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1.

“Where do you think you’re
off to, Bitch Boy?”

It came from behind him, but Jeffery
knew who said it. He knew who it was because Brady was the only
adult, the only person, to address him as Bitch Boy on a regular
basis.

“It’s 3 O’clock, little
buddy,” Brady said.

Jeffery turned and faced
his daily tormenter. Brady was standing next to Jeffery’s empty
cubicle, tall and blonde and grinning all over. Jeffery always
thought of the term resting bitch
face, though Brady seemed to suffer from
the male version: resting smug-asshole-face.

“It’s Friday, Brady,”
Jeffery started, trying to find confidence in his voice and
failing. “I thought it might be OK if I snuck out an hour early for
once…You know, just this once.”

Brady let out a loud, deep laugh. He
walked over to Jeffery and put a large hand on his bony
shoulder.

“And pray tell, Bitch Boy,
what is so important that you should leave work early on a Friday
afternoon?” Brady towered over Jeffery, at least half a foot. Brady
was close enough that Jeffery could smell his minty breath and
practically count the white, symmetrical teeth in his mouth. Those
teeth reminded him of the wolves he saw on the Discovery Channel.
He hated that grin.

“Well…I was going to take
my wife out to dinner. Date night, yah know?”

“Your wife?” Brady chuckled again, “that
sexy brunette you brought to the Christmas party last
month?”

There was a heavy silence between them
as Jeffery tried to think of something to say to that.

“Tell you what Bitch Boy,
how about you work your shift until 4, and I’ll take your wife out?”

Another silence.

“Um, Brady, no, um,”
Jeffery stammered.

“HA!” Brady clapped
Jeffery on the shoulder, hard enough for his knees to buckle. “I’m
fucking with you! Christ almighty, Jeffery!”

Jeffery laughed with Brady, pretending
his shoulder did not hurt and that he thought the joke was
funny.

“You can take off, Bitch
Boy,” Brady walked off sneering. Jeffery looked around the office
and noticed his fellow employees in their cubicles, hiding laughter
or outright doing it. He was humiliated. Again.

“Oh, and one last thing,
Bitch Boy,” Brady said as he turned back, “tell that pretty little
wife of yours ‘hello’ for me.” He winked. “And send her my regards,
it’s a shame she has to tolerate a little bitch boy like
you!”

More laughter rippled across the room
and then Brady was gone.

Jeffery made the walk of shame out of
the office.
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​ “What’s the matter, honey?” Rebecca asked him, a sigh escaping
her wet mouth.

“It’s nothing, it’s…I’m
sorry,” Jeffery grabbed at the waist of his jeans currently wrapped
around his own ankles and started pulling his pants back
up.

Rebecca stopped him, kneeling between
his legs, and resumed sucking him off. Jeffery looked down at her
and the limp cock in her mouth. Jeffery tried to focus and enjoy
himself, to get some blood flowing down where it counted, but no
luck.

Rebecca stopped and let the soft cock
fall out of her mouth. She gazed up at him, the annoyance and
disappointment unmistakable. She looked beautiful of course,
kneeling in black lingerie that pushed her breasts over the top of
the garment. Her voluptuous lips were painted red for a special
occasion and her green eyes were wide and alive. Her long brown
hair was tied back in a silky ponytail that ran to the middle of
her back. Rebecca was 25 and had been with Jeffery since she was
21. There had been one or two others before Jeffery, but none
since.

“I don’t know what you
want me to do, Jeff,” she said, still on her knees and between his
legs.

“I’m sorry, babe,
really…it’s just…”

“You can talk to me about
it,” she said, sliding onto the couch and pulling in close to
him.

“It’s nothing,” Jeff said
again. “It’s work and just…”

“Jeffery,” Rebecca took
his hand in hers and kissed his cheek, “If you can’t tell me what’s
wrong, if you can’t open up…well, I can’t make you, is all I’m
saying.”

Jeffery stared into her gorgeous,
ocean-colored eyes and longed to make love to her. He often did
this. He had a bad habit of getting into his own head, and lately
it was worse than usual. It used to happen once in a great while,
and Rebecca never got angry with him over it. But now, ever since
Brady had begun to bully him more at work, it was all he could
think about when he was alone with his wife.

It was the quiet, passive aggressive
things he said about her that drove him crazy.

“How’s Becky?” Brady would
ask, leaning over the work cubicle and drinking coffee. Becky? Who
the fuck was Becky? Jeffery knew for a fact that Rebecca detested
that nickname, and so no one dared call her that. It was like Brady
had a sixth sense for being an asshole.

