? I would never have guessed,” Sarcasm dripped from my words, but Freddy was too dense to pick up on it. “And, fuck you, Rosie is not a clinger.” Couldn’t let that comment slip by.

“Wow, brutha. Settle down, I’m sure she’s a specimen in bed. With your good looks, there’s no way you would be tagging along a dog on a leash.”

So many wrong things, just so many.

“Are you hitting on me?” I asked, trying to push his buttons, since I was on the verge of ramming my coffee mug through his forehead.

“What? No!” He practically shouted, looking around. “Bro-tanomo Bay, you know I like the slit and clit in my life. Have you not heard any of the stories I’ve told you? Last week alone I had seven chicks suck my cock, two at the same time, and I boned ten pussies, three in one night. I don’t play meat swords.”

“That’s offensive,” I pointed at him. “Everything that comes out of your mouth is pretty much the most offensive thing I’ve ever heard. And it sounds to me like you are overcompensating for some inner dark secrets you aren’t ready to let surface. Answer me this, at the gym, do you blow dry your dick in front of everyone?”

“People who don’t are just asking for a fungal cock.”

I nodded, took a sip of my coffee, and then said, “I think you might be gay.”

“Fuck you; I’m not gay.”

I spoke in calming tones. “It’s all right, there is nothing wrong with being gay. I know some pretty awesome people who are gay; they are just like you and me, they’re not diseased nor do they belong on another planet like some people might think. Being gay might actually bump up your cool factor.”

Crossing his arms, Freddy asked, “Why do you think I’m gay?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “To me, when a guy goes out of his way to tell another man about the amount of ‘pussy’ he eats in a night, he has to be covering up something. There is no way a guy can be that douchey without hiding a secret he’s too scared to let out.”

In all honesty, I had no clue about Freddy’s sexual preference, and I really didn’t care; that was his business, but if I could mind-fuck him for a brief moment in time to get him off my back, then I would.

Pausing to think for a second, Freddy rubbed his chin, a worried look on his face. Before he spoke, a nervous laugh escaped him. “We were just bro-ing, nothing wrong with that. Women talk all the time, that doesn’t make them lesbians.”

“In fact, it doesn’t,” I pointed my cup at him and started to walk away.

“I’m not gay,” Freddy called out, another nervous laugh escaping him.

Rolling my eyes, I worked my way back to my cubicle, where I had a framed picture of Rosie right next to my computer. I sat down in my chair and stared at the picture. She was wearing one of her cute polka dot dresses, this one was pink with white dots. Her hair was piled up on top of her head, random brown wisps framing her beautiful face. She was looking off to the side and there was a gorgeous smile on her face. It was one of my favorite pictures of her because it captured her true spirit, the girl I fell in love with back in college, and the girl who I’m so fucking lucky to call mine now.

Needing to talk to her, I pulled out my phone and sent her a text message.

 

Henry: Can’t we live on an island of our own where we don’t have to talk to douche bag co-workers but instead lie in each other’s arms . . . naked?

 

I moved my mouse to wake up my computer, where another picture of Rosie popped up on the screen. This one was of me and her in Central Park under a giant tree. A warmth spread through me as I took in her beautiful blue eyes staring into the camera. Seriously, the most gorgeous woman you will ever meet. One day, she will be my wife, no question about it.

My phone vibrated against the wood of my desk, letting me know my girl had texted me back.

 

Rosie: Freddy corner you in the kitchen again?

 

She was in the know about my douche bag co-worker; it was the one complaint I had about my job. If it wasn’t for Freddy, I would have the perfect career, but no one could really have that, could they?

 

Henry: You guessed it, love. Although, I think I might have given him a complex.

 

Rosie: Tell him his quads were too small? Did he miss leg day too many times?

 

I laughed out loud and then remembered I was having a conversation through text. I collected myself and texted her back.

 

Henry: Ha-ha . . . I fear for my life if I ever say something like that. No, I just asked him if he was gay.

 

Rosie: There is nothing wrong with gay people.

 

Henry: I know! But I pointed out the fact that he was overcompensating for something and suggested that maybe he might be gay. When I left, it looked like he was really thinking about it.

 

Rosie: That would be an unfortunate addition to the gay community if it’s true. From the stories you’ve told me, he seems like a complete putz.

 

I’m about to text her back when I hear my boss’s door open. Quickly stuffing my phone away in my jacket pocket, I opened my inbox and started scanning through emails, looking for important ones to answer first. Heavy footsteps sounded along the lacquered office floors, growing closer and closer to my cube.

“Anderson!” my boss called out my last name, making me cringe.

Popping my head over the wall, I answered him. “Yeah, Eric?”

“See me in my office.” Turning on his heel, he retreated back to his corner office and slammed the door shut.

Fuck, why did I feel like this wasn’t going to be a good conversation? I tried to recount everything that I’d done in the past week, scratch that, in the past month, that could possibly get me in trouble. I’d been texting Rosie more at the office, but I couldn’t imagine getting in trouble for that. I thought I was pretty sly about talking to her while at work.

I’d been doing a stellar job at work; my clients have been happy and I’ve been working incredibly well with the creative team, developing some dope ads. The only thing I could possibly think of that could get me in trouble would involve any kind of association with Freddy.

Nervous, I stood up, buttoned my suit jacket and started to walk toward the corner office. As I walked past the cube farm, Freddy stuck his head up and said, “Dead man walking.” Typical douche remark. I wouldn’t expect anything else from him.

Ignoring the wannabe Terminator, I continued my march until I got to Eric’s door. Taking a deep breath, I knocked on it and waited for his signal to come in.

With a motion of his hand, I opened the door and shut it quickly, not letting anyone hear the conversation that we were about to have.

“Sit,” Eric said, pointing to a chair in front of his glass desk.

Eric’s entire office was made of glass; the only things that weren’t glass were his chairs and electronics. The amount of Windex the cleaning crew used in his room had to be astronomical. The entire office sparkled, and the only color that popped was little hints of teal from table accents; everything else was a mirror or glass. I tried not to over-analyze his decorating style, but a part of me couldn’t help but think how consumed he was with himself. Don’t get me wrong, Eric was a great boss, but no one needed that many mirrors in such a small space.

Surveying Eric, I noticed a deep crinkle between his eyes, his forehead was scrunched together, and he didn’t look happy . . . at all.

Eric was the one who hired me. I was his intern when I was in college, and once I graduated, I was hired to work for Bentley advertising, an amazing opportunity I’ve been incredibly grateful for, given the hardship for college graduates to find jobs today. From there, I’ve worked my way up the ladder to the point where I have my own clients, I get to share my own ideas, and I only have to answer to one person: Eric.

“Do you know why you’re in here?” Eric asked, searching my eyes for any knowledge I might have.

Keeping my cool, even though my nerves were wrecked, I answered, “I don’t. Am I in trouble?” Maybe I wasn’t the best at keeping my cool. In all honesty, I was one bead of sweat away from creating a slip and slide down my back for a first grade class.

Eric sat back in his chair and gripped the arms of his chairs. “I’ve built this advertising agency from the ground up. I’ve put my blood, sweat, and tears into this company. I’ve invested my own money into this company to develop it into one of the top advertising firms in the country.”

“You’ve done a fantastic job,” I complimented, putting a giant brown mark on my nose.

“I know talent when I see it, and you have talent, Henry.”

My heart eased for a second, until he said . . .

“But . . .”

The word “but,” it could either make or break you.

I love you so much, but . . .

Your hair looks nice, but . . .

I can’t have sex with you tonight, but . . .

I waited with bated breath while he finished what he was about to say, my brain turning a mile a minute, recounting every indiscretion I might have caused. Nothing, I came up with absolutely nothing.

“But, I made a mistake a few years ago. I acquiesced to some investors who wanted to come in and take a percentage of the company, allowing them to put in their two cents when they wanted. At the time, it was a good idea because it allowed me to expand the company to where it is today, but it also took away some of my control.”

“Okaaaay,” I drawled out, nerves continuing to ricochet through my stomach to the point that I actually felt like I was going to throw up. I couldn’t lose this job.

“I am in need of a Director of Social Media Marketing, and I wanted you to have the position.”

I sat up in my chair, excitement beaming through me. That would be a gigantic promotion, a big enough promotion where Rosie wouldn’t have to work in a cat box all day, picking fights with tabbies and plucking cat hair from her food. She could stay at home and be the author she aspired to be, and when I said stay at home, I didn’t mean in our little apartment, no, we would own a house in the burbs where I would commute every day and come home to wifey in an apron, and only an apron. Yes, I said wifey; like I said, she will be my wife, no doubt about that.

This job would be the perfect first step toward a lifelong future with Rosie Bloom.

Visions of coming home to Rosie in an apron flooded my brain, just as Eric said, “But that choice is not mine to make.”

What did he just say? Shaking my head, I asked, “Can you repeat that?”

“It’s not my choice who is hired as the Director of Social Media Marketing; it’s the board of investors’ choice. As you are aware, social media marketing and advertising have become the new norm, and they want to make sure whoever is hired is competent, innovative, and able to take the company to the next level.”

“I know I can do that, sir.” Yup, I said sir. “I’ve been able to elevate social media advertising for all my clients, giving them a more recognizable online profile. I’ve also developed some advertising formulas to get the best use out of money invested and offered more visibility. In addition, I’ve been able to produce a perfect combination of SEO tag words for each client, boosting their online sales. Ask any of my recent clients; their online sales have sky-rocketed.”

Eric held up his hand to end my desperate attempt to be considered for the job. “Henry, you don’t have to convince me; I know your hard work and innovation have provided great service to some of our most notable clients. But, sadly, it’s not my choice. It comes down to what the board wants, and honestly, what they want to see is a female presence in the office.”

“What? We have plenty of women in the office, the entire creative design team is women; we are actually outnumbered by the women in this building by more than sixty percent.” I know this because, thanks to Freddy, he’s counted and told me many times that it’s a man’s wet dream to work in an office where there is a two to one ratio of women to men.

“Freddy give you the count?” Eric asked. I nodded my head. Speaking unprofessionally for a brief moment, Eric replied, “That man is the biggest asshat I’ve ever met, but his work never fails to impress.” He shook his head and continued, “Anyway, we are truly an office full of women, except for the advertising team. That doesn’t sit well with the board, who is led by a female.”

“So, what does that mean?” I asked, trying not to show my irritation.

I’m all for women’s rights; I would be the first one in the front lines to demand equal pay and equal rights for women. Call me a feminist; I dare you . . . it would be a huge compliment to me. If I’m doing the same job as a woman, why wouldn’t she get paid the same amount of money?

But . . .

(See what I did there)

I don’t think you should hire someone just based on their sex, male or female. All résumés should be filled with accomplishments, work ethic, and experience, strip the names off the top and then hire based off that, not on what kind of sexual organ is in one’s pants. Then . . . pay them according to their credentials and skills, not on what kind of private parts they have.

“It means the board is bringing in an outside hire.”

Unable to hold in my rage, I stood abruptly, sending my chair backward, and started to pace the floor of Eric’s office, trying not to bump into the sharp edges of his glass coffee tables. My hand gripped my forehead as I tried to the soothe the boiling rage inside of me.

“Just like that, someone is hired from the outside because they have a vagina? I’ve worked my ass off for this company, and I actually love my job, Eric. I love coming in every day and finding a solution to our clients’ needs. It’s like a puzzle I get to solve on a daily basis. I’ve always seen myself grow in this position, and under your leadership, I knew there would be opportunity, but apparently not.” I pulled on my hair, and under my breath, I mumbled, “Fuck.”

Right now, I make good money, but living in New York City, if you want to live a life where your wife can be an author, you have to make more money than I bring in. This opportunity would have given me that gift to give to Rosie.

“You done?” Eric asked, glaring at me to know my place. Quickly grabbing my turned over chair, I sat back down and gave my attention to Eric. “Like I was saying, the board is bringing in an outside hire to test her skills and abilities within our industry. She doesn’t have the job yet; it’s between you and her.”

My ears perked up . . . so my dreams weren’t squashed just yet.

“The board decided to see who could come up with the best marketing and advertising campaign for a client who’s been shopping around.”

“The Legacy account?” I asked, knowing exactly who he was talking about.

The Legacy account was a multi-million-dollar contract floating around the industry, waiting to be picked up, wined and dined. Since they were such a huge client, they were able to take their time and flaunted their business in different firms’ faces just to see what they had to offer. This would be the biggest client I’d ever worked for. Knowing that Legacy was looking to market their new condom line, I was pretty sure I could nail this. I used their condoms at least twice a day. I should actually buy stock in their condoms, thanks to Rosie’s inability to stay away from my dick.

A knowing smile crossed Eric’s lips. “Yes, the Legacy account.”

“I know condoms. Use them almost every day.” The minute the sentence slipped out of my mouth, I regretted it; that wasn’t the most professional thing to say. “Um, retract that statement, I don’t want to sound like Freddy.”

Eric laughed and shook his head. “No one does.” Eric sat up in his chair and leaned over his desk so he was closer when he spoke to me. “I want you in the office next to mine, Henry. You’ve earned the right to this position; don’t let me down.”

“I won’t,” I answered him. “When does the new hire come in?”

“Friday, and so does the board. They will be laying out the terms. You have two days to prepare yourself, because once they introduce the project, your life is going to be flipped upside down for the next couple of weeks.”

“I’m on it.” Standing, I shook Eric’s hand and then left his office, fire building inside of me.

This job was mine. Once I was named Director of Social Media Marketing, I would be getting down on one knee and proposing to Rosie, changing our lives forever. Nothing would stand in my way. I was bound and determined to make that woman mine.

 


Chapter Three

Lucifer

 

ROSIE

 

 

Scanning the lobby, I quickly made sure Phillip was nowhere to be found before I sprinted to the elevator, pressed the button to my floor, and then repeatedly pushed the close-door button until the elevator shut—a daily ritual now.

Who’s Phillip?

Did this ring a bell? “Whoever smelt it, dealt it?”

Yes, Phillip was the man who owned the face I farted on. Ever since that horrific gaseous mishap, I’d made it a mission to never share an elevator ride with him again.

I’d done pretty well except for one day, one dreadful Wednesday.

It was raining and I’d forgotten my umbrella; therefore, my hair was soaked and plastered to my face. I couldn’t see anything a few inches in front of me. I ran into an elevator right before the doors closed, thinking it was empty, only to see Phillip standing to the side, looking perfectly dry, because being the intelligent human he was, he brought an umbrella with him.

He took one look at me and gave me a horrified expression, as if my eyeball was dangling from my socket, trying to shake hands with him. Being the awkward person I am, I waved and said, “Remember me?” Then I proceeded to give him a little tap dance and spin where I finished off with a lift of my leg and pretended to toot. I believe the words that came out of my mouth were, “I sneaked a farty leak on you.” What possessed me to do such a thing was beyond me; I tried to blame it on a morning episode of alcohol intake, but that wasn’t the case.

But that wasn’t all, his disgusted face encouraged me to add, “But don’t worry, I have a boyfriend now, so I’m saving those special toots for him. Don’t even try asking me to do it again. One time special.”

Let’s just say, I cried in my office the first half of that morning out of pure mortification.

Thankfully, I avoided another elevator ride with Phillip. I highly recommend to everyone, never engage in any kind of office sexual shenanigans; they only end up traumatizing you for a lifetime.

When the door slid open to my office floor, I was bombarded by white plastic drapes hanging from the ceiling. The entire office was covered from floor to ceiling, not a square inch uncovered. Before I could ask what was going on, Susan, the receptionist, came barging through the drapes, hands to her head and a panicked look on her face. She was wearing a yellow shirt that sported a picture of a unicorn with a mustache on the front and a pair of paisley, flowered corduroys. Not the best outfit, but most certainly not the worst I’ve seen her in either.

“Heavens to Murgatroyd, did you hear what happened?”

“No,” I responded, looking around for anyone other than Susan to talk to. I loved the lady, but sometimes she could blow situations out of proportion.

“Oh, I told that old coot you couldn’t have this many cats in the office and not have the office cleaned nightly. Serves her right.”

Scanning the office, I tried to scout out my boss’s location, but the opacity of the drapes prevented it; I couldn’t see past them. “Where is everyone? Where’s Gladys?”

“Dead,” was all Susan said.

“What?!” I called out. “Gladys is dead?” My stomach revolted and I instantly felt ill.

Susan waved her hands in front of face, fending off her tears. “Not yet, but she will be when the office manager finds out the price it will cost to clean out all the air ducts in the building.”

I gripped my chest and took a deep breath, sighing with relief. “Jesus, Susan, you can’t go and say people have died when they really haven’t.”

“I didn’t say that,” Susan countered, lying to my face.

“Yes, you did. You said Gladys was dead.”

“Metaphorically, dear, honestly. Read the tone.”

Huffing and not wanting to fight with her any more, I asked, “Is Gladys here?”

Waving toward Gladys’s office, Susan responded with exasperation. “She’s out there.”

Blowing past the plastic drapes, I found my way to Gladys’s office, tripping over tubes, pipes, brooms, and cords the entire way.

“Gladys?” I called out, not really able to see from all the drapes hanging down. I pushed past them and dust floated down from the ceiling and onto my freshly lint-rolled pants. Perfect. “Gladys, are you in here?”

“Rosie, is that you?”

“Yes, where are you?” I coughed from the dust, trying to push past the drapes, using Gladys’s voice as a guide.

“Under my desk.” Her voice was weak, and I feared that she could possibly be crying.

I placed my purse on a chair and crawled on the floor until I found Gladys tucked under her desk, rocking back and forth, holding a stuffed cat to her chest.

“Gladys, what’s going on?”

She looked up at me, and just as I had guessed, she had tears streaming down her face. “They took them all.”

“Who took what all?” I asked, not making much sense to my own ears.

“The landlord, he took all the cats.” An ear piercing screech escaped her lips, sending chills down my spine. “They’re gone, Rosie. They’re all gone!”

The cats were gone. I couldn’t help the small shot of glee that shot through my body at the announcement of no more cats. No more fur balls in my soup. No more puke piles on my desk. No more stealing letters from my keyboard. No more death stares from the hallway.

AND NO MORE SIR LICKS-A-LOT!!!!!

Mentally, I did a happy dance, trying not to show Gladys how happy I was about this new information. Instead, I put on a somber look and patted Gladys on the shoulder.

“I’m so sorry to hear that; I know how much those cats meant to you.”

“You should have seen it, Rosie. What a disaster it all was. The incessant crying of the cats. My heart could barely handle it. Animal Control came in here and took all the cats, every single one of them. I didn’t even get to say goodbye.”

“Me either,” I sighed, pleased with my acting skills. “I’ll miss those furballs. If I could, I would have taken them all home.”

It was never a bad idea to suck up to your boss, to feel what they were feeling. Brownie points were always warranted in the workplace.

“You would have?” Gladys asked, hope and appreciation in her eyes.

“Yes, of course. They were like family to me.”

With cat-like reflexes, Gladys poked her head out from under the desk and looked around her office. Apparently satisfied with the vacancy, she ejected from the ground and ran to the closet that rested across from her desk. I watched her dance on her toes as she waved for me to join her.

Frightened about what was about to happen to me, and also curious, I joined her at the closet and waited for her next move.

“I need your help,” she whispered.

“With what?” I reciprocated the whisper, knowing full well no one is even within earshot of us.

As if she were Indiana Jones revealing a treasure from his man-purse, she opened her closet door and revealed a cat carrier. From a distance, it looked empty, which confused me greatly, since all the cats were confiscated by animal control.

“What’s that?” I asked, looking closer into the cat carrier, just in time for Sir Licks-a-Lot himself to leap to the front of the cage, hissing and spitting his mini kitty venom, scaring the cuticles right off of me. “Holy hell!” I screamed, turning in circles and waving my hands about.

“Shh, Rosie, they’ll hear you.”

My heart was pounding a mile a minute while Sir Licks-a-Lot was trying to entice me to come closer with his claw through the cage. Gladys had her lips against my ear, trying to soothe me by shushing loudly, as if I were a baby needing to be calmed. For some odd reason, it worked.

Steadying myself, I asked, “Who will hear me?”

“The owners.” Gladys looked around her office, paranoia evident in her appearance. “I think they bugged the place. They weren’t happy about the amount of furballs in the vents. It’s going to cost them a lot of money to clean everything out. Serves them right, though; I heard they donate money to places like the soup kitchen.”

I thought about that for a second before I answered. “Um, what’s wrong with giving money to the soup kitchen? That’s actually really nice of them.”

“Really? Not when they charge five ninety-nine for a bucket of piss water they claim is chicken broth.”

“What?” I asked. “The soup kitchen doesn’t charge. Are you talking about Soup and Bowl, the restaurant five blocks down?”

“Have you been there? It’s disgusting. I refuse to support such an establishment.”

Many things came to the forefront of my mind, but I blocked them away because I didn’t want to get into a fight with my boss about the soup kitchen. It wasn’t worth it.

“Can I ask what you’re doing with Sir Licks-a-Lot? I thought Animal Control took all of the cats.”

“They thought they did. I was able to stuff Sir Licks-a-Lot away before they could find him. I need to ask you a favor.”

And just like that, I knew exactly what the next few words were going to be coming out of Gladys’s mouth. Dread and self-hatred filled my bones as I watched her old lady eyes become full with tears and a slight ounce of hope.

Oh, crap.

“What kind of favor?” I reluctantly asked.

“I need you to take Sir Licks-a-Lot home with you. My landlord won’t allow cats in the building, so I can’t take him or else I would.”

“My landlord doesn’t either,” I answered with fake defeat and a lift of my hand, really trying to show off my disappointment. Thank God for New York City living and strict apartment rules.

“Yes, he does,” Gladys returned, shaking me out of my moment of glory from my quick thinking tongue. “I looked up your address this morning and called your landlord. I had to pay a hefty pet fee of five hundred dollars, but it’s all set with your landlord.”

Crap!

My mind started sifting through a Rolodex of excuses. I mentally tried them out before I said them out loud because right now, I would say just about anything to avoid taking Satan’s feline back to my apartment with me.

Excuse: He won’t match the ambiance of the apartment.

Nope—he would actually go perfectly.

Excuse: We go to bed at seven at night, so our sleep schedule probably won’t sync up.

Nope—cats sleep all day every day, idiot . . . that’s when they’re not plotting your death.

Excuse: Henry’s allergic.

Nope—She’s seen him in the office multiple times.

Excuse: I don’t know anything about cats.

Nope—I know TOO much about cats.

I had nothing. Just one last lousy excuse . . .

“I don’t think I’m in a financially stable place to be able to provide for Sir Licks-a-Lot’s needs at this time.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that.” Gladys waved her hand to brush my excuse away. “I will increase your salary by three hundred dollars bi-weekly to take care of him.”

That was one hell of a significant raise; how could a girl turn that down?

“You’re the only one I trust, Rosie. Please do this for me. I already had a courier drop off cat supplies and some of Lickey’s favorite toys. Say yes.”

Right before me, Gladys’s eyes transformed into giant saucers, begging and pleading with me to do this “tiny” little favor.

I turned to the crate and stared Sir Licks-a-Lot down, trying to form some kind of bond with the cretin. His yellow eyes didn’t blink as his whiskers twitched from his paw running over them in a deranged kind of way. I gulped, and thought maybe it wouldn’t be that bad. He’s just a cat . . .

***

“Go ahead, scratch the sofa one more time; I dare you,” I called out, holding a spray bottle with both hands and pointing it right at the culprit. It’d been five hours since I gathered all my things at the office and hauled “Lickey” across Midtown and back to my apartment. Just like Gladys said, she had a large box of cat items waiting for me at the apartment full of catnip, scratchers, a litter box, a pooper scooper, feeding bowls, and of course, smelly wet cat food.

The taxi ride back to the apartment was a real treat. One would have assumed I was slowly killing him inside his crate, maybe twisting his leg off, by the crazed meows popping out of his mouth. The cab driver kept looking in his rearview mirror until I told him the cat was in heat and searching for someone to bang her. That warranted a middle claw from Sir Licks-a-Lot, and I think that comment was the reason why I’d been dealing with kitty tornado ever since I got home. Apparently, he didn’t like to be called a she . . . noted!

With one sock on my foot, hair tossed into a side pony—not by my doing—and clothes askew, I found myself fighting an epic battle of human versus feline, skin versus whiskers, claws versus hands. We fought for our freedom, for our rights in the apartment, for the upper hand in this creepy ménage of furball and homosapien. I battled with him incessantly about his boundaries, his designated space, and mostly on how many times I could squirt a cat before he got it through his teeny tiny cat brain that he was not to scratch the damn couch.

His paw was midair as I screamed, “Do it!” My hands shook, ready to squirt the little bastard across the apartment. I could feel sweat start to trickle down my back in anticipation of a squirt-a-thon that consisted of me screaming like a banshee, squirting the cat, while he ran around in circles, trying to avoid Hurricane Rosie.

Right when I thought he was going to lay his paw on the couch, Henry came through the front door, scaring the jerk away from the bullseye I had aimed between his eerie yellow eyes.

“Hey, love,” Henry started to say, until he stopped and took in my appearance. Shutting the door, he said, “Whatcha doin’?” The sexy side smile of his eased the tension in my shoulders just enough for me to lower the water sprayer.

“He’s here,” I shout-whispered, looking around, waiting for him to attack. “Cover my six.” I backed up, searching the room for an orange blob ready to pounce, but my eyes deceived me, sending me into a full-on water attack on an orange pillow resting on the floor from one of the run arounds I shared with Sir Licks-a-Lot.

Henry carefully set his work bag down and looked around the living room, while lowering my squirting hands away from the pillow. “Who’s here?”

Crouch walking, I inched closer to Henry, scanning the room, waiting for Sir Licks-a-Lot to pop out. “Lucifer himself. He’s here.” I felt the crazy in my eyes starting to surface, the day of chasing him around, plucking him off the furniture, and screaming bloody murder to make him stop his incessant crying had finally taken over. I was losing it.

“Love, you’re scaring me. What are you talking—?”

Mrrrrrrrrrrooooooowwwwww!

From behind the curtains, Sir Licks-a-Lot pounced from the ground and into the air, fanning his body out to impersonate a flying squirrel, propelling him across the living room and onto Henry’s chest.

“What the fuck?” Henry screamed as he spun in circles, trying to get rid of the phantom clawer. “I don’t understand what’s happening right now.”

Spiraling around the room, Henry pulled on Sir Licks-a-Lot, trying to forcefully remove the carrot-colored clinger.

“Get off my man, you orange pussy!”

I lifted the bottle of water, aimed the best I could, and sprayed water rapidly while screaming for Sir Licks-a-Lot to declaw himself from Henry.

“Why am I getting wet? Rosie, aim at the cat, for the love of God, aim at the cat.”

The struggle escalated, the twisting was out of control, and for a brief moment I wondered if the end of this battle would result in a hospital visit.

“Stop spinning!”

Immediately, Henry listened to my demand, giving me the perfect moment to throw down my nuclear weapon. I pulled off the cap to the water sprayer and chucked the entire bottle at Henry, just in time for Sir Licks-a-Lot to jump off him, resulting in Henry taking the brunt of the water straight to the noggin.

In shock, Henry stood in front of me, drenched from head to toe, with his hands stretched out and a look of utter confusion on his face. Next to him sat Sir Licks-a-Lot, cupping the water on the ground and slowly bringing his paw up to his mouth to lap up a tasty Henry flavored drink, as if our entryway floor was his own personal watering hole.

Henry wiped his face and then asked, “Love, can I ask what that thing is doing in our apartment?”

This was one conversation I wasn’t looking forward to. I knew Henry wasn’t going to be happy about our new roommate.

“Honestly, I don’t know how it happened. Last thing I can remember is Gladys looking up at me, begging me to take Sir Licks-a-Lot home.”

“But why?”

“All the cats were removed, something about furballs in the air ducts. She needed a place for him to stay.”

“And you were chosen for that?” Henry asked, obviously irritated over the new resident in the building. The feeling was mutual.

“I was the only one who could allow cats in their apartment. She called the landlord, Henry. What was I supposed to do?”

“Say no.” We both watched Sir Licks-a-Lot rub up against Henry’s pants, marking his territory. If I wasn’t so scared of the feline, I would let him know that Henry wasn’t available for marking, but honestly, I was too scared I would lose an eyeball, so I kept my distance.

“I couldn’t. She cornered me and then offered me three hundred dollars more a paycheck to take care of him. I didn’t have a choice. Please don’t be mad at me.”

Despite my sad attempt at explaining why there was now a cat in our apartment, Henry continued to look irritated and frustrated. I didn’t like that look . . . at all.

The entire day bubbled over on me and my emotional well-being snapped. Tears flooded my eyes while I dropped to the floor, completely exhausted and emotionally worn out.

Before I had a chance to take a breath, Henry scooped me off the floor and took me into our bedroom, where he shut the door, partitioning off any access Lucifer would have to us.

Henry laid me down on the bed and then quickly stripped himself down so he was only in his boxer briefs. Hovering over me, he undid my hair from my ponytail and removed my clothing so I was only in my underwear and bra. He climbed into bed next to me and pulled me into his chest, where I rested my head and held onto him tightly.

“I’m not mad at you, Rosie. I’m sorry if it seemed like that. I just wasn’t expecting to come home to four sets of claws to my chest.”

“I don’t think anyone is prepared for that.” We both laughed, the deep rumble of his chuckle vibrated through his chest and into my soul. Lying there with Henry still felt like a dream come true. It was sometimes almost too good to be true, that I’d been so lucky as to fall in love with my best friend, my hot and super sexy best friend.

“I might have overreacted a little. I didn’t have the best day at work.”

“You didn’t?” I sat up in bed, placed my hand on his chest, and looked down at him. “What’s wrong?”

Cupping my cheek with his strong hand, he sadly smiled and said, “Nothing you need to worry about. Now get back down here so I can get lost in your intoxicating scent.”

I giggled as he encompassed me with his arms and buried his lips in my neck. I wanted to talk more about work, but by the way he shut me down rather quickly, I knew he wasn’t in the mood to talk about it, and I didn’t want to push him.

“Are you ever going to get tired of me?” I asked, still insecure about my relationship.

“Never, Rosie. I will never get fucking tired of you. You’re my girl.”

I sighed and melted into his chest as his hands worked wonders with my breasts.

“Mmm, are you looking to get some? Because I have some ideas of how we can meet each other over in Pleasure Town, USA.”

Henry paused for a second and then spoke with his lips hovering over my skin. “We’re going to have to work on your dirty talk, love. I’m not going to lie; it’s not the best right now.”

“Hey,” I said, offended. “I thought that was clever. Pleasure Town, USA was funny, witty, and exciting. Tell me one person who doesn’t want to go there?”

“I think everyone wants to go there, love. I just don’t think anyone wants to talk about it in that context.”

“All right, then what would you say, Mr. I’m-So-Great-at-Dirty-Talk?”

“You really want to know?” Henry asked, flipping me on my back.

“I do,” I responded, my chin held high in defiance.

“Fine, I would whisper in your ear, so my lips barely grazed your skin and say, ‘I am going to fuck you until you can’t see anymore.’”

Sweet Lady Marmalade.

“How’s that, love?”

I cleared my throat and nodded. “Yup, I think that would do it.”

 


Chapter Four

Abs and Schalongs

 

HENRY

 

 

I lay awake on the bed, Rosie snoring next to me. Thanks to the incessant crying of Sir Licks-a-Lot, I hadn’t been able to get a good night’s sleep for a few days. Well, that wasn’t true, my mind was also restless because of the meeting I had today with the board and the introduction of the new hire, but I was also irritated with the new member of our apartment.

Due to his constant scratching on the bedroom door, we’d been forced to grant him access into our room at night. This was terrifying for a couple of reasons. One, I wasn’t entirely sure he wasn’t planning our deaths. I think suffocation might have been on his list of things to do in the near future. And two, he likes to stare . . . a lot. To the point that I felt like he was wearing a secret webcam in his collar and selling our bedroom activities to someone overseas for Internet porn. I would not be surprised at all if I ran into my white ass one day online.

When I showered, he was right there, peering past the shower curtain, circling the claw foot tub, right on the edge, dancing dangerously with falling in. He insisted upon hacking a hairball onto my shoes every day, which looked like a piece of hair poop. Dude had to stop licking himself, because the hairballs were starting to really grate on my nerves, and it’d only been a few days. I tried talking to him, man to man, about the incessant licking, but he didn’t seem to take any notes. When I was finished with my lecture, he leaned forward and licked his butthole, pretty much a dick move. The little bastard didn’t even bother to hide his defiance.

I stared up at the ceiling and wondered what today might bring. Who was this new hire they were bringing in? Was she actually going to be good at her job, or was she there to fill a quota?

It felt like a knife was twisting around in my intestines, breaking everything up, and not in a good way. Anxiety wracked me as I sat there and tried to think of all the good things I had to offer to this job. I tried to think of the future I could obtain if I got this job. Rosie and I could start a life together, a family; we could have everything. She could become a full-time author and really focus on her art, rather than writing about the secret formula of catnip.

Agitated, I ran my hands over my face, trying to wash away the nerves that continued to take over my body. To my side, Rosie started to wake up. Her arm stretched out over the bed and across my chest, where it landed on my bare skin. I looked over at her to see a sleepy smile caressing her lips.

That little smile was all I needed. I rolled over and pinned her against the bed.

“Morning,” I said, a deep timbre to my voice.

Rosie sighed and sunk deeper into the bed.

“Mmm, do you know what that just reminded me of?”

“What?” I asked, kissing her cheek, down to her neck. She wiggled under me with every touch of my lips.

“A book I recently read by S.C. Stephens, called Thoughtless. There is a character named Kellan Kyle who is an absolute dreamboat. He’s so dreamy. And every morning when Kiera comes downstairs, he always holds a coffee cup up to her and says, ‘Mornin.’ I think you just made my Kellan Kyle dreams come true.”

Still kissing her neck and slowly working my way down to her breasts, I said, “I don’t think I like you having dreams about other men.”

From the nip I made on her upper breast, she gasped. “They’re only fictional dreams, book boyfriends if you will.”

My mouth hovered over her nipple as I looked up at her. “Book boyfriends?” My eyebrow quirked from my question.

Her chest lifted, trying to bring my mouth to her nipple, but I didn’t budge until she answered my question. I didn’t care about her book boyfriends, I just enjoyed watching her squirm.

“Henry, stop teasing me.”

“Then tell me about this book boyfriend. Is he more handsome than me? Dreamier? Girthier?”

A small snort popped out of her that she covered up quickly with her hand. She tilted her head slightly to the side and she smiled up at me. “Honestly, no. You are perfect book boyfriend material. If you were in a book, all my book friends would want to steal you from me. You’re sexy, funny, handsome, you have dreamy eyes, and your penis is perfect.”

“Perfect? How does it compare to your book boyfriend’s?” I licked her nipple just as I asked the question. A sexy whimper escaped her as her breathing picked up.

She thought about my question for a second and said, “Honestly, all book boyfriends have big penises. It’s a given. Abs and schalongs. I wouldn’t compare yourself to them.”

“Is that right?” I bit down on her nipple, causing her to yelp. “Well then, I guess I will just take my non-book boyfriend dick to the shower and get ready for the day.”

I started to move away when she grabbed my shoulders, a look of desperation in her eyes. “No, don’t leave. I was kidding. I can’t talk about your penis enough and all the good things about it. I love how it . . . uh . . .”

“How it what?” I encouraged her. Rosie was still working on her ability to talk about sex and everything sex, so when I got the chance, I pushed her to go past her limits.

Her face turned bright red as she bit down on her bottom lip, trying to figure out what to say. She was so fucking adorable it actually pained me sometimes.

“I love how your penis . . .” She paused, her face turning a deeper shade of red as she cleared her throat. “I love how it fits inside of me.”

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, moving my tongue around her nipple, making leisurely circles, watching as her breath started to catch in her throat with each lap. “How does it fit?”

She gulped and started to move her hips against mine. “It fits . . . tight.”

I sucked in her nipple, rewarding her for a good answer . . . a true answer. “How tight?”

“Really tight.” She was breathless as she spoke. “So tight that sometimes I don’t think you’re actually going to be able to fit yourself inside.”

“Want to find out?” I asked, moving one hand down to the breast I wasn’t paying any attention to. I plucked her nipple, rolling it between my fingers while my tongue danced with the other.

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Yes, that feels good, or yes, you want me to fuck you?”

Ducking her head, she nodded.

“Say it, Rosie.”

My finger pinched her nipple, spurring her to say, “Fuck me.”

Like a lightning bolt to my dick, I was ready to be inside of her. Hearing such dirty words come from my sweet and innocent girl was a huge turn on. I loved how she wanted to experiment in the bedroom and how it took encouragement from me to help her break out of her shell. I especially loved it when she swore, since she never really did outside the bedroom.

I moved my mouth up to her ear, where I pulled her lobe with my teeth right before saying, “Just what I wanted to hear.”

I felt goosebumps spread across her skin from the satisfaction in my words. Moving my hand down to her legs, I spread them apart and glided my fingers across her pubic bone, teasing her even more.

I learned Rosie wasn’t very patient when I was in charge. She didn’t like to be teased, and she hated more than anything taking it slow. Quickly, I glanced at the clock on the side table and noted I had a few minutes before I needed to be in the shower, so I moved my fingers just above her pussy and then pressed down on the outer edges, barely moving my fingers up and down, just close enough to her hole that she could feel the slightest pressure.

A low moan rolled through her, her hips moved with my fingers, encouraging me to go lower, and her hands gripped the back of my neck, bringing my lips to hers.

She was soft, yet tough with her movements. Her tongue was demanding, but also timid once I opened my mouth for her. She knew what she wanted, but when she got it, she shied away for a second, still wondering if I was hers for the taking. What she still didn’t get was that I was hers until the day I took my last breath.

With her tongue searching mine, I couldn’t help but slip my fingers inside of her just an inch and then pull them out. She groaned in frustration, releasing my mouth from hers. Her hands went under the pillow where she grabbed it and moved her hips again, trying to force my fingers inside of her, but I held my ground as she twisted from annoyance.

Since her arms propped her head up from behind now, her breasts pushed up toward the sky, giving me amazing access to do what I wanted with them.

Rosie’s body was indescribable, incredibly curvy in all the right spots, a damn near perfect version of Jessica Rabbit. Her breasts were just the right weight for my hands, perky, yet rotund. I couldn’t explain it. I’ve always appreciated breasts before, but with Rosie, I wanted to lay down a red carpet for each one and be at their beck and call. All she has to do was not wear a bra and I was sunk. Yup, I was that guy when it came to Rosie, no self-control.

That’s why I couldn’t get enough of her nipples, her pink little nipples that harden when I looked at her. My hand gripped her left breast, and brought it to a point, where I lower my head and sucked in her nipple . . . whole. My tongue lapped at the hardened peg, teasing and testing its sensitive nerves. I was rewarded with cries of pleasure escaping from those two stunning lips that I’d been blessed to call mine.

Never one to pick favorites, I moved my mouth over to her right breast and performed the same routine; this time, her cries grew louder, because with each nip of my teeth, I pressed my fingers deeper inside of her until I couldn’t go any farther.

Like the naughty little girl she was, she started rocking her hips on my fingers, and I let her. I let her ride them until she brought herself to the brink of climax and to the point that I couldn’t take it anymore.

Sweat was coating both of our bodies as the sun shone in our window, letting us know it was the start to a new day.

Not wanting to wait any longer, I grabbed a condom from the nightstand, slipped it on, and then guided myself inside. I hovered above her, happy with her no nonsense attitude this morning, just letting me take charge, doing what I did best . . . worshiping her.

We both studied each other’s eyes as my hips moved in a perfect rhythm that matched our beating hearts. How could I not love this woman with everything in me when she looked up at me as if I were her knight in shining armor? As if I were her prince charming? The one man who could fulfill her every fantasy? Dare I say it . . . her book boyfriend?

With each thrust, we both grew closer to our all-consuming climax. Our bodies rang out through the room, our moans echoed off the old plaster walls, and our scents mingled together, adding an erotic flair to our lovemaking.

Everything about this woman I cherished, and I would be damned if I ever gave her up.

“Yes,” she called out shyly, grabbing a hold of my ass and pulling on it with my movement.

Fuck, just like that, my balls tightened, my toes curled, and an explosion burst from my chest, straight down my body. Rosie called out my name and I pushed in and out of her a few more times, riding our orgasms out until our bodies were completely sated.

Out of breath, I rested my forehead on her shoulder and her hand went instinctively to my hair, where she played with the short strands on the back of my neck.

“I love you,” I whispered. “So damn much.”

“I love you, too.” She sighed and said, “Is it still weird for you to think that we are a couple?”

She asked that question often; I wasn’t sure why because to me, being with Rosie was the most natural and honest relationship I’d ever experienced.

I lifted my head from her shoulder and pressed it against her forehead. My lips quickly pecked hers and I said, “Rosie, I’ve never felt more comfortable or in love with another human being than I do with you. Our relationship isn’t weird to me; it’s natural, logical, and essential to my well-being.”

“How did I get so lucky?” she asked, shifting to the side to look at the clock. I was about to answer her when she screamed right in my ear.

Bringing my hand to my broken eardrum to prevent any further damage, I asked, “What the hell, love?”

Without saying a word, she pointed to my side of the bed. I turned to find Sir Licks-a-Lot, leg extended in the air, toes spread, and his tongue very slowly and methodically licking his little kitty balls.

I turned back to Rosie, so beyond disturbed with the sight to the side of us. “Was he there the whole time?”

“I don’t think we want to know the answer to that question.”

We both looked at him again, watching him continue to swat himself with his mini sandpaper tongue.

I shivered and said, “Why is he purring? Does he ever purr?”

“Not that I’m aware of.” Rosie paused for a second before saying, “Why does he always stare at you? I think he might have a crush on you. Maybe you give off some kind of kitty pheromone.”

“I have been known to attract the pussies.”

With a dramatic roll of her eyes, Rosie pushed me to the side and tiptoed around Sir Licks-a-Lot before running off to the bathroom, where I heard the shower turn on. I grabbed the condom off my dick and held it out for the trash can, Sir Licks-a-lot eyeing the latex the entire time. I stopped in my pursuit of the trash can, and said, “I swear to God, if I find this chewed up and buried in the couch, I will rip your spikey dick right off your kitty frame. You hear me, you sick fuck?”

Like the ass he was, he licked his paw and rubbed the top of his head, with one single middle claw up. Whoever taught that cat to flip people off was some kind of evil genius.

***

“C-3PBro! You ready for the day?” Freddy asked, walking up to me and holding out his fist for a bump.

I ignored his attempt for another “bro-out” and sipped my coffee. “Don’t do that.”

Sticking his hand in his pocket like a “cool guy,” he asked, “Do what?”

“Use Star Wars names in your sick bro-lingo. Star Wars is too good for that.”

“Have you seen the new movie? Seriously, bro, that shit was off the chain! I got a half-chub in the theater over Leia. Even in her old age I would still tap that General of the Resistance. I would give her something to braid her hair over. Pound her so hard that she’d wish she’d never even hooked up with that Solo idiot and instead had waited for me.”

I held my hand up to stop the moron from talking. “I’m going to stop you right there. There were so many things wrong with that little picture you painted, but the main reason why I’m seconds away from crushing your nuts with the dishwasher door is because of your complete lack of respect for Han Solo. I don’t care who you are, you pay your respects.”

Freddy stood silent for a second before throwing his head back and laughing. “Oh, fuck, man, look as us, two bros fighting over a woman.”

I shook my head. “Nope. No, we’re not. Are you high?” Freddy laughed some more. “I’m serious, are you high? Nowhere in my last sentence did I say anything about a woman.”

Freddy leaned forward and whispered behind his hand. “Come on, Harrison Ford with that long hair, can you say lady?”

He had to be kidding. “You’re so fucked up. It was called the seventies; men had long hair back then. Shit, men have long hair now, but it’s actually even longer and piled on top of their heads in messy buns or braids. Can’t call a dude a lady because of long hair.”

That shut Freddy up enough for me to walk past him, out of the kitchen, and back to my cube. How he managed to corner me almost every morning was beyond me. He must have some kind of warning signal that tipped him off whenever I arrived at or left my cube.

Knowing I had a meeting with the board at nine, I woke up my computer to get a jump start on some of my emails before the atmosphere in the office was flipped upside down. My inbox was loaded and I started scanning my emails. Nothing too pressing, so I grabbed my phone to text Rosie when Freddy squatted in my cube, breathing rather heavily.

“Bro-tato Chip, did you see the new girl? Holy shit, the legs on that pair of tits extend all the way up to her nipples. And could her skirt get any smaller? I’m about to run up to her backside and poke my full on rod up that skirt, really introduce myself via cock-mail.”

“You’re so fucking offensive,” I bowed my head as I spoke, not wanting any of the board of directors to hear me, in case they were walking around. “Can you not be a total douche canoe for at least five minutes?”

“Not when those fuckable lips are walking around, and I’m not talking about the ones on her face. Boo-ya!” He held up his hand for a high five, but instead, I punched him in the stomach, causing him to bend over. He nodded his head as he held onto his stomach. “All right, I can jump on board with deserving that one.”

“Glad you realized that.”

“Anderson, conference room,” Eric called out from across the cube farm.

“Ooooo, you’re in trouble.”

“Shut the fuck up, you moron,” I muttered, kicking him in the shin as I stood and buttoned my jacket. I could do this; it was just a female, apparently one with long legs. This job was made for me, I worked my ass off for this job, I fucking deserved this job.

Once I finished my mental pep talk, I grabbed my leather-bound notepad and walked toward the conference room. From a distance, I saw the back of the girl. She had long brown, almost caramel colored hair, her legs were long like Freddy had pointed out, and yes, she had a bit of a super model body, but honestly, she was nothing compared to Rosie, not even fucking close.

As I grew closer, I observed the way she flirted with the men board members, touching their arms and leaning in close to talk to them. From behind, there was something familiar about her that I couldn’t place; maybe it was her overcompensating feminine wiles that reminded me of some of the women I used to date.

Before I entered the conference room, Eric cut off my path and pulled me to the side. Whispering, he said, “Listen to me closely. Do not go in there and suck ass to the board. Be strong, be confident; act like this job is already yours, like you already have an office of glass rather than poorly upholstered cardboard walls. You got it?”

“You betcha, boss man,” the minute I said it, I heard it. Not the best response.

“None of that shit in there either.”

“Yup, that was bad. I’m just a little on edge. I got this, though.”

“Eric, Henry, come in,” Darlene said, motioning us in the room to join everyone.

I straightened my tie and followed Eric into the room, shutting the glass door behind me. The conference room had a long, oak table running the length with brown leather upholstered office chairs lining the perimeter. There was a large TV on one side for video calls and a white board on the other side, which was never used anymore due to the use of technology now, and the fact that Eric was the guy who loved drawing ideas on the glass walls. He always liked to point out if Google could do it, then so could we.

To my left was the president of the board, Darlene, and the vice president, Danielle. To my right stood the new hire and three of the other board members, all men, of course. I had my work cut out for me.

“Henry, it’s good to see you,” Darlene held out her hand.

“Darlene, always a pleasure. How are the twins? Still playing soccer?”

“Are they always. I need to start investing in some stock of Tide Stain Remover because the amount of grass stains I have to battle every night is overwhelming.”

“I can’t imagine,” I chuckle and shake my head. Yes, I’m good at this. “At least they’re still focused on sports and not girls. Be grateful for that.”

Darlene laughed and shook her finger. “Such a smart man.” She then turned to Danielle and said, “Danielle, you remember Henry, right? Eric’s right hand man.”

“Yes, Henry, how are you?”

“I’m great, Danielle. Thank you for asking. Last time we spoke, you were headed to Europe for a backpacking trip. Please tell me you made it to Greece.”

“It was incredibly hard to return. If it wasn’t for my husband, I would still be out there feasting on baklava and soaking up the sun.”

“I don’t blame you,” I replied. “Greece is on my bucket list. I’ll make it there one day.”

Darlene pointed behind me and said, “Henry, you remember Dale, Walter, and Steve.”

“I do,” I answered, turning around to shake their hands and start up some more small talk, but the minute I turned around, my breath was completely knocked out of me by the new hire.

Not because she was pretty.

Not because she was smiling brightly at me.

But because . . .

“And, Henry, this is Tasha, our new hire.”

“Henry!” Tasha smiled brightly, reaching for my hand and pulling me in for a hug. “What’s it been, two months since we last saw each other? How’s the new apartment?”