And tonight, after Rebecca
had come out dressed in new, sexy lingerie and pulled his pants
down, he had heard Brady’s voice in the back of his head as she
began to go down on him. Aren’t you a
little short, Bitch Boy? A little small to be handling a woman as
fine as that? I mean, can you really give her what she needs, Bitch
Boy? And so, his erection was over before
it began and once again, Rebecca was left without.

“Look,” Jeff said, “It’s
really nothing important. Work has been stressful lately. I can
tell it upsets you and I can tell…you know, you aren’t getting what
you need. And I’m sorry. I am. Just give me a little time OK? I’ll bounce
back.”

Rebecca leaned in and kissed him.
Jeffery put his hands on her tits and began to play. It was moving.
Rebecca noticed, too. She wasted no time in resuming position and
getting to work. And what do you know? The blood was flowing.
Vigorously.

She sucked him like that for a while,
easily handling Jeffery’s modest 5.5 inches.

I’m just kidding, buddy.
I’m sure Becky gets all the bitch boy she can handle.

Jefferey was losing it
again.

He looked down at Rebecca, lying on
her back. Large, flowing breasts spilled across her
chest.

“Get off of me, Jeffery,”
she said.
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​ Jeffery and Rebecca were on their way home from the gym when
a tire blew out on the blue Suburban.

“What the fuck,” Jeffery
moaned, staring at the pile of deflated rubber as the two of them
stood on the side of the road.

“You can change it,
right?” Rebecca asked. “I mean, this can’t be the first time you’ve
blown out a tire.”

“Well, I mean…I think I
can…”

“You’ve got to be kidding
me, Jeff!”

Jeff put his hands on his head and
sighed in frustration. He walked to the back of the Suburban and
opened the trunk, digging around under the seats for sign of a
spare. A jack and some long metal thing Jeff did not recognize were
lying in a heap. Sighing, he closed the trunk and faced his
wife.

“I think we need to call a
tow,” he said.

“For a fucking tire,
Jeffery? You’ve got be kidding me.”

“I’m pretty sure I’d just
make it worse and it’ll be easier if we-“

“Basic man shit, Jefferey!
How do you not know any of this stuff? You’re supposed to be able
to take care of things like this!”

“I know honey, I’m sorry,
I- “but she was storming away from him. They were pulled over on
the side of a lightly trafficked neighborhood street, but still a
good five miles from home. Resigned, Jefferey went into the car and
got his cell phone out to place a call to Triple A. Rebecca was in
the passenger seat giving him the silent treatment, scrolling
endlessly through social media.

“It won’t take long,” he
said, to no response.

As Jeffery waited to be put on the
line with a Triple A rep he stood on the side of the road,
surveying the land. Only about four cars had passed them since they
broke down, but the black Charger heading their way now looked
oddly familiar. The windows were tinted, and it was driving too
fast, but quite suddenly the blinker came on and the car began to
slow. It pulled over right behind the broken-down Sedan.

The Charger door opened and before the
driver could even get out, Jefferey rushed over to explain the
circumstances.

“Oh, hey there! Thanks for
stopping but we are all good, we are actually gonna get a –
“

His breath caught in his
throat.

“Holy fucking shit,” Brady
started, breaking into a smile as he stepped out of his car. “If it
isn’t Captain Bitch Boy himself, wow! What are the
chances!”

“Hello, Brady,” Jefferey
said, curtly.

“Engine trouble, or just a
flat?” He furrowed his eyebrows.

“Just…a tire, look, Brady,
we are fine and- “

“We?” He asked.

“Yeah, we, Brady. My wife
is in the car.”

Brady turned his head and investigated
the passenger seat. Rebecca was looking at them now, and she smiled
and waved at Brady. He returned in kind.

“Hold on a second, Bitch
boy, I’m confused. I need to get this straight. You got a flat
tire, and your wife is stranded and…you can’t change a fucking
tire?”

“Well, no, there is a
spare…I just, look Brady you can- “

“Who’s this, honey?”
Rebecca interrupted as she stepped out of the car.

“I’m Brady, sweet thing,”
Brady said, gliding past Jefferey to introduce himself to his wife.
He took her outstretched hand and put his wet, fat lips on the back
of it. “Pleasure to meet you,” he winked.

Rebecca blushed and pushed the hair
from her face.

“Jeff here said you got a
spare, so I’m gonna change your tire,” Brady said, calling Jefferey
by his real name for the first time in months.

“Oh, you are? Really?”
Rebecca’s face lit up. “That’s so nice! That’s so great! Thank you
so much!”

“It’s no problem,
really.”

They both looked back at me, and for
an instant I felt a wave of nausea overtake me. It passed as
quickly as it came.

“Fetch me the tire, Jeff?”
Brady said.

Rebecca and Jeff waited a few feet
away, watching Brady change the tire in the hot sun. He had removed
his shirt to avoid getting oil and dirt on it, and his biceps and
chest glistened with sweat as he worked. Jefferey double checked
Rebecca’s eyes several times and even though she had enough respect
to try and hide it, she was doing a terrible job of not
staring.

“He’s nice,” Rebecca said,
just out of earshot of Brady as she watched him work.

“Ha, think again,” I
said.

“What do you
mean?”

“That’s him…that’s THE
Brady. My boss, the fucking bully.”

“No way!” she
said.

“Yes way.”

Rebecca stared at Brady for a while,
watching him wipe the sweat from his brow before he shook the tire
loose from the frame and replaced it with the spare.

“I just can’t believe it,
Jeff. He’s so nice, and he’s helping us! Are you sure he isn’t just
playing rough with you? I know how sensitive you can
be!”

“We can talk about this
later,” Jefferey said, growing frustrated with the entire
situation.

“All done!” Brady said,
lowering the car back down on the jack. He stood up straight and
massaged a hand into his lower back. You could see his abs soaked
with sweat and streaks of perspiration running from his armpits
down his sides.

“Thank you again, Brady,
you are too kind!” Rebecca said.

“Oh, it’s no problem.
Happy to help. After all, we can’t just leave a pretty little thing
like you alone on the roadside, can we?” He winked at me. Rebecca
giggled.

“I feel bad you had to get
so…sweaty and dirty, we’re close by…you should come clean up at our
place and have a drink. Let us thank you for your help!” Lyndsey
said.

“Oh, well…sure, I don’t
see why not. That ok with you bitch…Jefferey?” Brady asked,
catching himself.

It most certainly fucking
isn’t Brady. Thanks for wasting your time changing my tire, now put
your shirt on and go the fuck home.

Lyndsey cast a death stare onto
Jeffery, daring him to defy her.

“Sure, sounds good, let’s
go,” Jeffery said.

“Excellent! It is settled
then! Drinks at Benny Boy’s with the gorgeous Rebecca,” Brady
finished with another wink at my wife. She blushed as red as a
tomato begging to come off the vine and tried to hide it with a
giggle. “Oh, I’m sorry, did I say that out loud?”

“You’re a bad boy, aren’t
you, Brady?” Rebecca said, playfully.

“What gave you that
impression?”

“We should probably go,”
Jeffery managed, his voice cracking a little.

“We definitely should! But
tell you what, I’m gonna drive your car back if that’s alright with
you, Benny. You really can’t trust donuts these days, and you can
trust your driving even less! Ha! Just kidding, but seriously, let me
drive your car home, you take mine. That way we all get home
safely.”

“Oh, no, I don’t think so
Brady. I think we need to- “

“Yeah baby, let Brady
drive it home, he seems to know what he is doing. I can ride with
him so I can give him directions,” Rebecca said.

“Great idea, Becky. My
little navigator.”

It was the first time Jeffery had
heard someone call Rebecca “Becky” without her response being an
angry correction with a scold to boot. This time, she said nothing.
She simply smiled and walked over to the passenger door and got in
the car.

“Well, Bitch Boy,” Brady
whispered, “I’ll be driving your wife home. Try not to scratch my
ride, yes?”
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​ Jeffery followed closely behind the Boss and Rebecca. His
view was mostly obscured by tint, but through the back window he
could see them talking. He could see Brady relaxed and leaning over
the center console as he chatted, and he could make out Rebecca
laughing. Not just laughing but cracking up, practically loud
enough to hear from behind the wheel of Brady’s car.

When they arrived, Brady parked the
car in the garage and Jeffery parked Brady’s car in the driveway.
As Jeffery approached the garage to walk in and join the two of
them, the garage door began to close. Jeffery stopped short,
watching it completely close in front of him.

Jeffery came in through the front door
once it was clear that neither Brady nor Rebecca was going to push
the button on the garage. Once inside he found his wife and his
bully in the kitchen, standing incredibly close…and smiling
entirely too much.

“Well, you know how it is
in college, Becky. Everyone is young and horny and free and things
happen. But no, no kids for me. Not yet!”