Tasha, the girl I dated in college; the girl I called on when Rosie broke my heart the minute after we had sex for the first time. Tasha, the girl who shattered Rosie’s beautiful soul to pieces, leaving them scattered across the apartment we used to share with Delaney.

That Tasha.

“Um, apartment is good,” I answered, bewildered, caught off guard . . . royally and utterly fucked.

“Great to hear. Gosh, I totally forgot that you worked at this firm. What a coincidence.”

By the look in her eyes, I knew it wasn’t a coincidence; I was damn near confident this wasn’t a coincidence. This was revenge at its finest, a battle of retribution, and from the way she quirked her lip to the side, I knew it was going to be a blood bath.

“Yeah, ever since I graduated. Bentley Agency has been really good to me.”

“That’s great. I’m glad I can be a part of the team.”

“So, you know each other?” Darlene asked.

I went to answer, but Tasha answered before I could. “We dated in college for a little bit and talked about moving in with each other a little while ago, but then he dumped me for his roommate. Isn’t that right, Henry?”

Let the battle begin.

Adjusting my tie, since it felt like it was closing in on my throat, I answered honestly, “I was in love with someone else, and I didn’t handle it properly. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

Everyone stood in silence as our dirty laundry was aired for everyone to see. That last thing I wanted to do was talk about the downfall of the pitiful relationship we used to have, a relationship not even worthy of talking about.

This was awkward.

Awkward as fuck.

More awkward than if Freddy really did send Tasha his cock-mail. I would pretty much pay him anything right about now to make a speedy delivery.

Darlene cut the tension. “Well, good thing we hired you for your professional experience and your ability to sell any product that comes your way rather than for your mistrials in your personal life.”

“Yes, if that was the case, Freddy would have been fired the first day on the job,” Danielle added. “But that boy is good at what he does. Such an odd bird, that one.”

Everyone but Tasha laughed. Thank God for Freddy being an idiot.

“Now that we all know each other, let’s get down to business. Shall we take our seats?”

Listening to Darlene, the group sat down. I made sure to stay as far away from Tasha as possible, avoiding all eye contact as well. The more I mentally denied what was happening, the more I avoided melting into a pool of my own sweat. I knew Tasha; she could be ruthless when it came to what she wanted. I had no doubt in my mind the claws were coming out for this.

Walter passed around folders with Legacy’s label pressed on the front of them. The folder was on the higher end and I made a note of it. This was just a simple folder, but if Legacy took pride in small items like folders, then they would want the same representation for their product. Flipping to the first page, I took in the table of contents and let out a deep sigh. This was going to be one long meeting.

“The Legacy account, home of condoms, lubes, and a small department of vibrators,” Darlene started, a presentation popping up on the TV. “This is the biggest account out on the market right now, and we are going to make sure Bentley Agency wins the bid. They are looking for some fresh new branding, something to make them pop on the shelves. They want to cater toward men, but also women, while using the power of social media, something they’ve never done before. That’s why we brought in Tasha. We feel she can give us a perspective on the product that we might not have thought of before.”

I couldn’t help but smirk. Darlene should have just said, Tasha has used a lot of condoms in her life and can give us great knowledge on what they feel like for women. She was a little loose in college; she should be able to offer an in-depth perspective on condom usage.

“We have a month to come up with fresh and innovative ideas. This is an account that we will win; do not let me down. Danielle, go through the details for us.”

Danielle went over Legacy’s sales figures, their current branding, their social media and advertising, as well as their presence in the market. They weren’t catering to the young crowd, something I knew I could assist with, and they weren’t catering to women either, something I knew I could help them improve as well, despite the penis that resided in my pants. I just had to make sure I came up with a better idea than Tasha.

Fuck, Tasha.

Could this nightmare get any worse?

It could, actually . . . if Rosie found out.

 


Chapter Five

Moist

 

ROSIE

 

 

“Delaney, can I ask you a question?”

“Always,” she said, over the phone.

I was lying across the couch, twirling the water sprayer in my hand, pointing it at Sir Licks-a-Lot- occasionally, just daring him to do something wrong while I talked to Delaney on the phone.

Working from home was probably the best thing that’s ever happened to me, besides Henry of course. I was able to get my actual work done in the morning, so I was able to spend the rest of the afternoon, when I was battling demon cat, baking cookies, moving furniture around so it was more functional for the space we were living in, and even painting my toenails. I’d just finished, that was why I still had cotton balls smashed between my toesies and the reason why Sir Licks-a-Lot was eyeing my foot, as if he was a child staring at a decorated foot of cotton candy.

Casually, I asked Delaney, “You’ve had lots of sex, right?”

“How is that a question? You know the answer to that.” The preposterous tone in her voice made me giggle. Yup, I knew in great detail how much sex she’d had.

Sharing a dorm room and an apartment with the girl since college had well educated me on the amount of sex she had, especially with Derk. I just needed a segue into my actual question. I might not be a virgin anymore, but I was still very shy when it came to talking about private parts and whatnot. That’s why we called them private parts, because our parts were supposed to remain private. At least that’s what my mother told me.

“I mean, do you have a lot of sex, like . . . during the day?”

“When I’m at work, I don’t typically fuck under my desk, but when I get home, yeah. What are you getting at?”

I cleared my throat, trying to get the words out, but all it did was draw Sir Licks-a-Lot’s attention back to my foot. If he clawed my toe again, he would be making a new friend called, The Fire Escape, because that’s where he would be living from now on. He was the master clawer of toes in the middle of the night to unsuspecting dreaming angels, aka, myself. If one single piggy made it outside of the blankets, he knew about it, and he reminded you who the toe master was. The worst part was, he knew what he was doing because last night, when he got my pinky, I yelped and looked down at him, only to see him smiling that toothy white grin of his.

Bastard!

Turning back to the conversation, I said, “Lately, Henry and I have been having a lot of the sex.”

“It’s just sex, Rosie. You don’t have to put a ‘the’ in the front of it. But yes, you two have been going at it like porn stars on their first shoot. Animals! Grrrawwwlll.”

“Ew, stop, stop that now.” I shuddered just thinking of Henry and me as porn stars. “Please don’t refer to us as porn stars. Yes, do I make him have sex with me in different positions for my book? Of course . . .”

“How’s that coming, by the way?” Delaney asked, interrupting me.

“The book?”

“No, your pussy. Of course the book!” Delaney answered, exasperated with me.

“It’s doing well. The love story is coming along nicely, but I think it needs more. It needs more of a niche; you know?”

“I don’t know, actually, but let’s not get into that, back to lots of sex.”

And that was that. Delaney loved talking to me about the sex scenes in my book, but when I started to discuss the plot, or the antagonist, she immediately clammed up and changed the subject. She said she had no interest in plotting with me, and she meant that with love. What I really needed was a writing group, a place I could go and discuss my ideas and struggles when it came to writing; they would understand me. I made a mental note to look one up in the city; there had to be some kind of romance writing group in this giant urban jungle.

“Okay, um, so we’ve been doing it a lot, and it’s been amazing. I mean, he stuck his fingers inside me this morning—”

“Nope, no, no, no, no. We are not going into details. I love you, Rosie, but you and Henry are like siblings to me; I don’t want to know about fingers going up anyone. Gah, gross. He knows he has a dick, right, and that he can use it on you?”

“It was foreplay. He was getting me all . . . juicy.”

“Again, no. Do not say juicy,” Delaney chastised.

“Moist?”

Delaney made a disgusted noise on the other side of the phone. “Rosie! Have you not learned one thing from all those groups we participate in on Facebook?”

In my pursuit of being an author, I decided to join some book groups on Facebook; my goodness, did they liked posting penis pictures. Delaney joined to “help me” after she saw me scrolling through my newsfeed and saw a butt shot of Stuart Reardon. Such a horn dog. But, in all honesty, I couldn’t blame her; Stu has a nice tush. Oh and that Franggy, man does he have a beard some ladies would like to sit on. Now she was a part of all the same groups. It led to great conversations, but they mostly revolved around the uncircumcised dick she saw that morning. I was privileged to hear her talk about wanting to have sex with one just once, so she could give it a test run. Like we always say, it’s for science!

Referring back to her question about what I had been educated on in those groups, I answered, “I’ve learned that penises come in all shapes and sizes and that the majority of the female population likes a good tattoo and appreciates a bad boy.”

“They also hate the word moist, Rosie! It makes them cringe, it makes them want to pick up their first born child and sell them on the sidewalk for five dollars or best offer, just to buy a razor blade so they can slice their ears off. Don’t you remember that one post about words not to use…”

“Umm…” I paused trying to reflect back.

“It’s that author you stalk, she asked readers to list their most hated words to be used in books, and do you know what the number one word was?”

“Anal seepage?

“Fuck you! No, you’re disgusting. Jesus, Rosie. It was moist!! They hate the word, moist!”

“What’s so wrong with it? They also hate the word panties, but what else are we supposed to call them? Underwear? That doesn’t seem very sexy. Unless every character for the rest of their lives wears thongs, you have to call them something else. So what is it? Underwear or panties?”

“I can’t even handle you right now,” Delaney said, deflated.

“And what’s wrong with saying the word lady folds? I mean, that’s what they are. They are folds of skin on a lady’s body. Lady folds is way less vulgar than the P word. And I really don’t think I’m ready to use the term ‘sex’ to describe Virginia. Oh, and that’s another thing, apparently naming your private part isn’t wildly accepted either. What’s a writer to do?”

Delaney took a deep breath and let it out. “I don’t know, Rosie. Maybe ask your stalkee. Maybe she will take a break from her meerkat turkey basting and answer your questions.”

“Hmm, that’s a good idea. I think I just might.”

Questions ran through my mind about the proper terms for vagina and how I could address them to Tara, when Delaney interrupted my thoughts. “Are you going to ask me your question?”

Completely forgetting about my question, I tried to remember what I was going to say, where this conversation was leading. “Oh, yeah, so lots of sex. I know there are such things as yeast and bladder infections, but those are more of an itch to the vag more than anything, right?”

“Umm, is this a question for your gyno?”

“Maybe, but I don’t want to go there again, not for another year. Last time I went, I saw hot man doctor, and this was before the red brick road incident. He said . . .” I cleared my throat from embarrassment. “He said he had to part my hair to get a good look.”

Silence.

Then, “I’m about one sentence away from hanging up this phone on you.”

“I’m sorry!” I said quickly. “Yeast infections are itchy and bladder infections make it feel like you have to pee all the time, kind of a burning sensation, right?”

“Right,” she drawled out.

“So what is it when your lady part feels heavy?”

More silence.

Too much silence.

Silence like she was no longer on the phone anymore kind of silence.

“Hello? Delaney? Are you still there?”

“I don’t—” Delaney started, but then stopped. “What do you mean by heavy?”

“Well, I don’t know. Just heavy. Like, your vagina is carrying around twenty pound weights and really struggling to hold them up. Heavy to the point that you feel like it’s really hanging low. Like, if something brushed up against my ankle, I wouldn’t even give it a second thought if I saw Virginia waving at me from down below.”

“I can honestly say, I’ve never experienced my pussy hanging low to the point of tying my shoelaces for me.”

“You know what I mean . . .”

“I really don’t, actually, Rosie. Please explain.”

“Ugh.” I shifted on the couch and looked around for Sir Licks-a-lot. He was nowhere to be found, so I set the water sprayer on the couch next to me, lifted my butt, and pulled my shorts and underwear down so I could see Virginia. I tucked my shirt in through the neck hole and then spread my legs to get a good look.

I played around, pulling things to the side and examining the inner parts of my entire sex machine. “It’s hard to explain. It almost feels like I’m allergic to Henry’s penis. Things are swollen; sometimes I feel like the folds . . .”

“Don’t say folds.”

I continued, despite her lecturing. “Like the folds are so large and mad that they’ve turned purple.” I put the phone on speaker, set it on the arm rest and dove in deeper to the ins and outs of my vagina. “Right now, it’s not as swollen as usual, but post-coitus, it’s usually more swollen. Is that something?”

“Why am I still listening to this conversation? You lost me at purple vagina and pushed me over the edge with post-coitus.”

“I’m not kidding, Delaney. I’m seriously concerned. Can vaginas be allergic to dicks?”

“How am I supposed to know? Search it on the internet. Wait, actually . . . don’t.”

“What am I supposed to do? What if it gets worse, what if my entire vagina falls off one night? Oh, my gosh, do you think it turns purple because Henry’s penis suffocates it? Do vaginas need oxygen during sex? He is kind of big for me.”

“You literally have made me speechless. I have nothing to say to you, Rosie.”

“You’re no help,” I said, spreading the lips on my vagina to get a closer look. Just as I was about to get an up close and personal with my “bean,” from the corner of my eye, I saw Sir Licks-a-Lot charging at me like Braveheart on his horse, one paw in the air, and a meow-like war cry escaping his cat mouth. His sights were set on my exposed area, as if he was just dying to have a pussy to pussy high five with me.

I screamed bloody murder and stuck my foot out as a force field, just as Henry opened the door to our apartment. Sir Licks-a-Lot was mid-jump when my knife hand connected with the side of his body, deflecting him to the side of the couch, where he clamped onto the water bottle and ran off with it.

“That demon,” I screamed, legs still spread, vagina still open for everyone to see.

Confusion was etched all over Henry’s face as he took in the scene before him. “Uh, hey, love. Getting a good look at your pussy for me?”

“Is Henry home?” Delaney called out over the speaker phone. “I hope so because I am done talking about your purple, heavy weighted, ankle tickling vagina. My best friend duties are over. Peace out, crazy. Call me once you’ve tested out some strippers.”

Delaney hung up the phone, leaving Henry and me to ourselves. Without saying a word, he walked over to me, kneeled before my spread legs, and asked, “Your vagina has been tickling your ankles?”

Before I could answer, his tongue was on me, melting me straight into the couch. All my worries and concerns were washed away the minute Henry’s mouth descended upon me.

***

“Henry, the Chinese food is getting cold!” I called out from the kitchen. I was wearing Henry’s shirt he wore to work, sleeves rolled up, of course, and Henry was just getting out of the shower.

It was Friday night, and instead of going out to the bars like Henry used to, he was snuggling up next to me and watching one of my favorite romantic comedies, When Harry Met Sally.

Two months ago, Henry could be found at some of the hippest clubs in the city, staying out until two in the morning, only to wake up at six to go to work. Now, he found himself tucked away in our modest apartment near Broadway, eating takeout, and watching sappy movies with me.

I was one hell of a lucky girl.

I worried sometimes that maybe he missed his old life, but whenever I brought it up, he always shut down that thought quickly. Pretty sure he was starting to get annoyed with my insecurities over our relationship, but honestly, it was one of the first ones I’d ever had, and Henry was really hot. I told him all the time he was out of my league, which he just laughed at and told me otherwise.

“Did you get spring rolls?” Henry asked, walking toward me in only a pair of sweats and a towel in hand, drying off his short brown hair. I took a moment to reflect on his well-cut chest and muscular arms, flexing with every movement. I drooled over the small beads of water that dripped off his head and the way his eyes lit up whenever he saw me.

“Uh, what?”

A smile crossed his face as he tossed the towel to the side and walked up behind me. He wrapped his arms around my stomach and kissed my neck gently. He didn’t shave, so his five o’clock shadow rubbed against my sensitive skin, sending shocks of pleasure down to my toes. I would never get tired of this . . . ever.

“Did you get spring rolls?” he asked again, nuzzling my ear.

“I think so?” I said in a question form. Not really sure what I’d ordered at this point, thanks to Henry’s ability to completely consume me.

“Well, let’s take a look.” Henry unlatched himself from my stomach, but still stood pressed up against me, looking over my shoulder. Searching through the beg, he pulled out a little bag of spring rolls. “I knew my girl wouldn’t fail me.” He kissed the side of my cheek and backed away, leaving me breathless and needy.

I turned around to face him, placed my hands on the counter behind me and unbuttoned part of the shirt I was wearing so I knew my cleavage would show. Henry had a spring roll halfway to his mouth when he saw my position.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he asked with a quirked eyebrow.

“Do you really think you can come in here, shirtless, and press yourself against me without turning me on?”

“Maybe,” he smiled.

“Guess again. What are you going to do about it?”

“Eat my food,” he wiggled his eyebrows and then bit into his spring roll. He turned to grab some plates and brought them over to the counter, so we could start to pile our food on top of them.

Confused, I asked, “Are you really not going to have sex with me right now?”

“Is that what you wanted?”

I gave him a “duh” look. “Of course, why else would I unbutton the top buttons on my shirt?”

“Technically, that’s my shirt.” He grinned. “And I just gave you an orgasm and pretty sure you jacked me off in the shower a few moments ago.”

“Oh, my God!” I swatted his stomach. “Don’t be so crude.”

“Okay, if you didn’t jack me off, what did you do?” He was testing me; he was always testing me.

“I stroked your love stick,” I answered him, not playing into his stupid word game challenge.

He shook his head in disappointment. “And for that answer, I will be eating my Chinese now. If you’d said something else, I might have taken care of that little horny problem you’ve been having lately. Oh, and by the way, when I was eating you out as my appetizer earlier, your pussy didn’t look at all purple to me, nor did it feel heavy. It was perfect.”

The box of noodles resting in front of Henry was dumped onto his plate, followed by some General Tso’s chicken and two spring rolls, one half eaten.

He started to walk to the couch when I whined—yes, whined. “You’re seriously going to deny me?”

“I’m prolonging the inevitable. Come on, come sit and eat dinner with me, watch a movie, and then I will fuck that pretty little pussy of yours.”

“You can just say make love,” I answered back, a little irritated and frustrated that my need wasn’t being immediately taken care of.

“Then I wouldn’t see that beautiful blush cross your face. Now, hurry up; I want you cuddled into my side.”

I dished out a reasonable amount of Chinese food on my plate, knowing that if I ate all of it at my first sitting, I would want some twenty minutes later. I grabbed drinks for both of us from the fridge and tip-toed across the floor on my bare feet, plopped on the couch, and kissed Henry on the cheek.

“Thanks for wanting to have a movie night with me, even though it might not have been a movie you would have picked.”

Henry wrapped his hand around me and scooped up Chinese food with his other hand. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, love. Plus, Meg Ryan is hot in this movie, all innocent like my girl.”

I rolled my eyes, brought my plate to my chest, and started shoveling food down my mouth while the movie started to play. I chomped away, enjoying the easiness of our relationship. We were so incredibly comfortable with each other that the giant belch that just popped out of Henry after he took a sip of his beer didn’t even bother me.

That was a lie. I made it seem like it didn’t bother me, when in fact I wanted to punch him in the face every time he let one fly out of his mouth. It wasn’t that burps bothered it me, it was just that his were so loud they often startled me.

Our plates were emptied, our drinks were guzzled, and our burps were emptied—thank goodness. Henry pulled me into his chest, his arm wrapped around my shoulders and his lips caressing my hair every once in a while.

My hand rested across his bare skin, and I played with the muscular divots scattering across his well-developed chest. It was still weird for me to think of him as mine, to touch him as I wanted, to kiss him when I wanted my lips on his, and to pleasure him when the spark arose—which lately was often.

I was serious when I was talking to Delaney. I was kind of nervous something was going on with Virginia. I was either feeling super heavy down there, weird way to describe your vagina, I know, or I couldn’t get enough of Henry. I wanted him all the time.

Feeling a little randy after losing your virginity to the hottest man on the planet felt like it was a natural occurrence, but wanting to hump his face off the minute he walked through the door, now that might be something different, but what?

I wondered if I’d unlocked some kind of pent-up, sexual sycophant, preying on best friends from college. That was how I felt, like I was preying on Henry every chance I got.

When he was in the shower, washing soap off his body, I was peeking past the curtain to watch the water drop down his body—hence the “jacking” off earlier. When he was sleeping, my hands always found his penis, and for some reason started to rub it. One night, I found myself humping his flaccid penis until he woke up to realize his horny girlfriend was trying to guide his log down the river of crazypants. When he got home from work, I couldn’t help but grab his tie and start attacking his mouth with mine. And don’t get me started when he’s cooking. I usually found myself up on the counter, trying some kind of insane act I read from one of my books, which normally didn’t go as planned. Note to everyone out there: trying to make a sundae on a naked body doesn’t really work unless the person you’re making it on is a frigid dead body.

The need for him is overwhelming; I started considering going to see the lady doctor. A strong libido was one thing, but ripping your pants off and spreading your legs every time your boyfriend walked in the apartment, as if you’d been in some kind of Pavlov experiment, that wasn’t normal.

“Do you realize your hips are rubbing against my leg right now?” Henry whispered in my ear, breaking my thoughts.

I looked down to see one of my legs over Henry’s lap and my hips slowly rubbing up and down his thigh.

“Oh, sorry,” I nervously laughed.

“No need to be sorry,” he kissed my head again, but continued to watch the movie. Usually, if I started to get turned on, he would do something about it.

Meg Ryan was fake orgasming on screen, turning me on even more as I turned to face Henry so he had to look me in the eyes. He looked past my head for a second to watch the screen before turning his attention to me. “What’s up, love? Don’t you want to watch the movie?”

“Why aren’t you trying to take advantage of me right now?” I placed my hand on my hip, a little insulted that he kept peeking past me to view the screen.

He sighed and said, “Just a long day at work, Rosie.”

“That’s the second time you’ve said that this week. You’ve never complained about work. What’s going on?”

I studied him carefully as he averted his eyes away from me and answered, “Nothing to worry about.”

“Again, that was the same response you gave me earlier. If you’re going to bring work home and let it affect our night, then I have the right to know what’s bothering you.”

“How am I affecting our night? Because I won’t have sex with you right now? Jesus, Rosie, I just ate you out twenty minutes ago and had sex with you twice this morning. How much more do you want?”

Taken aback by his tone, I sat up and pulled away from him. I could tell he immediately regretted what he said because he tried to wrap his arm back around me, but I didn’t let him.

“I didn’t know I was bothering you with wanting you. I guess I thought men liked it when their women came on to them. I won’t do it again.” I crossed my arms and sat on the opposite end of the couch. I was being a complete brat, but I didn’t care; he hurt my feelings, and frankly, I didn’t know how else to react.

Instead of “chasing” after me like I thought he would, he huffed out his frustration, went to the kitchen, grabbed another beer, and then sat back down on his side of the couch, ignoring me completely.

A foreign emotion started to settle in, an emotion I’d never felt before. Rejection, it hurt, BIG TIME.

Tears watered in my eyes and my throat began to clog up with all the pent-up embarrassment and anger I was feeling. This was so stupid. I was getting angry because my boyfriend didn’t want to have sex with me for the fourth time in one day. What kind of sex-crazed lunatic was I?

Not letting Henry see my tears, I grabbed my phone off the coffee table and sent Delaney a text.

 

Rosie: Why am I so horny?

 

A lone tear fell down my face as I sent the text message. What was wrong with me? The movie played in the background while I waited for Delaney to text back. It felt like an hour before she replied to me, when in fact it was only a few minutes.

 

Delaney: Why would you even ask me that question? I have no clue, maybe because you’ve suppressed yourself from the penis for twenty plus years and now that you’ve had it shoved up your hole you can’t get enough?

 

That was a possibility, but did people really go this crazy after sex?

 

Rosie: I want to hump his face every chance I get.

 

Delaney: He’s that good at going down? Huh, I would have thought he was more of a pumper rather than an eater.

 

Rosie: I don’t know what that means, but he’s good at everything.

 

Delaney: Pumper, as in he’s good at placing his pastry bag inside your donut hole and moving it in and out until you’re completely glazed. If you don’t know what an eater is, then we can’t be friends.

 

Rosie: Oh, well, he’s good at everything, like really good. Like there hasn’t been a time that I haven’t orgasmed.

 

Delaney: Good for you. Now, can I get back to watching my man strip for me with scarves?

 

Rosie: Derk performs naked scarf dances for you?

 

Delaney: Rosie, the boy will do anything I ask of him. Have a good night.

 

Annoyed, I tossed my phone back on the coffee table, which drew Henry’s attention.

“You done ignoring me?” he asked.

“Excuse me? I’m not ignoring you. You’re ignoring me!”

“Am I?  Because the way I see it, you threw a temper tantrum because I wouldn’t have sex with you, moved away from me, and started texting your friend about it.”

“You won’t tell me what’s going on at work,” I shot back, knowing he was completely right about me, but not wanting to admit it.

Henry turned toward me with one leg bent on the couch. “I don’t want you to have to worry about work. There’s just been some changes that were made and I’m adjusting to them, that’s all.”

“Bad changes?” I asked, concerned.

“Different changes. Like I said, nothing to worry about, okay?”

Knowing he wouldn’t budge on the conversation, I nodded. “Okay.”

He studied me for a second before holding out his hand to me. “Come here, love. I need to feel your body on mine.”

Needing him as well, I allowed him to pull me into his arms. He moved on the couch so both his legs were now propped up on the cushions and he was parallel with the television. He guided me on top of his lap and then rested his hands on my hips.

“What am I going to do with you, Rosie?”

My hair fell forward, and he pushed it behind my ears so he could see me better. He then ran his hand from my cheek, down the front of the shirt I was wearing, where he undid the rest of the buttons, exposing my naked stomach. Exploring, he moved his hand along the side of my breasts, teasing my sensitive skin until both his hands rested on my bare hips.

His eyes grew heavy as he studied my exposed skin. I could feel him starting to harden under me, and I couldn’t help but get excited, knowing what was to come.

Not wanting him to stop, I ran my hands up his stomach, past his pecs, and up his neck until I cupped his cheeks. Leaning forward, I pressed my chest against his and brought my lips to his, where I opened mine wide enough for him to slip his tongue inside. Reading what I wanted, his tongue met mine, where they danced in the middle.

My body heated up instantly, an inferno building up deep in my core. Thankfully, Henry moved his hands from my hips up to my shoulders, where he pulled the shirt off me so I was completely naked. He got rid of the shirt and quickly found my breasts with his hands, and he tweaked my nipples with his dexterous fingers, squeezing until I yelped in his mouth.

Arousal spiked within my body, causing my hips to rapidly start to move on top of his lap; I felt his erection harden even more and could feel the tip peek past his sweat pants. I continued to kiss him, moving my hips, and letting a euphoric feeling overtake me. My body felt like it was floating on the edge of a cliff, waiting to be pushed over in the most delightful way possible.

“Fuck, Rosie,” Henry mumbled right before he grabbed me under my butt and stood up, never breaking lip contact. I didn’t have to look where he was taking me because within a few seconds, I was tossed on the bed, looking up at Henry, who was taking off his sweatpants and putting on a condom.

He was about to get on top of me when I stopped him and made him lie down. “I want to be on top.”

He quirked a rakish eyebrow at me, but then obliged, lying down on the bed and stroking his penis while eyeing my body. I pushed my hair back then straddled his lap. With his guidance, I slipped him inside of me and immediately sighed in relief. Every nerve ending that was begging for him to take me, for him to please me, stopped throbbing and settled in for what was to come . . . complete and utter satisfaction.

With one hand, I pulled my hair to the side and held onto it as I started to move up and down, intensifying our intimate connection. I looked down at Henry to see him staring at my breasts with his hands behind his head, letting me do all the work. Supporting my back, he lifted his knees up so both his feet were planted on the bed. I took the opportunity to lean against him and change the angle of penetration.

“I read about this position in a book once,” I said, continuing to move my hips. “The guy put his finger on the girl’s button and she came immediately.”

“Don’t call it a button; it’s your clit, and no book talk right now. This isn’t a book you read, this is Rosie and Henry,” he groaned, clearly starting to feel his impending orgasm.

“Just thought I would share. Maybe you can press my . . . clit,” I choked out the word, not hating the word completely. “I wonder if I would come real fast like the character. You never know until you try.”

“I know if you keep talking, this isn’t going to end well for you.”

“Just press it,” I said. “Press my clit.”

He rolled his eyes, brought his hand down to my clit and pressed it gently, rubbing it with the same motion my hips were moving in. What I thought was going to feel nice, didn’t feel good at all. It kind of felt like he was jabbing the head of a pin through my flesh.

“Gahh! No, nope, don’t like that!” I shouted, pulling away, but trapped in his leg wall.

“Well, you wanted it,” he blamed me.

“The books all say go past the slit, straight to the clit, for a number one hit.”

Henry started rocking his hips inside of me, aiding in the end goal. “Like I said, this isn’t one of your books, this is real life. What works for some people, might not work for others.”

“Don’t get mad at me,” I mirrored his frustration.

“I’m not!” his voice rose, turning me on a little.

“Yes, you are,” I pushed his chest, exposing a look of shock on his face.

“Did you just push me?”

“I did . . . you . . . you naughty boy.” I bit my lip, wondering if I was going too far. “You liked that, didn’t you? You want to be spanked, you want Mistress Rosie to spank that cock.”

His hips stilled for a brief moment. He leaned forward slightly, and said, “What are you doing?”

“Shut up before I slap that handsome face of yours. Now—give it to me . . . big boy! Give it to me hard.” I flicked his nipple, drawing another shocked expression from him. “Don’t just sit there, move!”

Confused, he thrust his hips.

“That’s it. Just like that. Keep going. Now moan for me, show me how much you like to plunge your sword inside of me.”

“What? Rosie—”

“Mistress Rosie,” I corrected him, swatting his nipple. “Don’t make me get out the floss.”

“Floss? What kind of floss?” Horror flashed over his features.

Breaking character for a small portion of time, I said, “I read this book where the main character is a domme, and she uses floss to tie the guy’s nipples.”

“Why?”

“Don’t ask questions.” I pinched his nipple this time, causing him to fly forward and cry out.

“You liked that?” he groaned some more, moving rapidly under me. “Oh, you did, you naughty little nipple boy. Big daddy wants his nipples massaged? Let Mistress Rosie see those nipples.”

“No . . . off,” he squeaked out.

“You’re not wiggling out of this that easily.” He groaned some more, tipping me back and forth as his hands reached behind me. I tried to push him back to grant him some more nipple time, but he wouldn’t budge. “If you’re going to be a naughty nipple boy, then you can’t hide those areolas forever!”

“Get. Off!” he cried out, finally shoving me to the side so I fell off the bed and onto the nightstand, causing the bedside lamp to tumble onto the floor and the bulb to shatter across the ground.

Thanks to Henry’s brute force, I felt more like a human bowling ball rather than a sex temptress with an imaginary flog.

Scrambling around to cover my naked body from mortification, I went to grab one of Henry’s shirts, when I saw Sir Licks-a-Lot crouched on top of it, so it was bunched under his pelvis, where he was slowly humping it. I went to grab the shirt, but he hissed at me and continued to shove the shirt against his undercarriage, excreting a carnal meow.

Looking for a pillow, I turned to face Henry, only to find him wailing on the bed, holding his calf in the air and screaming about some kind of horrific pain. I studied him closer, a partially limp penis flying about and the big toe on the leg he was holding sticking straight up in the air, as if someone was electrocuting it.

His toe was more of a boner than the eggplant between his legs.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he repeated over and over again, breathing heavily, still holding on to his calf while he rocked back and forth.

“What is going on?” I asked, finally realizing he was in pain and not necessarily disgusted with my antics.

“Fucking Charlie horse,” he huffed out.

Charlie horse! How did you cure a Charlie horse? Put your tongue on the roof of your mouth? No, that was for an ice cream headache. Chew a pack of gum? No, that was for popping ears. He was supposed to eat something. I racked my brain, looking for a solution to end the pain Henry was going through and then it clicked . . .

Potassium!

Without even thinking, I ran to the kitchen, boobs flinging side to side, ripped a banana off a bunch that was sitting on top of the counter, tore the peel off, and ran toward Henry, phallic shaped fruit in hand. But instead of handing it to him, I tripped over an empty beer bottle, fell forward, and slammed the banana right in his face, shoving yellow pasty fruit straight up his nose.

Horrified, I brought my hand to my mouth and stared in shock at Henry, who had half of a banana shoved up his nose.

“Christ,” he mumbled before snorting out a chunk of banana.

Not knowing what else to do, and frankly not wanting to make the situation any worse, I sat in front of him and waited for his Charlie horse to settle down. I itched to grab his calf and massage it out, but was too afraid to make it worse. Keeping my hands to myself seemed like a better plan.

After a few minutes of rocking back and forth and breathing through his mouth, not his nose, he finally released his calf and sat back on the bed. He wiped away the banana that was still on his face and then took a deep breath.

I hated that, even in his misery, I still wanted to get back on top of him and finish what we started. Seriously, there was something wrong with me.

“Are you okay?” I asked timidly.

“I think so,” he huffed out. His arm fell over his eyes, covering his vision, while his body settled into the bed, relaxing from his recent attack.

We sat there in silence while he regained his composure. I’ve had a Charlie horse before in my big toe. I remember being in so much pain that chopping off the phalange seemed like a serious plausible solution.

Minutes ticked by in silence; Sir Licks-a-Lot was practically smoking an e-cig off to the side from the sexual display we gave him, and Billy Crystal was singing, “Surry with a Fringe on Top” in the background.

Not being able to handle the silence anymore, I said, “Did you at least like the nipple plucking?”

At a snail’s pace, Henry lifted his arm up so our eyes met, mine full of curiosity, his full of surrender. “You’re going to be the death of me, love.”

 


Chapter Six

Wolf Fleece Wendy

 

ROSIE

 

 

“Dressed like that?” he asked, looking me up and down.

“Yes, what’s wrong with what I’m wearing?”

“Seems a little revealing, don’t you think?”

I stood up and walked over to a mirror that was in the living room. I took in the black outfit I had on. I was wearing black pants and a black top, but the top had some lace in the front neckline, not really showing anything.

“No. It’s fine.”

“I think you should go change, and while you’re at it, change into a swing dress so you can go dancing with me tonight.”

“I told you; I have a date.”

“Cancel,” he said, as he came up next to me, grabbing my hands so he could pull me in closer to his body. His head lowered to mine so our foreheads were touching. “Come out with me, Meghan. Let me take you on a date.” The way he spoke to me was so vulnerable, like he was trying to offer me the world, but was nervous about it.

My lungs seized on me and I knew I was going to start hyperventilating. Why was he doing this? He was changing the dynamics of our relationship. It made me so incredibly scared.

Trying to not hurt him, I said, “We have a date Sunday; we’re going to brunch.”

With the touch of his finger, he lifted my chin and gazed into my eyes.

“I want a real date, Meghan. I want a date with you and only you, not your parents and not our friends. I want to take you out, open doors for you, spoil you, and take you home. I want it all, Meghan.”

 

I sat back and read the words over and over again that I’d typed on my computer.

“I want a date with you.”

Ugh, I was so naïve back then. Any person reading this story would have thought, can’t you see the man is in love with you??

I’d spent the last two months writing down the timeline of my relationship with Henry, the highpoints and the low points, the mishaps and the fortunate occurrences. Reliving losing my virginity had been an epiphany, of sorts. I’d had to recount my interactions with Henry, go back into my journal that I retired after Henry and I became a couple, and read word for word every missed opportunity I’d had with him.

He was there when I wanted to watch porn—not in a creepy way—and he was there after I farted on a chin for the first time, and he was there to help me after I kicked a man in the balls, and he was there to hold my hand during the crazy dating world, telling me time and time again how beautiful I was.

I wrote about him; the hero in my book was an exact replica of Henry. He was on my mind, but I didn’t realize it at the time.

If I’d learned anything from writing this book, it was that no matter how you might read characters in a book, real life was always different. It was easy for a writer to spin a story to make the hero or heroine seem smart and intelligent, for them to make the right moves, take the correct steps toward their future, but when it came to real life, it didn’t quite happen that easily.

People were constantly making mistakes and showing insecurities, even when they didn’t realize it, and being so imperfect that it actually made them perfect . . . because they were human.

Those were the kind of characters I wanted to write; they were the ones I wanted to portray. The characters who made mistakes, who were flawed, who acted stupid, because in reality, there was not one person on this planet who hadn’t made an error along the journey we call life.

Were these flawed and apprehensive characters annoying to read in books sometimes? Yes, I’d seen plenty of reviews that claimed the heroine was irritating, indecisive, and naïve, but that’s what made them relatable to the average woman.

The average woman was a size twelve to fourteen; she was tough but scared; she was an inspiration, but also a menace. I didn’t want to write the typical heroine in a romance novel that I used to read. Blonde hair, fair skin, ravishing looks with a heavy, heaving bosom that drove every man sword in the village to pant like a dog.

I wanted to make her like me: a curious, loveable, but wide-eyed girl with the inspiration to lose her virginity. I wanted to share my experiences, make people laugh, and talk about this crazy, all-consuming thing called love.

Reading my words over again, I sighed with satisfaction. Meghan was so oblivious to her best friend’s advances, just like I was. This scene made it so evident that all the best friend wanted was one single night with her, but Meghan was too blinded to see that.

It’s a turning point for the readers; it’s a frustrating moment for them, one that causes angst and for the reader to feel for the boy who just wants to catch the girl.

Just go out with the best friend!!!

That’s what I would shout. It was so obvious.

It was so blatantly and completely obvious to an outsider, but being in that moment, being that naïve girl, you had no clue that the man of your dreams was sitting right under your nose.

If only life was that easy.

I pressed save at the top of the screen and then shut my computer. Looking through the notes I made, I checked off another scene in the timeline of my life. Only a few more to go and I was going to be finished with this book.

Checking the time, I realized I needed to get ready, or else I was going to be late. I pulled the printed first few pages of my book from my printer, put them in my folder, and then inserted the folder in my purse. I tore off to the closet to find a cute outfit for tonight.

I had some new friends to meet.

***

I was nervous, really nervous. I straightened out my skirt and stared up at the little shop front of a bookstore in SoHo. Last Saturday, I looked up some local writing clubs and found SoHo Romance Writers. To my fortunate luck, they met on Wednesdays, which was today. Henry thought it would be a great opportunity for me meet some other authors and pick their brains, so he encouraged me to email them. Within an hour I got a reply back saying they met on Wednesday around five thirty.

That’s how I found myself standing outside their meeting place, trying to calm my nerves. I made sure to wear a cute fifties-style dress and red cardigan to match my glasses. My Mary Jane’s were full of foot sweat, and just to match, my upper lip started to perspire as well. I wasn’t nervous to meet them; I was more nervous of the requirements for a newbie to join. They asked me to bring the first few pages of my current work in progress for everyone to critique as “initiation.”

I wasn’t aware of writing clubs hazing newbies; I wasn’t sure if this was a normal practice or not. Henry encouraged me to go, despite my reservations about people pawing through my work. He said I had to get used to people judging my words at some point, so why not by some people who could offer guidance and constructive criticism. I hated when he was logical.

The only thing propelling me forward through this meeting was the date I had planned with Henry after. Seeing him right after was what caused the vomiting reflux to slightly appear.

To make matters worse, Delaney called me this morning and asked how the bachelorette plans were coming along. I lied and said everything was looking great, when in fact, I’d planned nothing, absolutely nothing. Despite the detailed list she gave me, I still felt helpless in planning, so Henry kindly agreed to help by taking me to an adult store where we could find some penis paraphernalia. I stuffed some of Delaney’s ideas in my purse for reference before I left the apartment, so I didn’t get the cheap penis items she found so distasteful.

Taking a deep breath, I steadied myself and walked through the doors of the little bookstore. It was quaint, kind of reminded me of The Shop Around the Corner from You’ve Got Mail, but instead of children’s books, it was full of romance novels, all kinds of romance novels. There were westerns, period pieces, contemporary, new adult, romantic comedy, paranormal, sports romance, and of course . . . the millionaires and billionaires. This was my kind of place.

Feeling a little excited now, I walked to the back of the shop, where there were a handful of women sitting around a table, drinking coffee, and gabbing away. They were all older than me . . . like way older than me. Youngest member must have been at least ten years my senior. Not quite what I was expecting, but still a nice treat to be able to meet some other authors.

“Um, hello. Are you part of the SoHo Romance Writer’s club?” I asked, instantly feeling shy again.

A heavyset woman with a nest of white hair stood up from her chair and held out her hand. “That would be us. You must be Rosie. I’m Sally. We spoke through email.”

“Hi, Sally.” I shook her hand, which was quite clammy, and then looked around the table. With a small wave, I said, “Hi, everyone. Thanks for having me.”

“Please, take a seat,” a woman to Sally’s right said. “I’m Myrtle, the vice president of the group. To my right is Betty, our secretary. On Sally’s right is Sue and then Wendy.”

Sue and Wendy both waved at me and said hello. Sue was wearing a paisley scarf over a mauve turtleneck and big pearl earrings. Wendy was sporting a fleece wolf patterned jacket and a bolo tie. She looked very out of place.

“Nice to meet you all.”

“We were just talking about the new tends within the romance community. Have you noticed any?” Sally asked me.

“Um, trends? I’m not quite sure what you’re talking about; I’m still new at this. I joined a couple of Facebook groups for book lovers . . . they post a lot of penis pictures. Would that be a trend?”

“That’s not a trend, that’s a staple in this community,” Myrtle laughed.

Betty spoke up over the other ladies’ chatter. “A trend would be something you see authors do often within their stories.”

“For instance, everyone’s hero has a beard right now,” Sally stated. “Full, thick beards.”

“There was also a lot of step-brother love last year,” Sue said.

“Step-brother love?” I asked, not having ever read a book about a step-brother.

“Oh, yes, very popular. Hmm, billionaires are always popular with the ladies. I mean, who doesn’t like a rich man being brought down to his knees by a woman?”

Wendy fanned her face, causing a ripple within her wolf fleece. “I sure enjoy a good billionaire.”

“Remember when you used to be able to slap a half-naked cowboy on the front of your book and sell thousands of copies?” Myrtle asked. “I miss the good old cowboy.”

“I’ve read some cowboy books,” I said, joining in. “They were really good. I always liked the scenes where the heroine is whisked off to the barn to have a roll in the hay.”

All the ladies giggled around me, making me feel at home. “Everyone loves a good barn sex scene. I believe I’ve written at least ten in my day,” Sally said. “I rode that trend out for as long as I could. Maybe in the future I will revisit the stables. Maybe a BDSM version, since that’s all the rage now. Think of the rope possibilities.”

“Oh, Christian Grey gone cowboy, I like it,” Myrtle replied. “Instead of a tie on the cover, a lasso and a spur. I think you have yourself an idea there, Sally.”

“And none of you biddies better steal it. You hear me?” Sally pointed her finger at all of us. I nodded, fearing her sharp nail stabbing me in the jugular.

“Tell us, Rosie, what are you working on?” Betty asked me, drawing the attention away from Sally’s death finger.

I cleared my throat, trying to relax my nerves. “Well, I started writing a book that took place in medieval times, but realized I wasn’t really good with chastity belts, so I tried writing something from the heart. It’s kind of an ode to my current relationship.”

“How sweet,” Sally replied. “Did you bring some pages for us to read?”

“I did,” I nodded, pulling out my folder from my purse, making sure my penis pictures didn’t pop out for everyone to see. Although, I was pretty sure these ladies wouldn’t even blink twice if a giant sparkly dildo fell out of my purse. I handed each of them a copy of the pages I’d printed out and waited as they took their time to read them. “Um, I think I’m going to get a drink while you read.”

No one acknowledged me. They just read, so I got out of my seat and headed to the self-serve coffee in the corner. While my cup filled, I looked over my shoulder to see what their reactions were, but couldn’t get an accurate read, so I finished filling my cup, added cream and sugar, and then headed back to the table.

By the time I was back, they were all done. They sat in silence and watched me while I took my seat. No one had actually read my written word before besides myself, so I was truly terrified to hear what they had to say.

I set my coffee cup on the table and waited for their assessment.

“Is this your first book?” Sally started out.

“It is,” I replied, trying to calm my shaking legs.

They nodded their heads before Myrtle said, “I could tell.”

My heart dropped to the floor.

“It seemed very childish in nature. The main character, from what I could gather, sounded very naïve in the fact that she didn’t know simple sexual terms. She’s a virgin?”

I nodded, not able to speak from the lump forming in my throat.

“A twenty-something-year-old virgin who went through college with two sexually active roommates is referring to her vagina as a lady garden; it’s not realistic. No one talks like that in their twenties. I’m afraid readers are going to be upset over Meghan naming her vagina, as well as the main character not even knowing about things like masturbation or the basic act of sex. It’s almost too comical, but in a bad way. There’s humor, Rosie, and then there is forced humor.”

“I agree,” Sue jumped on board. “In order to gather a reader’s attention, you have to make the character relatable, not some clown wandering around her apartment unaware of anything sexual. This girl is young, living in New York City with her two roommates, trying to write a novel when she’s never had sex before? It’s not feasible.”

I wanted to cry. I could feel the tears starting to form, my lip started to shake, I felt like I was going to throw up from humiliation. This was not how I envisioned this meeting going.

“Is this supposed to be a comedy?” Wendy asked. I nodded again, still not able to talk. She thought about my answer for a second, and then said, “I liked it. I thought the character, Meghan, was very relatable. I think sometimes, as readers, we get caught up in a stereotype of what we think heroines have to be made of, of who we expect them to be, when in fact, there are thousands upon thousands of different characteristics we, as authors, get to choose from. I think the heroine is unique, different, naïve—but in a good, refreshing kind of way. I think there are a lot of readers that could relate to her inner dialogue and struggles. Not everyone out there in the dating pool is sexually active, or automatically given God’s gift to sex. As authors, it’s our job to explore every different idiosyncrasy of the human form, even if that character might not relate to every reader. Nine out of ten times, the reader might not be able to relate, but there is that one reader, that shy, quirky book nerd who could appreciate a character like Meghan; someone who has a passion for reading, who’s lost themselves in the written word, and who’s inexperienced. I think you did a great job, Rosie. Don’t follow the trends. Be your own person and reach out to those fellow book nerds like me, because you will touch hearts with this character, I promise.”

Wolf Shirt Wendy just became my new favorite person.

For the rest of the meeting, we talked about upcoming releases, works in progress, and our next meeting. After we adjourned, Wolf Shirt Wendy pulled me to the side and told me to hold my head up high. She said I was doing a great job and to email her if I needed any help. She slipped me her business card and said she would love to read the rest of my manuscript when I was ready.

I wasn’t sure if I would be attending another meeting, but what I did know was I, found a soulmate in Wolf Shirt Wendy. She gave me that little boost of encouragement I needed to finish my book.

***

“There’s the most beautiful girl in the world,” Henry said, as I approached him. He straightened up from leaning against a brick building and held out his arm to capture me in a hug. “Mmm, I missed you, love. How was the meeting?”

“Devastating at first, but then it all evened out in the end.” I stood on my tiptoes and kissed Henry on the lips.

“What do you mean devastating? Were they mean about your book?”

“Yeah, four out of five of them didn’t like it.”

“Seriously?” Henry was genuinely shocked; it was adorable. “Whose tits do I have to cut off? Give me addresses. No one tells my girl her book isn’t good.”

He started to shake he was so mad. I calmed him down by pressing another kiss against his lips. “Calm down; it’s okay.”

“No, it’s not okay. Who do these ladies think they are, picking apart your book? They don’t know you; they don’t know where your words are coming from. They have no right to make you feel bad about your work.”

I laughed and kissed him again. “Henry, if I’m going to be an author, there are going to be readers who don’t like my books. You’re going to have to be okay with that.”

“Yeah, that’s not going to happen. I will never be okay with people making you feel bad.”

I sighed at his inability to settle himself down. “I love you.”

He studied me for a second and then wrapped his arms around me, kissing the top of my head. “I love you too, Rosie, but that doesn’t mean I still don’t want to chop some tits off.”

“You’re impossible.” We started walking toward the adult book store, hand in hand. “There was one lady who was super nice, though. Her name is Wendy, and she wore a fleece sweater with wolves on it.”

“I like her already,” Henry laughed.

“She stuck up for me in front of everyone, told them my character was unique and refreshing. She gave me her business card to email her if I have any questions.”

“That was nice of her. You should email her a thank you.”

“Already thought about doing that. So, how was your day?”

Henry just shrugged his shoulders, not expanding into detail about his day. There was something he wasn’t telling me. I tried to not let it bother me, but we always told each other everything, so slowly his inability to disclose what’s been going on at his job was starting to eat me alive.

“That good, huh?” I asked, trying to get him to talk a little bit more.

“Yeah, pretty much. I have to work late tomorrow,” was all he said before he changed the subject. “So, how about we go to the sex shop first and then grab a slice of pizza to eat on the way home? That work for my girl?”

“Sounds good to me,” I smiled up at him, trying to not show my disappointment in his evasiveness.

On the way to the sex shop, we held hands and talked about what Henry had planned for Derk’s bachelor party. Derk wanted to keep it low-key, nothing fancy, just his guys, some pizza, and poker. I asked Henry if he planned on getting a stripper, and he said Derk didn’t care for one, but he was adamant about having some nice cigars.

“Clearly, Derk isn’t as high maintenance as Delaney,” I laughed.

“Not so much. I’m a little upset about it.”

“Why? Do you want a stripper at the party? Do you want boobies in your face?”

Henry laughed and shook his head, then drew my hand up to his lips and gently kissed me. “Why would I need boobies in my face when yours practically live there?”

“They don’t live there,” I scoffed.

“Okay,” he replied sarcastically. “I’m upset about the bachelor party because I was hoping to make some boobie cupcakes, you know how I love baking and all.”

“You’re such a liar.”

“I am,” he laughed. “But, seriously, I kind of wish I got to take him out to our old stomping grounds, reminisce a bit. In all honesty, I think he’s keeping it low-key so Delaney can go out, that way, when she gets home, he will be ready to take care of her.”

“Makes sense. They could do their parties on different nights,” I suggested.

“They could, but Derk doesn’t seem interested. I would do the same thing for you, you know.”

A tiny little flutter burned up my spine. Henry was talking about our bachelor/bachelorette parties, which only meant he considered marrying me. The mere thought of marrying Henry almost seemed impossible.

“You’ve thought about that?” I asked.

A small piece of regret flashed through his face before he put on a giant smile. “Don’t you?”

His question sounded slightly insecure, as if he was nervous about my answer.

“I mean, I guess so.” I didn’t want to throw all my crazy girl feelings at him all in one shot. Have I ever thought about marrying Henry? Well, not really, since I always considered him my friend, and ever since we’ve become a couple, I hadn’t really thought about anything other than sex with him. Did that make me a bad person?

I maybe had minor notions of what it might be like to settle down with Henry—not that I was a giant hussy walking the streets, looking for a pimp to hook me up. I was just too nervous to even think of such a thing as marriage with Henry, because I was still very confused by the fact that he was mine.

I was insecure, very, very insecure. Ever since I’d known Henry, he’d been a ladies’ man; he could get any girl he wanted. During college, when I was in the library studying, he was out partying. He would bring home a new girl almost every night, while I was still trying to figure out how to use my vagina to the best of my abilities. I never really thought my handsome, sexy, and preppy best friend would end up with the likes of me; the nerdy, inexperienced bookworm.

I guess I was just waiting for something to happen, something like Henry waking up and realizing he was too good for me.

“What are you thinking about over there?” Henry asked.

“Nothing,” I lied.

Knowing me too well, he stopped our walk and made me face him. “There is a crinkle between your eyes; you’re worrying about something. What is it? And don’t lie to me, or else I will make you go in one of the jiz booths at the adult store.”

“Jiz booths?” I asked. “What are those?”

“Don’t try to change the subject. What’s going on, love?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes it just seems too good to be true. You’re too good to be true. I’m waiting for something to happen. For someone to come along and steal you away from me.”

Henry lifted my chin so I had to look directly into his sweet and caring eyes. “Are you insane?” He laughed and then pulled me into a hug. “Rosie, you’re everything to me, fucking everything. We are meant to be together. I promise you that. Now stop having crazy thoughts; you’re stuck with me, love. Whether you like it or not. Got it?”

“Yeah,” I answered, feeling all gooey on the inside.

“Let’s get going. I’m starving, and we still have to go shopping for penis paraphernalia. Do you even know what you’re getting?”

We continued our walk down the sidewalk, passing honking taxis, people on their cell phones, and cute shops that I made mental notes to take a look at later. “Not really. I have my checklist. I guess I’m just supposed to get anything with a penis on it. Should be a good time.”

“Yeah, real good time,” Henry said sarcastically.

 


Chapter Seven

Penis Emporium

 

ROSIE

 

 

It smelled weird, like really weird. Like rotten cheese on a recently washed down sidewalk kind of weird.

When we first walked into the sex shop, I was a little excited to see what might be in stock, given my newfound enjoyment of the male form, but the minute I sniffed in the musty, humid air of the place, I wanted to leave immediately.

“Why does it smell like that?” I asked, burying my face into Henry’s side to soak in his cologne.

“Latex, plastic, and jiz, what did you expect?”

“Ew, that is not what I’m smelling right now.” I looked around and leaned into Henry some more, so the shop owner didn’t hear me. “It does not smell like semen in here.”

Henry pointed to a black curtain off to the side. “Remember the jiz booths I talked about?” I nodded. “Back there, love.”

“How do you know this?” I gasped. “Oh, my God, have you been in one before? Ew, Henry, getting it off in public is so beneath you.”

A full-on belly laugh took over Henry’s body, and I couldn’t help but watch his Adam’s apple fall in rhythm with his laughter. The way his shoulders shook and flexed under his simple white button up caused a warm sensation to take place within my stomach. I wanted him . . . again . . . in a sex shop.

“Rosie, you think so highly of me.” He shook his head. “I have been in one.”

Check that, I didn’t want him anymore.

“Gross, Henry!”

“Not because I wanted to,” he added quickly. “I was with a couple of friends and they dared me to go in one, sit down, and watch a video.”

“Why would you do that? Did you touch yourself?”

“No,” he chuckled. “I didn’t touch myself. It smelled so much like soured spunk I nearly threw up, but once I got out, I was a cool one-hundred dollars richer. Joke was on them because they paid for my beer for a couple of days in college. It all worked out.”

“Except for the fact that you went into a porn booth.”

“Eh,” he passed it off. “Chalk it up to life experiences. Do you want to see what it looks like?”

“No,” I replied right away, disgusted with the suggestion.

I looked over at the curtain. Even though I didn’t want to go near one of the booths, I had to admit, I was mildly curious to see what it looked like.

Henry must have picked up on my curiosity, because after observing me for a few moments, he asked, “You want to see, don’t you?”

I bit my lip as I weighed my options. Research is an important thing when it comes to writing a book. As an author, you want to be accurate in your descriptions, you want to make sure anything you type out will make sense to the readers. Therefore, if I ever write about a porn booth, then I have to see one, right?

“I think maybe, for research, it might be beneficial just to see what one could possibly look like, but I swear, if you push me near it, I will break up with you so hard, you won’t be able to catch your breath before I snap your penis in half.”

“Whoa, don’t want a broken penis. I’ll keep my distance.”

Henry guided me to the velvet curtain that hid the booths. I took a deep breath, and allowed him to take my hand and propel me into the dimly lit space. I didn’t really know what to expect when I crossed the velvet curtain threshold but was shocked when I took in the surroundings. There was music playing in the background, cheap elevator music. The walls were black and the doors to the booths were red, all marked off by a number. Sex paraphernalia hung from the ceiling. Surrounding the walls and in the center of the floor were trash cans, lots and lots of trash cans.

“What is with the garbage cans?” I whispered to Henry, hearing a random grunt here and there. They really needed to turn up the elevator music a little bit more in this joint.

Henry quirked his eyebrow at me. “What do you think they are for?”

“Umm . . . no food or drinks in the booth?”

Henry shook his head, then made a motion near his crotch, as if he was jacking himself off and then spooged everywhere. “Cum has to go somewhere, love.”

Oh. My. God!

“Ewwww!” I said rather loudly. Henry shushed me, and motioned with his hand.

Henry was about to say something to me when one of the booth doors opened. A very attractive middle-aged man poked his head out and stared us down.

“Do you mind? I’m trying to whack off before I have to go home to five kids, four of them being two sets of twins.”

Waving his hand at the man in an apologetic way, Henry said, “Sorry, man. We’ll be quiet, pump away.”

“Thanks, dude.” The man shut the door, and from what I could assume, started to get back to business.

“I can’t handle this right now.” I snickered and Henry covered my mouth.

“Don’t be rude. People are trying to get off. They have the right to do so. Now, do you want to see a booth or not? Because if you’re not going to look in one, then I’m getting the hell out of here. That dildo over there is dangling pretty low from the ceiling and it looks like it’s waving at me.”

I eyed the dildo and nearly squeaked out a scream. The head was the size of my fist . . . my fist!

“Fine, which one is open?”

Henry pointed to the last booth on the right. “That one says vacant. Stick your head in and let’s get out of here.”

“Will you still love me if I look inside?”

“Yes, but if you don’t hurry up and that dildo falls on me, there’s a slight chance I might not love you after that.”

“Fair enough,” I laughed. “Concussion from elephant dong might not be the way to go.”

“Just get in there,” he gently pushed me in the direction of the empty booth.

“Hey!” I placed my hands on my hips. “What did I tell you about pushing? I’m not afraid to snap your pecker in half.”

He gave me a “get real” look. “Please, you would rather die than do anything to my precious junk.”

Very accurate statement, but I didn’t have to let him know that.

Ignoring his smarmy look, I grabbed a paper towel from one of the wall dispensers, gripped the doorknob to the booth, and peeked in. Instantly, I was hit with a smell I couldn’t not even possibly describe if I wanted to.

Like fuel to a flame, my hand snapped up over my mouth and nose, covering them both.  I turned to Henry and said, “It smells rank in here.”

“Did you expect it to smell like a spring meadow? Of course it smells bad.”

I grabbed my cardigan and covered my mouth and nose, so I’d have a little bit of a filter while breathing in. “How do people even get off in places like this? The smell is way too offensive.”

“When someone is horny enough, they don’t care where they are.”

“I’m never that . . . excited.”

“I beg to differ.” Henry wiggled his eyebrows.

I swatted his chest and then peeked my head in one more time. There was nothing fancy about the booth at all. On one side, there was a screen that seemed like it was from the 1980s with buttons to choose what flick to watch, and opposite the screen was a built in bench, the same color as the walls. Because I’m a masochist, I looked down at the ground and instantly regretted it. It was spotted with white droplets.

“I think my libido has dropped down a couple of notches.” I shivered, still staring inside the booth. I couldn’t turn away.

“I didn’t think that was possible,” Henry said.

“Very funny.” I turned to Henry when I saw woman walk up to us. She was the size of The Rock: thick, wide, and terrifying.

“You’re in my booth,” she said with a deep voice . . . a very deep voice.

Henry turned around and saw the yeti towering over him from behind. Instinctively, he took a step back and put his arms around me for protection. “I’m sorry; we didn’t know it was occupied.”

“It is every Wednesday from seven to nine at night. Now move so I can stick my hand down my pants and twiddle myself.”

Sweet Jesus.

“Excuse us,” Henry apologized, stepping us to the side.

The lady grabbed hold of the paper towel dispenser, opened it up and grabbed a stack of towels. “It’s going to be a long night. I’m looking to prune these fingers.” With that, she locked herself in the booth, while Henry and I stared at the now “Occupied” sign on the door.

“Why did I picture her pussy?” Henry asked with a forlorn look on his face.

“Why do I feel like her vagina could gobble me up whole?”

Henry quickly ushered me out of the porn booth room and back into the shop, while saying, “Because I’m pretty sure her vagina eats pretty girls like you for an appetizer. No doubt about it, her vagina has teeth. Big fucking scary ass fangs that rival the chompers on a T-Rex.” Henry gripped my hand. “I think I’m going to need you to hold me tonight while I bury my face in your bosom.”

“How is that different than any other night?” I joked.

Henry gave me a shocked expression. “Cheeky tonight, huh? You see your first porn booth and now you have some sass in those pants. My, my, my.”

“You’re stupid,” I laughed, and walked past him toward a wall of battery-operated magic wands.

Purple, pink, green, black, glitter, matte, thick, skinny, small, short . . . hundreds of different types of dildos. Dolphins, rabbits, veiny, sleek, vibrating, rotating, life-like, fantasy-like . . . so many dildos.

I stared at all the pleasure wands on the wall advertising “The Best Orgasm of Your Life” while my mouth hung open in wonderment.

“It’s like Disneyworld for vaginas,” I muttered, reaching my hand out to touch one. “They’re so pretty, all sparkly like a unicorn’s horn.”

“They just look like different colored dicks to me,” Henry answered, hands in his pockets, rocking on his heels.

“You’re saying these aren’t pretty?” I asked, flabbergasted by his response. “The colors, the sparkles, they’re so . . . captivating.”

“Love, if I found these pretty, we might have a problem.”

“So, you don’t want one in your ass?” I asked, pulling down a strap-on.

“What?” Henry’s eyebrows shot to the top of his hairline. “Please tell me you’re kidding.”

I placed the strap-on around my waist for good show and thrusted in his direction. “A book I recently read had a fun little ditty in it of a girl wearing a strap-on and doing her boyfriend from behind while she . . .” I leaned forward and whispered, “stroked him to climax. Since we’re here, we could get some play things for us. I heard men really like to have their prostate played with.” I leaned even closer and said, “I could play with your perineum while I do it. I’ll use the All American dildo. Who doesn’t want the Star Spangled Banner making you all hot and bothered?”

Face bright red, Henry leaned into my ear and said, “Are you hearing yourself right now? You’re practically frothing at the mouth from the idea of having a Fourth of July party up my ass. Do you realize that right now?”

“Of course,” I laughed. “I was just kidding.” I placed the strap-on back on the shelf and checked out their neon collection. I really was kidding about the whole strap-on thing, but once I started talking about it, I actually thought it might be fun. But by the horrified expression on Henry’s face, I knew it would be a no-go. Too bad.

Curiosity wreaked havoc on my brain; it might be fun to be a guy for the night. See what the big deal is all about. Why was having a penis the equivalent to obtaining some kind of superpower? My vagina didn’t seem all that magical. It was a hole covered by a deli blanket. What was so special about that? At least with a penis, you could flop it around, maybe set it on an unsuspecting leg. Pull your ball skin through your zipper hole and place it on your jeans, and then tell someone there was gum stuck on them, only for them to see your gross scrotum. What a treat.

“I would like to have a penis for a day,” I blurted out, stroking the packaging to a rather large-sized vibrator that had a scary looking clitoral stimulator at the bottom of it. “There is so much I want to know.”

“Oh, yeah?” Henry asked, tossing a pancake-sized condom at me. “Make each lady wear one of those on their legs for the night. Last one to tear a hole in their condom wins.”

I observed the giant dick sleeve and laughed. “That’s actually a good idea.”

“So, you want a penis?” Henry continued for me.

“Yeah, just for a day. I want to see what it’s like to look down and see my junk hanging from between my legs. I want to walk up and down the hallway and watch it sway with my movements. I want to stroke it and make it happy and see what it feels like. I want to do the helicopter, I want to do jumping jacks, pretty much anything that will make it flop around, I want to do that. I want to adjust myself in front of a room of people and not care. I want to closely examine my balls and possibly get kicked in the family jewels, just to see what it feels like.”

“I’m going to stop you right there,” Henry interrupted me. “You don’t want to get kicked in the nut sac. I will tell you right now, it will feel like someone took an empty wine bottle and tried to shove it up an imaginary tunnel that connects your balls to your stomach; you will want to throw up for days.”

“Ugh, men are so dramatic. I’m sure it doesn’t hurt that bad.”

Henry crossed his arms over his chest, a challenge in his eyes. “Want me to kick you in the crotch and see how that feels? Bet you’ll be singing a different tune once you get a foot to the cooch.”

I placed my hands on my hips, throwing his challenge right back at him. “It’s all bone down there; of course it’s going to hurt. It would be like getting kicked in the shin.”

“Wait, are you trying to say that getting kicked in the shin is worse than getting kicked in the crotch?” Henry shook his head in disbelief. “You’re losing it, love.”

Defiance was my middle name right now. “Have you ever been kicked in the shin?”

“Yes, I have, and I can tell you right now it’s nothing like being kicked in the dick.”

“Let’s see,” I said, cocking my foot back.

Without even blinking, Henry stepped away and covered his crotch with his hands. “Are you insane right now?”

Putting my foot down, I laughed out loud. A maniacal screech of hysteria ripped through my body and popped out of my mouth. Uncontrollably, I heaved in amusement, gripping on to the display of edible underwear, and from the look on Henry’s face, he was confused and partially terrified.

Men were so protective of their penises.

I laughed to the point that tears started to fall down my cheeks and the store clerk had to ask Henry if I was losing my mind.

Anyone else would have laughed at the judgmental store clerk, but from the mention of losing my mind, I thought about how, lately, it felt like I was, and how Sir Licks-a-Lot was driving me crazy, and how he liked to hump Henry’s shirts and stare at us while having sex, and even paw my nipples at night without my permission. I hated that he made them hard each time; bestiality was not my thing, but Sir Licks-a-Lot sure thought it was, the pervert.

Before I knew it, my laughter turned into full-on tears, sobbing uncontrollably, very wet tears. I covered my face and slouched against the edible underwear, emotion causing a tidal wave of sorrow to blast through my body.

Henry knelt before me and removed my hands from my face so I had to look at him through my blurry, water-soaked eyes.

“What’s going on?” he asked. “I love you, Rosie, but what I just witnessed can only be described as something straight from a Stephen King book.” He took a deep breath and continued, “You’re laughing your face off like a lunatic one second, so much that I could have swung like Tarzan from your uvula, and then the next second you’re crying like you had to sit down to catch yourself. You’re scaring me.”

A few tear-soaked hiccups popped out of me while I tried to catch my breath. I wiped my eyes, trying to dab around them to avoid makeup smearing, but unfortunately, I knew deep down there was no hope for me; it was going to look like a jail cell was smeared down my face.

“I don’t know what’s happening,” I answered honestly, still trying to catch my breath. “That guy asked if I was losing my mind, and I think I am.”

Henry pulled me up off the floor and kissed the top of my head. “I think you’ve had an exciting day, that’s all.”

I nodded in agreement. “I also haven’t had sex yet tonight, and I think that has me all wound up.”

A snort flew out of Henry as he shook his head. “You can’t be serious.”

I dusted off the back of my dress and moved along the aisles as I spoke to Henry. “I’ve never been more serious in my life, Henry. You think it’s easy being around you, with your cologne floating in and out of my nose and those tight clothes you wear that show off your butt and shoulders from behind? Honestly, I can’t be held accountable for what happens when I’m around you. You have my emotions out of whack.”

“Don’t blame this on me.” He gave me a stern look, but there was humor behind his eyes. “If that’s your excuse, I am turning it right back around on you.”

“What do you mean?”

Henry pointed up and down at my outfit as he spoke. “That dress, it’s short and it frames your curves perfectly. All I want to do is rip it off you.”

“You do?” There was an overwhelming urge in my body that wanted to Hulk-style rip my dress off, flex my boobs to pop my bra to the ground, lay Henry on the floor and whack my boobs across his face until he screamed for mercy.

Not my best thought ever.

“Of course I do.” His sexy grin stretched across his face and that was all it took.

Without even thinking, I tossed my glasses into a bowl of fruit-flavored condoms, flung my leg around Henry’s waist, which hiked the skirt of my dress up, and gripped Henry’s head so I could run my hands through his hair. With the precision of a drunk person, I wildly stuck his hair up on all ends and drove my mouth over his, clinging to every piece of his body. He held on to me so I didn’t fall, but by no means was he engaging in the same kind of throw your glasses into a bowl of condoms kind of passion.

Disappointed, I distanced myself from him and took in his appearance. His shirt was undone, he was breathing hard from the attack he just encountered, and his hair reflected the same kind of hairstyle as Albert Einstein. And yet . . . I was still very much attracted to him.

Damn you, Virginia.

Patting his hair down and tucking in his shirt, he said, “Umm, that was interesting. Want to discuss what that was all about?”

“No,” I said with a lift of my chin, digging my glasses out of the condom bowl.

“You sure? Because in the past ten minutes, you’ve threatened to probe me with a very life-like plastic penis, you’ve laughed so hard that I saw your uvula, sobbed on the dirty floor of an adult toy shop, and then followed up all of that by throwing your glasses into a bowl of condoms only to maul me afterward. Call me crazy, but your behavior just seems a little erratic.”

“Of course you would think that.” I paused, trying to figure out how to defend myself. “You just lack passion, that’s all.”

“I lack passion?” Henry asked, pointing to his chest, his perfectly tan and defined chest. I stared at his skin that peeked past the open button of his shirt and envisioned my hand running down the front of his pecs, maybe giving his nipples a little tweak. “Are you listening to me?”

“Huh?” I asked, drawing my attention away from his chest and giving him an innocent smile.

“You’re impossible.”

Without letting me answer, he grabbed me by the shoulder and brought me over to the party section, but not before grabbing some elephant-sized condoms for the leg game. Still wasn’t sure about all that just yet; I would keep it on the back burner for now.

There was a wall of the shop set up for people just like us, looking to spend an obscene amount of money on trinkets that would most likely be thrown out in the morning. Everything was cheap, flimsy, and phallicy; just what Delaney wanted.

“I’m going to get a basket,” Henry said. “Start collecting items.”

I pulled out my list and started searching for what Delaney had asked for . . . scratch that, what she demanded.

Penis whistles, check.

Penis sippy cup, check.

Penis shot glass necklaces, check.

Penis sash, check.

Penis crown—with detachable veil with penises on it, unfortunately check.

“What do you have?” Henry asked, sidling up next to me with two baskets, smart man.

I held up my goods and then dumped them into the baskets. “There is also a miniature blowup man with an erect penis that I feel Delaney would probably enjoy carrying around.”

“I agree,” Henry confirmed, looking at the other items on the wall. “Penis candy?”

“No,” I stopped him before he could put it in the basket. “Delaney said no penis candies, hard or gummy. She apparently tested them out and thought they were gross.”

“Fair enough.” He looked around and then started laughing. “Didn’t she want a penis piñata?”

I turned to see what Henry was looking at and couldn’t help but laugh. Sitting on top of a shelf was a giant four-foot papier mâché penis, decorated with frilly paper and a perfectly round mushroom head.

“That needs to go home with us,” I said, staring at it.

“Yup, and we have to make sure to keep it away from Sir Licks-a-Lot, because I can only image that stupid feline wanting to use it as a scratching post.”

“He better not!”

We spent the rest of our time in the shop picking out items to stuff the piñata with and stocking up on enough paraphernalia to outfit at least four army brigades, but better safe than sorry. Knowing Delaney, if everyone didn’t have at least two penis whistles, she would throw a fit.

Henry, the amazing boyfriend he is, paid for all the penises and didn’t even glance my way when I held out my card. It’s so stupid, but to have someone take care of me, to watch over me and do kind things like pay for my best friend’s penis party, makes my heart beat just a little faster. Clearly, I don’t love Henry for his money, but the gesture was just sweet in itself. He made me feel cherished, worshipped, taken care of; it was a foreign feeling to me, one I never wanted to lose.

“Pizza?” Henry asked, walking next to me toward the pizza shop down the block.

“Yes, please!” I glanced over at him. His arms were full of bags, and sandwiched between his arm and thigh was the giant penis piñata. I couldn’t help but giggle as we walked down the eccentric streets of New York City, giant penis in hand, and a bag of dicks dangling from our fingers.

“Nice dick!” a man called out from a passing taxi, followed by laughter.

Henry shook his head. “You owe me for this, Rosie.”

“Why? That penis suits you.”

“Does it? I didn’t know a papier mâché penis was something that could suit someone.”

“If anyone can pull it off, it’s you, hot stuff,” I replied, giving him a giant smile and loving the way his eyes sparkled whenever he looked at me.

“You still owe me,” he winked, sending a chill up my spine, a really good chill.

 


Chapter Eight

Deli Meat

 

HENRY

 

 

Eight at night, it was eight at night, and I was still in the office. It was a long-ass day already, given that Rosie decided to spend a good portion of last night straddling me in every direction she could conceive—no pun intended. Then, this morning, she just had to suck me off in the shower. I’m not complaining, I’m just . . . nervous.

I’ve never had this much sex in my entire life, and I’m fucking terrified as shit that one time I won’t be able to get it up. Then what? I go down in history as one of those men, one who can have a sexy as fuck woman in front of them and not spring a chub? Fuck, I never want to be that man, especially since Rosie is my girl. She is so fucking perfect that not being able to get it up around her would be devastating. If she couldn’t do it, then who the fuck could?

Sweat started to tickle the back of my neck from the mere thought of it, and I wasn’t even around her or even in a sexual kind of space. Christ, the woman’s libido was starting to attack me at work now.

After this morning, I made a mental note to talk to Derk about Rosie. Her little scene last night in the adult toy store was a little concerning. Actually, it was very concerning. She was so hot and cold, so damn emotional and horny I honestly didn’t know what to do. At one point, I felt like protecting my balls, because the look in her eyes made me believe she was about to deep throat them in the middle of the dildo and elephant condom section. I needed some advice on how to calm down my overly emotional girlfriend.

“You going to have those drafts on my desk by tomorrow morning?” Eric asked, peeking his head over my cube walls.

I perked up and tried not to show the sleep that wanted to invade my senses. “Yup. I sent mock-ups to the design team this morning; should have them ready for tomorrow. Just working on my proposal now.”

“Good,” Eric praised. “First round of edits will start tomorrow, but I like what you have so far.”

I nodded at Tasha’s cube. “And what about Tasha? How’s she doing?”

Eric stepped into my cube and placed his hands in his pockets as he leaned forward to speak quietly. “The girl knows her condoms, that’s for damn sure. She has good ideas, Henry.”

Fuck, that was not what I wanted to hear. I knew she was going to be knowledgeable in the condom department, but to be able to put together a campaign that was eye-catching, that surprised me.

“Really? I’m still kind of shocked she’s here. In college, she showed no ounce of aptitude for advertising. I really don’t know how she’s gotten this far in her career.”

“I know; they’re stacked on her chest.”

Eric was probably the most professional man I knew, so to hear him make a comment about a woman’s breasts in the workplace was shocking. It just showed me how annoyed he was over the entire situation.

Insecurity washed over me as I asked, “Think I have a shot?”

The man was a good boss because instead of making fun of me, he gripped my shoulder and looked me dead in the eyes. “I wouldn’t put my stamp of approval on you if I didn’t think you had a shot. You’re a smart man, Henry, and a hard worker. I see great things in your future; we just have to make sure we get you there. Let’s kill it with these drafts tomorrow, okay?”

He patted me on the shoulder and then took off.

And then there were two.

From a few cubes down, I could see the desk light streaming from Tasha’s space. I desperately wanted to see what she was working on, but I wasn’t about to ask her; that would show weakness, and that was the last thing I wanted to do right about now. Instead, I turned to my proposal and read through it again, looking for any mistakes and any places I needed to embellish a little bit more.

The hum of the air conditioner was the only sound filling the silent office space except for the occasional tap of computer keys. The cleaning crew had already been through the building, apparently they came earlier than I expected, and all the lights except a few were turned off. It was almost eerie being in a skyscraper at night.

“What are you working on?” Tasha asked from over my shoulder.

I nearly shit my pants from being startled. I didn’t even hear her walking in my direction. Usually the click clack of her heels against the hard floor warned me of her approaching. I looked down to see her barefoot; that could explain things. Her toes were painted a black color that for some reason terrified me. Black nails made me think women were covering something up. Where have your toes been that you need to paint them black? Have you been digging in chopped up loins? Do you have some kind of vagina digging fetish? Why were they black?

“You into toes?” Tasha asked, wiggling her feet.

“What? No!” I replied, leaning back in my chair, scooting as far away from her as possible.

She crossed her arms over her chest, bringing her cleavage even closer together, and leaned up against the entrance of my cube. “We had some good times back in the day, Henry.”

“Yeah, I don’t want to talk about that,” I answered honestly. What’s past was past, plus I didn’t trust her. Why didn’t I close out of my proposal before she came over? Oh yeah, she sneak-attacked me. I sat up in my chair, hoping my shoulder span covered up my computer screen.

“So, you and Rosie, huh?” She nodded her head at the picture of Rosie on my desk. I glanced at it quickly, a lightness filling my heart before I turned back around to Tasha.

“Yup, me and Rosie,” was all I said. I didn’t want to get into it. All I wanted was for Tasha to leave me the hell alone so I could finish up the last couple of paragraphs on my proposal and then get back home to Rosie.

“Do you ever think about what we used to have?”

“Nope,” I shook my head. Not liking the way she was looking over my shoulder, I turned around and exited out of my proposal. “I’m actually going to get going.” I shut down my computer, unplugged it from my docking station, and stuffed it in my computer bag.

I stood up from my chair but was blocked by Tasha, who now had a predatory look in her eyes. “Don’t you want to share ideas? Maybe brainstorm?” Her hand reached out and started pressing on my shirt buttons. “Think about it, Henry. We can combine our ideas and then share the position.”

“What kind of world are you living in? They are not going to split the job in two.”

She stepped even closer, backing me up into my desk. “I know on Friday I was a little ornery, but I was caught off guard when I saw you in the conference room. You’re good at your job, Henry, and I was intimidated.”

I didn’t know how to respond; her hand was inching up my shirt and she was leaning in way too close. I was about to tell her to step away when the elevator dinged and Rosie came walking into the office space, wearing a trench coat and looking a little nervous. She was watching her perfect little feet glide across the floor until the moment she was only a few feet away from my cube; that was when she saw Tasha practically crawling all over me.

My stomach plummeted from the look of utter betrayal and devastation across her face.

“Rosie . . .” I said, stepping aside from Tasha, computer bag in hand.

Rosie stepped back as I approached, while pointing behind me. “Is that Tasha?” Her voice was shaky, and she stammered.

“Rosie, it’s not what you think.” I stepped closer, but she took another step back. I could feel her slipping away, and it was the most horrifying feeling I’d ever experienced.

To make things worse, Tasha stepped up behind me, placed her hand on my shoulder and said, “Hey, Rosie, long time no see. How are you, girl?”

Rosie didn’t even answer her. “Why are you here?”

“Oh, Henry didn’t tell you? I’m working here now.”

“You’re . . . you’re working here?” Rosie pointed at the ground. “As in working with Henry, late at night, with your hands all over him?”

“Oh, that?” Tasha laughed. “Just reminiscing on who we used to be. Isn’t that right, Henry? We were so hot back then.”

“Nope, no, no, no,” I shook my head, hating every moment of this. “No.”

“I’ve got to go,” Rosie shouted, incredibly loudly, out of pure mortification, and then sprinted toward the elevator, where she continuously pushed the down button.

Shaking Tasha off me, I said, “Leave me the fuck alone, Tasha. You just turned my night into a shitstorm.”

“Good.” She smiled. “Maybe when you’re done playing house, you can come hang with a real woman.”

I looked Tasha dead in the eyes, hoping she would get it through her head what I was about to tell her. “There is nothing real about you, Tasha. What we had is in the past and that’s where it will stay. I am with Rosie now; I am happily in love with Rosie right now. Therefore, there will be no reminiscing, and there will be no more touching. I will not let you ruin what I have with Rosie because you are seeking some kind of vengeance. Leave me the fuck alone, got it?”

I didn’t let her answer. Instead, I chased after Rosie, but when I got to the elevator, the doors had closed before I could stop them. It was going to be a really long night.

***

By the time I got home, it was well over twenty minutes of battling elevators, stairs, taxis, and every single person in New York City. For some reason, the entire population decided to walk the streets tonight and get in my way. I was surprised I was able to hold my composure and not start punching random strangers for being in my way.

The apartment was dark when I opened the door, not a light or a sound to be seen or heard. A sickening feeling came over me as I dropped my computer bag in the entryway and started searching the apartment. Sir Licks-a-Lot was on the living room windowsill, licking his crotch as usual, and barely looked away from his kitty balls to acknowledge my arrival.

Ignoring him, I blew past the living room and straight into the bedroom, where I found Rosie lying on the bed, curled into a ball and sobbing. My heart broke in two just from the sight of seeing her so weak, so sad. I did that to her.

Needing to be near her, I took off my jacket, tossed it to the side, and walked up to the bed. “Love, can we talk?”

She shook her head no, not even able to voice her sorrow.

“Rosie, please, I need to talk to you about this. I don’t want you being upset.”

She picked up her head and I swear venom shot out of her mascara-drenched eyes as she shouted at me. “Well, it’s too late for that, isn’t it?”

I sat down on the bed to be closer to her, but she scooted away. She was still in her coat, and from her rumpled appearance, I could see it didn’t look like she had anything under it.

Christ. I ran my hand over my face and gathered my thoughts.

“Rosie, I’m going to try to talk to you in a rational, calm voice. Can you please listen to me before getting emotional?”

“Emotional?” she screamed, as she sat up in bed. She pulled her hair out of her high ponytail, shoved her hand through the top, and pulled high so her hair was sticking straight up in the air. Her eyes were wild and her movements erratic as she spoke. I was scared for my life. “How can I not get emotional when I walked in on you and Tasha making out.”

Yup, this wasn’t going to be fun at all, and by the insanity beaming off her, I knew she was going to be irrational about everything.

“First of all,” I held up my hand as I spoke to her, trying to calm her inner crazy, “we were not making out, not even close to it.”

“Likely story,” she crossed her arms and puffed up her chest.

I rubbed my forehead and took a deep breath. “Rosie, why would I make out with Tasha? What on earth would possess me to do that?”

“Well, you did it right after we had sex for the first time!”

And there it was, the unspoken elephant in the room that had always put a black mark on our young relationship. The Tasha incident.

To be fair, it wasn’t all my fault. Rosie and I had sex for the first time a few months back, and it was by far, the best thing that ever happened in my life. I had been wanting to make Rosie mine for a while, and finally, finally she gave into my flirting and the passes I was making at her.

When I claimed her lips, and pressed our bodies together for the first time, I was immediately lost in her love. I knew right then and there, there was no turning back for me. Rosie was it, she would be my girl for as long as I lived.

Was our first time a little awkward because she kept asking questions? Yes, but I wouldn’t have had it any other way. Watching her face light up when her orgasm took over her body and listening to the sweet sounds pop out of her mouth would forever be engrained in my mind.

Afterward, I wanted to hold her all night, I wanted to continue to explore her body, I wanted to tell her how much I was in love with her, but then, she checked her voicemail . . .

Literally seconds after I pulled out of her, she had her phone in her hand, listening to a voicemail from another man.

Try being a man who’d been pining after a girl for so long, then finally being able to get lost in her sweet skin, only to be brushed off right after you came inside of her. I was fucking wrecked.

She got a phone call from Atticus, the man with the busted balls, who she danced with and actually had a decent connection with, but not good enough.

She then proceeded to tell me that he wanted to go out with her again.

I could still smell her on my skin when she told me this, I could still feel her pussy wrapped around my cock; what was I supposed to say to that?

At the moment, it seemed like she was just using me to lose her virginity, that she actually didn’t have any intention whatsoever of being with me. So, I did what any other broken-hearted man with an ounce of pride left inside would have done, I went on the defensive. I acted like what we just did didn’t rock my world and flip it upside down.

I was broken, battered, completely and utterly devastated, but I didn’t show it.

Instead of being a man, and claiming her as mine, I took what was left of my shattered heart and moved on. Was it the right thing to do? No, but I’m human and humans make mistakes.

“Fine, you want to talk about what happened with Tasha a few months ago? Let’s get into it, let’s rip it open.” I sat there and waited for her to answer me. If we were going to fight, might as well get it all out.

In a hoity voice, Rosie said, “If you were a character in a book, you would have lost all chance of becoming a book boyfriend. You broke the cardinal sin in every romance novel; you were with another woman after you were with me.”

My mind exploded and I lost it. “News flash, Rosie, we’re not living in a romance novel. This is real fucking life, not some fictional story you read on your Kindle. Do you know what happens in real life? We get hurt, we act on those hurt feelings, and then we do stupid shit we will regret later. Not everything is going to end as a happily ever after. You have to work for love, you have to earn it, and you sure as hell have to maintain it.”

She was silent as she let my words sink in. I was nervous that I might have been too harsh on her. Tears started to stream down her face, and I mentally kicked myself in the crotch for my outburst. She was already on edge, I didn’t have to lose my cool in front of her, especially after what she saw.

I ran my hand through my hair and broke the silence between us. “Listen, love. I’m sorry—”

She held up her hand to stop me, and her tear-streaked face met mine. “You hurt me, Henry. You hurt me the day I found Tasha in your room with you, and that feeling has weighed heavily on me ever since. Seeing her on you tonight, it brought back all those horrible emotions of self-doubt and not being good enough for you.”

I didn’t think I could feel like any bigger of an ass.

“I’m sorry, Rosie. If I could take back anything, I would take back the way I reacted after we made love for the first time.”

“Made love?” Rosie asked, a lift to the side of her lips.

“Yes, made love. Rosie, I was so madly in love with you, all I wanted to do was hold you in my arms and keep you there forever after the first time, but the first moment you could, you checked your voicemail. It was a huge blow to my ego and my heart. I reacted in a shitty way, brushed you off, and tried to work you out of my system. Was it smart? No. Was I being human? Yes. We all react to situations differently. A bigger and less prideful man would have talked to you about his feelings, but it felt like I had been trying to tell you how I felt for so long, but you weren’t interested. All those nights when we hung out while you were on your mission to lose your virginity, those nights were precious to me; I tried to hint at the fact that I was the man you were looking for, but you never picked up on it. After you listened to your voicemail, I guess I just gave up. I assumed you wanted nothing to do with me, so I tried to move on.”

“Oh,” was all she said as her hands twisted in her lap. “I guess I never thought about it that way.”

“I’m not trying to come up with excuses, love. What I did was wrong, I didn’t handle my emotions well, and I hurt you even more. I will always hate myself for that, but what you saw tonight was not even close to what I can only imagine you’re thinking.”

Defensive, Rosie stepped up again and said, “And what am I exactly thinking?”

It was so hot and cold with this woman lately. I wish I had some kind of indication as to why.

I let out a frustrated breath. “I don’t know, probably something insane like I’ve been banging her behind your back.” I threw my hands up in the air in annoyance.

“Are you?” Her eyebrow rose in question.

“No!” I yelled. “Christ, Rosie, when would I even have time to bang someone else? When I’m not on my computer working my ass off in the office, I’m here with you, my dick most likely in your hands. You’re all I ever want.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me about her working with you?”

Good point.

“I was afraid you would get upset and it would start a fight. Guess I was right.”

“Did you think I wasn’t going to find out?”

“Honestly, I never expected you to show up at my office late at night in nothing but a trench coat.”

“How do you know I don’t have anything underneath this?” I could see her face light up. Was this one of her many sexual games, fight and then have makeup sex? Right about now, I had no fucking clue what was going through her mind.

I pointed at the opening of the coat. “I can almost see the pink of your nipple.”

She gasped and closed the lapels together. “How dare you.” She got up from the bed, walked around to my side, and slowly started to move to the bathroom, but walked incredibly slow; I wondered if she wanted me to grab her. She looked over her shoulder at me and a small smile peeked past her lips.

Mother fucker! She was roleplaying this whole time. This woman would be the death of me.

Playing along, I grabbed her arm and pulled her down on the bed. “Don’t walk away from me; I’m still talking to you.”

“I’m mad at you.”

“Are you really?” I grabbed the belt to her trench coat and undid it so the jacket was forced to fall open. In seconds, her beautiful breasts were on display, as well as a very thin white thong that barely covered her.

In awe, I ran my hand over my face. “You’re so beautiful, Rosie. How could you even think you’re not enough for me? You’re more than I could ever ask for.”

Her hand gripped my cheek and her face rang sincere. “I will always think you’re too good for me, Henry, always.”

That, right there, ripped me apart. Instead of discussing, I decided to show her how we were the perfect match for one another.

“Get up,” I demanded.

“What?” she asked, a little shocked from my tone.

“I said, get up,” my voice was still harsh, but I added a wink to let her know I was falling in line with her roleplaying. Recently, she read me a sex scene from one of her books where the hero bent her over the bed for obvious reasons. She kept telling me how hot it was over and over again, so I decided to make her little dreams come true.

“Oh,” she quickly said, while getting up, hiding the smile that wanted to break through her sad façade.

The moment she was up, I made her step out of her thong, because one time she made me tear it off like in the books she read. I ended up yanking so hard on the damn thing to make it come off that I gave her crack burn and bruising. I told her never again.

Once she was completely naked, I said, “Undo my pants for me, love.”

She did as she was told, her hair still crazy, but a lightness in her touch. I didn’t like that we didn’t finish our conversation, but if this was what it took to calm her down, then I would do just about anything.

My pants were pushed down and my cock sprung. Her small hand wrapped around it and started to stroke, which I allowed, because fuck, I was a man and it felt good, plus, she actually seemed happy.

“How does that feel?” she asked, a thread of insecurity in her voice.

I lifted her chin so she was forced to look up at me and read the pleasure that was coursing through me. “It feels fucking amazing, Rosie.”

Pride swelled inside of her. Before she could take my cock in her mouth, I pulled her away and turned her around, her back pressed up against my chest, her ass cradling my cock. Her breathing became erratic as my hands found her breasts. I kissed her neck lightly, barely grazing my lips across her skin, just a whisper of a touch. Goosebumps spread across her skin and her hand found its way to the back of my neck, where she held on.

I looked over her shoulder and marveled at the size of her breasts; I needed to touch them, to make her shake under my simple touch. Moving from her stomach up to her breasts, I played with the underside of them, gently rubbing my thumbs under them until she pulled on the hairs on the back of my neck, indicating her need for me to move my hands up farther. I listened to her commands, and at the same time, squeezed both of her nipples.

Her moan rang loudly through the room, startling Sir Licks-a-Lot, because in the background, I could hear him scattering across the hardwood floor, trying to gain traction to find cover from the “monstrous voice” in the bedroom.

“Oh, God,” Rosie continued to moan from the work I was performing on her nipples. She was extra vocal right now, and all it did was turn me on even more.

I kept one hand on her breasts, moving between them, granting equal nipple time, while my other hand found its way down to her pussy. Continuing to grip her from behind and letting her body weight fall against me, I found her slit and pressed my fingers inside. She was so fucking wet for me.

“Christ, love,” I mumbled into her ear, continuing to work my fingers until I was fully inside of her.

“More, I want more, Henry.”

Always wanting to give my girl what she needed, I gently guided her to the bed until her ass was sticking straight up in the air. Quickly, I grabbed a condom, sheathed myself, and then pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. She had no shame in taking what she wanted because before I could move myself, she pushed her back end against me and inserted my length. I was only partially inside, but I couldn’t hold up, and with one thrust, I was in.

We both moaned from the tilt of her pelvis and the intimate connection we were able to create. In tandem, we worked together to reach our climaxes. The thrust of my hips matched the clench of her pussy. With every movement, we tried to give each other pleasure.

I laid my chest against her back and wrapped my hand under the arch of her body, so I was able to pinch her nipples once again; lately, they have been highly sensitive. The minute I squeezed, she clenched around me and called out my name in heavenly bliss.

Within seconds, my balls tightened and a euphoric burst of pleasure shot out of me as I ground my dick into Rosie, bringing us both to a much-needed climax. White bursts of pleasure clouded my vision, my body shook with Rosie’s, and together we sighed with satisfaction.

After our orgasms were carried out to their fullest, I rolled us both over on the bed so we were side by side, looking up at the ceiling. Rosie’s breathing was heavy, matching mine. From the side, I grabbed her hand and linked our fingers together, squeezing hers tight.

“I love you, Rosie.” I lifted up on my side, keeping our hands connected and brought them to my lips. “This right here, what’s between us, is forever. Tasha means nothing to me. I’m irritated that she is even working at the firm. She was warned not to approach me; if she does again, you have the right to pop a cork up her ass.”

Rosie laughed an adorable little sound and smiled. “Promise?”

“I promise, Rosie.”

She bit her lip for a second, while she looked up at the ceiling in thought. When her eyes returned to mine, she asked, “Won’t you get tired of my vagina? Same old deli meat every night?”

“What?” I laughed out loud. “No! I could never get tired of you. Your meat is the kind of meat I crave.” I pondered my statement for a second, and then shuddered. “I don’t want to compare your vagina to meat anymore, seriously disgusting.”

“Fair enough, but if you get tired of my vagina, don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

 


Chapter Nine

Dick Dazzle Dance

 

ROSIE

 

 

His hand reached up and cupped my cheek, making me sweat even more. I was a hot mess. “God, Meghan, I’m so far in love with you, it’s ridiculous. I don’t just love you, I’m in love with you, like desperately, hopelessly, can’t be without you, in love with you.”

Chills flew over my body as my stomach flipped upside down and Virginia started flapping in excitement.

“I know I was an ass, and I know I haven’t been the easiest person to be around lately, but I blame you.” He smiled. “You turned my life upside down the minute you decided you wanted to date. I couldn’t stand the thought of you with anyone else because I knew deep down in my soul you belonged with me. Meghan, I’m sorry for everything, the way I treated you, for bringing Tasha into this, I was just . . . lost. I thought you wanted to go out with that Atticus guy, right after we shared one of the most amazing moments of my life.”

“One of the most amazing?” I asked, while tears streamed down my face.

“Yes, the most amazing was when I met you.”

 

Tears fell down my cheeks as I typed. I was supposed to be working on an article about living in the city with a frisky feline, but I set that aside and started on the last chapter of my novel. Instead of writing about medieval times, or a couple I wasn’t really close with, I wrote about my life, my experiences, and my misfortunes. I poured them out into my computer.

After my writer’s club meeting, I wondered if people would like my character, Meghan. Would they be able to relate? Would they be able to see her as a woman searching for the new chapter in her life? Or would they find her over the top and naïve? I had so much self-doubt, now that I had been criticized for the first time. I wondered if I should even finish the story. I felt like the negative remarks broke my spirit, broke my inner storytelling soul.

A week went by, and I didn’t bother writing; I didn’t even open my computer except for when I was writing up a quick article for work—working from home was amazing, by the way. When I wasn’t writing articles, I was reading, soaking up every story I could dive into. The only problem with my plan of avoidance was I lived with a very in-tune boyfriend, who could tell I was avoiding my work in progress. He convinced me to talk to Wolf Shirt Wendy, to email her and get my writing spirit back on track.

Wolf Shirt Wendy practically forced me, through the Internet, to keep writing and scheduled coffee with me later on in the week to go over what I’d written so far. I had to send her chapters constantly to read, so she could keep me on track to finish. She was going to get one huge shout-out in my dedication.

I wiped the tears from my face and started to type again, just as my phone rang. I looked down at the caller ID and saw Delaney’s name.

Crap, I knew she was calling for an update about the party, and all I had right now was a giant papier-mâché penis, plastic whistles, and an appointment to go talk to a male stripper company called Balls to the Wall, with Jenny, my co-worker.

But, knowing my best friend, she wouldn’t stop calling until I picked up her call, so I answered the phone.

“Hey, Delaney.”

“What are you doing right now, hooker?”

I sighed back into my chair. “Is that really necessary, calling me a hooker? It’s not a great term for women’s rights. Maybe, instead of hooker, you could call me something like, girl who is as smart as an astronaut.”

“Do you really want me to be a liar, Rosie? I’m not comfortable with lying.”

“You’re lying right now!” I shouted into the phone, getting way too emotional way too quickly.

“Yikes, settle down there, weighted vagina. There, is that better?”

I huffed into the phone, saved my work, and shut down my computer. I knew there was no way I would be getting out of whatever Delaney had planned. “Pretty sure being called a hooker and being called a vagina fall in the same category as not the best nicknames.”

“Eh, I’ll keep working on it. How’s the purple prune doing anyway? Still thick?”

I shifted in my chair. “Yeah, still feeling heavy.” I looked behind me to make sure Henry couldn’t hear me. He was in the other room, enjoying his Saturday. I whispered into the phone. “Delaney, I’m kind of terrified that I’m allergic to Henry’s penis. I’ve been doing some research on the internet, and I’m afraid it’s a real thing.”

“You’re not allergic to his penis,” Delaney answered back, exasperated. “Did you call your doctor like I told you to?”

“Yes, I have an appointment the day before your bachelorette party. Having your party on a Sunday is a real bitchy move, by the way; people will have to take off work.”

“I’m well aware. I just don’t want to be at the bars, surrounded by idiots on my night; we will be holding it on a Sunday.”

There was no arguing, so I didn’t mention the date anymore, even though people who had been RSVP’ing to me had asked about switching it. They will just have to be told it wasn’t an option and to take it up with Delaney. My maid-of-honor duties only went so far.

“Fair enough. So what do you want from me? If you’re trying to figure out what I’m doing for your party, I’m not telling you.”

Even if I had information about the party, I wouldn’t tell her.

“I have an appointment at the salon; I need your guidance. Will you meet me?”