“Ha! I actually don’t know
much about college promiscuity. I was always a good girl!” Rebecca
said.

“You? Get out of here. I
bet all the guys were drooling after you…with an ass like that,”
Brady said.

“How did she drive?”
Jefferey interrupted, causing the two flirts look at him. He
detected a small annoyance in the face of his beautiful
wife.

“Just fine, Benny. If a
man is behind the wheel, there shouldn’t be any issues,” Brady
said.

The conversation resumed as if Jeffery
had never entered the room.

“How often do you work
out?” Rebecca asked.

“Just a few days a week,”
Brady said nonchalantly.

“Don’t you lie. I see what
you’re working with, it has to be more than a few days a
week…”

Annoyed, confused, and
defeated, Jeffery headed for the garage. There, he might find a
cold beer and a secret sip of the moonshine he had hidden in the
cabinet above the washer and dryer. It was hard for him to coalesce
all his feelings, mostly the ones that involved his wife. How on
earth could she act like this with a man that she knew he hated? It was beyond him
now, and the only thing that seemed like it might have a chance at
easing that burning anger in his stomach was some good
old-fashioned shine.

“Honey, grab a few beers
while you’re out there, would you? After all, Brady was nice enough
to fix our tire and make sure we got home safe.”

Jefferey said nothing and
stormed from the kitchen. As he drank a long, hard drought from the
mason jar in the silence of the garage, he could hear the two of
them laughing through the wall. Jesus
almighty motherfucking Christ, he
thought. What the hell is so goddamn
funny?

He returned with three beers and a
warm belly. And a little drunk, maybe.

“3 brews for the 3
amigos,” Jeffery said.

“Huh?” Rebecca said,
taking the beer from him.

“What the hell are you
babbling about, Benny?” Brady said.

The beers disappeared quickly as the
three of them made their way to the living room. Brady was sitting
in Jefferey’s recliner, but he had pulled it closer to the end of
the adjacent couch that Rebecca was sitting on. Jeffery opted for a
bar stool on the other side of the room. He sipped his beer in
drunken anger.

“Hey Jeffery, something
happened to my beer. I think it’s empty!” Brady said. The two of
them laughed hard at that, and it took Jeffery a moment to catch on
to what he was saying. Brady wagged the empty bottle in his
direction and said, “bring your wife one too while you’re at
it!”

Humiliated, Jeffery sulked from the
room to do as Brady said. What was the alternative? Tell Brady to
go fuck himself? He returned to the living with fresh beers, only
to find Brady now sitting next to his wife on the couch, massaging
her hand.

“Feel that? That’s where
the tension is,” he said. “If I rub it like this…yep, feel that?
Feels good, right?”

“Yeah, much better,”
Rebecca said.

“Beer’s here,” said
Jeffery, chiming in with another asinine comment.

“Set it down, Jeff. We’re
in the middle of something,” Brady said, annoyed.

“Hmm,” Rebecca stifled a
small moan, and looked guiltily at Jeffery immediately after.
Jefferey pretended not to notice as he sat down on the stool again,
waiting for his turn to speak, feeling that Apple Moonshine
starting to course through his veins. He had a small lunch earlier
in the day, and the lack of sustenance was surely making him
drunker, faster.

Eventually, the drink of
choice turned to wine, and the strange threesome made their way to
the backyard. Brady and Rebecca continued to hold each other in
rapt attention. Occasionally, Brady would look over at wherever
Jeffery was standing, often several feet away, and wink at him.
While Jefferey wanted to pretend that he did not know what the wink
was supposed to mean, deep down he knew. I’m flirting with your wife and she loves it. And there’s
nothing you can do because you are a pathetic little wimp that
can’t stick up for himself. Why deny it, Jeffery? Bitch Boy? You
know it’s true.

Still, how far could it really go?
Eventually Rebecca would tire of his company and Brady the Bully
would be on his way home.

“Where’s the bathroom,
Becky? I have got to take a leak. If I didn’t know better, I’d say
you were trying to get me drunk!”

“Me?” Rebecca said,
sweetly. “Me? No, I think it is the other way around Mr.
Brady.”

“Mr. Brady? I like that.
You know what I like better?”

“What’s that?”

“Big Brady,” he laughed.
Somehow, Rebecca found this remark endlessly funny, and she
guffawed aloud as she tried to tell him where the bathroom was.
Once he had gone out of sight, after nearly 2 and a half hours of
being there, Jeffery made his move.

“What the hell do you
think you’re doing, Becky?”