“Seriously? I’m in sweatpants, Delaney.”

“Oh, my God, well . . . excuse me. I didn’t mean to disrupt your frumping. By all means, continue; don’t let me disturb you.” Her voice was full of sarcasm.

I groaned. “Text me the address and time.”

“Meet me in thirty, I will text you the address. Love you, puss!”

“Don’t call me that,” I shouted as she hung up the phone.

Annoyed, I got up and headed to the closet. Taking sweatpants off and putting on real clothes on a weekend when all you planned on doing was lounging, felt like peeling off your own skin with mini toothpicks. It was not enjoyable.

“Who was that on the phone?” Henry asked, walking up behind me and kissing my shoulder.

“Delaney. She wants to meet me at her salon to go over something. I really don’t want to go, but I know I have to. I haven’t been a really good maid of honor.”

“Might be nice to get out of the apartment. Maybe you can pick up our favorite curry dish on the way home.”

I rolled my eyes. “I see where the encouragement to leave the apartment comes from. You have an ulterior motive. I pinched his side and grabbed my jeans off the shelf.

“I’m not ashamed of my actions,” he laughed.

I shucked my sweatpants off and started to put on my jeans as Henry leaned against the door frame and watched me, heat in his eyes.

Skinny jeans are such a bitch to have to pull on, and I kind of wished Henry wasn’t watching me because I had to do my skinny jean struggle in front of him, which consisted of kicking my legs out, squatting, and kicking some more.

“Why are you watching me?” I asked, struggling to get the things over my butt.

“I like looking at your body,” he answered without skipping a beat.

With a jump, I was able to get the jeans over my rear end, so I took a second to breathe. They were feeling really tight. Had I been working from home so long that my jeans were starting not to fit? That would be depressing.

“Man.” I leaned my hand against one of the shelves and breathed heavily. “You’re lucky you don’t have to wear skinny jeans. They can be tough to get on sometimes.”

“I’ve enjoyed the show,” he replied with a smirk.

“I’m sure you have . . . pervert,” I teased. I grabbed the button of my jeans and brought it to the hook, but found it quite difficult. Laughing nervously, I looked up at Henry and said, “Ha, things must have shrunk a bit in the laundry. Little buggers.” Turning away from him so he couldn’t see me do some contortions with my stomach, I sucked in hard, pulled both ends of my jeans together, and tried to button them up . . . but nothing happened. What the hell was going on?

“Need help?” he asked, coming up behind me and wrapping his arms around my waist.

“No!” I yelped, trying to shimmy away from him. “I actually I don’t feel like wearing jeans; they’re overrated. Skirts are where it’s at.” I touched my nose and pointed my finger at him. “I know the exact skirt to wear.”

I peeled off the skinny jeans, avoiding the underwear pull down—thank God; I needed to keep some shred of dignity—and kicked them to the corner of the closet. There was a red skirt in the closet I knew would be casual but cute, so I stepped into it and settled the red cloth around my waist. I turned to Henry and started to zip up the side with a smile, a sexy one.

But my smile faded once I realized the skirt zipper wasn’t budging past my hips. Panic set in and I tore my gaze away from Henry, and instead, examined the zipper. There had to be a snag, that was why I wasn’t getting it up. My shirt kept getting in the way of seeing my zipper, so I took that off, tossed it to the ground, and then turned the side of the skirt to the front, where I could get a better look at what was going on.

“Damn you, zipper,” I muttered, and then looked up at Henry, who now seemed concerned. “That’s what you get for buying clothes at thrift stores, the darn tootin’ things revolt against you. This skirt was getting old anyway.” I tried to put on a brave face, but my lip trembled as I fished out a pair of yoga pants. “Stretchy waist bands are always fun,” I sniffed, tears threatening to fall.

“Rosie . . .” Henry took a step closer, tentatively reaching out to me, but he didn’t get a chance to grab me before I flopped to the ground, one foot in my yoga pants and the other out in the open.

“I’m fat!” I cried hysterically. My back hit the floor, and I flung my arm over my eyes so I didn’t have to see Henry’s disgusted expression from viewing his whale of a girlfriend trying to put her clothes on.

Henry kneeled next to me and pulled me up against his chest, cradling my head carefully and placing small kisses on my forehead. “You’re not fat, not even close, love.”

“Tell that to those life sucking pants and skirt.” I looked at the corner of discarded clothes and flipped them off. “I hope you get hemorrhoids!”

The closet fell silent, my middle finger still limply pointing at the devil pants and skirt. Quietly, I mumbled to the clothes that I hoped they had a snag and started to unravel, while Henry sat on the floor and pulled me onto his lap.

“You know, I think I did the laundry wrong the other day. I must have shrunk some things,” Henry said, trying to calm me. The ever-perfect boyfriend, taking fault for something that was my fault. Too much food intake and not enough exercise meant clothes didn’t fit anymore.

My head fell backward and my hand went to cup his face. “Oh, look at you, being a good boyfriend and blaming the dryer, when in fact you know it’s your girlfriend who is the heifer with a problem.”

“Do not call yourself a heifer; I’m not fucking kidding about that.” Henry grew serious. “You’re perfect, Rosie, everything about you is beautiful.”

“Then why can’t I fit in my size six pants?”

Henry was silent for a second, not sure how to answer my question. “Uh, maybe because they’re skinny jeans and those are hard to put on.”

“You are too good to me.” I kissed him on the lips, got up, and finished putting on my yoga pants. Despite the fact that I felt like a giant trash bag, I still put on a tighter fitting shirt, wrapped a decorative scarf around my neck, and put on a cute pair of sandals. I put my hair up in a messy bun, coated my eyelashes with some mascara, and then grabbed my denim jacket. This would have to do.

“Are you going to be okay, love?”

My purse and keys were in my hand when I went up to Henry and placed a gentle kiss on his lips. “I don’t want to talk about what just happened in that closet. You hear me? The skinny jean struggle is something we keep between these two balls and vag, got it?”

“Got it, boss.” He kissed me, grabbing onto my ass at the same time. “Seriously, the sexiest woman I’ve ever known.”

“You don’t have to flatter me to get in my pants, Henry. You know I will jump your bones when I get home.”

I left the apartment with Henry’s giant smile branded on my brain. I didn’t care what he said, I was hitting up the gym starting as soon as possible. What I just experienced in that closet will never happen again.

***

“It’s called love chub,” Delaney answered nonchalantly, while smelling some free lotion that was on display in the salon. “It’s like your freshman fifteen, but with relationships. Happens to the best of us. Once we find someone and feel comfortable around them, we let ourselves go a little. Nothing to be worried about.”

“Delaney, I couldn’t fit in my jeans. I sucked in real hard and they would not close. That is not just letting myself go.”

Delaney gave me a horrified look and leaned in closer to speak. “They wouldn’t close? Like, you couldn’t even button them up?”

“No,” I whisper shouted. “They wouldn’t close.”

“How the hell do you plan on fitting into your dress?”

“I haven’t even gotten my bridesmaid dress, Delaney.”

She shook her head. “I don’t care about your bridesmaid dress. I’m talking about your dress for the bachelorette party. The short pink one; does it still fit?”

I rolled my eyes; of course she would only be worried about the bachelorette party. I didn’t even know what I was wearing for the wedding. Apparently something was picked out, I just had to go try it on.

“It will fit.” I hope, I thought to myself, mentally crossing my fingers.

The gym and I were going to start being best friends starting tomorrow.

“Delaney and Rosie.” A technician called our names.

“And Rosie?” I asked Delaney, who was smiling brightly.

“Yes, that’s us.”

I grabbed Delaney’s hand and stopped her from walking down the hallway. “What are we doing here? Why did they say my name?” My upper lip began to sweat. “What kind of appointment is this?”

“Cool your tits. It’s going to be fun.”

“Last time you said that, a lady with a unibrow bleached my butthole.”

“A long-awaited and much-needed bleach. You’re welcome.”

“I wasn’t thanking you,” I called out, as I chased after her.

The technician led us into a room that looked awfully similar to the room I once lost pieces of skin in. There was a table, there were robes, and there was . . . wax.

“What the hell?” I asked, staring at the little heater that was warming up the devil’s cream.

“Marta will be right with you,” the technician said. “Please strip off your bottom half and put on a robe. Enjoy, ladies.”

“Marta?” I shouted, just as the technician closed the door. “Marta! The she-devil herself. Are you insane? I’m not going through that again. She did things to me that are . . . unspeakable.”

I tore off to the door, but Delaney stopped me, grabbing both of my shoulders and righting me so she could look me in the eyes.

“Rosie—”

I didn’t let her finish; I tore at her face with my claws, trying to distract her from her firm grip on me.

“Release your hands from me. I demand this at once,” I shouted.

“Why are you talking like some kind of royal? Hey, Duchess Cray Pants, calm the eff down.”

“I will not calm down, and I will not strip off my pants. This is not happening again. I refuse to have that goliath of a woman—”

The door opened before I was able to finish my sentence. Standing at what seemed like the Loch Ness Monster’s size, filling the doorframe with her knee-high stockings, white technician outfit, and her snarly unibrow was Marta, in the flesh.

“Nooooo,” I yelled, my hands cupping my crotch out of pure self-defense. “You’re not going to touch my vagina; you hear me, you . . . you . . . manatee!”

“Rosie,” Delaney scolded me. “Don’t be rude.”

Releasing myself of Delaney’s grip, I cowered in the corner, still gripping my crotch and staying as far away from Marta as I could, who was giving me a rather strange look.

“Ah, Captain Cunt Ripper,” Marta pointed and laughed at me. “You come back for more.”

“The hell I did. You’re not touching my vagina, you hear me?” I threatened her with my fist in the air. “If you come near me, I’ll have to do damage.” I shook my fist, my tiny, very weak fist. “I know how to do some damage with this thing, so unless you want to answer to Five-Finger McGee, then I suggest you keep your distance.”

“So no Vajazzle for you?”

I paused for a second, trying to figure out what kind of language she was speaking.

“Vajazzle? Is that some sick term you use when you’re tearing people’s clits off and laughing about it? Well, I’m not falling for it. I see the wax; I know how this works. I pull my pants down, you search my area for weak spots, apply wax in areas that will buckle all my senses, and then you rip off precious lady parts, adding them to your graveyard of psychotic torture. You’re a sadist!”

Delaney walked over to my corner cocoon and lowered my fist by palming it and pushing it down. She knelt in front of me and took my head in her hands so I had to look her in the eyes. “Hey, Muhammad Ali, lay off the threats. Vajazzling means the bedazzling of one’s vagina.”

“What?” I asked, completely confused.

“They put jewels right above our pubic bones; it’s a way to spice things up in the bedroom. I wanted to give it a try before the wedding to see if it was something I wanted for the honeymoon. They do fun designs and really make your vag sparkle. It’s painless.”

My eyes were erratic as I tried to look around the room. Marta stood behind Delaney, pulling out a clear container of gems. My nerves started to settle as I saw her start to polish a pair of small tweezers.

“So . . . there will be no ripping of my clit?”

“None,” Delaney laughed. “Just a little . . . vajazzle. Henry will love it.”

“How big is this vajazzle?” I asked, as Delaney lifted me off the ground.

“As big or small as you want it to be. Marta, do you have a portfolio to look at?”

“Yes.” She handed us a binder full of pictures of bedazzled vaginas, some more elaborate than others. But the general idea was they decorated your underwear line with jewels. There were some designs that covered your entire pubic area and some that were just subtle. It was intricate and kind of pretty.

“This doesn’t look that bad.”

“You want spider web?” Marta asked me.

“Excuse me?”

Marta waved at my vagina with her finger and said, “Do you want a spider web design for your penis fly trap?”

Delaney snorted while Marta laughed, loving her stupid, immature, and crass joke.

“You two are stupid,” I answered back. “I’m just going to do two simple hearts, thank you very much.”

“You go first then. Your friend wants more intricate design. Take off pants, now.”

I lifted an eyebrow at Marta. “Awfully anxious to get in my pants; something you’re not telling me, Marta?”

“Oh, yes, can’t wait to see what kind of weed patch you have growing now.”

Marta, that snarky bitch.

Huffing, I grabbed a robe, wrapped it around me, and then took off my bottoms and underpants. Marta tapped her foot as she waited for me impatiently.

While I hopped up on the table, I said, “I just want to tell you that recently I’ve felt heavy down there, so if it looks different, please note I am getting it checked.”

“What you mean heavy down there?” Marta spread my legs so her unibrow could get a better look. Right when she opened my legs, she made a disgusted look and closed them quickly. “Is that your vagina?”

“Of course it is.” I tried to cover it with my robe, shoving it between my legs. “It’s attached to me, isn’t it?”

“What’s wrong with it?” Delaney asked, trying to sneak a peek.

“You need to see doctor immediately. I never seen anything like it.”

Delaney scrunched her nose at me. “Oh, my God, Rosie. What’s wrong with your vagina?”

“It look like half-eaten strudel. Three-year-old strudel.”

“No, it doesn’t,” I answered, horrified.

“Like someone puked up strudel on your crotch,” Marta continued.

Delaney covered her mouth. “I’m dry-heaving.”

“My vagina is not a regurgitated German pastry. I’m offended.”

“My eyes are offended,” Marta replied with quick wit. How could she be so sassy but barely speak English? “I can’t perform vajazzle on that.”

“Well, I didn’t want your stupid vajazzle anyway.” I started to get off the table with the robe still stuck between my legs, when Marta’s head fell back and a loud, very unladylike laugh busted through the entire room. She slapped her knee repeatedly and wiped her eyes of the tears threatening to pool at the base of her feet.

“What’s happening?” I asked Delaney, who was still holding her hand over her mouth.

“Oh, too much fun. Get back on the table; your vagina is fine. Not like strudel at all. We will need a little trim, though. Sit down so I can work.”

“Wait, so I don’t have puke crotch?”

“No, your crotch is fine. We vajazzle now.”

I was correct, she was the devil, straight up, no questions asked; her feet burned the fiery heat of the underground, and she took Saten’s dick into her love cave every night. It was the only explanation I could come up with as to why this woman found such pleasure in torturing me.

I settled myself on the table and spread my legs for her. “You know, you should really pluck that unibrow; it’s very unflattering.”

There . . . jabbed her between the eyes, pun intended!

“The odor from your vagina is unflattering, but I not complain.”

Delaney burst out in laughter, and Marta’s shoulders shook with mirth.

Marta was a dumb bitch, and that was my opinion of her.

***

“Hey, love,” Henry said, when I walked through the apartment door. “Why do you have that look on your face?”

“What look?” I asked, setting the Indian food on the counter.

Henry joined me in the kitchen and observed me. “Like you’re hiding something. What was the appointment Delaney had?”

I smiled, knowing what was hiding under my pants—weird way to phrase that, but it’s okay.

“I have a surprise for you.” I couldn’t help but contain the giddiness trying to break through me.

Getting my area vajazzled was actually relaxing, after I gave into Marta’s demands. Once she showed me my jewels, I had to hand it to her, she was good at her job.

Talk about a rough career, though, stripping vaginas of all different breeds bare, then putting diamonds on them to help them sparkle. Pretty sure I would stick with writing.

“Oh, yeah,” Henry asked. “What kind of surprise?”

I gripped his hips and stuck my fingers under his waistband. “I saw Marta again.”

“Really?” he said in a sly tone, but then stopped himself. “Wait, Marta as in the creator of the great and powerful asshole? What did you do, Rosie? I know we were joking about being able to get a mold made of your anus, but please don’t tell me you did that because I don’t want that charm on my desk to look at. I love you, but not that much.”

“Hey,” I tapped his stomach. “If I give you an anus charm, you will cherish it, but that’s not what I want to show you. Come with me.”

I grabbed his hand and led him to the bedroom. He looked over his shoulder and called out, “What about the Indian food? I was hoping to get my curry on once you got home.”

“It will still be there; now stop being difficult.”

Once we were in the bedroom, I made Henry sit on the bed. “Now don’t make fun of the weight I’ve gained when I take off my shirt.”

Within an instant, Henry grew irritated. “What did I tell you about that? I’m seriously going to get pissed if you start talking about weight. You’re perfect, Rosie.”

I hated to admit it, but I couldn’t help but love how amazing those words made me feel. I knew when I gained weight, every girl did; they could feel it on their bones, but to have a boyfriend who would sit there and stare at your body like it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen was a dream come true. I still vowed to hit up the gym; I needed to be able to fit into my bachelorette party dress . . . so weird.

“You’re sweet.” I kissed his lips and then pulled off my shirt. Henry’s eyes immediately fell to my breasts that were contained in a white bra with some underwire, nothing frilly or special, just plain old underwear, but in Henry’s eyes, it was the gate to a magical play area for him. With his eyes still on my breasts, I took off my yoga pants and then lowered my underpants just enough for him to see my vajazzle.

His eyes were still on my breasts, so I had to get him to pay attention to what I was revealing to him. “Hey, down here.” I snapped my finger and pointed to my crotch.

Satisfaction ran through me as Henry’s eyes skimmed my body down to my vajazzle. His head cocked to the side, studying the foreign bling on my body. He pointed at it and said, “What’s that?”

“It’s a vajazzle. I bedazzled my vagina area for you. Do you like it?” Hope of turning him on coursed through me as I waited for his response.

“It’s . . . sexy.” He looked up at me with a huge grin, and all I wanted to do was clap my hands and jump up and down like a schoolgirl, but I refrained.

“I got two hearts. One is mine and the other is yours. See how they are connected?”

“Is my heart the one closest to your pussy?”

“Henry,” I scoffed. “Honestly, does it matter?”

“It does in my head. I claim this one as mine.” He outlined the heart with his finger, but I quickly pulled away.

“We have to be careful. I think they’re still drying.”

“They seem dry to me.” He gave me a mischievous smile.

I didn’t get a chance to answer him before he pulled me down on the bed and stripped me bare of all undergarments. He quickly worked his shirt off and I marveled at the way his muscles flexed under the dim light of the bedroom. I was so hitting the gym, no doubt about it. Henry was incredibly sexy and fit; it wasn’t fair to him if I didn’t keep up my end of the relationship, gained some love chub, and let myself go.

“How do you feel?” Henry asked, lowering his body over mine. “Are you sore?”

“I’m good. Do your best work, Mr. Anderson.”

Henry quirked an eyebrow at me. “Mr. Anderson, I like that.”

“Don’t get used to it,” I laughed. “I’m not about to call you that every time we’re in bed together.”

“I have time to change your mind.” He grabbed his cock in one hand and leaned over me with the other. “Tell me, Rosie, how wet are you?”

My face turned red immediately. I wanted to bite my nail and avoid the question I always found awkward to answer. I wasn’t good at dirty talk. What was a girl supposed to say to that?

It’s a gusher down there!

Look out, tidal wave of love juice coming your way.

Warning: waterfall of vagina secretion flooding the panty perimeters.

No, I didn’t think I ever would be good at dirty talk; it wasn’t in my bones. But that didn’t mean I would stop trying.

“Wet,” I squeaked out, trying to hold back the giggle that wanted to pop out.

“Let me see.” With one swipe, Henry rubbed the head of his penis along my slit, spreading my arousal along his length.

There was something about the head of a penis rubbing against your clit that felt so beyond amazing; it felt magical, like a unicorn just kissed you in the most private of areas.

It felt like a tongue, only less dexterous, but still extraordinary, moving up and down, rubbing you in all the right ways. I could easily get off if Henry continued to tease me like that, if he only touched me with the tip. No doubt about it.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he mumbled, moving his cock away from my vagina and up my pubic bone where he circled the vajazzle with the head of his penis.

I made a mental note to report back to Delaney about the vajazzle success and how much Henry liked it. I only hoped it had the same effect for Delaney as it did for me, since this was her idea. I was grateful my visit to Marta turned out to be a more positive one this time, and not one that found me squirting pounds of baby powder in my panties until I was excreting it out my back end when dancing.

Some things you never forget.

“I really like this,” Henry said, his voice a little shy. “It’s really sexy, Rosie.”

“I’m glad.”

I adjusted my hips just as Henry was circling the heart he claimed as his, sending my vajazzle into his penis.

He groaned, so I did it again, thinking he liked it. “Do you like the texture? In my head I would think the sharpness of the diamond would hurt your sensitive skin, but I guess not.”

“No!” he shouted.

“Interesting, I guess the smoothness of a vagina isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Sometimes men need a rough tube. Noted.” I put my finger to my lip as I thought. “I wonder if they make reversed ribbed condoms, that could be interesting . . .”

“No, no, no.” Henry pulled away from me, ignoring my brewing idea of textured vagina holes, and cradled his junk.

The intimate mood I thought we were experiencing together was completely wiped away when I realized Henry was holding his penis in one hand while trying to examine it closely.

“What’s going on?” I sat up next to him and tried to find what he was looking at. “Are you okay?”

“Fuck. Only fucking me,” he replied. He squeezed his eyebrows together with his hand and started to breathe heavily.

“What’s wrong?” As I asked, the light from the lamp reflected off a teeny tiny gem resting directly in the middle of Henry’s pee hole. “Oh, my God, did you dick-dazzle yourself?” A snort flew out of my nose before I could stop it.

“It’s not funny,” he replied, worried. “How the hell am I supposed to get it out of there, Rosie?”

“Pee it out?” I shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes when I hear you pee, it sounds like you are trying to blast a hole through the wall to get to the neighbors. I bet you could blast that little gem right out of there.”

“What if it’s like a cork and shuts the pee off?”

“What’s the big deal? Then you just hold your pee; I used to have to do it all the time when I was at work and having to share a bathroom with a bunch of other women. Pee shyness is a real thing.”

Henry sighed in frustration. “When you’re a guy, holding your pee mid-stream is extremely painful, Rosie. For a man, it’s pretty much impossible, unless you want to be in a shit-ton of pain, and I would rather not be in a lot of pain with one of your fake diamonds in my urethra.”

I had to move my hand over my mouth to hold in my giggle. Why did I think this was so funny? I shouldn’t be laughing; this is a serious thing happening to my boyfriend’s penis. I should be vastly concerned and finding a solution.

But . . .

All I can think about is how shiny it makes his penis.

“If your penis was a necklace, I would wear it with pride.”

“Rosie,” Henry chastised my immaturity.

“If it was at Zale’s, I would make sure to get the protection warranty.”

“You’re not funny.”

I laughed to myself and threw the finger guns at Sir Licks-a-Lot, who was now looking in on us. “He thinks I’m funny.” The demon cat was sitting in the doorway, looking at us with his mouth half open. He did that sometimes, and I didn’t know why, but right about now, I took it as silent laughter from my jokes.

Henry couldn’t be any more annoyed with me as he continued to hold his cock up. “No one thinks you’re funny.”

“I would stroke that puppy if I were you. What happens when you go flaccid? Will the bling sink into your urinary tract? That can’t be good. Try pinching it out.”

“Excuse me? Pinch it out? Are you out of your damn mind? I’m not pinching my dick.”

I closed my index finger and thumb together, making a lobster claw motion at him. “Just pinch the head, Henry. Squeeze the top and pop it right out of there.” I threw my pinchers at his face and he knocked them away. “Oh! Or I can get some tweezers . . .”

“No fucking tweezers. Sharp metal things are not coming near me, especially if you’re the one managing them.”

“That rules out Sir Licks-a-Lot’s claws then, huh?”

Henry shook his head. “I dick–dazzle myself and all of a sudden you become a comedian. Great.”

“I’m trying to be helpful. I thought the pinching thing was a good idea. Hmm . . .” I pressed my finger to my chin as I thought about another solution. “Maybe if you jump up and down while jiggling your dick, it will just fall out. You will have to point your penis at the ground though, let gravity do its thing. That’s what I did when I got that stupid bullet stuck in my vagina.”

“Stupid bullet? You don’t think it’s so stupid now when I use it on you.”

Cue the blush.

“Shut up and start jumping.”

Henry grumbled to himself incoherent words I couldn’t make out, while he stood and got in position. He looked over his shoulder at me and said, “I would prefer if you didn’t watch me jiggle myself. I would like to keep some of my dignity after all this is said and done.”

“I won’t look,” I lied, a smirk constantly wanting to sneak out.

He gave me questioning gleam. “Hand over eyes, missy.”

“Fine.” I covered my eyes with my hand, but kept a tiny sliver opened for a sneak peek of the dick-dazzle dance.

To my lucky stars, Henry started bouncing up and down, shaking his dick and talking to himself, telling the bling to fall out. The scene was all too familiar. Seeing it from an outsider’s perspective just about killed me. I couldn’t hold it back, I laughed out loud and fell to the floor, unable to control the movements of my body from pure, unadulterated joy.

Images of Henry’s tight butt bobbing up and down and his arms shaking his penis were engrained in my memory . . . forever.

“You weren’t supposed to look,” he yelled at me, penis still in hand, but missing a certain glint.

I continued to laugh as I answered him and pointed at his junk. “I think you got it out.”

Faster than I could blink, Henry lifted his penis to look inside and then let out a sigh of relief when he bent down to the floor and held up the little gem that was stuck in his pee hole.

“You little fucker.”

I laughed some more. I was being that person, and I didn’t care, it was just too funny. “Want to save it, maybe put it in an envelope and store it under your pillow for the penis fairy? You never know, he might leave you a pack of condoms if you’ve been a good boy.”

The bling was tossed at my head right before Henry pulled his sweats on over his legs. “You’re hysterical.” Sarcasm was heavy. “Because you’re so funny, you can sit in here and laugh by yourself. I’m having my curry. And you can forget about getting any of my loving tonight. You’ve been cut off.”

“Hey!” I protested. “How is that fair? You would have laughed if that happened to me.”

“Cut off,” he repeated, walking down the hallway.

“Drama queen,” I shouted.

Disappointed, I looked down at Sir Licks-a-Lot, who was looking between the both of us, mouth still half open.

“You look stupid like that, close your damn mouth, you idiot!” I snapped at the cat and then stomped down the hallway. If I wasn’t getting any sex tonight, I was going to at least enjoy some Indian curry.

Vajazzle, not as successful as I thought it was going to be. Another reason never to visit Marta ever again.


Chapter Ten

Fucking Condoms

 

HENRY

 

 

“That sounds painful, dude.”

Derk and I sat at the bar of one of our favorite sport restaurants watching the Yankees game and enjoying a beer away from our women. It’d been a few days since the dick-dazzle incident, and I was still a little sour about the whole situation. Not because I was embarrassed or that Rosie wouldn’t stop laughing, but because I straight-up liked the fucking vajazzle, but forced her to take it off, due to being terrified about corking myself up with another adhesive fake diamond.

“It wasn’t painful, scarier than anything. You didn’t have that same problem?”

“No,” Derk laughed. “Then again, I didn’t run my dick along it either. What were you thinking?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I have no clue. I was turned on, and I guess I wasn’t thinking. It looked fucking sexy on her. Didn’t you like Delaney’s?”

“Surprisingly, I did.”

“Why do you say it like that?” I took a sip of my beer, waiting for his answer.

“I don’t know. I’ve never really been into the whole frilly vagina stuff. I don’t care if Delaney waxes or bedazzles her pussy. Let’s be honest, it’s a pocket of goodness I like shoving my dick in, as long as I don’t have to sift through the Amazon to get to it, then I’m good.”

“I think every guy has the same thought. It was just something new and different.”

Derk smirked over his beer bottle before taking a sip. Once he swallowed, he said, “You know that old saying, about how you become the person you’re in a relationship with?”

“Yeah . . .” I said skeptically. “Wait, you don’t think I’ve become Rosie, do you?”

“Dude, you got a gem stuck in your dick hole. Shit like that only happens to Rosie.”

He had a point.

“I’ve been feeling off my game lately,” I admitted, trying to come up with a reason as to why I corked up my log with a diamond.

“Ah, is this going to be one of those nights? I wasn’t ready for some serious guy talk. Do we need shots?”

“No,” I chuckled. “Unless you can’t handle a little man on man action.” Derk looked at me funny and then I heard what I said. “Umm, I mean man talk. Not man on man action. No sword fights tonight.”

“As opposed to other nights?” Derk asked.

“Shit, I am becoming Rosie.”

We both laughed and ordered shots, maybe they were going to be needed. In all honesty, I really was feeling off my game lately. I tried to keep it together, but with Rosie’s inability to fill her need for my penis, the whole Tasha fiasco, and the pressure at work, I wasn’t feeling myself, and it was bothering me. I felt like I was spiraling out of control and I didn’t know how to stop it. A lot of it had to do with Rosie’s erratic behavior. It was one of the reasons I asked Derk out for drinks and some guy time. I had some serious questions to ask him.

Once our shots arrived, we clinked our glasses together and downed them. I chased mine with some beer, trying to wash the harsh taste out of my mouth.

“Shit that was gross,” Derk said, wiping his mouth.

“Pretty much. I think we’re getting too old to be doing shots.”

“I’m going to have to agree with you. So, you’re having lady problems?” Derk folded his hands together and gave me his utmost attention.

Smart ass.

“Not really lady problems. Well, maybe. I don’t know. Rosie’s been acting seriously insane lately. And I know she’s quirky, which I adore about her, but this is different. Her emotions are so unpredictable. One minute she could be laughing her ass off and pointing at the cat while he licks the window screen, and then she could be crying hysterically because the cat didn’t lick vertically, he licked horizontally.”

“That makes no sense.”

“I know!” I almost shouted. “But it’s true. And when she’s not laughing or crying uncontrollably, she’s trying to eat away at my dick.”

“That’s never a bad thing.”

I held up my hands in defense. “Don’t get me wrong, I love sex, especially with Rosie. It’s exciting and fun, and fuck, her body is amazing, but I honestly think she is going to break my dick.”

“Is she doing weird moves?” Derk asked, a squint to his face.

“Well, yeah, but that’s not what I mean. I think she is going to break my dick, like I won’t be able to get it up anymore.”

“Why? Too much sex?” I nodded, and he laughed. “Dude, there is no such thing as too much sex.”

“Oh, really? How many times a week do you and Delaney do it. And when I say do it, I mean both of you are meeting completion.”

“Fuck, don’t say meet completion. Come on, man, just say orgasmed.”

“Fine, how many times do you both orgasm in a week?” I thought my phrase sounded better, but I wasn’t about to argue with Derk right now; I wanted to prove him wrong . . . that there was such a thing as too much sex.

“Let’s see, on average?” he asked. I nodded and watched him mentally count out his number. “On average, I would say probably ten times a week.”

“Ten, and you feel good about ten?”

“I feel damn good about ten,” Derk replied with his chest puffed out. “I’ve been with Delaney since college; the fact that she still wants my dick that much is an accomplishment. Why? What’s your number?”

I played with my beer bottle on the counter of the bar, preparing to give out my number. I knew Derk wasn’t going to believe me, but I didn’t want to lie either. “On average, twenty-five times a week.”

From the corner of my eye, I could see Derk’s mouth drop from hearing my number. “No fucking way. You do not have sex on average twenty-five times a week.”

I nodded my head, yes, not able to make eye contact with him. “And that’s not even being generous. If I really had to count it up, I would say probably thirty to thirty-five times a week.”

“How is that even possible?”

“I have no clue. Every morning when we wake up, then in the shower, sometimes before we leave for work. I have to set the alarm clock for an earlier time now just to make sure Rosie is satisfied before I leave. Then when I get home, she attacks me at the door. Usually after we eat and always before we go to bed. Then there’s the nights where I wake up to her straddling me. I’m not kidding, dude, I really think she is going to break my penis.”

To be fair, I did initiate sex as well, but she did it way more than me. And sometimes, the only reason I initiated it to begin with was because she gave me those “fuck me” eyes. I couldn’t deny them . . . ever.

“Man, the girl loses her virginity and now she can’t get enough. Well, good for you.” Derk patted me on the back. “You’ve got yourself a winner.”

“I knew that before all the sex, you asshat. I’m seriously concerned. The other day, before they went to get vajazzled, she couldn’t fit in her jeans, and she nearly lost it. And fuck, she wouldn’t stop complaining about her pussy being heavy or purple, whatever the hell that is supposed to mean. Every time I go to eat her out, she is concerned about her pussy being purple. I don’t even know how to react to that. I mean, is that even a thing?”

Derk chuckled while he sipped his beer. “Dude, are you listening to yourself?”

“Yeah, I have ears. What’s your point?”

He laughed some more and shook his head. “You so got her pregnant.”

“What?!” I shouted, not able to keep my voice down. “I did not get her fucking pregnant. We use protection every time. There is no way.”

Derk grew serious. He turned to me and held out his hand as he counted off symptoms. “Erratic behavior, weight gain, horny, and a heavy pussy. She’s pregnant.”

“No way. If she was pregnant, then wouldn’t she be throwing up everywhere? And how the fuck would you even know? You’re not a doctor.”

“Yeah, but my dad is a gynecologist. I know way too much about the female body; things no man should know. Your girl is knocked up. You’re a baby daddy.”

Anger started to boil inside of me. There was no way Rosie was pregnant. Yes, she was acting weird, and maybe her boobs seemed a little bigger than normal, but that could go hand in hand with her weight gain. We used condoms every time and none of them ever broke. I made sure to check.

“She’s not pregnant,” I shook my head in denial, even though there was a voice in the back of my head agreeing with Derk.

“Okay, but don’t tell me I didn’t tell you so.”

We sat in silence as I thought about the bomb Derk just dropped on me. Rosie . . . pregnant. Shit, we weren’t ready for a baby. Could we even afford a baby right now? Our Broadway apartment would probably have to be leased out to someone else, especially if I didn’t get that promotion. Would we even want to raise a kid in the city?

Fuck, did she want a kid with me? What if she didn’t want kids? What if she didn’t want to have a future with me? Having kids with another person pretty much cements them in your life forever. Would she want to be my forever?

“You’re sweating, a lot,” Derk pointed out.

I could feel the sweat dripping down my back. In a matter of seconds, my life was flipped upside down. Was she really pregnant? I tried to think of the last time she had her period. Had she even had her period since we’d been together?

“Holy shit,” I breathed out heavily.

“What?” Derk asked, his body completely turned to mine, concern laced in his eyes.

“This is going to be a really stupid question, but women get their period every month, right?”

“Yeah. Menstruation comes like clockwork every month . . . unless they’re pregnant.”

I gulped.

“Maybe sometimes you don’t notice when they’re on their period?” I asked, hoping this was the truth.

“Well, according to the number of times you have sex a week, there is no way you wouldn’t notice. That shit would be bloody man. Plus, if Rosie is anything like Delaney when she’s going through that bloody cycle shit, then she would be spitting fire every time you looked at her.”

“Fuck . . .” My head fell in my hands as I leaned up against the bar. Derk patted me on the back.

“Congrats dude, you got your girlfriend pregnant. And judging by your timeline, I’m guessing you planted your seed on your first try. Did you condom it up?”

“Of course I did, Christ!” I shook my head, shock shaking my entire core. “Fucking condoms, what good are they anyway?”

“They really aren’t. My dad always told me the best form of birth control is abstinence.”

“I hate you right now.”

I wanted to plow my head through the wooden bar right now, anything to help me forget this moment. Anything to erase the knowledge I just stumbled upon. My girlfriend was pregnant.

“Hey, it’s not that bad. You want to marry her, right?”

“Of course, I do.” I answered honestly. “I want nothing more to make her my wife and start a family with her, but I wanted to do that with time. We’ve been together for a few months. We’re still figuring each other out. I don’t want her to think I want to marry her just because she’s having my baby, plus, I don’t feel financially ready for this. Babies cost a lot.”

“That they do, but it’s the risk you take when having sex.”

“Fuck you,” I laughed. “Shit, and I’m up for a promotion; I need to get that job now. If I have any hope of making a good life for us, I need to get that job.”

“You’re up for a promotion? That’s exciting. I’m sure you’ll get it.”

I snorted, straight up snorted, and couldn’t believe my damn luck.

“Yeah, guess what I have to do in order to get the job?”

“Don’t say suck your boss off or anything. I would lose all respect for you, man. Not because it would be some guy-on-guy action, but because you don’t have to get ahead by performing sexual favors.”

I held up my hand to stop Derk. “That’s not it at all. I have to come up with a brilliant campaign for Legacy.”

“Legacy?” Derk thought about it for a second and then threw his head back and laughed. “The condom company? Oh, fuck, that’s great. How perfect. How’s that going for you?”

“Not good now,” I huffed, downing the rest of my beer. “And to make it better, I have to go up against Tasha for the job.”

“Tasha, as in your ex-girlfriend?”

“The one and only,” I replied.

“Does Rosie know this?”

“She knows about Tasha, not the promotion. I didn’t want to get her involved, or have her worry about it. The only reason she knows about Tasha is because I was working late one night and lo and behold, she tried to surprise me by showing up in nothing but a trench coat. To her demise, Tasha worked late as well and was all up in my business.”

“I can only imagine how well that went over,” Derk chuckled.

“Not the best time of my life.” I ran my hand over my face. “What the hell am I going to do?”

“I would say talk to Rosie, see if she’s really pregnant.”

That thought crossed my mind, but then again, if she was clueless to being pregnant, maybe it would be a good thing right now, given the insanity draining from her every second of the day. If she was pregnant, then I would want to at least get past the campaign proposal first so I could make sure I was there if she needed me. This was going to stress her out, I wanted to make sure I was able to take care of her to the best of my ability, not blow her off because I had to work late.

“Yeah, I’m probably going to wait to talk to her about it.”

Derk shook his head. “Don’t you watch movies and shows? Never wait to discuss important things; it only blows up in your face later on down the road. Don’t be that guy.”

He was right, I didn’t want to be that guy, but once again, this was real life and I knew what was best for us. Rosie was going to need me when she found out she was pregnant. The next two weeks was going to be full of meetings and refining my proposal . . . a lot of late nights at the office. If I could just get through those few weeks, then I could devote myself to her after. I was just betting on the bachelorette party to keep her busy.

“I know, and I will bring it to her attention. I just have to get past this proposal first, then I can be at her beck and call. Please tell me you can keep this conversation between us.”

“I don’t keep things from Delaney.”

“Give me two fucking weeks; show some loyalty, man. I’m throwing you your boring bachelor party anyway . . . on a Sunday.”

“Delaney’s decision,” Derk added.

“I know, but help me out here. Give me two weeks. Your party is coming up; it will be perfect timing. I’ll talk to her after the parties, once everything dies down.”

Derk gave me a skeptical look. “I don’t know, man. I can see this going wrong in so many ways.”

“How so?” I asked. “I can fake it. She doesn’t know that I know she’s pregnant. And it might not even be true, she might just be . . . I don’t know having some whacked-out hormone thing going on.”

“She’s pregnant.” Derk didn’t play games; he called it as he saw it.

“I know.” I squeezed my eyes shut in defeat. “She is so fucking pregnant.”


Chapter Eleven

Man Balls Mahki

 

ROSIE

 

 

“Get ready, up your tension, and . . . go!” the instructor screamed into her microphone. “Eat that hill, push through it, pump those legs and eat it!”

The only thing eating anything in this psychedelic room of spin torture was the bike seat, chomping away at poor, poor Virginia.

I met Delaney at one of her spin classes for the third time, and what I’d come to find out was people in these classes didn’t have any sort of private parts. I was tempted to take a peek at Delaney’s vagina to see it was still intact while in the locker room, because there was no way in hell she still had any kind of peeing parts.

The seats on these spin bikes were made for Barbie and Ken dolls, in the land of plastic where sexual organs didn’t exist.

Every time the instructor told us to speed up, I swear to Jesus himself, the spin seat opened its jaws and started to chomp away at my vagina. Pedal after pedal, the digging of the seat against my area, drilling my underwear into my sensitive skin made me want to puke, to the point that I was numb for hours on end, unable to see if Virginia was still breathing.

It was painful.

Then there was the classroom.

Up front, on either side of the instructor’s bike were screens playing what looked like screensavers from the ’90s. Neon geometric shapes floated across the screen, changing colors at a rapid pace, causing any sober human to feel like they were tripping on acid.

Music blasted from every direction, and not basic music like Roy Orbison, talking about a pretty woman walking down the street. This was Kidz Bop on growth hormone steroids. The beat was entirely too fast—apparently to help you ride faster—and the singers sounded more like robots resurrected from the graveyard of an abandoned Star Wars set, than actual human beings.

Combine the music and screens with all the black lights—yes there were black lights—in the room, and you’ve got yourself a sensory overload of epic proportions. Kind of like cosmic bowling, but on shrooms.

Delaney claimed to love the atmosphere. I, on the other hand, despised everything about spin class. I wanted to ditch the class, but after putting on my spandex workout pants the other day, I realized, they weren’t lying, I needed to hit up the gym, so that was where I was, letting the bike seat eat away at my crotch in the worst way possible.

Ever have the sharp part of a pen cap try to jab its way through your slit? Yeah, me either until I came to this class.

I really wondered what it felt like for men to ride these torture devices. Were their balls shriveled up so far in their body that it didn’t affect them anymore? That was my only guess as to how they were able to exercise in the spin room.

“Let’s move! Up, down, up, down.”

In tandem, the whole class moved their bottoms up and down with the music, alternating from hill to flat in seconds. I looked around while I barely pedaled and marveled at all the numb genitals.

Good for you guys, I complimented in my head.

“Brunette in the back with the handkerchief in her hair who is pedaling like a grandma carrying her dog in a bike basket, pick it up, or I’m going to keep the entire class a half hour later. Move it!”

I looked around for the brunette who was ruining everything for us when Delaney smacked me in the arm from the side. “Hey, idiot, she’s talking to you. Move your effing legs, I have a date with Derk after this.”

“Is she talking to me?” I pointed at myself.

Over the speakers, the instructor’s voice boomed. “Yes, I’m talking to you. Now, get moving.”

Embarrassment seared through me.

I pedaled faster, ignoring Virginia’s protests. You know how people wear shirts that say, “Sweat is just fat crying?”

Well, in my case, sweat was my vagina crying out to all other vaginas for a lifeline, for help in any kind of capacity, even it was a pussy tap from one lady to another.

“Well, she’s rude,” I hissed at Delaney.

We could barely hear each other over the music, but what I did hear fly out of Delaney’s mouth was, “Want that love chub forever?”

She knew how to hit me where it hurt. Therefore, I spent the last ten minutes of class pounding out my crotch until I didn’t think there was anything left. Every full rotation of the pedal was a knife up my core, slowly disintegrating any sexual organ I grew myself.

After the music stopped and Lance Armstrong took off her clip-on shoes, she smiled at everyone and told them to enjoy their day. From beneath the towel I dried my face with, I flipped her off. There was a special place in hell for people like her and Marta.

“You know, if you’re going to go to that class, you should really try to work out,” Delaney chastised me, as we walked down to the locker room.

“Excuse me for wanting to save the nerve endings in my crotch.”

“It doesn’t hurt that bad; you just have to get used to it.”

“I don’t think I will ever get used to having a bike seat eat me out.” I spoke the words, just as an elderly woman was heading off to water aerobics.

Her look of disgust barely affected me. I was feeling too delirious from Satan’s spin class.

“Speak a little louder about your sexual acts with a bike next time, Rosie. I don’t think the kids in the play area heard you.”

I huffed and followed Delaney into the locker room.

Locker rooms were weird. There were some women in this world who had zero regard for keeping their bodies private, and it was always the women who had string beans as boobs hanging off their chests and grey bushes that would make the goliath, Marta, faint.

I was opening my locker when I leaned over to Delaney, “What’s with the old ladies in here not wearing clothes?”

“It’s a locker room, Rosie. They don’t need to wear clothes.”

I pointed my finger at the ground. “This is America; we wear clothes in public.”

Delaney rolled her eyes at me and shut her locker. “I don’t know why I drag you to the gym . . . all you do is complain.”

“It’s really not my kind of place. I found that out rather quickly when the man next to me on the first day of spin class was spewing sweat all over me. How does salty water drip off someone at that rate, and then fling about the room? It was like he was trying to give the entire class a shower with his bodily fluids.”

“I can’t handle you right now. Are you taking a shower?”

“I have to. I have that meeting with Jenny.”

Delaney perked up. “Where are you going?”

I stuck my chin in the air and headed toward the showers, not forgetting a towel this time. First go around, I had to dry off with my sweaty clothes; it wasn’t a productive showering time. “That is none of your business.”

“Does it have to do with male strippers and their dicks hitting me in the face?”

I paused, and so did everyone else around us. I whispered to Delaney, “And you thought I was too loud about the bike. Jeeze, Delaney, everyone probably thinks we are a couple of pervs.”

“Let them; maybe they’ll keep their dangling boobies away from us.”

“One can only hope,” I laughed.

I took a pretty quick shower and got dressed in the stall. l was a prude and I was okay with that. I worked quickly because, just like Delaney, I had a date to make.

***

“Thank you so much for coming with me, Jenny. I didn’t want to pick out strippers by myself, and there was no way Henry would go with me, plus he’s working late . . . again.”

Third night in a row he’d stayed late at the office, and every time he’d gotten home, he’d been too tired to fulfill my sexual needs. If I thought my vagina felt heavy back then; she now felt like fifty pounds slung around in my underwear. I’m surprised my underwear hadn’t snapped in half from the weight. I needed to get laid . . . badly.

I told myself every night not to overreact, not to lash out irrationally at him. He was working hard, and I should honor that. But there was a nagging voice in the back of my head that kept saying he was hiding something.

My insane imagination tried to tell me that instead of working, he was banging Tasha on the conference room table, but I knew that couldn’t be the truth. I continued to tell myself that over and over again. He told me, to my face, I was all he ever needed. But maybe he’d changed his mind since I couldn’t fit in my jeans anymore.

“I’m just glad we’ve been able to get together. I hate that we don’t get to see each other at work right now.”

“Me too, but I’m not going to lie, I enjoy working from home, except that I have to take care of Sir Licks-a-Lot. I can’t sleep naked anymore because I wake up in the middle of the night to him hovering over me, batting at my nipple as if it were his own personal boxing bag.”

“Such a sick cat. I don’t know why Gladys loves him so much. I’ve never seen the appeal.”

I leaned closer to Jenny as I spoke. “And to make things worse, one time I woke up horny from it. I was so confused that night, not quite sure how to react.”

“What did you do?” Jenny giggled.

“I sat up in bed for a second, wondering if I should wake up Henry to take care of it, but I couldn’t fathom the idea of the foreplay being with Sir Licks-a-Lot, so I went back to sleep all wound up.”

“Completely understandable. I think that was a smart move on your part. You don’t want to give that stupid cat any satisfaction over his nipple play.”

“That’s how I saw it as well.” I took a sip of my water bottle, I was trying to flush out all the toxins in my body; I read that it helped you lose weight. “Have you heard anything about moving back into the building?”

“Nothing. Gladys only emails me back after she’s read an article. I think she’s lost her mind, kind of gone postal since they took away all the cats. I think she’s trying to look for a building that will allow us to run a cat commune.”

“She will never find that in New York City, maybe upstate in the country somewhere.”

“Don’t even joke about that,” Jenny warned. “I’m not all that excited about writing about painting your cat’s nails, but I don’t want to lose my job because she decided to move the company location upstate.”

“Might be fun to live out of the city,” I replied, thinking of one day living in the suburbs.

“Yeah, you can say that because you’re in a relationship with a sexy man who wears tailored suits that rival David Beckham’s. You can live away from the love mecca; me, on the other hand, I’m still trying to look for a man who doesn’t want to test the weight of my nipples on the first date.” Before I could say anything, Jenny said, “Don’t ask.”

“Fair enough.” I sighed, thinking about Henry. “He really is sexy in suits and even better naked. I have a question . . . have you ever felt like you couldn’t get enough of the person you were with . . . sexually?”

“Oh, yeah, I’ve had those moments.” The tension building up in me eased a bit from Jenny’s admission. Maybe this feeling was normal after all. “Especially when you’re with someone like Henry. I remember I dated this guy back in college, he had abs for days, I swear I was straddling him every chance I got. Why? Have you been sexing it up a lot?”

I could feel the heat overtake my face from embarrassment. Would I ever feel normal talking about sex with other people?

“Yeah, but I’m glad it’s normal.”

“It is, don’t worry about it. So, tell me, is he good?”

“I’m not going to answer that,” I responded with a wink.

Jenny clapped her hands and laughed. “I knew he would be, even though he drives me crazy, I could tell he was good in bed. I think all men who wear tailored suits like that are good in bed. If they are confident enough to have their slacks plastered to their ass, then they have to be good at driving the bologna pony.”

“You’re ridiculous.”

“Rosie Bloom?” the receptionist called. “We are ready for you.”

“That’s me.” I stuck my arm up in the air like a nerd. We followed her past a curtain and into a big room with a stage that reminded me of a scene from Magic Mike. “Have you ever been to one of these?” I asked Jenny, feeling out of place. Stripper auditions weren’t my thing. Then again, were they anyone’s thing?

Yes, they were Delaney’s thing. Damn her.

“No, I’ve never been to an audition, but I have been to a bachelorette party where there were strippers. I snapped a man’s G-string that night.”

“Charming,” I smiled and followed the lady to the seats we were supposed to sit in.

The room was dark, deep shades of blue were woven into the seats, and bright lights surrounded the stage. I was grateful it didn’t smell, which was a weird thing to say, but after the porn booths at the sex shop, I had to keep my guard up. Plus, I wasn’t sure what kind of establishment I was going to be visiting to test out strippers. Delaney did say this was the best company for hiring male strippers, but that still warranted a cautionary sniff when arriving.

“According to the appointment paperwork you filled out, you are looking for a man with a . . .” The lady lifted the paper on her clipboard and read verbatim what was written, “A man with a giant cock, a twelve pack of abs, no hair, and decent-sized nipples. Is that correct?”

I was sweating; literally, sweat was dripping down my back. I just wrote down what Delaney demanded; I didn’t know the lady was going to read it back to me. I was mortified.

“Um, that’s what the bride-to-be wanted.”

“Are you the bride-to-be?” the lady asked me, giving me a narrowed look.

“What?” I brought my hand to my chest. “No, I’m not engaged. I’m the maid of honor. My friend is really intense about her bachelorette party. She gave me this giant list of things to cross off.” I held up the binder, aka penis bible, and showed the lady. “See, this is for her, not for me.” I paused for a second and said, “Please don’t judge me for being here. I have a perfectly good wiener at home waiting for me. I don’t have to have one flopping in my face to get my jollies. I mean, I do like it when he flops it in my face, but I only like it when my boyfriend does it. He shows respect while flopping around, you know . . . never pokes me in the eye or anything. Arrgggggh, matey.”

Jenny put her hand on my arm to silence me. “I think you’re done.”

I nodded and shut up. Pretty sure I would never be coming here again, ever.

Looking awkward and uncomfortable, the lady wrote something in her notes—most likely about me—and then said, “The music will start soon and three men will come out to dance for you who meet your specifications. If you are satisfied with one of them, we will book him for . . . oh, it’s a Sunday night.”

“The bride-to-be didn’t want to have to deal with Saturday night drunks in the city.”

“Ah, yes, that makes sense. Smart thinking on her end, but inconvenient for everyone else. They will be right out.”

Once she left the room, Jenny turned to me. “I didn’t like her. Who is she to judge a Sunday night bachelorette party?”

“Everyone,” I answered honestly. “Everyone can judge a Sunday night bachelorette party for many reasons. One, it’s a Sunday night, therefore people will either have to go to work still inebriated, or they will have to take the day off. Two, Sundays are God’s day. Debauchery and flying penises don’t really say godly things.”

“Yeah, I don’t think God would appreciate flying penises. Although, if you think about it, he created penises, thrusting pelvises, and the imagination; therefore, he created the flying penis, so maybe he just might appreciate the soaring salami.”

“Maybe,” I laughed just as the lights dimmed down and music started to play. It was low at first, a sexy base beat that sent chills through my veins.

Was I living out a Magic Mike moment?

I was, because Ginuwine’s voice boomed through the speakers and spotlights hit the back of the stage, where three men wearing baggy jeans came up on stage, all holding their crotches and thrusting their way in our direction.

I wanted to giggle; I wanted to put a pack of ice on my face to cool it down; I wanted Henry’s penis in my hand to squeeze while I watched these three men gyrate to an extremely naughty song. I was all over the place with my emotions.

Jenny leaned over to me and whispered in my ear, “I think I’m going to need a man after we’re done with this.”

I couldn’t agree more with Jenny. The song, the lighting, the abs rolling up and down, creating a tidal wave of sex, were impossible to ignore. This was hot and I was getting more turned on by the minute.

I hadn’t watched Magic Mike until some of the ladies in my Facebook groups started talking about Channing Tatum’s dance moves, so I decided to give it a whirl, of course when Henry wasn’t home. I’d never been exposed to such erotic boogying, nor had I ever seen a man in a thong. I had sex with Henry four times that night. He thought it was the new cologne he was wearing—which, yes, smelled amazing—but it was me envisioning Henry as Channing Tatum, humping my face on stage wearing only a red G-string.

I fanned my face just thinking about it.

Ginuwine continued to play as all three men stripped their pants off at the same time. They were wearing matching blue man thongs and moved in tandem to the music. I almost felt like I was in the book, Becoming a Jett Girl, but instead of the girls being on stage, it was men, and I was one of the creeps on the side of the stage, getting an eyeful.

Remembering the task at hand, I started to evaluate each man. The one on the right had a massive amount of abs, but I couldn’t get over the fact that his nipples looked like little puff balls. Why weren’t they hard? Non-hard man nipples should be flat, not like someone tried to inflate them but failed miserably. He was a no for me.

The man in the middle, now he had great nipples, hard and pointy, just the way Delaney liked them. His abs were great, and he was completely hairless, but as he stepped forward, I noticed his package wasn’t as jiggly as Delaney probably would have wanted. They were all thrusting in the air, and his barely moved. Made me wonder, did he stuff? No jiggle to the junk meant no bachelorette party. He was a no.

“Oh, my God,” Jenny said, while pinching my thigh.

“Ouch,” I rubbed my leg. “Why are you pinching me?”

Jenny nonchalantly pointed at the man on the left. He had dark brown hair, great nipples, fantastic abs, and . . . oh, my God.

“His balls are enormous.”

“Are those two apples in there or a man’s sperm sack?” Jenny asked, unable to tear her gaze away.

All three men were now on the edge of the stage, holding onto their heads and really thrusting their hips in the air, as if they were trying to consummate with the lights above them. Middle man had no reach, but by the earthquake shaking in left man’s banana hammock, I was afraid his boulders were going to roll right on out and sit on our laps.

Henry had great balls, such a lovely nut sac to touch and play with. I appreciated the fact that he kept things clean for me, free of unruly hair or atrocious man cheese smell—I’ve only heard from Delaney about the man cheese.

But the balls up on stage, the man pouch bouncing up at us, shaking its change, that was one piece of junk that actually terrified me. One slap from those in the face and you would be needing a frozen penis pop placed on your eye to avoid bruising.

He was perfect.

They finished up the song by turning around to show us their butt flexing, which, in all honesty was pretty impressive. I flexed my butt along with them, trying to stay in beat to the music, but it was hard to stay in tune with such molded man meat. I gave them credit for a job well done.

Once the dance was over, the lights came on and the lady who was helping us earlier came out of nowhere. I clapped, not really sure if I was supposed to or not, and Jenny joined in with me after she realized I was the only one cheering for the penis parade that just came through the room.

“Thank you, gentlemen. Ladies, did you see anything you liked?”

Before I could stop myself, I said, “Giant man balls was fantastic. We’ll take him home for our bride.”

I heard it the minute it left my lips. The men chuckled and man balls looked incredibly uncomfortable.

“I didn’t mean it like that, like I was going to take him back to our lair so we could pay homage to his potato sack. There will hopefully be some light tapping with his penis to the bride’s face, but there will be no tongue involved. She just wants a good whack from one more random penis before she walks down the aisle, you can understand that, right?”

The room was silent, not even a pin drop to echo through the lull in conversation.

“Well, we will put Makhi on the schedule for your party. We got your deposit, so I think we’re all set here, thanks, ladies. I think you know your way out.”

Not even bothering to shake the lady’s hand or wave bye to Man Balls Makhi, we directed ourselves to the front door and let ourselves out onto the streets of New York.

“That wasn’t embarrassing at all,” Jenny said, looking at her phone.

“I shouldn’t be allowed to speak to other humans.”

Jenny didn’t disagree with me. “Pretty much. This was fun and all, but I think I might have scored a date tonight, thank you, Tinder. I’ll catch you later. Go hump your boyfriend’s face.”

After what I just saw, pretty sure that was on the docket for tonight.

***

“Where the hell is he?” I asked Sir Licks-a-Lot, who was sitting on top of the armrest of the couch, picking something out of his nail with his teeth. The sound he was making was revolting, causing my stomach to roll. The last thing I wanted to do was puke because of a cat gnawing on himself, especially since all I wanted to do was pounce on Henry.

Hard to do that, though, when he hadn’t come home yet.

It was nine o’clock at night, not even a text message or a call. Mind you, I’d sent him about eight annoying girlfriend messages, and I’d called him twice, well, twice on his work phone and twice on his cell phone.

Nothing.

Not even a “Hey, love, I’ll be home in an hour.”

If the universe didn’t want humans to communicate with each other at the drop of a pin, then cell phones would have never been invented.

Being the creepy stalker I was, I checked my phone to find his location. Yes, we were those people who could locate each other by clicking on an app on our phone. According to my phone, he was still at work! Did he plan on staying there all night?

Frustrated, I called Delaney to bitch to her. She answered on the third ring.

“How did the stripper auditions go today?”

I rolled my eyes. I forgot she was the one who made the appointment.

“Just great, picked out a real stud for you and embarrassed myself while doing so.”

“Did you poke his peen?” Delaney asked with sorrow in her voice, as if it was something I would actually do.

“No, I did not poke his peen. I called him man balls.”

“Oh, I like the sound of this. Does he have giant balls? Please tell me they are two grapefruits waiting to suffocate me.”

“You’ll just have to wait and see.” I wasn’t in the mood to go into detail. I was annoyed, irritated, and sexually frustrated. I wasn’t one to take things into my own hands, but right about now, I was thinking about grabbing the stupid bullet and giving myself a quickie, a little twiddle-diddle.

Calling me out, Delaney said, “You sound crabby. What’s got your pubes twisted in a knot?”

“I want sex,” I shouted, scaring Sir Licks-a-Lot. Satisfaction ran through me until he started making that, “I’m going to puke” noise and arched his back. In seconds, he puked up a claw chunk and hairball masterpiece, right on my purse. Like the bastard he was, he smiled at me and then took off.

I kicked a couch pillow across the room out of frustration.

“Okay,” Delaney answered over the phone. “Why are you telling me this? Shouldn’t you be with your boyfriend right now?”

“You would think!” I started to pace the length of our living room. “But he’s not home. He’s still at work. I feel like for the past week that’s all he’s been doing, working. We haven’t had sex in a really long time. I’m concerned.”

“What’s a really long time? Because according to what Henry told Derk, you two have been sexing it up about three times a day. Isn’t your pussy raw, Rosie?”

“Don’t say that, gross.” Virginia was holding up fine, except for the possibility that I still felt she was allergic to Henry’s penis, Poseidon.

“Okay, so what’s a long time for you two? Ten hours?”

I wished it was ten hours. I was ashamed to say because it was not like us to go so long . . . ever.

“Four days,” I said sheepishly.

Delaney was silent. Seconds ticked by as I waited with bated breath for her response. Was she thinking what I was thinking? Was Henry cheating on me?

“Say something!” I cried, not able to take the silence.

“I’m sorry. I’m just so confused. Four days is like four months for you guys. Have you been initiating and he turning you down or vice versa?”

“I’ve been initiating. He is always so busy or tired from work. That’s all he’s been doing—working.” I took a deep breath before saying what had been on my mind. “Do you think he’s cheating on me, Delaney?”

“Never,” Delaney answered immediately, putting my mind at ease. “Henry loves you way too damn much. He would never cheat on you. Is something going on at work? Do you think he’s going to lose his job?”

“I don’t know. He did bring home an invitation the other day to a party for his work. It’s their annual third quarter party. Henry mumbled something about taking me and having to wear something nice. I wonder if he’s worried about that.”

“About what, the party?”

“No, about taking me to it. I have gained some weight . . .”

“You’re insane!” Delaney shouted into the phone. “That boy is so beyond infatuated with you it’s ridiculous. There is no way in hell he would be ashamed of taking you to that party.” She pondered for a second. “Let me talk to Derk and see if I can dig anything up. Maybe Henry told him something when they were drinking beers the other night.”

Just as I was thanking her, Henry came through the front door.

“Hey, I have to go,” I said quickly. “See what you can find out. Talk to you later.”

I hung up quickly and turned to see Henry taking off his tie, exposing a patch of his tanned and toned chest. Just like that, I was ready to have him. His sleeves were rolled up and his jacket thrown over one shoulder. He looked sexy as sin.

“Hey, love. Sorry I’m late. Rough day at work.”

Instead of coming over to me to give me a kiss, he went to the fridge and grabbed a beer. He popped the top off and tossed the cap to Sir Licks-a-Lot, who liked chasing them around the apartment. Lately, those two had started to get along. I didn’t like it . . . at all.

I hated that he wasn’t giving me the attention I craved and remembered all the unanswered phone calls and text messages I sent him. Rage started to boil over, and I warned whoever could read my mind that I wasn’t responsible for what I was about to say.

“Why didn’t you text or call me? It would be nice to know that you’re alive and not run over by some drunk fruitcake in a taxi.”

“I was just trying to get done as quickly as possible; I’m sorry.”

“It takes two seconds to let me know you’re alive, Henry.”

“I’ll do better next time.” He walked by me to the couch, where he sat down and put his feet up on the coffee table. My world tilted on its axis as Sir Licks-a-Lot jumped on Henry’s lap and laid down. It wasn’t until Henry started petting his head that I lost it.

“What is going on?” I shouted. “Why don’t you want to have sex with me?”

Henry was about to turn the TV on when he stopped himself and looked at me. “What are you talking about, love?”

“Henry, we haven’t had sex in four days. Four days! Do you not find me attractive anymore? Is it because you saw the skinny jeans struggle? I will tell you right now, every woman has to do those kind of moves to put skinny jeans on. It’s not an easy thing.”

Henry set his beer on the coffee table and shook Sir Licks-a-Lot away. Walking up to me, he grabbed my hips and pulled me into him. His green-blue eyes sparkled as they took me in and his side smirk made me all gooey inside.

“I liked watching you put on skinny jeans.”

“Then, what is it? Do I smell? I take a shower every day. Douching isn’t good for you.”

“Stop,” Henry chuckled. “I’ve been busy, Rosie. Busy and I’m tired. I just needed a break.”

“A break from me?” I gasped, horrified.

He clung onto me tighter. “No, I just needed time to collect my head. I’m going through some things at work right now. I’m afraid . . .” He rubbed the back of his neck as he tried to figure out his words. “I’m afraid I will disappoint you, okay? So just give me some time to figure things out.”

I’ve known Henry for a long time, and I could pretty much understand anything he tried to tell me, but right about now, I’ve never felt so confused in my life.

“I don’t understand. What are you figuring out? What’s going on at work? Is this about the party?”

“No,” he shook his head. “Give me a week, okay?”

“A week of what? No sex?”

“Just give me a week.” With that, he kissed my forehead and went into the bathroom, where he started the shower.

Give him a week? What the hell was going on? Not liking his idea, I decided he could take his week and shove it up his butt!

Storming into the bathroom, I peeled off my clothes and pinned his naked body against the bathroom wall. Instead of telling me he was tired, he switched positions, brought my hands above my head and started kissing me like he couldn’t get enough. I melted into the wall as his lips explored mine and his erection pressed against my thigh.

Talk about mood swings . . . you would think the man was going through some kind of hormonal change.

“Tell me if I hurt you,” he whispered across my skin.

Hurt me? When had he ever said anything like that?

“You never hurt me,” I answered back, loving the way his mouth felt against my breasts.

He ran his mouth down to below my belly button, releasing my hands and kneeling before me. “No penetration tonight, just in case.”

“Just in case what?” I asked, gripping onto the wall, so I didn’t fall over from need.

“Just in case,” was all he said before spreading my legs and pressing his mouth against my very wet and needy slit.

His weird conversation left me as I fell into a euphoric state of pleasure from the magic of his tongue. Who knew one muscle on a human’s body could bring this much pleasure?


Chapter Twelve

Meerkats, Pads, and Yetis

 

ROSIE

 

 

“That dress is perfect, Rosie. You have to get it. Henry will die when he sees you in it.”

“You think?” I asked, checking out my reflection in the mirror. The dress was black and tight, clinging to every inch of my body. It wasn’t something I would normally wear, something Lucille Ball would never even consider. That was how I judged my apparel . . . if Lucille Ball would wear it, then so would I. But desperate times called for desperate measures in this case. “I need a better bra to wear with this dress, though.” I stared at my flattened boobs in disgust.

“Yes, well, one would think you wouldn’t wear a sports bra when going to pick out a dress, but you do prove norms wrong,” Delaney mocked.

I felt my boobs and rubbed them in a circular pattern. “They’ve been super sore lately. A bra with underwire didn’t seem appealing. I have a strapless bra with a front clasp that will work, though, super heavy underwire in it. With that, I really think I can get some lift with these puppies.” I pulled up my boobs, but cringed when they ached in my hands.

Boobs weren’t supposed to ache in my hands, they were supposed to ache with need for Henry’s hands.

“I’m sure you have a great bra. If you’re going to get that dress, you better get it now. Don’t you have that date with Wolf Fleece Wendy?”

I checked the time on my phone and squeaked. “Ahh, I’m going to be late.” I shut the dressing room door, took the dress off as quickly as possible, and put on my outfit for the day . . . yoga pants again. I did some Pinterest searches recently and found some cute ways to dress up yoga pants and leggings. Who knew scarves could make you look fancy?

My workout routine didn’t feel like it was doing anything. I went to many spin classes with Delaney, and all it did was eat up my vagina . . . and not in a good way. I thought my crotch was sore before, I didn’t think I could even sit down without a pad on if I wanted to.

Yes, I’d started wearing a pad every day to protect my area from hard benches and wooden chairs. That was why I started doing some Pinterest research. I wound up making an entire board full of ways to look cute in leggings. And yes . . . they are pants!

I tossed the dress at Delaney when I exited the dressing room and said, “Purchase that for me. I’ll pay you back.”

“You better! I’m saving my money for the stripper. I plan on showering him with ones, especially if he has big balls like I expect.”

I zipped up my boots and adjusted my scarf. “You promise that dress is good? You don’t think the fabric is too thin? It felt a little thin for a dress that’s so tight.”

“It’s perfect. I will pick you up some Spanx so they provide an extra layer under the dress.”

“Get me a large,” I called out, while waving and taking off toward the exit.

I was meeting Wolf Fleece Wendy at the Park Hyatt right across from Central Park. She had a surprise for me; I just hoped it wasn’t some kind of freaky sex party she was inviting me to.

If I was honest, I was also very nervous because I finished my book the other day and sent her the last chapter. She was going to be giving me feedback, and after the last serious critique I had, I felt like I was going to throw up.

Since the hotel was only a couple blocks away, I hoofed it across the streets of New York City, bumping into strangers as I tried to text Henry. It was a Saturday, and once again, he was at work. He was working so much that Sir Licks-a-Lot had started to whine at night; it was a real treat while writing, having a horrible screech ring through your ears every minute.

He said to give him one week, but I didn’t think I could. He still wouldn’t touch me, except going down on me before his shower, but that was it. He wouldn’t even let me touch him. I tried not to let it bother me. I tried to convince myself that he needed a week . . . for God knows what. I could make it through a week.

Typing out a text, I quickly sent it before I stepped into the extravagant hotel.

 

Rosie: Miss you. Can we have a date night? Maybe a little cuddle on the couch with some curry?

 

I put my phone in my purse, just as it buzzed back with a text message. I searched the entryway for Wolf Fleece Wendy, but didn’t see her, so I quickly read the text back from Henry.

 

Henry: Hopefully I can get out of here on time. Love you.

 

I refrained from throwing my phone at the man next to me, who found scratching his crotch something to perform for the elegant customers of the Park Hyatt.

What was I thinking? Of course Henry wouldn’t be home later. I didn’t text him back because if I did, I would lose it on him. Instead of freaking out like my entire body itched to do, I took calming breaths and looked around for Wendy.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her approaching, wearing another wolf fleece. Her collection was impressive, and I think subliminally, she was turning me onto wolf wear. When I was pinning the other day, I came across some wolf T-shirts that I was tempted to check out, but refrained. Wolves were Wendy’s things. I didn’t think it would be polite to copy her, even though the wolves looked so powerful, so . . . sexual with their fangs and howling. I wondered what wolf sex was like; did they have spiky penises like cats? I made a mental note to do some research, but then checked the crazy at the door and realized what I was telling myself.

No, I would not research wolf sex. I was losing my mind, but not that much.

“Rosie, I’m so glad you’re here!” Wendy pulled me into a hug, and I didn’t balk at the new development in our relationship. I embraced it.

“Hi, Wendy. What are we doing here?” I looked around, taking in the exuberance of the hotel.

“Well, since you finished your book, I thought I would bring you to your first book signing, as a fan. You can meet some fellow authors and get an idea of what it’s like to be in this world, because believe it or not, you were born to be a part of this community.”

Emotions took over me as my tears welled up. “You really think so?”

“I do,” Wendy nodded. “I loved your book. It was unique, relatable, and sweet. It was a little crass at times, but then again, that’s comedy.”

“You didn’t think it was too much?”

Wendy nodded her head. “At times, yes, but then again, it’s fiction comedy. The way I see it, you have to look at other forms of comedy. For instance, take Friends as an example. The antics, the experiences they face wouldn’t normally happen to people like you and me every day, but if we wrote about our everyday lives, would it really be that humorous?”

“No, it would be kind of boring at times, but there are some instances in the book that are real life experiences.”

“Yes, exactly, and as an author of comedy, it’s your job to take that funny experience and embellish it. You did that in your book, you embellished and pushed the limits of ‘is this really possible.’ My favorite example to use is the episode of Friends when Ross makes himself a pair of paste pants out of lotion and baby powder. No one in their right mind would ever do that, but if the writers just said he wrapped a blanket around him and went home, it wouldn’t be nearly as funny. Instead, they turned an awful situation into one that is so funny, you can’t help but laugh and feel for the man. As writers, that’s what we need to do. In comedy, we need to make the readers laugh, we need to make them feel awkward and uncomfortable, and we need to make them relate in some way. If we are making readers experience emotion, good or bad, then we did our job at the end of the day. They might not agree with our humor, but if we made them feel, that’s all that matters.”

I felt like kissing Wolf Fleece Wendy. She was so empowering. She made me feel like I could tackle anything. She was a mentor I couldn’t have even dreamt of.

“Thank you so much, Wendy. You’ve been such an inspiration to me. I don’t know what I would do without you.”

Wendy cupped my cheeks and spoke with sincerity. “You’re a beautiful young woman with a huge future in front of you. Now, tell me, what is the title of your book?”

“I’m not sure yet. I’m still trying to figure it out. I want something unique. I was thinking of something like, The Chronicles of Meghan. What do you think?”

“Hate it,” Wendy laughed. “It doesn’t speak of the book. Let’s keep working on it. In the meantime, let’s go meet some authors.”

I couldn’t contain my smile. I linked my arm with Wendy’s, and I let her lead me to the elevators and the ballroom. The entire ride, we spoke of Wendy’s favorite parts in the book, the waxing scene being one of her favorites.

“Where did you even come up with the idea of the redbrick road?”

“I didn’t have to come up with the idea,” I chuckled. “That was all from experience. I itched for days!”

Wolf Shirt Wendy tossed her head back and let out a giant guffaw. “That is fantastic. I’m glad I’m old enough not to have to even worry about getting waxed.”

When the elevator doors opened, we were greeted by giant signs for the event: Authors in the Big Apple. There were hundreds of women walking around, carrying books, stacked up in carts and tucked under their arms. There were tables after tables of authors signing books with their banners up next to them, displaying their logos.

I was in book euphoria. Swag was everywhere and my little paws itched to scoop it all into my purse. Chap Stick, condoms, pens, bookmarks, bracelets, and pins. I wanted it all. I wanted to wear every single pin, I wanted to apply every Chap Stick, and I wanted to decorate my fingers with condoms.

“This. Is. AMAZING!” I cried, holding my heart while looking around, not really sure where to start. “Who’s here? Anyone I might have read?”

“Probably. This is a fantastic lineup of authors. Tickets have been sold out for a while, but thankfully I know the event coordinator and was able to secure two tickets for us. Are you ready for this?”

“Do they take credit cards?” I asked, holding up my debit card I’d magically extracted from my wallet without even knowing.

“Oh, they do. This is your lucky day!”

I fist pumped the air, nearly crushing my card with my super human book love power.

“Then let’s spend some money!”

Like a giddy little schoolgirl, I skipped along from table to table, meeting authors, grabbing every piece of swag I could find, cherishing them as my very own treasures, and buying paperbacks that I either had read, or wanted to read.

I made sure to go to every table, to introduce myself, and shake hands with some of the nicest people I had ever met. Even if I didn’t buy a paperback, they still wanted to talk to me, they wanted to know about my book, and they told me to write them if I had any questions about the process.

I had never felt so accepted in my life. On Facebook, the book groups gave me a small glimpse of what this community was like, but now, I fully understood.

Books didn’t just expand your imagination and take you into another world where reality was a far off memory. Books connected souls. Books created a common ground for everyone to walk on, no matter your background, your fortunes or misgivings, books brought readers and authors together to form an unyielding and beautiful bond.

Women could be catty at times, they could be backstabbing, and they could be straight-up trolls if they were in the mood. Not here, not in this world. This community was about empowering women and seeing your friends succeed at a daunting task: writing a book.

I never really thought about the notion until I talked to some of the authors at the signing. Writing a book wasn’t just typing out words onto your computer that twisted into a plot. It was taking a little piece of your soul and letting it bleed out for everyone to read and judge. To write a book was like capturing a moment in your life and exposing it for prying and curious eyes.

I understood that very clearly.

What I accomplished only a few days ago was a feat on its own: writing a novel. I poured my heart and soul into it, exposing my flaws, my insecurities, and some of my most embarrassing moments.

And once I published my book, I wouldn’t sit there and look at the sales page, trying to figure out if this would be a future I could pursue. Instead, I would sit back and be proud of my accomplishment.

I wrote a book.

Even if only one person bought it, I would still consider myself an author.

“Are you okay?” Wendy asked, coming up to me from behind.

I wiped my tears away and nodded. “Yeah, I’ve just been emotional lately. A lot’s been going on. I needed this day. I feel refreshed, I feel welcomed, I feel like I’m a part of something.”

“You are,” Wendy smiled at me. “You are very much a part of this world. I actually have a couple of ladies I want to introduce to you.” Wendy turned me around to two authors I couldn’t even fathom meeting.

Debra Anastasia and Helena Hunting.

They didn’t know it, but I stalked them. I stalked them hard.

I stood there, frozen, unable to speak. All that flew through my head was yeti’s and pads, yeti’s and pads.

“Debra, Helena, I want you to meet my friend, Rosie Bloom. She’s an aspiring author and just finished her first romantic comedy. I’ve had the privilege of reading it, and I’m going to tell you right now, this girl is going places.”

I held out my hand and started to babble, cutting them both off before they could introduce themselves. “I want a pad; can I have a pad? I need a sanitary napkin with your signature on it. I actually have one; will you sign it, Debra?” Without even looking, I reached into my purse and pulled out one of the pads I kept on hold for my bruised vagina. I didn’t care if my pubic bone had to sit on hard wood today, I would be getting these ladies to sign my spare pussel pad. “And Helena, sign my boob, or my armpit. Yes! Sign my armpit! I haven’t shaved in two days so it resembles a yeti…in a way. Will you sign my armpit?” My arm flew straight up in the air—the one holding the sanitary napkin—and I pulled down my sleeve with the other, exposing my hairy armpit to Debra and Helena . . . the book world’s salt and pepper. I had zero shame and my self-respect flew out the window the minute I stepped into the room.

Kindly, they both looked at each other and then laughed. Debra stepped forward and pet my armpit hair. She turned to Helena and said, “I think this one is a dirty slut.”

“I cuncur, Pepper!” Helena reached out and gave my pit a pat. “That’s some serious armpit hair you’ve got going on. Soon you’ll be able to braid it like you’re on a tropical vacation.”

“I heard that if you like to swallow semen that the hair around your erogenous zones grows faster. It’s a hold over from the dinosaur years.” Debra pulled down my arm and pushed my face in her bosom.

“Is that a fact? I suppose it makes sense, seeing as body hair would’ve been integral to the whole staying warm business back then, eh?” Helena strokes my hair affectionately, while Debra continues with the forced boob nuzzles. I’m unsure if I’m supposed to motorboat.

Helena didn’t end up signing my armpit, but they both did sign the sanitary napkin I toted around with me. We talked about my book briefly and the romantic comedy genre, what books I should read, and the authors I should get to know better. They encouraged me to start thinking about a website and a Facebook page, as well as how to go about spreading the news about my book. I stood there mesmerized, trying to soak up every little fact they gave me.

We talked for a good ten minutes before Tara Sivec and Katherine Stevens came running up behind them, interrupting our conversation in the most perfect way possible. Slapping both their asses, Tara said, “What’s up, sluts? I’ve got a bottle of vodka with Helena’s beaver wrapped around it calling our names. I say we put on my meerkat suit, Katherine has her sloth pants on, and we scare people in the hallways. You in? Jimmy’s got the camera all ready.”

Debra shook her head and laughed. “Why not? It will make a great post for the Backdoor Comedy Club. Rosie, it was a pleasure meeting you. Good luck, and if you need anything, don’t be afraid to email me.”

We said our good byes and I watched in awe as they walked away. I wondered if one day, I would be able to be the one whose ass Tara slapped.

One could only hope.


Chapter Thirteen

Pillow Beating Beelzebub

 

HENRY

 

 

Rosie: Are you coming home soon? You were going to help me with these bachelorette party bags.

 

I was letting her down left and right. Every chance she gave me, I wasn’t there to help. I felt like the biggest ass ever, but I was so close to closing in on this account, I kept working late night after late night to guarantee a run at the position.

This campaign hadn’t been the easiest one to work on, especially since Derk predicted Rosie was pregnant. It was so obvious to me now, all her emotions, her erratic behavior, they all made sense. It was like the puzzle pieces of a crazy person finally came together. Now I just needed to secure this job so I could provide for the three of us.

Since I had to create a campaign for condoms—ones that failed me—I decided not to focus on their ability to be a solid form of birth control, but instead, focused on their “luxury.” I developed two separate campaigns, one to cater toward men and one toward women. They were vastly different, but had the same effect.

With the men, I focused on a slogan, “The Man, The Legacy.” I hated everything about it; it read like an ad for a massive tool bag. It actually was the slogan for Freddy, who inspired it all for me, but Eric and, so far, the board loved it. I just had to fine-tune my campaign geared toward women. I could have gone the route of talking about the different kinds of ribbing on each condom or special lubricants, but I didn’t. Instead, I focused on the “quality” (snorts) and how each woman only deserved the best. No vagina should settle for less.

Talking to the design team, I had them create the condom brand into a luxury item by developing mock-ups using black, gold, and silver. The font I chose screamed exuberance and the images we used all revolved around luxurious pillows and silk.

After reviewing the mock-ups, I knew this was going to be a winner, no doubt about it. I just had to hang on a few more days.

Luckily, Freddy was able to get a scoop on what Tasha had been working on. I gave the guy a high five about lifting over three hundred pounds, and he was so excited he offered to scope out the competition by using his “sex appeal.” I didn’t oppose, and for some odd reason, it worked. Freddy was able to woo Tasha enough to check out what she had been working on. She was doing a joint campaign based around lovemaking. It was cute and fresh, but it wasn’t Legacy.

“You ready for the party tomorrow? For the grand reveal of both campaigns?” Eric asked, as I started to gather my phone and wallet so I could take off.

“I am. Mock-ups are done and being held by the design team. I feel really confident.”

“Good,” Eric nodded. He leaned up against my cube with his arms crossed. “You’ve been putting in a lot of time at the office lately. Is everything okay at home?”

He was staring at the picture I had of Rosie on my desk. I glanced at it and inwardly smiled. She was my entire life, her and the little one growing inside of her.

“Everything is great. Just wanted to make sure I nailed this campaign. I want this job so damn bad.”

“You deserve it. You’ve really shown some impressive work, not just on rebranding, but on your marketing plan and attacking social media. I’m impressed, Henry. I truly am.”

“Thanks, Eric.” I stood from my chair and grabbed my bag. “If you will excuse me for the night, I have a girlfriend to get home to.”

Sweeping his arm out for me leave, he said, “Enjoy. I’ll see you tomorrow for the party. You’re bringing Rosie?”

“Most definitely, but if you don’t mind, can we keep this whole possible promotion to ourselves? I don’t want her getting excited in case it doesn’t work out.”

“Not a problem.”

We shook hands, which was odd because we never really did that, and then I took off toward the elevator. It was seven already, and I knew Rosie was freaking out about the bachelorette party and being ready for it. I called the other day to cash in a favor on a local bar I knew would be perfect for the party and was able to book a private room for the girls. Rosie was grateful. From the list Delaney had, I knew Rosie was still behind, but I had confidence she would be able to take care of everything.

The elevator opened, greeting me to begin my descent down to the streets of New York. I pressed the ground level button and watched the doors close, just as Tasha stuck her hand in to stop the elevator. The doors opened back up and she walked in, brushing off her skirt and eyeing me.

“You could have held the elevator.”

“Didn’t know you were coming.”

Turning toward me, she gave me a suggestive look. “Oh, you always knew when I was coming.”

I rolled my eyes. “Seriously, Tasha. Give it a rest. I’m happy, more than happy, I’m completely overjoyed by the fact that I am with Rosie. Nothing is going to change, so get that through your head.”

“You’re full of yourself. I was just joking, Henry. Are you bringing her tomorrow?”

Wishing the elevator would hurry the eff up, I answered impatiently. “Yes.”

“Wonderful, I can’t wait to catch up with her.”

There would be none of that. The last thing I needed was for Tasha to start talking to Rosie at the party. Not that I was hiding anything, because I wasn’t, I just didn’t trust Tasha. Knowing her, she would say some bullshit lie about us spending almost every night together working, when in fact, I didn’t even talk to the wench.

“I would prefer it if you didn’t talk to her . . . or me.”

“And why is that, Henry? Because you’re afraid she’ll see the way you look at me?”

“The way I look at you? And how would that be? Because all I see is a gold-digging slut-bag willing to flirt with anyone to get ahead. Don’t think I don’t see the way you talk to Eric and the male board members. Unfortunately for you, Tasha, this company was built on hard work ethic and innovative ideas, not how many times you can show your cleavage in one passing.”

That felt good. The bitch had been getting on my nerves ever since she stepped foot in the building.

She folded her arms over her chest, displaying her breasts once again; luckily for me, she didn’t affect me with her feminine wiles. “You really think you’ve won this account, don’t you?”

“Based on what I’ve heard about your campaign, uh . . . yeah.”

She laughed just as we hit the ground floor and the elevator doors opened. “You’re so naïve, Henry. While you’ve been working in your little cubicle, staring at your annoyingly adorable picture of Rosie, and talking to douche bag Freddy, I’ve been hosting lunches with all the Legacy executives. It’s not always about the campaign, but about who will lead the campaign and who meshes well with the customer.” She pressed my chest with her nail and then took off. “See you tomorrow, Henry. Can’t wait for you to meet some of my friends over at Legacy.” She walked backward while she continued to talk. “Oh, and if you change your mind on our relationship, let me know, maybe I can convince the board to throw you a bone, and you can be my assistant.”

A devious smile was plastered on her face as she walked out of the building.

Mother Fucker!

I ran my hand over my face, feeling like the wind was just knocked out of me. I tried to tell myself not to let her get in my head, that she was just throwing me off my game—job well done.

She had nothing. Her campaign wasn’t nearly as clean cut and refined as mine. I had statistics to back up my presentation; I had proof in the pudding that my campaign was the clear-cut choice.

But there was that annoying voice in the back of my head, that voice of self-doubt that told me maybe I didn’t have it all figured out. Maybe the past month had been a waste of time, spending long nights at the office when I could have been wining and dining the clients.

Shit.

I never thought about a working relationship with them. I just assumed I was a likeable human who could get along with any client, a little self-absorbed, yes, but I hadn’t had any complaints yet.

Work weighed heavily on me as I faltered in the entryway of my office building. I looked over at the elevators and contemplated going back up to my cube to double-check everything. Even though the thought of going back up to my cube crossed my mind, I knew it was useless. Tomorrow was the reveal; there was nothing else I could do. The decision was in the board’s and Legacy’s hands now.

I just hoped I didn’t focus on the wrong thing this go around.

The walk home was lonely. I kept kicking myself in the ass for not thinking about meeting with the clients more. What the hell was I thinking?

Clearly, I wasn’t. I was off my game, and there was only one reason why: Rosie.

She changed me, she helped me relax, she allowed me to love so deeply, I got lost in the world we were living in. There was no doubt in my mind I had been distracted, especially by the sex.

Sex, fuck did I miss it.

I missed getting lost in Rosie’s scent, in her touch, in the sexy little sound she made when she came.

I wasn’t ready to have sex with her until she saw a doctor, though. I didn’t want to chance anything. I just needed this whole campaign to be over so I could put my sole focus into my girl. One more fucking day and then this would be all over.

***

“Drop it. I’m not kidding,” Rosie shouted, just as I walked in the apartment.

She was holding a rolling pin in one hand, making whacking gestures, and a colander in the other. She was wearing one of my T-shirts and her hair looked like it shook strands with an electrical outlet. Her bare feet bounced up and down on the hardwood floor while she made scooping motions with the colander.

“You little spikey-dicked bastard. Give me the penis crown and I won’t have to try to strain you through this colander.”

“What’s going on, love?” I asked, shutting the door and startling her.

She clenched her behind from the sound of the door closing and then turned in my direction. She had mascara dripping down her cheeks and her eyes were beet red. My heart sunk to dramatic depths.

“What’s going on?” she screamed, waving the rolling pin in the air. “What’s going on is that hairy monster over there won’t give me the penis crown. He thinks he won it during our test drive of pin the penis on Derk, but I tried to tell him there was no crown prize. He begs to differ. Now he’s just rubbing his win in my face by parading around with it. How could I lose to a cat? I should know where a penis goes.”

Confused, I looked over at the wall to see a life-size picture of Derk hung up by tacks. There was a scratch mark where Derk’s crotch was—my guess was that was Sir Licks-a-Lot’s placement, and then there was a cut out penis stuck near Derk’s nipple.

“Don’t judge me. I spun around too many times. Maybe if we actually had sex every once in a while, I might know where a penis actually goes. This is all your fault.” She pointed the rolling pin at me. “If you actually drained your vein in me . . .”

“Don’t say that.” I shook my head.

“Oh, was that too crude for you?” She was certifiable right now. I reminded myself of why she was losing it. She was stressed from the party; she was most likely horny . . . she was pregnant.

She was pregnant, she was pregnant, she was pregnant.

Instead of arguing with her, I set my bag and suit jacket down and walked carefully over to Sir Licks-a-Lot, who started purring at my approach. He leapt up into the air, penis crown still in his mouth, and landed in my arms. I took the crown from him and allowed him to rub his head against my five o’clock shadow. I glanced over at Rosie, who had her mouth wide open in a look of complete disbelief.

She crossed her hands over her chest and started tapping her toe on the ground. “Oh, so you’re making out with the cat now? Fantastic!”

Kitchen utensils flew in the air as she tossed her weapons to the side and sat down on the floor next to a pile of penis paraphernalia. Mumbles of discontent flew from her as bags were aggressively stuffed with bachelorette party items.

Secretly, I gave Sir Licks-a-Lot a quick pet; didn’t want to be caught fraternizing with the enemy, and then set him down before slowly walking toward the ball of rage stewing on the apartment floor.

Ever so carefully, I knelt down next to her and placed my hand on her leg. The minute our skin made contact, her head snapped in my direction, and I swear to all that is holy, she developed fangs and growled at me.

Startled, I backed off and sat there, watching her practically ripping each bag while she stuffed them in indignation.

“Can I help you with anything?” I asked, ready to be yelled at.

“Oh, you want to help now? How convenient!”

Deep breaths, I kept telling myself.

“Rosie, I’m sorry I’m late, and I’m sorry that Sir Licks-a-Lot beat you at pin the penis; he’s a tough competitor. He was at more of an eye level with the crotch . . . it was easier for him.”

The destructive stuffing slowed down as I spoke.

“If it helps, I think he cheated. Did you even see if he closed his eyes?”

Rosie pondered my question for a second while tapping her chin with her index finger. “I didn’t get a good look. I was so fascinated with his paw going straight for the crotch.” Rosie slammed the bags on the ground and pointed her finger at Sir Licks-a-Lot, who was mid-tongue-to-balls. “Rematch!”

Before I could say one word, Rosie jumped off the ground, yanked her pinned nipple penis off the wall and said, “Get over here, ball licker. We are going to have a rematch, and guess what? Henry is going to judge and make sure you follow the rules this time.” She glanced over at me and said, “What are you waiting for; come spin me.”

Honestly, was this normal pregnant behavior? If so, I feared for all men around the country. Right now, I had a tense and angry girlfriend, waiting to pin a penis to a wall and challenging a cat to a contest only a human could really win—but somehow she lost.

Even though the situation was completely nuts, I played along. I didn’t want any more anger directed at me. So, I grabbed Sir Licks-a-Lot and held him while I spoke of the penis pinning rules.

“All right, each contestant will get spun five times; eyes must be closed, and there will be no feeling around allowed. Where your hand/paw lands on the wall is where you place your penis. Understood?”

Rosie nodded and rubbed her hands together, while cracking her neck to the side. Sir Licks-a-Lot licked his paw and brushed his head. I took that as he understood.

“There will be one round, final death. Whoever pins the penis closest to Derk’s crotch wins . . .” Not sure what the prize was, I leaned to whisper to Rosie. “What are the stakes?”

She raised her fist in the air and said, “Penis pinning rights.”

“Oh, of course.” I cleared my throat. “Whoever is closest to the crotch wins penis pinning rights of the apartment. Contestants, please shake on the terms.”

Rosie turned up her nose at the idea, but reluctantly grabbed Sir Licks-a-Lot’s paw and shook it.

“His foot is soft, like a creepily padded pillow,” she observed before pulling away and putting her game face on. “And with that, you’re going down, you ginger puss!”

I shook my head at the ridiculousness. “Who’s going to go first?”

“I will.” Rosie raised her hand and shut her eyes, ready to be spun.

I set the cat down, who went back to licking himself, and gripped Rosie’s shoulders. I pressed a light kiss against her cheek to sweeten her up and whispered in her ear, “You got this, love. No competition.”

“Spin me,” she proclaimed.

I did just that. I carefully spun her, making sure not to make her nauseous. The last thing I needed was Rosie puking everywhere and then crying the rest of the night about it.

After five counts of very steady spinning, I pointed her directly in front of the blow up picture of Derk, so she couldn’t miss. The minute I let go, her hand sprung forward and placed the dick right near Derk’s belly button. Pretty damn close.

She instantly opened her eyes and started cheering for herself. “Ha! Eat that, you four-legged freak!” She moon-walked right into the wall behind her, stumbling once she made contact.

I reached out to steady her, my heart pounding at a faster rate from her almost falling over. “You have to be careful, Rosie.” I held my chest as I held onto her. “You can’t be bumping into things and falling over.”

She gave me a questioning look. “You’re being weird. Get the cat up here; it’s his turn, and if I try to grab him he’ll scratch off my face.”

I gave her one more once over, observing her stance. “You sure you’re okay?”

“Uh, yeah,” she sounded annoyed. “I bumped into a wall; I didn’t fall into an abyss. Now, let’s get this competition going. Stop stalling.”

“Okay.” Like the dutiful boyfriend I was, I picked up Sir Licks-a-Lot and placed him in front of blowup Derk. I had no clue how this was going to work, so I carefully spun him around in five circles and then covered his face with my hand so he couldn’t see.

We stood there, staring at him as he sat right in front of the poster, not moving. I waited in anticipation for him to lift his paw, but he was stagnant; it didn’t even look like he was breathing.

“What’s going on?” I asked. “Is this what he did last time?”

Rosie shrugged. “I didn’t spin him last time. I just let him swipe.”

I stood there, bent over, with my hand over a cat’s eyes while I waited for it to swat at my best friend’s crotch. This was beyond stupid.

Talk about one’s life changing once they were in a relationship. I never thought I would spend my Friday nights with a girlfriend who was pregnant and a cat whose favorite pastime was licking his junk.

But, here I was, and guess what? I wouldn’t change it for the world.

“Should we call it a forfeit?”

Rosie shushed me and then whispered. “No, he’s thinking. I can tell in the way his ears are tilted back. I’ve spent enough time with this cat in my lifetime to know when he’s about to move. Just give it a second.”

Right on cue, out of nowhere, Sir Licks-a-Lot lifted his paw and swatted Derk’s crotch, right on the mark, leaving a wet paw print on the picture.

Both Rosie and I stood there, flabbergasted by his uncanny accuracy. I kind of wanted to applaud the cat, give him a high paw, because damn was he good.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Rosie’s chest start to rise and fall at a rapid rate, and I prepared for the worst. My shoulders tightened up, I squinted and waited for the tidal wave of emotion of losing to a cat at pin the penis once again.

“Son of a bitch!” Rosie yelled. When she swore, you knew it wasn’t good because she never swore. Arms pumping, she power-walked over to the penis piñata, where she booted it straight into the air and then stormed off to the bedroom, the door slamming behind her.

I glanced over at a smug looking Sir Licks-a-Lot and said, “Thanks. You just made my night exponentially harder.” I couldn’t help it, though, the cat had skills, so I leaned over and gave him knuckles. To my surprise he lifted his paw and met my hand halfway. “Got to hand it to you, bud, you nailed that crotch.”

The boys of the apartment had to stick together when the pregnant demon was storming around.

Turning to the bedroom, I took a deep breath and made the fiery walk to hell. It felt like lava and fire were booming next to me as I drew closer and closer to the bedroom door. I could hear pounding on the other side. The only reason I decided to go in was because I was afraid she might cause harm to the baby; otherwise, I would have let her figure out her devastating loss by herself.

Preparing for the worst, I let myself into the pit of lava-filled hell. Just as I suspected, on the other side was Rosie losing her damn mind. Straddling my pillow, she threw blow after blow with her fists to the feather down cocoon. I prayed she didn’t ruin the shape as I approached.

“Uh, hey, love. Everything okay?”

Her entire body contorted into something I’d only seen from The Exorcist and danger danced in her eyes as she stared me down. A deep voice bellowed out of her, scaring me right out of my socks. “Does it look like I’m okay?”

The scene was straight out of a horror film. Sweet woman mutated and possessed so now she spoke the devil’s tongue in a dark and scary voice. The kind of voice that you heard and swore snakes popped out of their mouth when they spoke.

My lip trembled as I tried to gain my composure from feeling utterly terrified. Sweat kissed the back of my neck and the urge to pee was overwhelming. I backed up from the pillow-beating Beelzebub and held up my hands.

“Um, I’m just going to let you finish up here. I’ll be in the living room, stuffing bags, if you need me.”

Without turning my back on her, I quickly made my way out of the bedroom and shut the door, only to hear her start to beat my pillow again. I just prayed she wasn’t envisioning my face while she was punching.

Needing to calm my nerves, I grabbed a beer from the fridge, and then settled down on the floor, where I started to pack the bags for the bachelorette party. I didn’t dare turn on the TV to watch the sports highlights, in fear that the monster might spring from the room, claws and fangs exposed.

In silence, I packed away like a dutiful boyfriend, while Sir Licks-a-Lot put on a delightful show of tongue to crotch for me. His gnawing noise was the cherry on top of the deranged cake.


Chapter Fourteen

Penis Allergies Please

 

ROSIE

 

 

Last night wasn’t my best showing.

I let losing to a cat get to me. Instead of storming off in pure, unfiltered rage, I should have shaken hand in paw with the feline and congratulated him on a job well done.

But I didn’t do that.

Despite my best efforts to not take the loss to heart, I ended up punting a hole through the bottom of the penis piñata that Henry had to patch up this morning before heading off to work—again—and relentlessly beating Henry’s pillow until I passed out on the bed, ass up in the air and arms spread out like a T. I know this because Henry took a picture of me last night, only to show me this morning.

Normally, I would have laughed; instead, I chucked his phone across the room. I watched it skid across the floor until it hit the kitchen wall. I was so shocked at my reaction that I ran into the bathroom, locked myself away, and got ready for my doctor’s appointment.

Thank God for phone cases, because before I left the apartment, I checked to make sure his phone was okay and apologized. He was very forgiving, kissed me on the forehead, and sent me on my way. I told him I had some last minute bachelorette party things to attend to, rather than tell him about my appointment. I couldn’t spare another eye roll from him.

I knew he was stressed, I was stressed, the cat was stressed . . . it was one giant stress ball in our apartment, and the last thing I wanted to do was get all emotional again over my heavy purple vagina. I was pretty sure one more insane outburst from me was going to grant me a one-way ticket to singles-ville. Why the man hadn’t left me yet was beyond me, especially after last night’s episode.

Pretty sure I earned my grade-A certificate to the insane asylum.

Something to be proud of.

All the self-respect I once had for myself derailed and flew off into the abyss, never to be found again. Whenever I tried to find it, I struck out big time, and usually wound up making a bigger ass of myself.

The one good thing that happened today was Wolf Fleece Wendy hooked me up with her editor. She was going through the first round of edits. Wendy thought it would be a good idea for me to self-publish; it gave me more control and I could start to get my name out there. She talked about starting up a separate Facebook page, a website with my own domain, and a Goodreads profile. I had no clue what any of that was, but I had a feeling I was going to find out quickly. She was the driving force behind my book right now; without her, it would probably still be on my computer, ten chapters in and no resolution for poor Meghan, left only with a good fart to the face of one of the suitors trying to pursue her.

“Rosie,” a nurse called out into the waiting room.

I gathered my things and followed her to the back of the doctor’s office, straight to the scale, where I began to instantly sweat. I knew the number she was going to read out loud wasn’t going to settle well with me, so I tried to weasel my way out of this portion of the exam.

“I don’t think we need to weigh me. I can tell you I’m a cool one twenty-five.” I sucked in the gut that had started to flop over my yoga pants, but she wasn’t falling for it.

“Sorry, ma’am, but we have to weigh everyone.” She tapped the scale, indicating for me to follow directions.

“Um, okay. Hold on.” I dropped my purse, took off my shoes, socks, scarf, and even undid my ponytail to get rid of the weight of the rubber band . . . anything to help that number.

“You ready?” The nurse looked at me weird.

“Sure, but please note, I had a bagel this morning, so I might be a little heavier than normal.” I stepped one foot on the scale, secretly keeping the other foot on the floor, but applying just enough pressure to reach that one twenty-five mark. “Ah, see, I told you. What a lovely number, don’t you think?”

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to step fully onto the scale.”

We both looked at my feet and I giggled. “Oops, my mistake. I thought it was one foot on the scale day. Man, you should have told me it was a both feet on the scale day. I don’t think I’m mentally prepared for two feet on the scale today.”

The nurse put her hand on her hip, clearly not entertained by me, and said, “You can either put both feet on the scale or I can write down that you weigh two hundred pounds and move on.”

“You wouldn’t,” I sneered at her.

“Test me.”

She was one tough bitch.

“Fine, but just so you know, my friend said I’ve gained a little love chub since I’ve moved in with my boyfriend, but I’ve been going to the gym, letting the bike eat my crotch, despite how much it hurts.”

Yup, I knew it made no sense to a perfect stranger.

She ignored me and started moving the knob on the scale right past one twenty, on to one thirty, and stopping at one forty.

“One forty-one,” she announced to the entire office building.

“You shut your mouth,” I snapped at her, covering my lips right away from my outburst. “Oh dear, I’m sorry. I don’t know where that just came from.”

“Mmm-hmm,” she hummed at me, scanning me up and down. “You peed in a cup after you signed in?”

“Yes, and thank you to whoever opened the little pee cup door while I was still in there . . . I gave them a good show.”

“That was me.” I could see the look of satisfaction on her face. I grew more and more agitated with her by the second. She had to be related to Marta in some way, as well as the spin instructor. Nurse Scale Nazi and Marta, decorating and medicating vaginas one spread leg at a time. “Follow me,” she called out, moving toward one of the rooms.

I quickly gathered my discarded items and trotted after her, trying not to let the fact that I had gained sixteen pounds enter my mind. I could feel the tears start to threaten to fall over, but I breathed it out. I didn’t need Nurse Scale Nazi judging me anymore than she already was.

When I arrived in the room, she made me quickly change into an open-face Aztec-decorated gown behind a partition while she asked me questions.

“Are you a smoker?”

“No.”

“Do you drink?”

“Not really. My boyfriend does, though, but I guess second-hand alcohol consumption isn’t a thing,” I joked, laughing to myself.

Crickets on the other end.

“Sexually active?”

“Yes!” I practically screamed and then realized I said it loud enough for the entire top half of the building to hear me. “Sorry,” I apologized. “Fresh to the sex scene, three months in, and going strong.” I held up a solid fist of accomplishment. “I enjoy the sex, feels nice. Henry has a good-sized penis. Is that a question?” I popped my head past the partition and the nurse just shook her head at me. “I guess not, but if it was, he has a nice penis. No STDs or anything, if you are worried about that. We use protection.”

“Birth control?” she asked, continuing with her questions.

“Condoms. He uses the Legacy brand. Sometimes ribbed, not that he needs to use ribbed, he can get my engine revving with just an index finger and thumb.”

“Details aren’t necessary, Miss Bloom.”

“Oh, sorry.” I walked out into the room, wearing my robe and clinging it to my body so my boobs didn’t poke out the front. I sat on the table, weary of the stirrups I would be propping myself up in. “Didn’t know how much detail we had to get into. I don’t do any butt play, if that’s a question. I don’t think that’s something I want to explore, but I do enjoy trying new positions, and we have used toys. Oh, I got a bullet stuck in my vagina once, if you need to know that, and I did get my butthole bleached once, not really by my choice. And, of course, I had a bad waxing episode, but I did recently get vajazzled and that was a real delight, except for the fact that one of the gems got stuck in Henry’s pee hole. He had to jump up and down to get it out. What a sight that was.”

I smiled at the nurse, who was staring at me, dumbfounded. Without any emotion or acknowledgment of my sexual history, she asked, “Last period?”

“Oh, that was . . .” I paused, trying to think of the last time I menstruated. “Huh, I guess . . .” I counted on my fingers, trying to recall the last time I’d used a box of tampons, but nothing was coming to mind. “I guess it’s been a while.” I shrugged off my answer. “If you’re taking notes, I would like to talk to the doctor about being allergic to my boyfriend’s penis, because we’ve had a lot of sex, and I’m kind of afraid our private parts don’t mingle well. My vagina has felt very heavy lately, like it was stung by a bee or something.”

She ignored me and asked again, “When was your last period?”

Taken aback by her attitude, I said, “I told you, a bit ago. I don’t quite remember.”

“Last month?”

I thought about last month and shook my head.

“Two months ago?”

Two months ago, Henry and I were on a doggy style kick, almost every single day. I shook my head no.

“Three months?”

I laughed. “Gosh, three months seems so long ago. Three months without a period, ha you would think I would be . . .”

The words died on my tongue as realization set in.

Holy. Fuck.

Yes, I said the F word.

“Mmm-hmm. The doctor will be right with you.”

She walked out of the room, putting my chart in the file holder hanging on the back of the door and closed it, a loud click ringing through the silent room.

There was no way.

Quickly, I spread my legs and lowered my head, getting a good look at my vagina. Did vaginas morph into baskets when they were hiding something inside? Holding everything together?

Standing up, I opened my robe and stood to the side in front of the mirror, examining my body. Legs were the same, thighs were the same, stomach . . . poochy.

Poochy!

My right hand ran over my belly, taking in its expansion.

Oh. My. God!!

A light knock rung through the room, signaling me to shut my robe before the door opened. Doctor Nesbum appeared at the door with a giant smile on his face.

“Rosie, it’s nice to see you.”

I didn’t greet him; I didn’t even try to hide the desperation in my voice. “Can people be allergic to penises? To the point that their stomach swells?” I grabbed his shoulders and shook them, looking for answers. “Does too much penis make you bloated?”

“Excuse me?” he asked, a little caught off guard.

“Please tell me I’m allergic to my boyfriend’s penis and have had swelling in my stomach from infection.”

My robe flapped open, Virginia on display, but I didn’t bother to shut things up. I was looking for answers, desperate for them.

“How about you sit down and we can talk,” he answered, peeling my hands off his shoulders.

Nurse Scale Nazi walked in, scanned me up and down, and shook her head, as she handed the doctor a paper. He looked it over and nodded, placing the paper in my file.

“How have you been feeling, Rosie?”

I flopped my body on the table, propped my legs in the stirrups, giving the doc a full frontal of my situation. Robe hanging open and arm over my eyes, I said, “Just give it to me straight. Tell me I’m that idiot who should be on the show about how they are nine months pregnant and didn’t know it.”

The squeaky wheels of his chair rolled toward me. “I wouldn’t say nine months pregnant, but you are most definitely with child. Your pee test came back positive.”

And there it was, the word I was trying to avoid.

Pregnant.

Holy hell, I was pregnant.

“I had sex,” I mumbled, bewildered from the news I was hearing. “It was supposed to be for fun, so I could learn how to stop writing about throbbing man swords and lap broccoli. It was supposed to welcome me to my adult life and connect me with another human being. I wasn’t supposed to be able to procreate.” I sat up and questioned Doctor Nesbum. “Are you sure I’m not allergic to the penis? I’ve had a lot of sex, like an unhealthy amount of sex, like if I wasn’t sitting on a couch, I was sitting on his penis.”

I could tell Doctor Nesbum was uncomfortable with my candidness, but I didn’t care, I needed answers.

“I can assure you, you’re not allergic to any penises.”

“How do you know that?” I asked, raising my voice. “You haven’t even looked at my vagina yet.” The baby must have taken over my movements, because before I knew what was happening, I palmed the doctor’s head and pushed it toward my crotch, forcing him to observe Virginia. “Go ahead, tell me I’m not allergic to penises. Look at the purple flaps.”

His hands gripped the bottom of the table and pushed against my firm grip. “Miss Bloom, I’m going to ask you kindly to release my head from your crotch.”

His sentence registered in my head as mortification took over. A nauseating feeling came over me, and instead of demanding answers, I curled up into a ball and started rocking back and forth on the table.

“This can’t be happening.”

“Rosie, I would like to discuss this with you.”

“What is there to discuss?” I asked, my voice full of sorrow. “I’m pregnant, my boyfriend is never home, and honestly, I’m not even sure how committed he is to me, given the fact that Tasha has been probably flopping her boobs on his desk every day. She’s so pretty, and here I am, frumpy girl whose yoga pants barely fit. What’s a girl to do?”

“If you sit up, we can discuss options.”

His comment didn’t settle well with me. I popped off the table and secured the robe around my waist. “How dare you, sir?” I held onto my stomach. “I don’t know what you mean by options, but I will tell you this, despite the fact that my boyfriend might be a work-a-holic who doesn’t want to have sex with me anymore, I will by no means give up this baby.” With my head held high, I grabbed my belongings and tore out of the examination room, while calling over my shoulder, “Good day!”

The walk home wasn’t as freeing as I thought it would be after storming out of a doctor’s office and standing up for my unborn child, since I was practically naked and barefoot.

But I didn’t focus on the weird stares I received from everyone, or the way my robe kept flapping in the wind, dangerously almost exposing Virginia to the world. Instead, I tried to think of ways to attract Henry once again.

I knew he loved me . . . he had to. Maybe if I stepped up my sex factor for him, put on a little display of cleavage, maybe he would find me attractive again and not leave me the minute I told him I was pregnant.

I pulled my phone out of my purse and texted Delaney.

 

Rosie: I need you to sex me up for this party. Henry isn’t going to know what hit him when he sees me at that party.

 

Satisfied with my plan to keep my baby daddy, I finished the trek across New York City. Henry wouldn’t know what hit him.

Tasha who?

***

“Don’t burn my skin!” I screeched, feeling the heat of the curling iron close to my scalp.

“Yell at me one more time, go ahead,” Delaney threatened.

I’d been quite jumpy, irritated, irrational, moody, emotional, and a whole plethora of other emotions since I got back from the doctor. I didn’t say a word to anyone; instead, I went straight to the fridge, stuck my head inside, and ate leftover pizza straight off the plate, like a pig at its trough, not even bothering to use my hands.

The cold felt good on my heated body, and the pizza delighted my gullet as I practically swallowed it whole. I’d just finished gobbling down the crust when Delaney showed up at the apartment, armed with a militia of beauty products and styling devices that looked like they belonged in an electric dildo chamber of tortures.

I didn’t want to tell anyone about the pregnancy just yet, because honestly, I was still in denial, even though it all made sense.

Who missed their period and didn’t realize it? I was THAT girl. If I thought about it, I guess at the time I was just happy that I didn’t get a visit from Campbell’s Tomato Soup, so I could continue to have sex.

Ugh, randy much?

“You need to settle down; you’ve been sweating this entire time. Your makeup is going to melt off.”

I aired out my shirt by fanning it away from my body. “It’s hot in here.”

“It’s a normal temperature; you’re just being a complete freak. Now settle down and look in my purse; there’s something special in there for you. You want to get sexed up; well, I’ve got just the trick that will have Henry panting for your attention.”

There was a questioning raise to my eyebrow before I grabbed her purse and pulled out a small bag.

“Look inside.” She nodded at the present.

I set her purse down and then peeked into the bag. At the bottom were two gold colored marble looking objects connected by a string. “What are these?” I asked, pulling them out and holding them up.

“Those are what are going to separate you from everyone else at the party tonight.”

“Is it a necklace?” I held the balls up to my collarbone and observed them in the mirror, while Delaney continued to curl my hair. “I don’t normally wear chunky jewelry, but I could possibly make these work.”

“It’s not a necklace, Rosie,” Delaney corrected me, exasperation heavy in her voice. “Those are Ben Wa balls.”

“What are Ben—” I paused as the name sunk in. “The vagina marbles from Fifty Shades of Grey?”

Delaney proudly smiled. “The very same.”

“Are you insane? I’m not going to use these. How would these even relate to being sexy?”

Delaney released my hair from the curling iron and let it fall over my shoulder. “Of course you’re going to use them. They will be perfect. When you get to the party, slip into the bathroom quickly, insert them up there, and then walk out to Henry with a mischievous smile on your face. He will ask you what’s going on, and very gently, you will press your hand against his chest and lean toward his ear where you will whisper that you’re clenching onto those balls, pretending they are his penis. He will go wild.”

I give her a wincing look. “Sounds like a really bad idea.”

“Believe me, I did it with Derk, and we had the wildest sex ever that night.”

“Ew!” I screeched and tossed the balls to the side. “Were those in your vagina?”

Delaney rolled her eyes. “Of course not. Vagina wands, balls, lubes and nets should never be shared. One lady’s vagina juice is another man’s sex cream.”

“What?” I nearly puked. “That makes no sense whatsoever, and is so incredibly crude that if you put that in a book people would immediately bring your rating down from a five to a four star.”

“Well then I suggest you keep clear of quoting me in your book.” She twisted another section of hair into the curling iron and continued. “How’s that going, by the way? The book.”

“I finished it and it’s with an editor,” I answered sheepishly.

“What?!” Delaney screeched, almost ripping my hair out of my scalp. “Your book is being edited right now? What happened to letting me read it? Did Wolf Fleece Wendy read the whole thing?”

“She did.”

“And . . .” Delaney motioned for me to continue.

“She loved it. She actually said some really sweet things and warned me that since it was comedy, not everyone would get it, which was okay. She said as long as I made some people laugh, that was all that mattered.”

“Not everyone is going to like your book, and that’s all right,” Delaney encouraged. “Look at a popular book like Fifty Shades of Grey. It opened up the publishing market for authors like you to write what you want and express your thoughts and feelings through creative imagination. Those books made such an impact on our generation and encouraged people like me, who never read, to pick up a book and read a little smut-mance. Despite her popularity, there are people out there who absolutely despise her stories; there will always be someone who doesn’t agree with what you write. Too bad for those naysayers; E.L. James is dancing her way to the bank . . . she deserves that little shimmy.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“I know I’m right,” Delaney stated matter-of-factly. “Now, back to Fifty Shades of Grey, you are going to wear those Ben Wa balls tonight, and you’re going to wear them well. I will pack your purse with the balls and some lube while you’re getting dressed. And don’t argue with me about it.”

I sighed and left the conversation at that. She wasn’t going to the party, so she wouldn’t know the difference.

Since my hair was so thick, it took some extra time to finish; by the time my hair was fully set in place by a pound of hairspray, I was already running a little late. I was meeting Henry at the party because he had some things to get done beforehand—shock alert—so I didn’t have him pestering me to hurry up.

“Crap, I’m going to be late.” I looked at the time. “Let me get dressed and then we can walk out together. Can you call down to the doorman to flag a taxi for me in ten?”

“You got it,” Delaney called from behind me, while I ran into the bedroom.

Hanging on the door frame of the bathroom was my dress that Delaney had helped me pick out. Thankfully, she steamed it while I was doing my makeup, so it was ready to go and wrinkle free.

Rummaging through my drawers, I looked for my strapless bra, but couldn’t find it anywhere. I mentally tried to remember the last time I wore it, but nothing was coming to memory. I fished through Henry’s drawers, wondering if it accidently got stuck in with his boxers, but it was nowhere to be found.

“Damn it,” I muttered, looking around.

Trying one more time, I dug through my drawers, but could only find the strapless bra I wore to my high school prom. I should be ashamed for having something so old, but memories get the best of me sometimes. It used to be white and had definitely seen better days, but it was all I had, so I connected the ends together at the front clasp and brought it up to my breasts. I shoved them in and gasped at how tight it was.

“Christ,” I groaned. My boobs rested heavily in the cups and the underwire strained from end to end. “This is really tight.” I eyed the dress and knew I had to wear a bra; there was no option of going commando up top, not for a girl of my breastual size.

Praying to the lords above that the thing wasn’t going to pop off, I snatched my dress off the hanger and put it on, making sure to not make too many jerky movements, in consideration of the bra.

Once everything was in place, I slipped on my black kitten heels, a red necklace to match my lipstick, and then fluffed out my curly hair. Despite the slight pooch I was sporting, I was looking really sexy.

“Eat your heart out, Henry,” I said, while shimmying at the mirror.

Delaney met me at the front door with my purse and a giant smile on her face. “You look so hot, Rosie. Henry won’t know what hit him.”

“Just what I’m hoping for.”

As I was leaving, I went to switch off the lights when I caught a glimpse of Sir Licks-a-Lot, perched on the window sill, sitting in a white fabric-like cup. He started kneading it with his claws and that’s when I realized he had my bra! I wanted so badly to go and grab it from him, but I had no time, and with my luck, he’d probably marked it with kitty smell and I would smell like a litter box the entire night. So, I let him win this round, but made sure to flip him off before I shut the door.

On the elevator ride down, Delaney explained to me how to use the Ben Wa balls, but I ignored her, not interested in partaking in any crazy kind of vagina Olympics tonight.

The taxi ride to the venue was agonizing, not because I just wanted to be there, but because the dress was really tight, my bra felt like it was going to burst open any minute, and any circulation my body was trying to flow through my waist was cut off. I shifted in my seat, so I wasn’t so scrunched up and more horizontal, but it only provided temporary relief. Looked like I would be standing all night.

By the time we pulled up to the building, I was lying flat across the seat, enjoying the ass prints of New Yorkers from all over the city. Quickly, I paid, got out of the cab with some tricky finessing, holding my breath so I didn’t pop anything open, and then jogged to the elevator.

The short trip from the taxi to the elevator seemed like a mile as I held on to the side of the metal rail and enjoyed the twenty-two-floor ride up. Damn kid was sucking in all of my oxygen, leaving nothing for me.

As the elevator approached the designated floor, I straightened up and fiddled with my hair, using the reflection of the metal to gauge my look.

It wasn’t helpful at all.

The elevator doors opened to a room full of executives and party goers, dressed in black suits and colorful dresses. They all had drinks in their hands and were animatedly talking to each other. The room was decorated simply with white and black flowers. Waiters in black button-up dress shirts and black ties milled about the room, offering drinks and hors d’oeuvres. My mouth watered as a tray full of shrimp passed by me. I would be getting my fingers on one of those bad boys in a bit.

In the sea of black, it was hard to locate Henry. It wasn’t until I scooted farther into the room that I found him talking to his boss, Eric, and of course . . . Tasha. From a distance, I observed them together. She was incredibly gorgeous in a red turtleneck dress that clung to every part of her thin body. Her arms were perfectly toned, and surprisingly, her boobs were covered, except for the keyhole in her dress that just so happened to fall over the line of her cleavage.

She talked naturally with Henry and Eric, touching Henry’s arm occasionally while she laughed. It took everything in me not to shove my heel through her eye socket.

Their interactions almost seemed so incredibly natural, as if they were made for each other, and at that moment, I no longer felt sexy; I felt like the frumpy girlfriend who was too big to fit in her dress. Tears started to well up in my eyes, and before they could fall over and ruin my makeup, I dashed off to the bathroom, where I locked myself in a stall and took deep breaths.

Needing some encouragement, I dialed Delaney on my phone and prayed she picked up.

On the second ring, she answered, “Hello?”

“Delaney, I can’t do this. She’s so pretty and I’m barely fitting in my dress. What was I thinking when I chose this outfit? I look like a stuffed sausage trying to expand out of its casing.”

“Are you insane?” Delaney cut me off before I could say anything else. “You look gorgeous, Rosie. You look sexy as hell, and the minute Henry sees you, he will fall at your feet. Now, have you put the balls in yet?”

“No,” I replied quietly.

A long, drawn-out breath sounded over the phone. “Rosie, I am going to cancel my bachelorette party tomorrow and blame everything on you if you do not put those balls in your vagina. I’m telling you, the minute you whisper into Henry’s ear about clenching his cock, he’s going to want to take you home immediately. It will be Boner City and his dick will name you mayor.”

“Men really like that?”

“You tell me? What do your books say to do?”

“You always say they’re fiction and don’t count as real life,” I countered.

“They are fiction, but men’s responses are most of the time spot on in those books. Are you going to be adventurous and turn up the heat in your relationship or just sit back and watch Tasha talk to your man?”

I pulled out the Ben Wa balls and stared at them. I could do this. “I’m going to be adventurous.”

“That’s my girl,” Delaney cheered. “Call me later. Love you!”

She hung up before I could ask her any questions, most likely because she was in the middle of her own sexual adventures.

Needing to grow a pair of lady balls, I grabbed the lube, pulled down my underpants and lifted my dress up around my waist.

Being a lube virgin, I wasn’t quite sure what to do with the thin liquid, so, I popped the top open, squatted ever so slightly with my legs spread as much as they could go, thanks to my underwear, and I pressed the lube up near my vagina. Taking a deep breath, I squeezed hard and shot the lube straight up into Virginia.

A cold wave of thin liquid coated my inner walls right before gravity took hold of it and brought it back down, straight into my underwear, my now appointed lube net.

“Crap,” I muttered, looking down at the pile of liquid sitting in the crotch of my underwear.

Bottle and balls in my hands, I stared at the mess and tried to decide what to do. The heaviness of the lube weighed down my underwear, so I shimmied them down my legs and toed them to the side to pick up after. Commando was sexy, I told myself.

Still eyeing the balls, I convinced myself I could do this. How hard could it really be? Taking a deep breath, I prayed there was enough lube still coating Virginia and slipped the first ball in. Easily I pushed it up and was pleased with the way it fit. With a little more confidence, I thumbed the second one inside and clenched. A small vibration rang through me . . . a pleasing sensation was I wasn’t expecting.

“Well, isn’t that delightful?” I said to myself.

Standing there, I felt comfortable; I could totally do this. More confident, I deposited my underwear and the empty lube bottle in the sanitary napkins trash can—sorry cleaning service—and wiped my hands with some toilet paper so I didn’t slick down the door handle.

Flushing the toilet, I exited, walking very slowly to the sink. With every step, my confidence wavered. I had to really think about each push forward, clenching as tight as I could, praying I didn’t strain my damn cervix.

Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.

While I washed my hands, I looked at myself in the mirror. I observed the way my brown locks fell over my shoulders in voluptuous waves, along with the cat-eye makeup I’d applied to my eyes, accentuating my blue irises. My lips were plump and red, and my boobs were inches away from popping out of my dress. I really did look sexy, maybe a little over the top, not really like me at all, but maybe that’s what I needed. I was going to be a mom; I didn’t want to be a single mom.

Henry was hit and miss these days; I didn’t want him to leave me because I was losing myself. I wanted to show him that I could still be frisky, that I wanted nothing more than to be with him.

Knowing I could do this, I took a deep breath, blew a kiss to myself in the mirror, and took off toward the door.

I took small steps, keeping my legs closed together as much as possible. I could tell I was walking weird, I knew my tongue was sticking out of my mouth as I concentrated on each step, and I knew if I spread my legs one millimeter apart, my balls were going to drop.

This was probably the worst decision I’d ever made.


Chapter Fifteen

Triceratops Tits

 

HENRY

 

 

If she touched me one more time, I was going to rip the extensions right out of her hair and shove them down her throat.

My irritation level was at an all-time high. Rosie was late; Tasha was either touching me or touching the board members, and her campaign that she unveiled today was actually good, better than I expected it to be. It made me wonder how much of it she actually did.

I spent all day running over designs, making sure everything was the way I wanted it, and spent countless hours with a knot in my stomach. I felt like the weight of the world was on my shoulders. Rosie was pregnant, and I needed to be able to provide for the both of us, for the three of us. I’d never felt so much pressure in my life, and to top it off, I had to deal with the plastic altered leech who refused to leave me alone all night.

“Oh, Eric, you’re hilarious,” she cooed, taking a sip of her champagne.

Literally everything she said, every little chuckle that came out of her mouth, to my ears, was like a drunk Sofia Vergara trying to sing the National Anthem. It wasn’t pretty . . . at all.

I ground my teeth, trying to keep the tongue lashing I wanted to give her to myself. Gripping my drink tightly, I scanned the room, looking for the one girl I wanted to drape my arm across.

There were a lot more people at the party than I expected to attend, all people I really had no interest in talking to. Normally, I was spot on when it came to networking, and I could charm the socks off any executive, but my mind was elsewhere tonight. I wanted this campaign to be over, this competition to be finished with, and I just wanted to be with Rosie, snuggled up by her side, maybe deep inside of her.

It had been way too long since I’d been able to intimately connect with her. That was going to change soon. We were going to see a doctor and get everything straightened out.

From the corner of the room where the bathrooms were located, I saw groups of people part as a beautiful brunette made her way straight toward me. She was taking tiny steps forward, as if she was a stick figure Barbie and didn’t have bendable knees. Robot like gestures flowed through her, tiny step after tiny step, and I wondered what the hell she was doing.

I tried to ignore the awkward walk she was making and took in her appearance. She was wearing an extremely tight black dress that was entirely too low cut around her breasts, which were on display for the entire room. I immediately started to feel uncomfortable from the press of my crotch against my zipper.

It’s been way too fucking long.

Her hair was gorgeously floating around her shoulders, and her lips looked so fucking kissable that all I wanted to do was take her home right now.

Her beautifully highlighted eyes made contact with mine and a sheepish smile crossed her face. My heart beat faster from the way she gave me the once-over. Pride beamed through my chest at the fact that this fantastically beautiful woman was mine.

Ignoring Tasha’s relentless story, I made my way toward my girl, meeting her—well, not halfway, since she took steps Papa Smurf could match.

“Love, you look stunning.” I pulled her into a hug. She was stiff at first, but then melted into me. “I’ve missed you,” I whispered into her ear.

“Have you really?” Insecurity rained through her.

“Of course I have.” I placed a kiss on her temple. I pulled away and gave her one more once-over and shook my head. “I can’t believe I can call you mine. You’re so beautiful, Rosie.”

“Thank you. It’s all for you,” she said in a weirdly sexual way and then licked her teeth.

That was odd. I shook it off and said, “Would you like to say hi to Eric? You will have to say hi to Tasha, but I promise we won’t talk to her long.”

“Anything you want, big guy.” She leaned into my year and yipped . . . like a Chihuahua.

I grabbed her hand and looked her in the eyes before we went up to Eric. “Are you okay? You’re acting a little strange.”

She leaned her entire upper half against my arm, her breasts heavy and protruding. “Oh, I’m just peachy keen . . . hot sex.”

My eyebrows rose to my hairline. “What?”

Her finger pressed in my nose like a button, while she said, “You heard me, mega penis man.”

“Are you . . . are you drunk?” I asked harshly.

“Drunk in love,” she answered. She whispered seductively, “I’m clenching for you.”

I put some distance between us and straightened my suit. “Rosie, I don’t even know what that means.”

“Henry, are you going to keep your beautiful girlfriend all to yourself or are you going to let some of us old men talk to her?” Eric said, coming up behind me.

The last thing I wanted was for Eric to be talking to us, not because I was keeping Rosie to myself, but because she was acting really weird, and I was nervous as hell as to what she was going to say.

“Rosie, it’s a delight to see you,” he held out his hand and Rosie took it. Eric kindly brought her hand to his mouth and kissed her knuckles. “You look ravishing.”

“Thank you,” she said, doing a weird curtsey. Her legs looked like she super glued them together. “You’re looking quite handsome yourself, Eric. Too bad Henry found me first.”

“A real shame,” he winked.

I didn’t like this . . . one fucking bit.

I cleared my throat and played with the button on my suit jacket. “Yeah, I don’t like this conversation.”

Eric threw his head back and laughed a deep, throaty sound, then patted me on the shoulder. “Got yourself a little jealousy in those bones. I like it. Goes to show you know you have something good with Rosie. She’s way out of your league, you know that, right?”

I smiled down at Rosie, who seemed shocked by Eric’s assessment. “I’m well aware Rosie is too good for me, but I will hold on for as long as she will let me.”

“Well, if that’s the case,” Eric grabbed Rosie’s arm and pulled her into his side. She winced and side stepped quickly, keeping her legs glued together. What the hell was she doing? “Cut ties with him now, sweetheart.”

Playing into Eric’s game, Rosie looked me up and down. “I don’t know; I might get a little more use out of him, but when I’m done, I’ll be sure to call you.”

A flirtatious wink was exchanged between Rosie and Eric, and even though I knew they were playing around, it still grated on my nerves.

“Good to know, I’ll be waiting.” Changing the subject, Eric gestured to the room. “Have you been able to take a look at Henry’s campaign for Legacy condoms? He did a great job.”

Rosie gave me a surprised look. “I haven’t actually. Is that what you’ve been working so hard on? A condom campaign?”

I pulled on my collar. “Yeah, it’s been interesting.”

Eric looked between us . . . Rosie’s face unable to read, mine, terrified that she might blow up. She was so unpredictable.

Reading the tension well, Eric said, “Ah, does this awkward silence have to do with Tasha?”

“What about her?” Rosie snapped her attention to Eric. Sweat started to pour out of my armpits by the liter.

Rosie was breathing down Eric’s neck, looking for answers, and I could tell that he immediately regretted his interference with the conversation. I tried to pull on Rosie’s hand, to remind her that we were in public, at a work event, and to try to hold in the cray cray for at least an hour, but she smacked my hand away and stared Eric down.

“Uh, just that she works here. Nothing happened between her and Henry, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Like that didn’t sound completely guilty, even though it was the truth.

“Nothing happened, huh?” Rosie asked, hand on her hip.

I shook my head, trying to hold it together. “Nothing. I don’t even know why Eric would bring that up. Seriously, why?” I asked, looking at him, trying to shame him with my eyes for breaking guy code. Always be cool around each other’s ladies. I was by no means guilty of anything, but Eric implying that nothing happened between me and Tasha, only made a suspicious woman even more suspicious.

“I say stupid things in awkward silences,” he answered honestly. He turned to Rosie and grabbed her hand in his. “Seriously, Rosie. I know there was history between Henry and Tasha, but I want you to know, Henry has been nothing but professional in the workplace. He is kind of obsessed with you, talks about you all the time while at work. He’s a valuable asset to the firm, and I wouldn’t want to see pieces of his body thrown through a wood chipper because you got the wrong impression.”

Not the smoothest backpedaling, but it did the trick, because Rosie visibly relaxed.

“How did you know wood chipper would be my destruction of choice?”

Eric laughed. “You seem like a girl who wouldn’t want to leave any trace behind.”

“You’re right,” she pointed at him with a wink.

This whole conversation was entirely too disturbing.

“All right, well on that note, glad to know I won’t be found when murdered by my girlfriend, but I’m going to show her around. Excuse us, Eric.”

“By all means, brag away.”

I linked Rosie’s hand with mine, connecting our palms so I could feel her warmth, and started to walk her around the room, and when I say walk, I mean shuffle.

Not wanting to embarrass her, in case her vagina was itching or something—I had no clue what went on with pregnant women—I quietly asked once again if she was okay.

“I’m fine. Why do you keep asking?”

“You’re walking weird,” I pointed out the obvious.

“This is how I walk. Don’t you find it sexy?” She bit her bottom lip and shook her head at me, as if she was trying to be a tempting lioness; instead, it looked like she had an overbite and a spasm in her neck.

How was I supposed to answer that question? Did I find her shuffling sexy? Well, did I want my penis ripped off in the middle of a work event, or did I want to lie to her just so she could continue to shuffle and look weird? Hmm . . . protecting my penis or protecting her image.

I liked my dick.

“It’s just different, that’s all,” I answered, hiding the wince that wanted to cross my features.

“That’s because I’m holding . . .”

“Bro-logna sandwich!” Freddy interrupted Rosie, slapping me on the back. “I didn’t know you were bringing the old ball and chain with you. You lucky dog.” He playfully punched my side, and in return, I refrained from punching him in the jugular.

“Rosie, this is Freddy. Freddy, please don’t touch my girlfriend; say hi with just a wave.”

“Henry,” Rosie scolded. I didn’t care. I didn’t want Freddy anywhere near Rosie. He was a giant creep, and I wouldn’t put it past him to “accidently” trip and wind up head first in Rosie’s cleavage.

“He’s just playin’, babe,” Freddy said, grating on my nerves. This entire night was annoying me, and I was pretty sure it was because Rosie was looking fine as fuck and every man in the room knew it.

Before I could stop him, Freddy grabbed hold of Rosie and pulled her into a hug. She awkwardly put her arms around him and gave him two pats on the back before backing away, legs still crossed.

“Nice to meet you, Freddy. You must be Henry’s bro he’s always talking about.” The way she said bro didn’t escape me; she was making fun of him.

Excitement passed through Freddy as he tipped my chin with his finger. “You’re talking about me at home, bro-tien shake? And here I thought you didn’t like me.”

Rosie shook her head and interjected before I could answer. “Oh no, he talks about you all the time.”

The devil himself resided in her small little body.

“Bro Montana,” Freddy held his chest, touched my Rosie’s sentiment. Damn it all to hell. “We are going to lunch together next week, especially after Eric names you . . .”

“Whoa, did you step up your weight lifting routine?” I asked Freddy, cutting him off before he could spill the beans about the possible promotion. Didn’t need Rosie finding that out right now, especially since something was going on with her legs.

Beef cake himself flexed his muscles and said, “I did. Thanks for noticing. I started working with a new trainer who’s been working on my nutrition intake. We’ve been shredding, and I have to admit, it’s been tough, but it’s been paying off. What I wouldn’t give for a crumb of bread right now.”

“You’re not eating bread?” Rosie asked, looking a little too fascinated by Freddy’s muscles. I puffed my chest just a bit and flexed my arms under my jacket.

Yup, still had it. I just wasn’t Gaston from Beauty and the Beast, standing width wise at barn height.

“No carbs whatsoever. It’s been torture, I’m not going to lie.” Freddy gripped my shoulder as he spoke. “Lunches have been hard because I really enjoy a good hoagie from the corner deli. I have a lot of muscles; I have to feed them, you know.”

“You sure do.” Rosie continued to scan Freddy’s body, irking me with every pass she made. “You know, you would be a perfect cover model for books. Have you ever thought about taking your shirt off for the camera and flexing?”

“Damn, I like your girl,” Freddy laughed. “I’ve never really thought about it. You think I could be a good cover model?”

“Mmm-hmm,” Rosie nodded, her finger in her mouth.

I repeat, her FINGER in her mouth.

“I’m in a bunch of book groups on Facebook, and when they’re not posting pictures of erect penises, they are posting pictures of hot men. I think women would go crazy over you. I also have some author friends who are always looking for the latest and greatest cover model. You could be him!”

“I might have to take you up on that offer.” Freddy scooted closer to Rosie. “I could do some penis shots too; I have no shame.”

“You should,” I said. Both Rosie and Freddy looked in my direction, and that was when I realized I had said that out loud. To cover myself, I laughed and nudged Freddy’s shoulder. “Just bro-ing ’round with you.”

It took Freddy a second, but then he joined with my laughter, and I exhaled in relief.

“We’re always bro-ing,” he spoke to Rosie, still gripping my shoulder. “You should see us in the office. Like two peas in a pod.”

“I can tell, the comradery between you two is uncanny.”

“Okay.” I removed Freddy’s hand from my shoulder. “If you will excuse us, I’m going to take Rosie around. We’ll catch you later.”

“You got it, Brodeo. I will catch you and the little babe-bino later.”

Politely, I smiled and guided Rosie away from the douche canoe and toward my campaign designs. “He was fun.” Mirth was prevalent in her voice.

“Yeah, you will pay for that later. Now, you were saying something about why you’re walking strangely.” I whispered in her ear, holding her close to my side, so no one could hear our conversation.

“Henry and Rosie, what a delight to see you both . . . together,” Tasha said, walking up to us, holding a glass of champagne in her hand and swaying a little too heavily.

Please let her be drunk. Please let her be so drunk that she head plants into the fondue display and sprays chocolate all over her mock-ups.

“Hey, Tasha. You remember Rosie?”

A snarly dog was now holding my hand; Rosie’s lip curled in disgust, and she didn’t even bother saying hi. Tasha picked up on Rosie’s attitude.

“Good to see you too, Rosie. Hey, I never got to apologize for when you walked in on Henry and me.”

“Nope,” I shook my head. “You’re not talking about that because nothing happened, and don’t you even try to make it seem like something happened. Honestly, Tasha, neither of us want to talk to you, so take your bad wig and alcoholic beverage and go make an embarrassment of yourself somewhere else.”

Tasha’s smile turned into a sneer, and she was about to say something most likely incredibly rude, when she saw someone from behind us approach. She straightened her posture and lowered her drink.

“Darlene, Danielle, you look fantastic,” Tasha complimented.

Carefully, I turned both myself and Rosie, so we opened up our little circle to let in Darlene, Danielle, Eric, and two executives from Legacy. I squeezed Rosie’s hand, trying to telepathically let her know these were important people.

“Thank you, Tasha, you as well,” Darlene responded. “Henry, it’s good to see you. And who is this lovely lady standing next to you?”

I cleared my throat and gazed down at Rosie. “This is my beautiful girlfriend, Rosie Bloom. She works over at Friendly Felines as a columnist and is also writing her first novel. She is an incredibly talented writer.”

Rosie’s face went soft and her body relaxed.

“Yeah, and we all went to college together,” Tasha cut in, slapping Rosie on the back, who fell slightly forward.

Clunk.

The sound of metal hitting the hard wood floor rang through our tiny circle. Rosie stood ramrod straight next to me, as all of our heads glanced down to where the noise came from.

Between Rosie’s legs, on the ground, were two gold marble looking balls connected together by a string. As a collective group, we all bent at the waists to get a better look at what just fell out of Rosie’s dress, holding our drinks by our sides. The only one who wasn’t bending over was Rosie, who was frozen in place, in mid-handshake mode, a look of mortification plastered across her face.

My heart beat at a rapid rate, my pulse picked up, and all I wanted to do was pull Rosie into a hug and shelter her from whatever was about to happen. I didn’t care what people thought; all I cared about was protecting my girl.

“Oh, dear,” Darlene said, getting a good look at the gold marbles. “Are those Ben Wa balls?”

Tasha, the bitch that she was, bent a little closer and confirmed for the group. “Yes, they are, in fact, Ben Wa balls.”

“What are those?” Eric asked, not making the situation better.

Rosie still stood frozen, while Tasha answered for her. “I’m glad you asked, Eric. Ben Wa balls are a popular kink toy made famous by Fifty Shades of Grey. They are used as a stimulator to flex and tighten the vaginal muscles, while also creating slight vibrations within your uterine walls . . . a little fun for the lady clenching to hold them in.”

“Oh,” the group said together, looking at Rosie.

She giggled and waved her little fingers at everyone. “A spicy life is a healthy life, am I right? Ladies have to make things tight so Legacy condoms don’t take away all the sensation from men.”

Oh, shit . . .

She realized what she said and started to backpedal. “I mean, because they’re so strong and durable. Nothing is getting through those suckers. Henry and I use them all the time, sometimes four times a day, and never once has his peen chafed. Double wrapping is child’s play when it comes to Legacy. Condoms rock!” She fist-pumped the air.

Silence enveloped us and the need to bury my face in a punch bowl was overwhelming. I could feel the promotion I worked my ass off for slowly slipping out of my grasp.

Not being able to handle awkward silences very well, Rosie continued, her balls still on the floor between her legs. She put her finger on her chin and looked up at the sky while she spoke. “You know, now that I think about it, Legacy is a fantastic company when it comes to latex. We had a lot of sex when I first lost my virginity, and I can’t recall a time when I thought, ‘Ouch, my vagina hurts from so much rubber rubbing inside’.” As if a light bulb went off in her head, she said, “Oh, you should use that in your campaign. No raw vaginas here.”

Fucking crickets.

“Any who,” she sighed and put a hand on her hip. “I’m just going to grab my balls here and mosey on over to the drink station. All this talking has made me parched. Can I get anyone a drink?”

No one responded.

“Okay, one sodie for me then. Check!” she drew a check mark in the air. “If anyone wants to borrow my balls, let me know,” she laughed awkwardly. “Just kidding, my friend Delaney said you don’t share vagina things.”

With that, she bent forward and reached for her Ben Wa balls, when a giant rip rang through the stillness of our group. I knew it was Rosie; it had to have come from her, not just because she was now stagnant in her bent over position, holding her chest, but because that would just be her luck.

“Oh, dear, what was that?” Darlene asked.

“Pretty sure it was Rosie,” Tasha said.

I didn’t know what to do, what to say. All that kept flying through my mind was giving Tasha a swift kick to the taco.

Rosie raised her hand from her bent over position. “It was me. Just a little party trick.” Slowly, she grabbed the balls by the string with her finger and then sprung upright, like the bend and snap movement from Legally Blonde.

Nausea ran rampant through me . . . the sweats were consuming the back of my neck, and I felt physically incapable of helping my girl.

The minute I took in the scene in front of me, I was pretty sure my eyes bulged out of their sockets.

Standing tall with her arms bent, hands right next to armpits, T-Rex style, balls dangling, was Rosie with two sharp wires poking out of the front of her dress, like she had a triceratops trying to ram its way through her cleavage.

“Is that . . . your underwire?” Danielle pointed at Rosie’s chest.

“Surprise!” Rosie shouted, raising her arms above her head and lightly shimmying her chest at the group. “Anyone want to hang their coat?” To demonstrate what she was talking about, she placed the string connecting the balls on the exposed wire of her bra and smiled brightly. “The term ‘rack’ it’s quite literal in this situation, right?” she elbowed Tasha next to her, who stepped away, disgusted.

“Rosie,” I said gently, wanting to shield her from all the judging eyes.

“Tough crowd,” she huffed. “Well, this has been fun, but I just remembered I have to finish stuffing the giant papier mâché penis at home. Don’t worry, I’ve got a mega pack of Legacy condoms going inside. Go Legacy,” she said, with less gusto than before.

Before I could grab her hand in mine and walk her out the door, she sprinted through the party, balls flapping behind her, and she got in the elevator.

I handed my drink to Eric to go after her when he gripped my shoulder to stop me. “I need to speak with you, now.”

I didn’t like the tone of his voice at all.

Fuck me.

***

By the time I got home, the apartment was completely dark, Sir Licks-a-Lot was lying in one of Rosie’s bras, rubbing his face against the cup, and there was a lump on one side of the bed.

Rosie.

I took off my jacket and rested it against the chair in our bedroom. I stared at her the entire time I took off my tie and my button-up shirt. I’ve known Rosie for a long time, but not once had I ever experienced a night with her like the one we shared tonight.

She insulted the brand, then tried to backpedal her way through the insult by exposing our sex life to a very inappropriate level, so now the most important people in charge of my job know I’m some kind of sex fiend that, in fact, doesn’t make his girlfriend’s pussy raw, thanks to Legacy.

Christ.

After all that, she wound up parading her vagina balls off the underwire of her bra for everyone to see. I had to give the girl credit, she did put on a good show, a mortifying one, but a good one.

The last thing I wanted to do was go into a conference room with Eric after she left. I wanted to chase after Rosie and tell her everything was going to be okay, that I wasn’t mad at her, that I just wanted to make sure she wasn’t hurt. I knew she was embarrassed; I could tell by the way her cheeks flamed up with an adorable blush.

But that wasn’t an option, because when Eric told me to meet him in the conference room, I knew I had one choice, to try to keep my job, especially since Rosie and I would be bringing a baby into the world.

When I walked into the room, I had one thing in mind: keep my damn job. Fuck the director position, I just needed a steady paycheck. I would figure out everything else after that.

When I arrived in the room, I was only expecting to see Eric, not Darlene as well. At that moment, I knew it was over. There is only so much you can do in front of clients, and your girlfriend dropping her vaginas balls on the floor in front of them while insulting the product wasn’t something clients got over very quickly.

The words still rang through my head as I brushed my teeth.

“Henry, you’re going to have to pack up your cube.”

My stomach dropped, and I immediately thought I was going to throw up. Without even thinking, I stood up for Rosie, telling them she’s been having a hard time lately with working from home, feeling cooped up with a cat who won’t stop licking his crotch, and I couldn’t help it, I dropped the bomb on them, praying they would take mercy on me. I told them she was expecting and she’s been a little hormonal. I begged them to reconsider, to think about my unborn child. Yup, I went there. I had no shame. I pulled a Rosie and had diarrhea of the mouth.

It didn’t change their minds; they still told me to pack my cube.

I nodded my head in defeat and started to walk away when Eric started laughing hysterically. His laugh would haunt me for days.

He then proceeded to tell me that I had to pack my cube because I was moving into a new office. I got the job.

Come to find out, Legacy wasn’t the kind of company that based their decisions off the people they would be working with, they based them off the product and who could sell it the best. Imagine that.

They chose my campaign before Rosie even began her insanity for the night. Afterwards, I talked to the executives at Legacy, and they said if I could still produce a campaign like the one I offered while taking care of my rather crazy and pregnant girlfriend, then they wanted me on their team.

I had never felt more relieved in my entire life. I left that party feeling lighter, not just because Tasha was out of the picture. She would be working somewhere else because it was too beneath her to take my job, or report to me, but for the first time in a month, I felt relief for my future.

I was going to be able to provide for my family.

After I brushed my teeth, I slipped into bed and pressed my chest up against Rosie’s back, wrapping my arm around her stomach and burying my head into her hair. I gently rubbed her belly, smiling to myself about the little life we’d created.

First thing tomorrow, I would be calling Derk. We were going ring shopping before his bachelor party. It was time to make Rosie mine forever.

Despite her quirkiness, inability to stop talking, and aptitude for bringing on the worst scenarios imaginable, I couldn’t imagine my life without her. Her smile, those lips, her eyes, her genuine and innocent heart, her tenacity, and her beautiful soul. I not only wanted them to be a part of me, I needed them in my life to breathe. Rosie was everything to me, I would be damned if I took another breath in this life without her by my side.

It was time I took my randy little romance novelist and made her an engaged one.


Chapter Sixteen

Beat That Meat

 

ROSIE

 

 

Last night would go down in history as the worst night of my life. It beat kicking Atticus in the crotch, exposing my neon asshole on a bowling date, plastering my heel through squirrel tail’s penis picture, and even confessing my undying love to a man who made out with his dog.

Nothing that I did for the rest of my life would beat vagina balls falling out in front of Henry’s esteemed guests at the party, only to be followed up by my decade-old bra popping through my dress for all to see.

Any other normal person would have thought it was time to excuse yourself to the bathroom. No, not me. I liked to perform. I liked to hang coochey covered marbles off my musty old bra as a party trick.

Congratulations to me, I failed at life.

Before Henry even popped one of his eyeballs open this morning, I grabbed the bag I’d packed for myself last night, loaded all the bachelorette party items into a taxi, and went straight to the venue. Luckily enough, they opened the doors after four hours of me sitting on the curb with a giant penis under my arm, and a penis straw hanging out of my mouth. I refused to answer any of Henry’s texts or calls; I was too mortified to even look at him.

I completely understood why he didn’t want to chase after me last night. Operation Be Sexy failed miserably. Definitely didn’t go as planned.

This morning, when I was sneaking out, I contemplated just leaving for good, giving Henry a way out of the nightmare I’d created, but I couldn’t bear the thought of not being with him. I didn’t want to trap him with baby news; I wanted him to want me for me.

So, while I sat on the curb, waiting for the club owner to arrive, I thought about my next plan, my final push to reclaim my man, not that I’d lost him or anything, but after last night, pretty sure our relationship was dangling by a thread.

The only idea I could think of, to really make him love me, was to go erotic on him. Men liked erotic women, women who liked a little role-play and a slap to the ass.

I was going to pull out the big guns . . . I was going to go Fifty Shades on him.

Still feeling a little sour about last night, but happy with my plan, I spent the entire afternoon decorating the room Henry had booked for the bachelorette party.

The club was perfect; it had a room in the back made specifically for bachelorette parties. It had a bull riding machine, but instead of the typical steed you held onto, it was a giant, pink penis, with pee hole and everything. The balls had fake, black hair—kind of like strands off a mop—dangling to the sides, grazing the landing zone for those who couldn’t grip the dick long enough. And those who rode the penis for eight seconds were rewarded with a blast of water straight from the penis’s urethra.

Vastly inappropriate, but a bachelorette party game changer for sure.

The club catered, and since they were known for hosting a great peen party, they shaped their food appropriately and offered phallic shaped items for snacking.

Games to be played for tonight: elephant condoms on the legs, penis riding, carve a penis out of a cucumber, penis piñata, and of course, pin the penis on Derk. I refused to play that one again—for obvious reasons—I would be the moderator.

Prizes for the winners were a variety of vibrators, lubes, and edible underwear—well, because they were cheap and my bank account was diminishing rather quickly from this party.

Penis garland decorated the outline of the room, condoms were blown into horribly shaped balloons—I used a pump, no lips to the latex for me—and the dong bong was sitting next to the beer, waiting to be used as a consumption device.

The party was ready. I just needed to get ready. Thankfully, the owner let me use the employee locker rooms to get dressed, instead of the sub-par bathrooms open to everyone.

The dress Delaney made me get for the party did not fit, nope, and she would have to deal with the disappointment of that on her own. I was pretty sure she was going to be so distracted by all the dicks in the room that she wouldn’t even notice what I was wearing.

Luckily, I had a cute teal glitter tunic that fell just above my knees that gave plenty of tummy room. I paired it with a pair of black leggings and black flats. I was doing my make up when my phone lit up with a text from Henry.

 

Henry: Can you please let me know you’re alive? You’re scaring me, love. You won’t answer my calls or my texts.

 

Succumbing to his wishes because I didn’t want him barging into Delaney’s party, I texted him back.

 

Rosie: Sorry, I’ve been busy getting ready for the party tonight. I’m good. I will see you later. Have fun with Derk.

 

His text back was instantaneous.

 

Henry: Jesus, Rosie. Was it that hard to text back? I’ve been worried about you.

 

Knowing I wasn’t going to get anywhere with my makeup until I settled his worry, I set my brushes down and picked up my phone.

 

Rosie: Sorry, I didn’t want to wake you this morning, and I just want to make sure this party is perfect.

 

Henry: I wanted to talk about last night.

 

Rosie: Maybe we don’t. Let’s just forget it and move on. I would rather not rehash the most embarrassing moment of my life.

 

I could feel myself start to get emotional, but I kept it in check. I already had one eye done with makeup; I wasn’t about to ruin it.

 

Henry: We’re going to have to talk about it at some point. Things happened last night . . .

 

Rosie: Yes, I know. Listen, I don’t have time for this. We can catch up later. Have fun tonight.

 

My phone signaled another text message, but I ignored it and tried to match one eye to the other with my liner skills. I was really good at doing a smoky eye with a cat-like eyeliner. It was the one thing I could claim as a talent . . . that and the ability to embarrass myself at the drop of a hat.

Nailing life in the embarrassment department. Want to know what an awkward sweat feels like? Hang around with me, I will get those armpits pooling in no time.

I should probably start charging people to be in my audience. I was bound to do something shameful for others to talk about for weeks after.

I was applying mascara when my phone started to ring, I looked down at the caller ID and saw Henry’s name pop up. Irritated that he wouldn’t just leave me alone, I answered tersely.

“What?”

“Whoa, that’s quite a way to answer the phone.”

“I’m sorry.” I really wasn’t, but I didn’t want to get into a fight right before Delaney’s party. “I’m just really busy right now, trying to put everything together. Do you need something?”

“Yeah, I need to see you.”

Before I knew what was happening, Henry came through the door of the locker room, holding his phone to his ear and a small present in his hands.

I couldn’t help the sigh that escaped me. He was dressed in a pair of black jeans, black Converses, and a button-up black and white gingham shirt with the first couple of buttons undone, showing off his well-defined chest. He was freshly shaven and his hair was styled perfectly to the side. He was the most gorgeous man I had ever laid eyes on.

“Hey, love. You didn’t give me a chance to give you this before you left.” He held out a present for me. It was in a little white bag with yellow tissue paper sticking out the top.

Smiling, I took the present from him and placed a gentle kiss on his cheek. He didn’t let me get very far because he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me in for a deeper kiss. I took this moment to revel in the way he felt pressed up against me. He was being so sweet right now; maybe he really did want me to be around, maybe he wasn’t planning an escape route to try to get away from the crazy as quickly as possible.

Then again, he probably didn’t want to set off the crazy right before the bachelorette party.

Either way, I gripped the back of his neck and stood on my toes while I let my tongue explore his mouth. Our kisses grew heavy, and for a moment, I thought he was going to lift me up on the counter and pull down my leggings, but before that fantasy could become a reality, he stepped away and casually wiped his mouth with his hand.

Well, that was rude.

“What? Did I slobber on you? Don’t want my lips all over yours?” There it was, the devil tongue. I was pretty sure I was popping out a creature of hell, and every time I said something uncharacteristic, I blamed it on the baby.

“No,” he said, taken aback. “I just didn’t want lipstick on my lips when I went to a bachelor party.”

“Mm-hmm,” I hummed sarcastically before ripping the tissue paper out of the bag. Whatever was in the bag must have been wrapped in the paper because the bag was completely empty.

“Um, the present is on the ground.”

We both looked down to see a button made out felt fabric in the shape of a penis with puffy paint on it, spelling out “Maid of Honor.”

I bent down and picked it up, wincing at the way I could already feel my stomach making an impact on my everyday life. “Did you make this?”

He definitely did. The puffy paint writing was very messy, but it was undeniably Henry’s chicken scratch.

“I did,” he puffed his chest out. “I thought the maid of honor needed something special to wear as well. I mean, you did put this all together.”

On the back of the penis was a safety pin to secure it to my clothing, so I did just that. Like a corsage at prom, I pinned it right above my breast, but instead of a beautiful arrangement of flowers, I had a felt peener with puffy paint writing.

I was living the high life.

“Thank you,” I said genuinely. “I love it, and thank you for bringing it all the way down here. You didn’t have to do that.”

Once again, he wrapped his arms around me and kissed my forehead. “Of course I did. I wanted my girl feeling special too.”

“Thanks.” I peeked at the clock and winced. “Yikes, Delaney is going to be here soon. I need to finish my hair and makeup, and you need to get to Derk’s for the party.”

“Yeah.” Putting distance between us, he let go of me and stepped toward the door. “Are you drinking tonight?”

Weird question for him to ask.

“No, I need to make sure no one gets hurt. Someone has to be the responsible one tonight.”

He visibly relaxed, as if I told him we’d just saved five hundred dollars by switching to Geico.

“All right, good. Be careful and please don’t ride the penis. I don’t want you getting hurt.”

I didn’t plan on riding the penis, didn’t think it was baby safe, but he didn’t have to know that.

“Didn’t plan on it. I only want to ride one penis,” I winked.

He chuckled and then took off. There was some serious tension between the two of us, a kind of tension I couldn’t put my finger on. We were awkward around each other for the first time since we met in college. I wondered if it was from the lack of sex in our relationship. Had it been so long that now we didn’t know how to be around each other?

Henry had been working very long nights. I felt like I barely saw him anymore, and when I did, I was losing my damn mind so much over failing at a game against a cat that I didn’t stop jamming my head against a door long enough to spend time with him.

I ran my hands through my hair and thought about the rough month we’d had. I wanted to believe it was the baby making me crazy, that Henry’s job was taking a toll on him, and not from us slowly drifting apart.

Was the honeymoon phase over? Was this what it was like after the big dramatic kiss at the end of a romance movie? Awkward confusion between couples?

I wasn’t sure. My entire life consisted of me consuming love story after love story, believing in an eternity of passion between two people. Now that I was living the love story I always dreamed of having, it didn’t seem so happily ever after.

Not wanting to focus on my relationship right now, or lack thereof, I finished up my makeup, pinned my hair up, so half of it was caressing my back and the other half was twisted on the top of my head, and then headed out to the party area. There was a section to hang our coats and set our purses down, so I stuffed my travel bag in the corner and went on one more walk around of the room to make sure everything was perfect before Delaney arrived.

***

“This is everything I could have dreamed of,” Delaney complimented me, as she spun around the room in awe. “I don’t even know which dick to focus on, there are millions. Even the confetti on the tables are dicks.” Delaney turned to me and pulled me into a hug. “You did so well. Thank you, Rosie.”

“You’re welcome. I’m so glad you’re happy with it.”

“Ma’am, your drink,” a waiter came up from behind us, holding out the penis sippy cup I got for Delaney, full of the signature drink I picked out for her.

I picked up the drink and thanked the waiter. “This is for you. The drink is called Cum Guzzler. It’s a coconut infused rum with pineapple juice and cherry grenadine.”

“Sounds like I’m going to be a Cum Guzzler tonight, because this sounds delicious!” She took the penis cup and inhaled a giant sip. Once she tasted the signature drink, she said, “This is one batch of cum I have no problem swallowing.”

I made a note to myself to remember that for a book. I tried to commit this entire party to memory; it would be good material for future stories.

Delaney examined the rest of the room while I greeted guests, handed out penis straws and goody bags, and showed everyone where they could put their purses. Delaney invited around forty women, and almost all of them said they were going to make it.

The main reason Delaney had so many people at her party was because they were mainly co-workers and they were all just as raunchy as Delaney. They would never miss a good penis party.

They wore their whistles, blew them with pride, stroked Derk’s life-size body, eyed the pink bull riding penis, and devoured every last wiener food there was.

Once everyone was in attendance, I stood on top of a chair to gain everyone’s attention while blowing my whistle.

The room fell silent and all eyes were on me. “Thank you all for coming today. I am the maid of honor, Rosie.” I pointed to my penis pin that Henry made me. “I will be your host for tonight, so if you need anything, you let me know. I see that you helped yourself to food and drinks already. I will be sure to ask the kitchen to make some more snacks. Before the festivities get started, I wanted to go over a couple of things. First of all, you were all handed an elephant condom when you walked in. That is for you to wear on your leg. Last person with it still rolled tight on their appendage at the end of the night will win a special prize. Let’s just say it fits in with the theme of the party.”

“I think it’s a dick, ladies!” Delaney screamed and everyone cheered. I refrained from rolling my eyes.

“Secondly, we’ll be moving around the room in a circle when it comes to activities. We’ll start with penis carving, followed by pin the penis on Derk . . .”

“Everyone better aim for his eyeballs, because I’m taking the win on that game,” Delaney once again shouted, followed by more giggles.

“After the penis pinning,” I carried on, “we’ll be getting our ride on. I’ve been told if you stay on the bull for more than eight seconds, it will jiz into the crowd. I’ve marked off the splash zone with those two penis construction cones over there. If you are looking to be sprayed, then those cones will be your best friends.”

“Let’s all get squirted in the eye tonight, ladies. Walk around like a bunch of one-legged condom-covered pirates. Am I right, mateys?”

Cheers erupted, cutting me off one more time.

The devil child wanted to run its arm up my throat and choke Delaney with its fetus fist, but I tamped it down, reminding Beelzebub that this was Delaney’s night, and if she wanted to continue to incessantly interrupt me . . . then that was her right.

Gritting my teeth, I continued. “Then we will move over to the Dong Bong Olympics to see who can guzzle the most cum within in a minute.”

“It will be like sipping wine at church,” Delaney said, jumping up and down. “You will guzzle, wipe, and then say, ‘Glory be to the Dong’.”

“You don’t have to do that.” I shook my head, not wanting to offend anyone. Being a Catholic girl myself, I knew how sensitive people could be.

“Dong be with you,” Delaney said, holding out her arms to everyone, as if she was blessing each and every one of their penis straws.

And in unison, the ladies said back, “And also with you.”

Laughter ensued after, and I couldn’t tamp it back anymore. Baby beast got the best of me.

“Will you dick jerkers let me finish what I’m trying to say?” I screamed, pounding my foot on the chair I was standing on and clenching my fists to the side.

All laughter ceased and the room fell silent. My eyes were closed shut so I could scream loud enough for the next six blocks to hear, so I wasn’t aware of the looks I was getting until I peeked one peeper open and saw the horrified faces staring up at me.

“Heh,” I laughed, relaxing my shoulders. “That wasn’t awkward at all. Look at us, all having fun.” I cleared my throat while Delaney pulled on my arm. I squatted down to hear what she had to say.

“Are you all right?”

“Chipper as a chocolate chippy,” I smiled, hating my response. “Just want to make sure everyone hears the game options we have to offer tonight. Don’t want to make one of the games feel left out. That wouldn’t be fair, now would it?”

“Why do your eyes look like they are about to bulge out of their sockets? Are you high?”

“On life,” I patted her shoulder. “I am very high on life.” I stood up and faced the crowd once again. “Sorry about the brief intermission from Cranky McCrankPants. It won’t happen again. Ahem, as I was saying, after the Dong Bong Olympics, we will scoot over to our last event, the smashing of the penis piñata. Be sure to wear your protective dickwear when we get to that event.” I laughed and put on the penis sunglasses I got for everyone. I poked the lenses and said, “No cock shards are going through these bad boys.”

My little outburst had really killed the mood, so instead of continuing to run my mouth, I hoisted my arm in the air and said, “Let the games begin.”

I held it high and still, waiting for a cheer from the crowd, but everyone stood silent, judging me still.

“Let the games begin,” Delaney repeated, which caused everyone to cheer and don their elephant condoms.

It was going to be that kind of night.

***

“Look at me, I’m jizzing on everyone!” Delaney shouted, completely drunk and hanging onto the penis bull, not letting go. She was currently the only one left with the elephant condom on her leg, since she was smart enough to take off her heels and not poke a hole through the latex.

I inwardly made a joke to myself that Legacy must have made the condoms, because they were really good at breaking, hence the inner beast living inside of me, wanting to awake and disturb everyone’s fun.

“You really are, way to jiz,” I congratulated Delaney.

After cucumber carving, which was won by one of Delaney’s co-workers, Madge, we played pin the penis on Derk. What I thought was going to be a quick game turned into a selfie opportunity for every woman. Beelzebub was really itching to free itself at that point in time. I excused myself and dove my head into a pile of cocktail wieners, basking in the smoky flavor. Now we were riding the penis and Delaney refused to fall off.

If that penis was a piece of clothing, she would be its static cling, never falling off, despite the “jiz” raining down on her. Every once in a while she would yell out a “yippee” or a “hazzah” over her triumph of the penis’s twists and turns.

Despite the time she was eating up riding giant cock, I had to admit how impressive it was to see her hang on for dear life. She was inebriated from Cum Guzzlers, she wore a condom on her leg, and her dress rode up her backside, exposing her crack for everyone to see. She must have known that was going to happen because her thong matched her outfit perfectly. The girl always focused on the details, good for her.

“Hazzah!” she shouted again, after holding on through a big jerk.

I glanced over at the attendant of the machine and noticed he was starting to get frustrated. So was I, so I took matters into my own hands. I walked nonchalantly over to the attendant and said, “This five-dollar bill right here is all yours if you turn that dick up to the highest setting and blast her off the damn thing.”

“That’s a piece of celery,” the man said, looking down at my “five-dollar bill.”

I nodded. “I’m aware. Please make this end.”

“My pleasure.”

With a devious smile on his face, he cranked the dial up to the hardest level, and with one jerk to the side, Delaney went flying into the side of the ring, condom rolling off her leg and slapping Madge right in the face.

“My condom!” Delaney groaned. “Damn you, Madge.”

Before things could get out of hand, I took the condom from Madge and handed it over to Delaney, while I helped her out of the penis riding pit.

“I think that’s enough riding for now. How about we settle down for a second, take a breather, and maybe just talk about the wedding.”

“Never!” Delaney shouted and started chanting, “Bring the dong. Bring the dong.”

As if it was an Egyptian Prince being carted out on a gold throne, four women held the dong bong above their head and escorted it to Delaney.

I hated that I had gotten the stupid thing now. All I wanted to do was get to the piñata and then go home; I was tired, irritable, and ready to try to begin my plan on Henry.

But instead, I was watching the four women unwrap a funnel from the package, which happened to be connected to a tube that turned into a plastic penis with an opening big enough for liquid to flow through.

“Line up, ladies. We are going to do a domino effect. We need a constant holder and pourer. The rest of you, get in a line and face the dong. We are going to run up and down the line while the cum drink flows out. Open your mouths wide; it’s time to get dong-bonged.”

I watched from a distance as everyone listened to her, lined up, put their hands behind their backs and opened their mouths. Three ladies volunteered to be the holder of the dong and the pourer. The kitchen staff was on point and had pitchers ready to be poured down the dong funnel. I wondered what they must be thinking. This entire night didn’t even feel real.

“On three!” Delaney shouted. “One, two, three! Guzzle!”

The signature drink was poured into the funnel and the penis hose part was run up and down the line, splashing everyone in the mouth. I wondered to myself if I wasn’t completely sober or had a child growing inside of me if I would have enjoyed such a game.

Alcoholic beverage poured everywhere, bouncing off faces and chests, and I confirmed that nope, I would not enjoy this game . . . at all.

While they tried out the dong bong, I talked to the kitchen staff about raising the giant penis. Just two more things, the piñata and the stripper, who was going to arrive shortly, that was why I was trying to move the party along.

The staff was kind enough to help me raise the piñata on one of the exposed beams. I told them we wouldn’t need to have to anyone move it around. Given the amount of alcohol consumed already, they would have a hard enough time making contact.

I made a circle around the hung penis—no pun intended—and started escorting ladies around it. Delaney walked over to the piñata, the penis tube detached from the funnel was now fastened around her neck like a piece of jewelry.

“Don’t you just love my delicate necklace? It’s so delicate, isn’t it?” she asked while showing off her gem, as if she was selling it on QVC.

“Just divine,” I humored her.

Sticking up from her cleavage was Cletus, the miniature blowup doll I got for her. She aptly named him Cletus, since he spent the entire night stuffed between her boobs. He helped her carve, pin, and when she wasn’t clinging on for dear life to the giant penis, she was waving him around in the air like a lasso. Just as I suspected, Cletus made her night.

“If everyone can gather around before we get started with the piñata, that would be great.” No one listened to me. “Everyone listen up,” I shouted a little louder. Nope, that didn’t help. “Hey cumquats!” I screamed, startling everyone. I cleared my throat, now that I had everyone’s attention. “Thank you. I want to remind you all the, uh . . . authorities will be here shortly to arrest Delaney for being a very naughty girl.”

“Oh, I’m terrified,” Delaney feigned and giggled.

“So, we have to bust this penis open fast. A quick reminder, please don’t start gathering your items from the penis until we are done breaking it open. I don’t want anyone to get hurt, and don’t forget to put on your dickwear to protect your eyes.”

“We’re not children,” Delaney said, grabbing the stick from me and knocking it on the ground a couple of times. “Watch out, ladies. It’s time this penis gets whacked off.”

Shoving me out of the way, I stumbled into the wall and watched as Delaney worked the crowd, asking them to raise the noise in the room by shouting, “Beat that meat. Beat that meat.”

“Let me hear it, ladies.” Delaney walked around in the circle, putting her hand to her ear, trying to make their screeches deafening.

Within the blink of an eye, Delaney raised the stick above her head, called out a war cry and started beating the paper hair right off the poor thing.

Smack after smack, the penis swung around, getting massacred by a drunken phallic-infatuated woman adorned with a cock bong as a scarf, and a blowup doll in her cleave.

The staff and I all stood back, pretty much terrified for what was about to ensue. There was no stopping her; I had lost all control of the party, and if the crowd of ladies started to tear down the building, the only thing I could do was apologize and maybe offer up Sir Licks-a-Lot as an apology—anything to get rid of him.

Delaney’s arms flew around like a Jedi in an epic battle, and just when I thought she was going to give up, she grabbed the bottom half of the stick, raised it over her head like a sword, and stabbed the hell out of the balls of the piñata. After two stabs, one single cock ring fell out.

The room silenced. Delaney tossed the stick to someone on the side and dropped down to the floor on her knees. With both hands, she lifted the cock ring above her head as if it was the body of Christ and shouted, “It’s a cock ring!”

Her battle howl rang through the room, all the women in awe.

Before I could stop her, Delaney tore the penis off its string, ripped the head of the cock off—I cringed for Derk—and placed the base of the penis at her hips. In a circular motion, she started thrusting the giant cock at everyone, spilling cock rings and condoms all over the place.

Dignified and educated women fell to their knees and started scooping up sexual aids, stuffing them in their bras and knocking out their neighbors for the goods.

In the center of the piñata brawl stood Delaney, holding an arm full of paraphernalia and tossing it to whoever wanted to catch them as if she was Oprah saying, “You get a cock ring, and you get a cock ring, and you get a cock ring.” She twirled in circles and sprayed them all up in the air, dancing under a sea of vibrating penis rings. “Everyone gets a cock ring!”

“Your friend has some serious problems,” the waiter next to me whispered in my ear.

I gave him the stink eye, not liking the way he was talking about Delaney. “Don’t talk about my friend that way, you . . . you . . . ghoul!”

Yes, Delaney had problems. Yes, she was experiencing a high dose of crazy at the moment, but this was her night, her dream party, and I would be damned if anyone but me judged her.

The floor was being swept up by all the ladies, making sure every last piece from the piñata was claimed, while I brought a chair over to the opposite side of the room, the seating area where the stripper would be entertaining Delaney.

I snuck over to my purse really quick to grab my one dollar bills for Delaney, when I saw a text on my phone from Henry.

 

Henry: Hope you girls are having fun. Please be careful and don’t let any strippers smack you in the face with their crotch.

 

I laughed and sent him a quick text back.

 

Rosie: Don’t worry about me. Just worry about yourself. I have plans for you tonight . . . Mr. Grey.

 

Henry: What? (confused face emoji con)

 

Not answering him back, just to keep him wondering, I stuffed my phone back in my wallet in time to see red flashing lights coming down the hallway and the sound of sirens approaching.

It was the stripper.

Delaney perked up and looked in my direction. Her hands clapped together right before she put them behind her back and said, “I’ve been a naughty girl; someone slap some cuffs on me.”

Wanting nothing more than to restrain my best friend after the activities that took place tonight, I escorted her over to her chair, grabbed the pair of fur lined handcuffs I’d brought for the occasion, and kneeled behind her so I could fasten her up.

The entire room went silent as the stripper entered the room. I couldn’t see what was going on, all I could hear were the sirens turning off and music turning on. The room gasped when clothes ripped, and I couldn’t help the smile that crossed my face. I knew the man candy I picked out for this party had the right nipple size and penis package for Delaney; I couldn’t wait to see her reaction.

The cuffs were being difficult to clasp, but I finally got them place and stood up to take a good look at Mr. Beefcake, Man Balls Mahki, but instead of the stripper I picked, standing in front of me was the one and only, squirrel tail.

Alejandro.

He was already stripped down to his banana hammock and thrusting his junk at every woman in the room. The smooth, bare and perfectly proportioned nipple man I ordered for tonight was nowhere in sight, and in his place was Alejandro with a bush popping out of his underwear and enough hair on his body to keep a polar bear warm during the winter.

“Who is this hairy abomination?” Delaney seethed at me. We both watched Alejandro put his foot on a lady’s chair and thrust toward her face. I prayed stray hairs didn’t fall into her Cum Guzzler.

I gulped, not liking the tone of her voice. “Um, I have no clue. The company must have gotten my order mixed up. Let me call them real quick.”

“Do not leave me here. If that lap broccoli touches me, I will murder you.”

“Give me one second,” I held up my finger. Alejandro wasn’t even close to Delaney; I had time.

Quickly, I grabbed my phone from my purse, ignored one of Henry’s text messages and dialed the company’s number who provided me with Alejandro. The line rang a few times before someone picked up.

“Balls to the Wall, this is Roshanda.”

“Yes, hi Roshanda, this is Rosie Bloom. I scheduled for one of your male strippers to come dance at my friend’s bachelorette party tonight.”

“Hold on,” she replied with an irritated voice. I heard her fingers clicking away at a computer before she said, “Did he not show up?”

“Well, someone showed up, but not the person I booked. I booked the guy with the giant man balls, Mahki; instead, I got a hairy gorilla prancing around the room.”

In a monotone voice, the lady responded, “Let me see what is going on.”

More computer clicking.

“Ah, yes, we were afraid by the way you addressed the men at the audition that you were not going to be able to keep your hands off Mahki, so we booked you with someone we thought would work well with your party.”

“What?” my voice rose. “You can’t do that? I’m paying for this service, not for you to decide who smacks my friend in the face with their junk.”

“Yeah, you signed a contract, and in the fine print it said we reserve the right to change any reservations if it seemed like our employees were at risk.”

“That is ridiculous,” I snorted. “In what way would we have harmed your employee?”

“Let me look.” Her voice continued to be inconvenienced. “In the notes it says you referred to the stripper of your choice as giant man balls and said you couldn’t wait to give your friend a black eye with his junk. The dancer didn’t feel conformable with that statement and requested to have a fill in.”

“That’s preposterous. I was just joking!” Not really, but the lady didn’t need to know that. “I want my money back!”

“No refunds. Now, is there anything else I can help you with?”

“Oh, you just got on my bad side,” I threatened. “Expect a nasty review coming your way when you go into work tomorrow. This will not be the last you hear of me.”

The phone went dead. The bitch hung up on me.

“How dare she!”

I was seconds from redialing the phone number to give her a piece of my mind when I turned to find Delaney’s head voluntarily buried in Alejandro’s bush. My entire body revolted, sweat slicked my skin, and the familiar feeling of needing to be sick hit me hard.

Not wanting to make a mess near Alejandro’s crotch . . . again, I sprinted off to the bathroom, where I knelt in front of the toilet, and for the first time felt the effects of little Beelzebub.

By the time I was able to peel myself off the floor, the party was winding down, Delaney was passed out on the floor, and Alejandro was stuffing his junk into a pair of sweats. He looked up at me and smiled.

Pointing his finger in recognition, he said, “Ah, Roseanne, right?”

“Rosie,” I quickly corrected him.

“That’s right. You’re the bonita that threw up on my crotch.”

“Because I choked on one of your pubes!” I defended myself. “It’s called a razor; try it.”

“Why would I do such a thing? The ladies love a man who is comfortable in his natural state of being. This right here,” he waved at his body, “is one hundred percent natural. Just ask your friend over there. She spent a good five minutes buried in my male scent.”

“Nope,” I shook my head and held up my hand. “Don’t call it that. For the love of God, do not call it that.” My stomach began to churn again.

“Aw, you’re a sensitive little darling. Well, I will tell you this, I’ve gotten over what happened between us. If you would like to try again, I have time before my next showing.” He casually walked over to me and tilted my chin up so I was forced to look him in the eyes.

“Ew.”

I said it before I could even think about what was coming out of my mouth. I blame the kid.

Insulted, Alejandro dropped my chin and walked away. “Your loss. Good luck finding such finesse like myself.”

He wadded up his ones and took off toward the front door. Relieved, I looked down at Delaney and sighed. It was time to call Derk.


Chapter Seventeen

Sniff, Sniff, Kiss, Kiss

 

HENRY

 

 

Once Derk got the signal from Rosie to come peel his fiancée off the ground, he bolted out of her apartment, ending our poker game immediately. That was an hour ago, and Rosie was nowhere to be found.

Sir Licks-a-Lot and I now sat on the couch together, waiting for the lady of the house to return. This morning, I was a little shocked to see that Rosie had left without saying good bye, and I was shocked that I was able to sleep through it all. Recently, I hadn’t been sleeping very well because I was worried about the job, worried about Rosie, and worried about our future.

Last night after hearing I got the job, I was actually able to put my mind at ease and get some much-needed sleep.

Once I realized she was gone for the day, I called up Derk, and we met at the jeweler. I had no idea what size finger Rosie had, so I made sure to get something a little bigger in case she had to size it down. She didn’t have sausage fingers by any means, but I still didn’t want to chance it.

Derk wasn’t the best at picking out rings. His picks were all modern, things that would suit Delaney well, but not Rosie. My girl was old school, she appreciated vintage jewelry. Luckily, the jeweler had a line of engagement rings that were perfect for Rosie’s style. I ended up picking one that had three stones, representing the past, present, and future with filigree on the side, a design I knew Rosie would love.

Within an hour, I had purchased an engagement ring, and now I was just trying to figure out the perfect time to propose. I wanted to propose before we talked about the baby. Knowing Rosie, she would assume I was only proposing because of the baby, which wasn’t the case at all.

“Where is she?” I asked Sir Licks-a-Lot, who found his way onto my lap. I was scratching his head, wondering when this relationship had started. “Do you think she will like the ring?”

Pretty sure if I gave him a chance, he would shit on the ring.

“Yeah, I think so. She’ll love it. Now, how should I propose? I’m guessing strapping it to your collar for a cute pet proposal wouldn’t go over well.” He sneezed and I took that as a no. “I could do it here in the apartment. I could ask her out at the beach where her parents live, or back at campus where we first met. Going on vacation is always an option as well. Give her a little distance from you.”

His ears drew back in discontentment.

“Hey, it’s your own fault. You steal her bras, hack up hairballs on her shoes, and beat her at games she wants so desperately to win. She gives you opportunities to be friends, but you don’t take them. I honestly don’t understand what your issue is. Are you gay? Is that why you love me so much? If you’re a homosexual feline, we will be one hundred percent okay with that and support you in any way we can. I don’t mind going to gay bars for cats, seems like it would be a good time. And I know Rosie would be supportive, but if that’s the case, you have to let us know.”

He looked at me as if I was crazy. I held up my hands in defense.

“You come out when you’re ready. No pressure. I’m just saying, it’s a little obvious, buddy. Your infatuation with humping my shirts and licking your own balls; there’s no hiding it. Just know, when the time comes, we will be there for you. That includes Rosie.”

I was losing it. I was talking to the cat, encouraging him to be his own person. I really had spent too much time at work in the last month.

I took a sip of my beer and waited some more for Rosie to come home. I was about to text her when I heard the jingle of her keys against the lock. I tried to shoo Sir Licks-a-Lot away from me because Rosie didn’t really like it when we got along, but he was set in stone . . . he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Henry, are you home—?” She stopped when she saw me on the couch. “I guess you are.”

“Hi, love,” I smiled brightly. Fuck, I’ve missed her so much.

The last month had been so non-stop, so now that it was over, I felt like I could finally take a breath and enjoy my once-simple life of holding my girl every night while we watched movies.

“How was the party? Did you drink?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“No, why do you keep asking that?” She seemed irritated.

“Just wondering. Wanted to make sure Delaney was able to get home safely. I can only imagine what she was like at the party.”

“She was a hot mess,” Rosie answered. She set her things down in the entryway and walked toward me, a little sway in her hips, and I wondered what she was up to. “The party was good, although I will be happy to never see a penis again.”

I raised an eyebrow at her and she laughed.

“I mean a penis prop, or party favor. Real life penises, I’m good with.”

“There better be only one real life penis you’re interested in viewing.”

“Sir Licks-a-Lots?”

At the sound of his name, he perked up.

“I love you, Rosie, but that was disturbing.”

“Yeah, I heard it after I said it.” Right in the living room, she lifted her dress over her head and tossed it to the side. She stood there in a pair of leggings and her bra. Her pants were pulled up and over her stomach, but even in the dim light of the living room, I could tell she was showing. No wonder her pants didn’t fit the other day. My heart broke for her. Did she know and she wasn’t telling me?

She had to know . . . right?

It was Rosie . . . she was very naïve when it came to a lot of things in real life. It was doubtful she knew. Hell, she still went to the gym and was trying to watch what she ate, but she didn’t fool me, I caught her many nights, passed out with a package of Oreos on her stomach when I got home from working late.

“Are you ready to get naughty?” she asked, shaking her hips side to side.

“Uh, what are you talking about?” I removed Sir Licks-a-Lot from my lap and set him to the side.

“Don’t you remember our text messaging earlier, Mr. Grey?” She licked her finger—not in a sexy way, but in a full coat of saliva on the finger kind of way—and rubbed it down the front of her chest, stopping right before her cute little pregnant belly. From the lights in the living room, I could see the trail of spit she left on her skin, not the best thing I’ve ever seen. Saliva wasn’t very sexy.

“Aren’t you tired?” I asked. “Must have been hard being a host to a plethora of drunk women tossing dicks around.”

She yawned, but covered it up quick by placing her hands over her face and then doing a peek-a-boo like motion, giving me air kisses through her hands. I wanted to laugh . . . a chuckle was sitting at the base of my throat, willing itself to come out, but I tamped that shit down. Laughing while she was trying to be sexy was not a good idea, especially in her state.

“Come on, big man, let’s go to the bedroom.” She quirked her finger at me, trying to draw me into her weird erotic world.

“Rosie . . .”

“Come, jump on it.” She set up in a galloping position, whacked her ass, and went off into the bedroom.

Christ.

Sir Licks-a-Lot gave me a sideways look and I just shrugged my shoulders. If I didn’t follow her into the bedroom, she was going to have a meltdown, but I also was too nervous to do anything sexually with her.

Yes, I was that guy. I knew my dick wasn’t going to bust open her cervix. I wasn’t the men she read about in her books, but I also wanted to talk to a doctor about our situation before I started digging around in there, especially since she thought her vagina was purple.

I was just taking some precautionary measures. Did I miss being inside of her? More than anything, but I felt like things had been so crazy lately, I just wanted to take a deep breath, propose to her, and then go from there.

“Oh, Heeennnrrry,” she carried out my name, “I’m needing some attention in here.”

I took a deep breath, gathered my thoughts, and walked into the bedroom, where I found Rosie struggling to pull off her leggings. She looked behind her to find me approaching her.

“Oops, I didn’t expect you to come right away,” she nervously giggled. “These leggings seem to have found a home on my legs. They don’t want to come off.” She shifted from leg to leg, trying to pull them down.

The struggle was real. She tried to put a sexy flair on it, but all she ended up doing was falling over on the bed, ass up in the air.

“Ooof. Damn you,” she muttered into the mattress.

The girl had persistence.

Finally, with the finesse of a drunken man, she removed the leggings and then stood up, one hand on her hip and the other trying to find a position that was comfortable for her. She held her stomach for a second, but then switched to holding one of her breasts.

“Sit on the bed,” she demanded, catching her balance from her awkward movements.

Instead of arguing, I did what she said, so I could be in a position to speak to her rationally.

Liking that I followed directions, she stood in front of me and placed her hands on my shoulders, so I reciprocated the movement and gripped her hips. In the moonlight, I savored the way her beautiful features sparkled down at me, like I was the only man she would ever be happy with. I only hoped she knew the feeling was mutual.

“Rosie, maybe we can hold—”

“Uh-uh,” her finger pressed against my lips. “No talking, only actions tonight.” Still gripping my shoulders, she spread her legs so they were shoulder width apart and then licked her lips. “Take my underwear off and smell them.”

The urge to clean out my ear in front of her was overwhelming. “Excuse me?” I asked, wondering if I heard her right.

I could see her swallow hard as she straightened up and once again, said, “Take off my underwear and smell them.”

I studied her face to see if she was serious. Not once did she smile or hint at being funny. She was one hundred percent being real with me.

“I . . . I don’t think that’s something we do with each other,” I answered, not wanting to hurt her feelings.

Her right index finger ran up my neck to my chin where she ran it up and down my lips, as if I was Bugs Bunny looking at a rather attractive bunny for the first time. What was happening?

“There is always time to try something new.” She leaned over and got in my face. “Let’s get erotic, Henry. Let’s spice things up. Men like forward women, so take off my underwear and smell them.”

This wasn’t going to go well; I could feel it in the pit of my stomach. There was no way I was going to take off her underwear and smell them, even though she was dead set on the idea.

Not moving to remove said underwear, I gripped her tighter and forced her to sit on my lap. I turned her chin so she met my eyes. “Love, we don’t need to get erotic. It’s been a long night; why don’t we just cuddle up and turn on some I Love Lucy or something? I can make you some hot chocolate.”

“I don’t want hot chocolate!” she snapped, standing up from my lap.

Oh, shit.

“I want your dick, served to me on a silver platter of orgasmic pleasure. I want you to want to rip my underwear off like all the men in the books I’ve read, but not give me crack burn this time. I want the same kind of passion I write about, that I read about. It’s not there with us anymore. There is no passion. You don’t want me.” She started to tear up, and I wondered if I should come clean with my plans of proposing. Should I just go to my drawer and pull out the ring?

The thought was at the forefront of my mind when she took off her underwear and waved it in the air. “Smell them, for the love of Christian Grey, smell them. You watched the movie with me; remember how sensual it was when he did that?”

“That was my least favorite part,” I answered, forgetting about being sensitive.

“It was one of the best parts! He cares enough about her to smell the crotch of her panties. Do you care enough about me to smell my underwear?”

I stood there, frozen, not quite sure what to say. I grabbed the back of my neck and said, “I’m a little confused as to why smelling someone’s day old underwear means you care about them.”

Rosie tossed her hands in the air, throwing the underwear in frustration. “You don’t get it! It’s not about smelling underwear, it’s about wanting to smell it.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

Why was I poking the bear? I just didn’t understand why we were fighting over sniffing underwear.

“Fine, don’t smell it, don’t smell anything of mine. For the rest of your life, just stop smelling anything that is ever associated with me. You know what?” she pointed her finger at me. “Stop breathing through your nose right now, because you’re too close to smelling any of my essence and APPARENTLY YOU WANT NOTHING TO DO WITH MY ESSENSE!” she screamed, scaring Sir Licks-a-Lot, causing him to run in place on the hardwood floor until he gained grip and shot under the bed, hiding for cover. I wanted desperately to join him.

“Rosie.” She walked away from me and headed to the closet.

“Don’t you Rosie me.” Clothes were flung from the closest, decorating the room with prints, plaids, and jeans. “I was trying to spice things up for us, Henry. It’s like we’re just roommates; people who live together and occasionally kiss because . . . why the hell not? We’re not even in a relationship. You barely talk to me anymore. I had to find out at the party that you were working on some dick sleeve campaign.”

I walked over to the closet where she was packing a bag, and my heart seized in my chest. “What are you doing?”

“Leaving. What does it look like? We are not compatible anymore. If you didn’t want to be with me, then you should have just said it instead of doing this hot and cold relationship with me.”

“I want to be with you, Rosie.”

“Really?” she asked, lifting her tear-streaked face to look in my eye. “When we first got together, you wanted nothing more than to be inside of me, to be a part of me, but now I feel like I don’t even know you. You’re living some second life at work, doing Lord knows what . . .”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I asked, insulted.

She zipped up her bag and went to the bathroom, grabbing her cosmetics. “You know exactly what it means. How can a man just quit having sex with his girlfriend cold turkey after the amount of times we were doing it? You can’t. So you had to be getting it somewhere.” She shoved her toiletries in her bag and then spun around to look at me, hand on hip. “So, what is it?”

“What is what?”

“Are you having an affair with someone else or are you addicted to porn and would rather pump your own penis than be with me? Those are the only two things I can think of that would prevent you from . . .” She paused as an idea hit her. Her lips trembled and more tears fell from her eyes. “Oh, my God.”

This wasn’t going well . . . at all.

Whatever was brewing in her head wasn’t good; this whole conversation was a clusterfuck. I was mad, she was mad; I was insulted . . . clearly, she was insulted for some reason. How she could still think I didn’t think she was my entire world was beyond me.

“What are you thinking now?” My tone was annoyed, I wasn’t sweet, I wasn’t kind. Everything coming out of my mouth was completely wrong, but I couldn’t stop it.

“You’ve noticed, haven’t you?”

“Noticed what?”

“Oh, don’t you dare pretend!” She was completely irrational at this point. With a hefty hoist, she picked up her bag and headed for the front door, Sir Licks-a-Lot poking his head out from under the bed just in time to give her the middle claw before she walked away.

I shooed him with my foot and chased after Rosie. “Noticed what?” I repeated myself.

The entryway was still dark, so I was almost unable to see her put on her Uggs and grab her purse and keys.

“Rosie, stop. Tell me what the hell is going on. I’m so confused right now. Why can’t we just sit and watch a movie together? Not everything is about sex.”

“I know that, Henry, but sex is a big part. If you don’t desire me, then we are just glorified roommates, and honestly, I could go and live with Delaney if I wanted that. I’m sure she would spoon me when I needed it. What I want is a man who wants me, not one who judges me for putting on some weight.”

Slapped across the face, I stood there, shocked. “Are you fucking crazy? Do I not tell you every day how beautiful you are? How much I love you?”

“Words are just that, Henry. They are words; they mean nothing. It’s your actions that tell me everything. Don’t follow me.”

“Rosie, you can’t just run away from the problem.”

She opened the door and turned around to face me one last time.

“I’m not running, Henry. I’m finally giving you the out you wanted. This relationship was too fast and too sudden for someone like you. I see that now. I hope you had your fun at least, got what you were looking for.”

With that she left me, my heart shattered on the floor and my mind completely blank.

***

“Hello?”

“Derk, it’s Henry.”

“She’s here,” Derk said, not even having to hear me ask the question. “Delaney is passed out, so she went straight to bed. I take it you didn’t propose.”

“Not so much,” I sighed and slouched on the couch, Sir Licks-a-Lot at my feet. I ran my hand over my face, not sure where to go from here. “I don’t even know what happened. I wanted to have a simple night with her, but she wanted more than that. Something about sniffing her underwear . . .”

“Fifty Shades of Grey, nice.”

“I didn’t do it,” I interrupted Derk before he could go any further. “I’m not the kind of guy who can stand there, sniff a pair of panties and pull it off. I’m not alpha enough, even though I like to think I am at times.”

“You didn’t sniff the underwear?”

“No, I didn’t sniff the underwear.”

“Dude, you should have sniffed the underwear.”

What was with people?

“Why on earth would I have sniffed the underwear? Have you sniffed Delaney’s underwear? I wouldn’t rip my boxers off and ask Rosie to sniff my trunks. You just don’t do that.”

Derk sighed on the other end of the phone, as if to say, this stupid, stupid man.

“We’ve known each other for a while, Henry, and I’ve always admired your ability to read the situation and act appropriately, but you fucked up.”

“Because I didn’t sniff her underwear?” I shouted, so confused as to why this was even a thing.

“Not because of the act of not sniffing, but because you didn’t show that you cared enough to sniff.”

If I was animated, my head would have detached from my body and spun around five times right about now.

“Let me get this straight.” I pinched the bridge of my nose as I spoke. “By sniffing her underwear, I would have showed that I cared about her?”

“Exactly.”

Never would this ever make sense to me. Not even if the Pope told me it was God’s way of showing appreciation. Sniffing underwear to show you care? Were people going to make shirts with sniffing taglines on them now?

I sniff, therefore I care.

*Underwear Symbol* + *Nose Symbol* = 4EVA *heart symbol*

Sniff, sniff, kiss, kiss, ways to love your little miss.

“This is so fucked up. What happened to telling a girl you loved her? Why isn’t that enough? Why can’t we just do this the old fashioned way, believe in each other’s words and know they mean more than any action I could ever perform?”

“Not in our generation, man. Words are taken for granted. Back in the day, you told someone you loved them, you married them, and you died next to them. There are so many people out there now who use those three sacred words loosely. They’ve lost their meaning.”

“They haven’t to me. When Rosie tells me she loves me, it’s like she sucker punches me every time, because I still can’t believe I could ever deserve such commitment from her, such trust. When she tells me she loves me, she’s handing me her fucking heart. I would never do anything to fuck that up.”

“Besides not sniffing her underwear,” Derk chuckled.

“Not the time, man. So not that time.”

“Sorry,” he sobered up. “Listen, you have to think about who you’re dealing with here. Rosie has had such huge expectations of love her entire life because of the amount of stories she’s read and movies she’s watched. Love to her is a grandiose emotion that needs to be expressed in a way only an eleven-million-dollar production can accomplish. Tack on the fact that she’s hormonal and super emotional, and that only adds onto her expectations.”

“You’re right about that.”

“Was this fight just about sniffing the underwear?”

I walked to the kitchen and grabbed a beer; it was going to be a long night and a little liquid encouragement would help me get through this talk.

“No, it just started with that. I’ve been holding out on her until I was able to get through this promotion and go see a doctor with her. She’s been complaining about . . . lady things down there, so I wanted to make sure all was right. She took that as I didn’t want to have sex with her.”

“Yeah, that makes sense. Why didn’t you just talk to her, confront her about being pregnant, tell her about the promotion? Kind of like I told you in the first place. You know, communication goes a long way in relationships.”

If we were sitting next to each other, I would have dick-tapped him by now. I wasn’t an idiot; I knew what I was doing was backwards, I just didn’t think it would backfire this badly.

“Wow, thanks, Captain Obvious.”

“Don’t get mad at me. If it was so obvious to talk to your girlfriend, then why the hell didn’t you do it?”

“Because I was hoping I could take care of everything before it all got out of hand. Obviously, I was wrong. You know how long I’ve wanted to propose to her. I couldn’t do it before the promotion because I wasn’t sure if I would get it, and once I found out I got the promotion, I didn’t have any time to prepare. I didn’t want to propose after I talked to her about the baby, because in her state, she would assume I was only proposing because she was pregnant. Knowing her, she would say something asinine like I was just making sure our child wasn’t a bastard.”

“That sounds about right.”

“So, I’ve been kind of fucked in this whole situation.”

“You could always wait a year or so to propose, then it doesn’t look like a shotgun wedding.”

That wasn’t an option. Rosie needed to be my wife as soon as possible. I wanted her tied to my last name.

“No, would you want to wait that long to get married to Delaney?”

“Hell no. I can’t believe I’ve waited this long to tie her down. Then again, she was more of a wild one in college. I had to tame her first, and I’ve barely done that.”

Delaney definitely needed taming. I remember when I first met her in college; I couldn’t understand how she and Rosie were such good friends. Rosie was soft spoken and Delaney didn’t care what flew out of her mouth. Derk had a real hard time trying to get her to settle. If he had proposed to her right off the bat, there was no doubt in my mind he would have freaked her out, and she would have sent him packing.

Rosie was the opposite. She was a lover, a believer in commitment, in the happily ever after. She believed in soulmates; I just hoped she still believed I was the one for her.

“I don’t even know what to do now. If I propose, she’s going to think it’s my way of making up to her, not something meaningful. Before she left, she said actions are more important than words. Proposing is an action, but I want it to be an action that is remembered for the love I have for that woman, not for making up after a fight.”

“Man, you’re in a real pickle.”

“You’re helpful,” I replied, sarcastically. “You don’t have any words of wisdom?”

Silence stretched across the line while Derk thought about what he was going to say. “I would have sniffed the underwear.”

“You’re the absolute fucking worst right now.”

He chuckled and then said, “Listen, let me feel her out tomorrow, and I’ll report back. Take tonight to think of some plans. We’ll convene later.”

“Okay.” I paused for a second, not wanting to get all girly on Derk, but nervous about my future. “Do you think Rosie and I are done? She left me, Derk.”

“That she did,” Derk confirmed. “But Rosie is also dramatic, and I think she wants a dramatic response. Think big, think books. From knowing her, I will tell you this right now, you will always be chasing after the happily ever after with her.”

Didn’t I fucking know it.


Chapter Eighteen

Fraggle Rock

 

ROSIE

 

 

The harmonious sounds of Delaney making friends with her toilet echoed through the room as the sun shined down upon me. Delaney’s couch was less than comfortable and definitely didn’t have the best smell either, which I tried not to let myself wonder what the smell was from. I missed the warmth of Henry’s arms, the comfort of our bed, and the silence of an early morning.

Delaney’s retching wasn’t doing it for me. It wasn’t doing it for me so much that I started to get the sweats myself, and before I knew it, I was trotting over to the kitchen trash can, expunging all the wiener bites I had last night.

Wasn’t morning sickness supposed to happen within the first few weeks of being pregnant? I had no clue how far along I was, but if I had to guess, it would be three months and I was cruising right along into my second trimester. I was too overwhelmed at the doctor’s office to even think about asking how far along I was or what I needed to be doing to take care of the baby.

I couldn’t deny this forever, though, so I made a mental note to call the doctor this week, apologize for sticking his head between my legs, and try to figure all this baby stuff out.

Just thinking about the baby made my mind wander. Was I going to be doing this alone? Last night wasn’t as successful as I thought it was going to be. I wasn’t sexy; I knew I wasn’t. I didn’t have a passionate desire for Henry to sniff my underwear . . . I was just trying to see if we could spice things up. Then once he denied the sniffing, I wondered if there was something so wrong with me that he didn’t want to bring my panties to his nose. If he asked me to sniff his boxers . . .

Nope.

My head went back into the trash can and I dry-heaved a couple of times before my stomach settled.

I couldn’t blame the man. Fabric crotches should be kept to one’s self, not shared with significant others, no matter how erotic it looked.

Still . . . he didn’t want me. But why?

He told me he loved me, he held me at his boss’s party, he made sweet gestures like my maid-of-honor penis. Why was he pulling away?

OH.

MY.

GOD!

“Delaney!” I shouted like a crazed woman, running through their apartment and straight into the bathroom, where Delaney was resting her cheek against the seat of the toilet, one of her boobs hanging out of her camisole and a pair of Derk’s whitie tighties being the only cover-up for her bottom half.

“Oh, dear,” I said, stopping in place from the sight in front of me.

“Fraggle Rock,” she mumbled, spitting into the toilet and running her finger along the edge.

Her makeup was smeared, her hair was greasy from a mixture of vomit, sweat, and last night’s activities, and I was pretty sure if you tapped her like a maple tree, you could serve up a keg of vodka for a frat party.

Cautiously, I knelt down beside her, tucked her boob in her shirt for her, and patted her forehead with a washcloth that was on the sink.

“Why are you mumbling about a live-action puppet show?”

“It was such a simple time,” she answered, her voice rough, like an eighty-year-old who’s given way too many blow jobs.

“I don’t quite understand, but I’m just going to nod my head.”

She blew a long breath of air out of her lips, foaming saliva and bubbles, not a very attractive picture for her at the time.

“Remember being a kid, when alcohol didn’t exist?”

“Alcohol existed when we were children. We weren’t raised during prohibition.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she sighed, pulling her body away from the toilet and leaning against the wall of the bathroom. “When we were young, alcohol wasn’t on our radar. We didn’t care about consuming it. We cared about Fraggle Rock and the Fraggles and the Doozers and what colored jellies we were going to wear.”

“Pink with glitter, always,” I reminisced.

“Purple with glitter. Remember how they used to stick to your feet when you walked, especially on a hot day? Such impractical footwear.”

“But stylish,” I pointed out.

“Nonetheless, they were simpler times. Times I can remember. Last night, I don’t even know what happened. Flashes of pink cocks and pubic hairs is all that crosses my brain. Did I act like Oprah handing out cock rings last night?”

“That would be an accurate statement.”

Delaney barely nodded, not wanting to shake too much. “Then you did your job, maid of honor. You brought out the inner Oprah in me. I couldn’t be more proud.”

“That’s an odd thing to say, but you’re welcome,” I laughed.

Delaney tilted her head to the side, taking in my outfit. “Why are you here right now?”

“Henry and I got in a fight last night. He wouldn’t sniff my underwear.”

Delaney winced. “Bad move, Henry. Rookie mistake.”

“We fought and I packed a bag and walked out on him.”

Sitting up and growing thoughtful, Delaney said, “That’s serious. Did you break up with him?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. Maybe?”

“Wait a second,” Delaney took a deep breath as she eyed the toilet, but then swallowed and exhaled. “This isn’t one of those Ross and Rachel things where he thinks you’re on a break and then he goes and fucks some other woman when all you wanted was some time to think.”

I didn’t think about that. Did Henry think we’d broken up? Were we broken up? Did he go drown his sorrows in the “copy girl,” aka, Tasha’s breasts?

“I have no clue,” I said, my voice a little shaky with concern.

“I hope not, because that would be the most idiotic thing he ever did.”

Giving Henry the benefit of the doubt and wanting to ease my mind, I said, “I don’t think Henry would do that; he’s not that kind of guy.”

“Oh, he isn’t? Wasn’t he the one who got back together with Tasha after you two had sex?”

Once again, it didn’t even occur to me that he would do something like that again. He was upset at me then . . . he thought I was moving on, so he moved on as well.

“And here I thought he was terminally ill. He’s probably shacking up with Tasha again. I’m so stupid. I pushed him right into her arms.”

“Hold on.” Delaney held up her hand. “Let’s pause for a second. I want to get off this floor and I need some coffee before we get into conversations about terminally ill boyfriends. Help me up.”

The next ten minutes were spent peeling Delaney off the ground, washing her face, and brewing some coffee. I didn’t have any; I opted for tea instead. Caffeine and all, I was trying to be a good vessel for the growing fetus inside of me, even though at times it earned the name Beelzebub.

Once we were seated at her dining room table, she asked, “So, Henry is terminally ill?”

“What?” Derk asked, walking out of the bedroom and rubbing his eyes, his hair was sticking up, and he looked just as bad as Delaney. I knew it wasn’t from getting drunk himself, but most likely from having to take care of his very drunk fiancée last night. Both of them luckily took the day off from work. “Henry is sick?”

“Maybe, that or he’s back with Tasha.”

Derk groaned. “He’s not back with Tasha.”

Delaney turned to him. “How do you know that? How do you know he didn’t waltz on over to her house like a chipper Leonardo DiCaprio in that popular meme we always see, and fuck her against the wall?”

“Because, he’s not that kind of guy, and he loves Rosie.”

“He did it the first time they had sex.”

“Because she talked about going on a date with a guy when the condom they used was still warm.” Derk pointed at me.

Guilt washed through me.

“He’s got you there,” Delaney brought the cup up to her mouth and turned back toward me.

“Why do you think he’s ill?” Derk asked, steering the conversation away from insanity.

“It’s the only explanation I can come up with as to why he doesn’t want to be with me, but is still sweet.”

Derk sat down next to Delaney and shared her coffee, one hand on her thigh. “Did he actually say he didn’t want to be with you? That he didn’t want to be your boyfriend?”

“Not that kind of be with me. I mean in the sexual way. He refused to put his hand down my pants.”

“Maybe because you talked about how your vagina was purple for so long; shit like that is not appealing to men,” Delaney added. “Purple is too close to the color blue, and I think we all know what a blue waffle is . . .”

Everyone ignored Delaney’s comment. It was too early to get into blue waffle talk.

“Has he talked to you?” I asked Derk, whose eyes immediately grew wide.

Bingo!

“He has talked to you.” I pointed at Derk, who was trying to hide his face. Delaney clued in and forced him to look at me.

“What are you not telling her? Speak, my human sex toy, or you can kiss any sex we might have leading up to the wedding good bye.”

“I just know he was concerned about you, that’s all.”

“Concerned about me? Why? Because he’s going to go back with Tasha and he doesn’t want to hurt my feelings?” I was ninety-five percent sure that wasn’t true, but I wanted to press Derk’s buttons.

“For fuck’s sake, drop the Tasha thing. Nothing is going on between them and nothing ever will happen between them.”

“Then tell me what he said,” I demanded, pounding my fist on the table.

“Tell her, Derk,” Delaney threatened.

The tension in the room grew thick as Derk looked between us, gathering his thoughts. Two she-beasts were staring him down, waiting, we weren’t about to let up now.

The attempt to get up from his chair was made, but Delaney stopped him and gripped his balls. Derk squealed and started to sweat.

“You tell us right now what he said to you.”

Derk moved very carefully and said, “He was concerned about you. He said you were acting really weird lately, kind of hormonal . . . kind of like you were . . .”

“He knows?!” I shouted, stunned that Henry would pick up on me being pregnant and I wouldn’t, even though it was my body in question.

“Knows what?” Delaney looked between Derk and me for answers. “Have you not told me something I should know? What’s going on?”

I glanced up at Derk, who had a sympathetic look in his eyes. “Henry knows?” I asked again.

“Is it true?”

“Is what true?” Delaney asked again, frustration ringing clearly. “I swear to all the penises I devoured last night that if someone doesn’t tell me what’s going on right now, I will regurgitate them right here on this table, and I can promise you won’t like it.”

“That is revolting.”

“Well then, tell me what is going on.”

Derk nodded at me for encouragement. I took a deep breath and said, “I’m pregnant.”

“What?!” Delaney screamed, forgetting all about the atrocious hangover she was nursing. “You’re pregnant? On purpose?”

“No. Why would I be pregnant on purpose?”

“Well who’s dumb enough to get accidently pregnant these days? There are millions of forms of birth control. You’re on the pill, right?”  I shook my head. “Jesus, Rosie. How could you not be on the pill? Were you just using condoms?” I confirmed, causing her to throw her hands up in the air. “And you thought, with the amount of times Henry was stuffing his junk in your doughnut that you weren’t going to get pregnant, because you were using a condom? My God, you are stupid. I love you, but you are stupid.”

I waved a hand in front of my face as tears started to form. This was all too much to handle, and I didn’t expect a sex education lecture from my best friend when I told her I was with child. I thought maybe she would celebrate . . . well not celebrate, but at least give me a hug.

“Babe, maybe chill a bit. Clearly, it’s big news for Rosie to handle.”

Ignoring him, Delaney asked, “How far along are you? Is that why your clothes haven’t been fitting? You didn’t need to go to the gym, you needed to learn how to take a simple pill once a day. Tell me, how far along?”

“I don’t know,” I answered, on the verge of tears. “But I’m guessing probably three months.”

“Three months!” both Derk and Delaney said together.

I nodded, stood up, and lifted my shirt so they could see my protruding stomach.

Delaney’s hand flew to her mouth as silence fell over the dining room table. Slowly, Delaney made her way around the table to me. She looked down at my stomach and then lowered her hands so they were pressed against my belly.

Once she finally looked up at me, she had tears in her eyes. “Oh, my God, Rosie. You’re pregnant.”

Before I could answer, she pulled me in for a hug and wrapped her arms around my back. “I don’t know why I’m crying.”

“Maybe you’re pregnant too,” I laugh-cried.

“No,” she shook her head against mine. “I use birth control like every other normal sex-crazed woman. It’s common sense.”

“Now’s not the time for a lecture.”

“When the baby is born, we will go over proper protocol for avoiding having another.”

“Sounds good.”

She distanced herself and looked back down at my belly. “You’re straight up pregnant. Look at that little gut of yours.”

I wiped my tears. “I’m that person who shows up at the hospital, complaining about stomach cramps, and come to find out, I’m ready to give birth.”

“Yup, that’s you,” Delaney and Derk laughed. “Jesus, Rosie. Don’t you keep track of your period?”

“I don’t want to talk about this,” Derk held up his hands. “I’m going to hit the showers.”

“Wait,” I turned to Derk. “Henry knows?”

“He suspects,” Derk nodded his head. “If I were you, I would go have a conversation with him. Communication is key in a relationship.”

“Okay,” Delaney scoffed. “This coming from the guy who can’t even talk about an ingrown hair near his nut sac.”

“That’s private,” Derk shouted.

“Whatever.” Delaney picked up her phone and started dialing.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m making you an appointment to see your doctor; we need to get an ultrasound going and figure this all out. First things first, that’s baby health.”

I couldn’t argue with her . . . she was right.

“But before we go anywhere, we both need to take showers because we smell like dead carcasses. Like, honestly, how can one person smell like sour milk so badly?” Delaney waved her hand in front of her nose and stood downwind of me. I sniffed myself and didn’t pick up any sour milk smell.

“Hello, do you have any cancellations for today? My friend just found out she’s pregnant . . . she’s probably three months along and hasn’t seen a doctor.” Delaney paused for a second and then laughed. “I know. She could totally be on that show.”

I rolled my eyes and went back to the couch, where I sat down and picked up my phone. I stared at the text messages that had come from Henry, and I wondered what I should do. He knew I was pregnant, but he was still pushing me away. What did that mean?

Derk was right when it came to communication, but I was also nervous to hear what Henry wanted to actually communicate to me. Was he not ready to be a dad?

Text message after text message passed through my phone. I scrolled through all of them, questioning whether Henry and I were going to be able to make it, or if this was the beginning of the end for us.

***

“One forty-two,” the nurse said out loud after I got off the scale. “One-pound gain.”

“Thank you,” I said tersely, wanting to smack the grin off her face. I snatched my purse from Delaney and followed the nurse into the same exam room I had stormed out of only a few days ago.

“Miss Bloom, please go ahead and change behind the partition. There is a robe in the back.”

“I brought mine from the last appointment,” I said, pulling the robe I walked down the streets of New York City in. “Reduce, reuse, recycle . . . right?”

“Mmm-hmm.” The nurse gave me a very judgmental once-over and then left the room.

Once the door was shut, Delaney gave me a disgusted look. “Well, she’s kind of a bitch.”

“Kind of? She’s been judging me since the minute I stepped on that damn scale. She wouldn’t take my word for how much I weighed.”

“What did you tell her you weighed?”

“That’s beside the point,” I answered, stepping behind the partition to get changed.

The room was cold, so taking off my clothes was unpleasant. I shivered when I put the stupid front-opening robe on. The flaps in the front wanted to expose everything, and the sleeves were cut wide enough that side boob was very prevalent.

Self-conscious, I peeked my head past the partition. “Um, could you not look?”

Annoyed, Delaney put down the magazine she was thumbing through. “Rosie, I’ve seen your vagina so many times, it’s as if it was my own.”

“But this is my whole naked body. Plus, I’ve gained some weight.”

Delaney scoffed. “Weight? Aka, baby. You’ve gained baby. Stop being a weirdo and strut it out here.”

“I find it disturbing that you want to see my body so badly.”

She shook her head no. “Yeah, not so much. I’m not really that interested in seeing what kind of private parts you have going on, but I want to have a conversation with you and having it while you hide behind that partition is stupid. Get your ass out here and sit on the damn table.”

I knew I was seconds away from having Delaney drag me out, and knowing her, she wouldn’t be gentle, so I closed the robe incredibly tightly and shuffled out to the table. Delaney stared at me the entire time.

“Stop looking at me like that.”

“Like what?” she smiled.

“Like you’re waiting for me to trip and fall, only to have one of my breasts land on a stirrup, propped up for everyone to see.”

“That would be a great day for me and something that would most definitely happen to you. Can’t blame a girl for wishing for the best.”

“You’re such a good friend,” I mocked. “Wanting to see the worst happen to me, so sweet.”

“Cool your tits, Sensitive Sally. If this pregnancy is going to be you complaining the entire time, I’m not sure I can be by your side.”

Her voice had a hint of humor in it, but I still had a sickening feeling in my stomach. If Delaney wasn’t there for me and neither was Henry, then how the hell was I going to do this on my own?

I looked up at the ceiling, willing the tears to go away. I didn’t want to cry in the doctor’s office; all I needed was for Nurse Scale Nazi to come back in here and judge me more.

“Why are you crying?” Delaney asked, slightly annoyed.

“I’m not crying.” I quickly wiped my eyes. “The lights are just bright.”

Delaney sighed and stood up so she was looking over at me while I lay flat on the table. Her eyes were soft, and she was concerned.

“Let’s talk about Henry.”

“There is nothing to talk about.”

Delaney moved a stray hair behind my ear. “Sweetie, you know I love you, but your stubbornness is so not attractive.”

“I’m not being stubborn. If he knew I was pregnant, why didn’t he ever confront me about it? Instead, he kept pushing me farther and farther away. I disgust him, Delaney. He wouldn’t touch me, even when I practically threw myself at him. He’s been nice and sweet, but that’s it. I think . . .”

My lip trembled as I tried to gather my words, to figure out the truth that was sitting on the tip of my tongue.

“What do you think?” Delaney encouraged.

“I think he wants to be just friends.”

Delaney shook her head. “Why would you think that?”

“Think about it. He doesn’t want to have sex with me, but he still cares about me. He takes care of me like he used to take care of me when we were friends. I don’t think I’m the person he wants anymore, and he’s just trying to figure it all out. He’s trying to figure out a nice way to tell me without breaking me in two.”

Delaney thought about it for a second and took my hand in hers. “I can’t imagine that happening. I know he’s been weird lately but breaking up with you? That doesn’t seem like him.”

I turned my head to the side, away from Delaney’s sorrowful eyes. I stared at a picture of a uterus on the wall and tried to erase the images of Henry breaking up with me. I couldn’t even fathom the kind of pain I would experience from such a loss. I wondered if getting involved with him in the first place was a good idea. Would he be supportive of this pregnancy? From the way he’d been so standoffish lately, I doubted he wanted to be a part of it. If anything, he would feel obligated to lend a hand because that’s who he was. He was a good guy.

But would I be stuck at home most nights, taking care of the baby, while he was off at the bars looking for women like he used to?

Why did he know and not tell me?

That was the question that kept running though my head. Why wouldn’t he say anything? Was he hoping I just “took care of it?”

No, never. I shook my head to myself.

In the faint distance, I heard Delaney say something to me, but I didn’t listen; I tuned her out completely as I shut my eyes and tried to clear my mind of all negative thoughts. This was supposed to be a happy time in my life, but for the life of me, I couldn’t smile.


Chapter Nineteen

Bro-mander in Chief

 

HENRY

 

 

“You look good in this office,” Freddy said, observing my new space. “Do you know how you’re going to decorate it? This is an important decision. You could go classic with woods and simple textiles, or you can go baller status like Eric and have glass everywhere. Dude must have stock in Windex because that place is spotless.”

I stared out the window while Freddy blabbed on about decorating. The man was infuriating most of the time, when he wasn’t confusing the hell out of me.

“You could have a lovely settee over here with a matching ottoman for those days you just want to kick your feet up with your laptop. I think a Persian rug, a mini fridge for your sparkling water, and an espresso machine off to the side are musts. You could do some lovely hosting in here.”

“What are you doing in here?” I asked Freddy, irritated more than I wished I was.

I got up this morning, tired as fuck, and felt empty. It was the first night Rosie and I had spent apart from each other since we’d been together. I didn’t like waking up to her side of the bed being cold and untouched. I didn’t enjoy taking a shower this morning without her cute singing filling the small bathroom. I also didn’t like eating breakfast by myself, watching Sir Licks-a-Lot make out with himself. I came into work early, trying to get my mind off Rosie, but Freddy chose to invade my space and talk to me about interior design. I didn’t care about my damn office. I cared about Rosie and what was going on with her.

Freddy sat in a chair across from my desk and set his hands in his lap. “I feel like you’re mad at me, Bro-mato.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose, telling myself not to take out my frustrations on Freddy. He was just trying to be excited for me.

“Rough night,” was all I said.

Freddy nodded and then looked at my office door. His hands twisted, and it looked like he wanted to say something to me.

“What’s going on? You look all jittery.”

“Uh, can I speak man to man with you?”

“Sure?” I asked in a question, more than a statement. What the hell was Freddy about to tell me?

Silently, he got out of his chair, shut my office door, and then sat back down. He rubbed his palms on his khaki pants, looking nervous as hell.

“I don’t really know how to say this.”

“Just say it,” I answered, annoyed.

He nodded and took a deep breath. “After the party on Saturday, Tasha came home with me.”

“Okay. Good for you, man.”

“I know I broke guy code and everything, since she was your girlfriend.”

I held up my hand and stopped him. “Freddy, I could care less if you and Tasha hooked up. She means nothing to me. I honestly don’t give two shits who she dates.”

“Well, that’s the thing, we didn’t hook up.”

Shit.

I tried not to roll my eyes. I didn’t want to hear about how Tasha was still hung up on me or what kind of evil plan she conspired to get back at me. I wasn’t in the mood. All I wanted was to talk to Derk and then get to Rosie as soon as possible.

“Okay, well maybe next time.” I tried to brush him off by unpacking pictures of Rosie from one of the boxes I used to pack up my cube.

“I don’t think there will be a next time. She didn’t seem to appreciate what happened.”

I quirked an eyebrow at Freddy. “What happened?”

His hands continued to twist in his lap, sweat formed on his brow, and I would bet one hundred dollars if I lifted his arm there would be a pool of sweat formed on his light blue button-up shirt.

“I couldn’t get it up.”

I stilled. Not really what I was expecting to hear, and something I definitely didn’t want to talk about with Freddy. I barely knew what his favorite coffee was; I didn’t want to hear about his bedroom problems.

“Uh, well . . .” I was speechless. “I actually don’t really know what to say to that.”

“It was terrible,” he continued. “She took off her dress, revealing her tits to me, and nothing happened. Not even a twinge from my dick. Not even the slightest salute. I thought maybe if I motor-boated her, pressed my tongue against her nipple, something would stir up . . . but that didn’t do it either. She touched my dick and noticed I wasn’t hard; she was so embarrassed that she dressed herself and ran away.”

I sat there, stunned, not sure where to go with this. “Still don’t know what to say.”

“Then I got nervous that my dick was broken, so I quickly went to my computer and pulled up some of my favorite porn movies with James Deen in them, and settled into my chair. Within a few strokes, my dick was alert and ready to be smacked around.”

I cringed. “Fuck, dude. I don’t want to hear about you jacking off. Does that really seem like Monday morning talk? Let alone office talk?”

“I had to tell somebody.” He leaned forward. “Bro-mander in chief, I hit it hard and had a giant orgasm.”

I gave him a thumbs up. “Good for you, man. If you will excuse me—”

“You’re not hearing me. I couldn’t get it up with Tasha, but then I watched James Deen spray it on a chick’s tits, and I was coming harder than ever before. Dude . . . I’m gay.”

“I . . .” I paused and thought about what he just told me. “What did you say?”

Freddy puffed his chest out and grabbed a rainbow flag from his pocket. He waved it in the air as if he was surrendering. “I’m waving my flag. I’m gay. You’re the first person I’m telling.”

“Wow,” I sat back in my seat, caught a little off guard. “That’s great, Freddy. I’m happy for you.”

“Really?” Freddy visibly relaxed in his chair and took a deep breath. He wiped his forehead and smiled. “Man, I thought you were going to ask me to leave.”

“Why the hell would I do that? Freddy, I don’t care what your sexual orientation is. Really doesn’t matter to me, as long as you’re happy.”

Freddy pursed his lips and nodded his head. He pointed his finger at me and said, “I knew you would be cool about this. I just knew you would accept me. Come here, big guy.”

Circling my desk, Freddy pulled me up from my chair and embraced me, locking me in his titan-like grip.

“This makes me so happy,” he whispered in my ear. “You’re going to be my wingman. I need someone out there helping me scout the men.”

“I’d be glad to,” I answered him, talking into his shoulder.

Awkwardly, Freddy rubbed his head against mine, turning a man hug into something a little more, something I wasn’t really into. Thankfully, my phone started to ring, so I pushed away from him and straightened out my suit jacket.

“Uh, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to answer that.”

“You got it,” Freddy tucked his shirt into his pants and righted his belt. “Let me know when you want to go out. I’ve been doing a lot of research about the gay bar scene. I’m ready to make an impact on this community. Gay rights!” he put his fist in the air.

“Gay rights!” I mimicked him.

Freddy pumped his chest with his fist twice and then pointed at me. “You’re my bro, Henry.”

“Yup, okay. I’m going to answer this now.”

Ducking out, Freddy left my office, making sure to close the door for privacy. I answered the phone and made a note on my desk to send some kind of coming-out present to Freddy. I had no clue if that was something people did, but I wanted to make sure Freddy felt accepted. Maybe some kind of guide to the New York gay scene.

“Hello?”

“Dude, you are in for a special treat,” Derk said on the other end of the phone.

I slouched in my chair and held onto my head. “What’s going on?”

“She admitted to being pregnant. I guess she went to the doctor on Saturday. They confirmed it.”

Saturday, my mind went back to Saturday and what happened. The party, the vagina balls, her need to be incredibly sexy for me. Funny thing was, she didn’t even have to try. Was she feeling self-conscious about being pregnant?

“Why didn’t she tell me?”

“I think she would ask you the same thing.”

“What are you talking about?” I prodded.

“She knows you know she’s pregnant.”

I shook my head. “Why does this feel like an episode of Friends? Did you tell her I knew?”

“She might have guessed it, but that’s beside the point. She doesn’t think you want to be with her, since you never said anything to her about knowing. Dude, this situation is so fucked up and all because you two are idiots and didn’t talk to each other.”

“It wasn’t that easy,” I sighed, massaging my temple. “I had to score this promotion first. She’s been insanely hormonal lately. I had to secure our future, but now it’s a giant mess. Where is she?”

“They are on their way to the doctor’s for an appointment. She was so scared at her appointment on Saturday that she left without finding out any information from the doctor. Delaney took her to figure everything out. She thinks she’s three months pregnant.”

“I can believe that,” I answered back. “What’s the address of the doctor? Find out from Delaney. I need to be there.”

“I’ll text you.”

“Thanks.”

When we hung up. I quickly typed an email out to Eric, letting him know I needed a personal day today, and that I would be back to work tomorrow. I had a girlfriend to tend to but needed to make a quick stop at the apartment before I made it to the appointment.

***

“Is Rosie Bloom with a doctor right now?” I asked the receptionist at the office. “I’m her boyfriend, and was supposed to meet her here.” I might have a lied just a little, but I didn’t want to miss this appointment. I was out of breath from running around and trying to make it here on time, but I had a feeling it was going to be worth it.

“Yes, I will show you to her room. Meet me at the door to the side and I will guide you back.”

“Thank you.” I gave her my most winning smile, grateful for not having to put up a fight.

The doctor’s office was full of waiting women, all with different sized bellies. Some looked completely and utterly miserable; they were the ones with the bigger bellies, and the other women were positively glowing. I wondered what Rosie looked like now that she knew. The only thing I could think of was terrified, since she wasn’t secure with our relationship right now.

The nurse receptionist met me at the door and guided me down a hallway decorated with pictures of pregnant women and female organ charts. We walked all the way to the back and then she knocked on the door on the right.

“Come in,” Delaney’s voice rang out.

“Go ahead,” the nurse nodded, letting me let myself in.

I took a deep breath and opened the door to find Rosie looking forlorn, troubled, and sad, and Delaney hovering over her.

“Henry, what are you doing here?” Delaney asked, cluing Rosie in to who just entered the room.

I shut the door before I answered. I wasn’t quite keen on letting everyone in the building hear our business.

“I didn’t want to miss this appointment,” I answered her. Rosie briefly glanced at me, but then turned away. I saw the tears in her eyes. I glanced at Delaney and pleaded with her. “Can you please give us some privacy?”

I was ready for her to put up a fight, but from the look of the hangover she was sporting, she was happy to leave. Rosie was a handful at times, especially right now, so I sensed her relief.

Before Delaney exited the room, she leaned into me, placed her hand gently on my arm, and said, “Please don’t break her heart.”

She left, leaving me utterly confused. Why the hell would I break Rosie’s heart? She was my forever.

Silence filled the room, and I wasn’t quite sure how to approach the situation. In the past, I’d never had trouble talking to Rosie. It was always easy having a conversation with her. We were able to skip the awkwardness and be real with each other. Right now, it seemed like we wouldn’t be able to pull ourselves out of the awkward pool even if we had a crane helping us.

Feeling slightly uncomfortable, I walked over to the table and hovered over her. She turned her head away from me, not allowing me to see those beautiful blue eyes of hers.

“Rosie, please look at me.”

“I can’t.” Her voice was filled with heartache.

“Love, please. Let me see those pretty eyes of yours.”

She sniffed and wiped at her face, just as there was another knock on the door, followed by the doctor entering the room.

“How are we today, Miss Bloom? Glad you were able to come back and get things checked out.”

“Yeah, sorry about last time.” She sniffed and straightened on the table. She glanced at me briefly, and in that one second, I saw total defeat on her face. My stomach churned and nerves hit my veins hard, sending chills of anguish through my body.

“Since we already know you are pregnant; why don’t we get right to it and see how far along you are?”

The doctor turned on the ultrasound machine that was next to the bed and dimmed the lights in the room. I took the seat next to Rosie and observed everything that was happening.

I’d watched enough TV shows and movies with pregnant people in them to know the drill. They squirted gel on the belly, moved a wand over the skin, and a grainy image popped up on the screen. Even though it was familiar to me, sitting in front of the screen now, watching the doctor open Rosie’s robe slightly to apply the gel, it was surreal.

Within minutes, the doctor had the screen fired up and the wand on her stomach. A whopping beat echoed through the silent room, and a little bean showed up on the screen. The doctor pointed at it and said, “There’s your baby.”

In awe, I watched the flicker of a heartbeat on the screen and the little shape take form. My heart beat rapidly in my chest and the only thing I knew to do was link my fingers with Rosie’s. I grabbed her hand and brought it up to my lips. I placed a very gentle kiss on her knuckles, and held her hand close to me.

The doctor talked about the baby’s size and the heartbeat, and confirmed that she was in fact three months along, which only meant Rosie and I must have conceived around the first time we had sex. What were the chances of that happening?

Well, according to Legacy, a point five percent chance. I guess we were the lucky ones.

The rest of the appointment was spent checking her body out, asking her questions, and making sure she knew what vitamins she needed to start taking, but I didn’t pay attention to that because in my hand was a strand of pictures, all with my baby in them, front and center.

My eyes misted with joy and I didn’t care if the doctor saw me cry. This was the baby I created with Rosie, and it would be so fucking cherished; I would make sure of it.

“If you have any questions, don’t hesitate to call the office. We will see you in a few weeks, Miss Bloom. Congratulations.”

“Thank you,” Rosie answered softly as the doctor left.

Neither one of us moved right away. She lay flat on the table and I sat next to her, frozen in awe. She was due in six months. In six months, we were no longer going to be just a couple, we were going to be a family of three.

A family of fucking three.

I ran my hand through my hair and glanced up at Rosie, but she was no longer on the table . . . she was behind the partition getting dressed. Not even thinking about privacy, since I’ve seen her naked and in more compromising positions than I could think, I walked over to the divider and watched her.

“Do you think it’s a boy or a girl?” I asked, startling her.

Pants covered her bottom half, but she was still bare from the torso up. From my appearance behind her shield, she quickly covered her breasts with her shirt. “What are you doing back here?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “Rosie, why the hell are you covering up? I’ve seen you naked before.”

She didn’t answer me. She turned her back to me and continued to dress. Not liking the cold shoulder she was giving me, I pulled on her shoulders to turn her around. “Hey, why are you hiding from me?”

“Are you really that dense?” she snapped at me.

“Uh . . . I guess so. Please enlighten me.”

She yanked her shirt down so she was completely covered now. “Maybe because you are revolted by me.”

Ah, yes, I forgot about our fight from last night. I was so caught up in the baby I didn’t even remember we spent the night apart. How could I forget that? It was the worst night of my life.

Knowing I needed to be gentle, I tipped her chin so she was forced to meet my eyes. “Rosie, I’m not revolted by you, at all. I . . .” I looked around and let out a long breath. “I don’t want to do this here. Will you please go on a walk with me?”

“Don’t you have to work?” Her voice was terse; she was not in the mood to have me around.

“I took a personal day. I need to talk to you.”

She looked me up and down and then sighed. “Why do you have to have the most perfectly tailored suits and look so damn hot in them? Ugh.” She grabbed her purse and pushed past me. “Fine, I will walk with you, but just because I can’t deny you when you look like that.”

With a huge smile on my face, I buttoned up my jacket and guided her out of the office. We stood in silence as we rode the elevator down to the main level, and didn’t talk when we made our way through the bustling streets of New York City.

The sun was shining brightly, birds were chirping in the trees above us, and the smell of fresh cut grass permeated my senses. It was a gorgeous day. It was the perfect day.

We made our way to a bench in Central Park that overlooked a small pond. Skyscrapers framed the green of the landscape, creating a picturesque moment, one I knew I would never forget.

“Why are we here?” Rosie asked. I gestured to the bench for her to sit down, and luckily she complied.

“I need to talk to you, Rosie.”

“Why were you at the doctor’s appointment, Henry? If you knew I was pregnant, why didn’t you say anything?”

“Why didn’t you say anything to me?” I asked, throwing her question right back at her. She bit her lip and looked away. “Rosie, answer the question. If you knew on Saturday, then why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because.” Her lip trembled and I forced her to look at me.

“Because why?”

“I wanted to make sure you still thought I was sexy. I didn’t want to lose you, and I thought if I could be sexy for you, like grip vagina balls all night, then maybe you wouldn’t leave me like I knew you were going to.”

“Why on earth would you think that?”

She gave me a pointed look. “You are either really good at having blue balls or you’re getting your jollies somewhere else. Which one is it, Henry?”

I nodded my head, frustrated with her question. I wasn’t going to blow up on her, though. I wasn’t going to freak out over another accusation of me cheating on her. Instead, I took in a calming breath and grabbed hold of her hands.

“I haven’t been honest with you.”

“Oh, my God.” Her lip tremble turned into a full-on shake as tears filled her eyes.

Realizing what I said, I quickly backtracked. “I haven’t been honest with you in the aspect of what’s been going on with my job.” A stray tear fell down her face, and I quickly wiped it away with my thumb. “A few weeks ago, I was offered the opportunity to put in a bid for the Legacy campaign.”

“You did a good job,” she said weakly. “I liked what you did with the condoms.”

I chuckled to myself. “Thank you, love, but that’s not all of it. Eric pulled me into his office and told me if I landed this campaign with Legacy, then I would secure a promotion to Director of Social Media Marketing.”

Her head snapped up and wide eyes showed through her tears. “What? A promotion?”

I nodded. “Yes, a promotion. A huge salary increase, which includes bonuses and an actual office, not a cube.”

“Wh-why didn’t you tell me?”

“I should have,” I answered honestly. “But at the time, you were a little emotional, umm . . . hormonal and I didn’t want to get your hopes up. I had big plans for us if I got the promotion, plans that involved moving out of this city and starting a family.”

“But . . . I don’t understand.”

I gripped her cheek with my hand and rubbed her skin softly, loving the way her eyes still showed how madly in love she was with me. I was one lucky son of a bitch.

“I handled this all wrong. I didn’t want to get your hopes up, and then when I figured out you were pregnant, I was too scared to be intimate with you.”

“Why didn’t you say anything then?”

“Because I wanted to get through this promotion first; I wanted to secure our future.” I paused and took a deep breath. “I wanted to propose to you, and I wanted to do it in a way that you knew I was proposing because I am so fucking in love with you and not because you were pregnant, but I needed the promotion first.”

Rosie’s hand was at her chest in shock. Her breathing was heavier and more tears filled her eyes. Quietly, she asked, “Did you get the promotion?”

I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face. “I did.” I nodded and then got down on one knee in front of her.

Both of her hands instantly covered her mouth as more tears streamed down her face. Nerves wracked me as I knelt in front of the woman who stole my heart years ago . . . I just didn’t know it until recently.

From my jacket pocket, I removed the ring I purchased only a day ago, and held it out in front of me. Sobs started to escape Rosie, and for a brief moment, I was worried she might pass out.

Wanting to hold her, I linked my fingers with one of her hands and took a deep breath. “Rosie, I wish I could say from the moment I saw you, I knew I had to make you mine, but I can’t. I was blinded by our friendship, never truly realizing my feelings for you until I thought I was going to lose you to someone else. The moment I realized I loved you, that I couldn’t go a day without seeing your face, I made it my mission to make you mine. I thought I needed this grand moment to propose to you. I thought I needed to have a good job to provide for you, but after today, I see that doesn’t matter. What matters is the love we share, the love we’ve created, and our little family.” Pausing for a second to gather myself, I looked deeply into her eyes and smiled. “Rosie Bloom, will you make me one lucky man and marry me?”

Between her crying and sniffles, she nodded her head yes, unable to speak.

Elation burst through me, as I slid the ring onto Rosie’s finger. It was entirely too big, but I didn’t care; she was mine.

We both stood and I pulled her into my chest, kissing the top of her head, joy overfilling me. Her arms wrapped around my waist and she held on to me tightly, not wanting to let go. Through my shirt, I could hear her mumbling, “I love you,” making my heart soar.

Needing to see her, I put a miniscule amount of space between us and asked her to look up at me. “Rosie, look at me, love.”

Her beautifully tear-stained eyes met mine, followed by a warm smile.

“I’m sorry, love, for all the confusion. I didn’t want you to think I was proposing because of the baby.”

She laughed and wiped her nose with the back of her hand. “In my state of hormonal bliss, I probably would have thought that, so I’m glad you explained everything.” She looked at her ring and then back up at me. “You really wanted to propose a while ago?”

I nodded. “I wanted to propose to you the minute I realized I was in love with you. There is no one else I would rather spend the rest of my life with, Rosie.”

“You still find me attractive?”

I laughed out loud. I couldn’t help it, the scrunch of her nose was too adorable. “Rosie, I find you so fucking sexy that I can’t wait to get you back home. The doctor said it was okay to perform normal activities, and I’m pretty sure me pounding into you is a normal activity on our day-to-day schedule.”

Her entire face lit up. “What are we waiting for then?” she pulled on my hand and led me past the pond and out of the park. “I need your penis.”

Chuckling and shaking my head, I responded, “You’re so randy.”


Epilogue

 

ROSIE

 

 

“Can I ask you a question, love?” Henry asked, coming up from behind me and placing a kiss on the back of my neck.

I was nine months pregnant, ornery, uncomfortable, still horny, and ready to click the publish button on my first ever book. I loved Henry so much, more than anything, but the man was grating on my damn nerves. I used him for two things: food delivery and his penis. Anything else, I wanted him to steer clear of me.

“Sure,” I answered him, double-checking everything I’d input when it came to sale price. I was a ball of nerves, unsure if I was ready for this or not. Wolf Fleece Wendy believed I was; she even set me up with her publicist to help me with my release. This was all so surreal.

“Did you like my balls slapping your ass this morning? I thought it sounded like a sweet lullaby.”

I paused mid-click and looked at Henry. He was wearing a pair of sweatpants, the waistline of his boxer briefs peeking out and his chest bare. His hair was rumpled to the side and he had a devious smile on his face.

“What kind of disgusting question is that? No one likes the sound of sweaty balls slapping against equally sweaty sex skin.”

Henry laughed. “What? You don’t talk about balls slapping asses in your book?”

“Uh, no. I don’t. I didn’t think it was appropriate.”

“Balls slapping asses are always appropriate.” He kissed my forehead and then knelt down beside me, trying to paint a pretty picture. “You could do some really good stuff with ball slapping. Just think: He holds her hips in his hands, his grip tight, not wanting to miss the intimate connection between them. The room is silent except for the fleshy slap of his balls on her ass.”

“No,” I deadpan. “That is horrific. That’s not sexy at all. You don’t talk about balls slapping, things being moist, or vaginas being flappy, or the pungent raw smell of a pounded-out vagina.”

Henry shivered. “I can’t see why not. Pounded-out vagina is always on the top of my list for topics of conversation.”

“You’re gross today and extremely irritating. I suggest you step away from me before I rip this baby out of my uterus and make her slap you.”

“Don’t you turn our baby girl on us. She needs to make her own decisions on how gross her daddy is.”

“Lucky her,” I said sarcastically, knowing I was having a big bitch moment.

I couldn’t help them anymore. When we became engaged, I kept my hormones in check, really trying to make sure I didn’t say or do anything that would make Henry change his mind, but after an onslaught of gross pregnant things that happened to me, he stuck around; therefore, I let the bitch out in this last month of pure hell.

Ever see an ankle swell to the size of a cantaloupe? I have, they are attached to the toothpicks I used to call feet.

Peeing your pants? Yup, controlling your bladder when pregnant is next to impossible.

Ill-fitting clothes. Nothing, no matter how hard you try, fits properly.

Emotional breakdowns over moving to the suburbs with a cat . . . had those.

I don’t even want to talk about constipation, prune juice, and hemorrhoids. I wouldn’t wish such a thing upon my worst enemies.

“Delaney and Derk should be here soon, love. Want me to get the snacks ready?”

“Maybe you should put a shirt on. I didn’t know you were Mike Thurston these days.”

Henry scrunched his nose in confusion. “Who’s that?”

“Ugh,” I wailed, exhausted from his questions. “It’s a book thing.”

“Okay . . .” he drew out, leaving my office for our bedroom.

Life can change so quickly if you’re not paying attention. One minute, I thought Henry was going to break up with me, and the next, I’m engaged, living in a home we bought together on the outskirts of New York City, and taking a chance as a full-time author. I left Friendly Felines once Henry showed me his first paycheck. He said he wanted me to focus on my writing and the baby, so that’s what I did. I took the opportunity to make my dream a reality.

The only thing that didn’t change was the presence of Sir Licks-a-Lot. He made the move along with his collection of my torn-up bras he used as half shells to sit in. He now had a laundry room to crap in, and a larger house to destroy. His favorite thing: pushing glasses of water off the table. Cats! If Henry and Sir Licks-a-Lot didn’t have such a bro-mance, I would have found a different home for the feline, but that wasn’t an option.

Despite my hatred for the cat, we’d found a mutual understanding. He stayed on his side of the house, and I stayed on mine. We shared Henry when he got home, but at night, in bed, that was when I bogarted the man. It was an even trade.

Delaney and Derk got married. It was a beautiful ceremony, put on by their parents. I was able to wear an empire waist dress, thankfully, that didn’t make me look like a whale. Henry, of course, looked sexy as usual in his tailored suit, to the point that I had sex with him in the reception hall bathroom. I had no shame.

Since the proposal, I hadn’t taken a break when it came to being intimate with my man. Every chance I got, I was at him; it was a little much at times, but I blamed the hormones and the cologne he wore: lethal combination.

Henry’s been kicking butt with his new job, and funny enough, he hired Freddy as his assistant, despite his unnecessary bro-cabulary. Freddy was damn good at his job, and now sported his sensitive side. Henry went out to a gay bar with him a few months back, spotted another pumped-up beefcake just like Freddy, and helped him score a date. They weren’t your typical gay couple—if you were into horrible stereotypes—they bonded over weightlifting, protein shakes, and woodworking. They were a fantastic couple I enjoyed having game night with, even though sometimes I could throttle Freddy if he called Henry bro one more time.

“They’re here,” Henry called out from the entryway. From a distance, I could hear Delaney and Derk greet Henry and Sir Licks-a-Lot. “She’s in her office. Follow me.”

“When are you going to decorate this place? It’s called a picture, Henry, try hanging one,” Delaney said with snark.

“We’re taking our time. We want some family pictures to hang. Cool your tits, Delaney. It will happen.”

Henry was right. We hadn’t done much decorating, because I wanted to take my time, really make the home ours. I didn’t plan on moving ever again. This was it for me.

“There’s our famous author!” Delaney shouted, as she came running into the office, holding a bottle of sparkling cider. This kid couldn’t come out quick enough.

“I’m not even close to being famous. I’m just hitting the publish button, that’s all.”

“But it’s a big deal,” Delaney added. “You’ve come so far from writing about briar patches and matching pubic hairs.”

“I still wrote about that in this book,” I laughed.

“But in a joking, naïve kind of way. It’s perfect, Rosie.”

She was right, I took my entire dating life leading up to Henry and put it on display, including Marta, the redbrick road, kicking men in the balls, and using dating websites that didn’t even come close to working out for me. I put it all on display, even farting on a chin—Henry didn’t like that part. He didn’t want to relive the memory of another man being in “his territory.”

I put my entire heart in this book. My internal dialogue, what I really thought when it came to sex, penises, and even the internal dialogue of my vagina . . . Virginia. I wrapped the novel up with a pretty little bow of finding love where you least expected it, with your best friend, the man who was there for you the whole time.

Wolf Fleece Wendy couldn’t have been prouder of me, or Delaney who was my number one beta reader—a self-proclaimed title. She had started to read more, now that I was inserting myself in the world, so she kept up to date on new books and stand-out authors. We talked daily about something we saw on Facebook, a post of a naked man, or some “rant” someone went on. We discussed if I was going to put myself out there, I was going to be an entertainer, and that was it. I wasn’t going to use my status as an author to talk about my problems, because no one wanted to hear about those. My job was to help readers forget THEIR problems, so I started writing down fun ideas on how to do that with interactive posts and funny tidbits only my brain could think of.

So far, I had a Facebook page with five hundred likes—pretty much all family and friends, but whenever I got a new like from someone neither of us knew, Delaney and I cheered with each other. It was going to be a long road, full of highs and lows, but I was ready to take the journey. If anything, I just wanted to make one person laugh, one person escape their reality for a short period of time. If I did that, then I had done my job.

“Are you ready for this?” Delaney asked, gripping my shoulders.

Henry and Derk stood beside us, basking in the new adventure that sat before me.

“I think I am,” I nodded.

“I’m so proud of you, love.” Henry kissed the top of my head. “Press it.”

I took a calming breath, smiled, and clicked the publish button. “The Virgin Romance Novelist is now published. Look out world, my quirky and naïve character, Meghan, is coming for you!”

Derk, Henry, and Delaney cheered, congratulating me and pulling me into hugs.

“Check the sales!” Derk chanted. “I’m sure there are at least five. That cover is legit.”

I laughed. “Derk, it can take up to twenty-four hours to process. We have some time.”

“Damn, that would have been so cool.”

“Nice try. Want to go to the living room for snacks?”

“Sure!” Delaney kissed me on the cheek and then guided Derk out of the room to give Henry and me a little privacy.

Taking me into his arms, he pulled me as close to his chest as he could, thanks to my baby bump.

“I can’t tell you how proud I am of you, Rosie. Your strength and determination to make this happen is so sexy.” He rubbed my back and smiled down at me.

“We have guests,” I reminded him.

“They might like to hear some ball slapping.” He wiggled his eyebrows at me.

“No one likes ball slapping!” I laughed and walked away, but I didn’t get very far because Henry pulled on my arm and brought his lips quickly down on mine. I melted into him, loving the way his mouth softly explored mine.

Love radiated off him and enveloped me. This was the man I would be spending the rest of my life with, the man who would hold my hand during the good reviews and the bad, the man who would help welcome our baby girl into the world. He would forever go down in history as the best book boyfriend, ever. No questions asked.

 


Thank You

 

 

Thank you for reading The Randy Romance Novelist! I hope you enjoyed it.  If you enjoyed this book, please help other readers find it too:

 

1. This book is lendable, so send it to a friend who you think might like it so they can discover me too.

2. Help other people find this book by writing a review.

3. Come like my Facebook page: Author Meghan Quinn -https://www.facebook.com/meghanquinnauthor?ref=bookmarks

4. Find me on Goodreads - https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7360513.Meghan_Quinn

5. Don’t forget to visit my website: www.authormeghanquinn.com


About Meghan Quinn

 

 

Born in New York and raised in Southern California, Meghan has grown into a sassy, peanut butter eating, blonde haired swearing, animal hoarding lady. She is known to bust out and dance if "It's Raining Men" starts beating through the air and heaven forbid you get a margarita in her, protect your legs because they may be humped.

Once she started commuting for an hour and twenty minutes every day to work for three years, she began to have conversations play in her head, real life, deep male voices and dainty lady coos kind of conversations. Perturbed and confused, she decided to either see a therapist about the hot and steamy voices running through her head or start writing them down. She decided to go with the cheaper option and started writing... enter her first novel, Caught Looking.

Now you can find the spicy, most definitely on the border of lunacy, kind of crazy lady residing in Colorado with the love of her life and her five, furry four legged children, hiking a trail or hiding behind shelves at grocery stores, wondering what kind of lube the nervous stranger will bring home to his wife. Oh and she loves a good boob squeeze!
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