“Oh, fuck you, Jeffery.
Relax. We’re entertaining a friend, ever heard of it?”

“A friend? A
fucking…friend! He is not my friend; he is a fucking asshole! And
you are entertaining…you’re fucking him with your eyes! I want him
gone!”

Rebecca did not like that last comment
one bit, and in silent protest, gave her husband the
bird.

“Real mature, Rebecca.
Real fucking mature!”

“He fixed our tire. He
drove us home. What am I supposed to do, Jeffery? Tell him to
leave? Jesus, where are your manners?”

“I can’t believe what I’m
hearing, “Jeffery said. “I really just fucking can’t.”

“Believe this, husband. Go
get our guest another bottle of wine from the garage and pour 3
glasses. And enough of your bitching and moaning. You act like such
a little bitch boy sometimes!”

Jeffery’s face flashed red with anger.
“Where did you hear that term? Did he tell it to you? Did he tell
you that he calls me that… during your little lovers ride
home?”

Laughing now, Rebecca pushed him away.
“You’re paranoid, Jeffery. Why are you so intimidated by him? If
you don’t like what he has to say, why don’t you stick up for
yourself?”

Jefferey had no answer for
this.

“Are you going to get the
wine or not?”

“Get your own fucking
wine. I’m going upstairs. Goodnight!” Jefferey stormed
off.

“Oh Jeffery! Don’t be like
that!” She called after him. But Jeffery had disappeared around the
corner. “Guess I’ll have to get the wine myself,” Rebecca said to
no one. She rose from the couch and went out to the
garage.

Moments later, Brady slipped from the
bathroom and followed her.
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​ Jeffery lay on top of his neatly made king bed, away from the
nightmare happening downstairs. He closed his eyes tight and like a
child he tried to wish it away. He tried to pretend that Brady was
saying goodbye to Rebecca and heading for home. He tried to forget
all the looks and smirks and comments that happened between his
wife and his bully, he even chuckled aloud to himself in a feeble
attempt to shrug the whole thing off.

But it was no use. The anger and the
humiliation had followed him to the quiet of his bedroom, and even
without Brady next to him he still felt the bully’s
all-encompassing presence haunting him in his privacy. He suddenly
realized the house had gone silent, and even the chatter of the two
new friends had diminished.

Jefferey tried to set his
mind to other thoughts. He dug deep in his brain for the power of
indifference, for the power to be above all of this and let things
play out as they might…to let things play out without him. But as
he stared at the ceiling, he could not shake one badgering
thought: Why is it so quiet? What are they
talking about? What…are they doing?

After what felt like an hour but what
was only a few minutes, Jefferey could no longer stand it. He sat
up and left the bedroom. Heading downstairs he heard nothing of
conversation, and thought that maybe Brady had heard their argument
and decided to leave. When he got to the living room there was no
one there. He checked the driveway and frowned, seeing Brady’s car
still parked in the same place he had left it earlier. Jefferey’s
head was starting to ache from all the booze.

There was a strange sound coming from
the garage.

Jefferey walked through the kitchen
and made his way to the back door that led into the two-car garage.
As he placed his hand on the doorknob, he felt a strange surge of
nervous energy rush into his lower stomach and he hesitated to
enter. Part of him already knew, but Jefferey was in no condition
to listen to that voice screaming at him from the back room in his
mind.

More strange sounds. Mean whispers and
garbled speech. On the other side of the wall.

Jefferey turned the doorknob and
pushed.
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He had her pushed against the side of
the car, the whole mass of his muscular torso pinning her. Rebecca
looked small and frail beneath him, but her hands were roaming his
body like she was getting ready to climb a tree. Brady’s hand
rested dangerously close to her neck; palm open and ready to move
in. He leaned closer, using his free hand to start massaging her
tits over the shirt.

His hand closed on her neck and
tightened. Brady kissed her and Rebecca gave in to him. He held her
in place by the neck and explored her mouth. Their tongues danced
and collided as Jefferey watched on, dumbfounded and silent. His
wife had made no notice of his entrance into the garage, but Brady
glanced sideways at him and smirked.

“Your wife is fucking wet
for me, bitch boy,” Brady said, a crazed, drunken look in his eyes.
“It was all that booze. It got her nice and easy for
me.”

“Rebecca,” Jeff squeaked
out, “Rebecca, what…what are you doing?”

Rebecca turned from Brady and looked
at her husband. Her brief surprise gave way to annoyance. She gave
him a half-smile and rolled her eyes.

“How long were you
standing there watching, Jeff?” Rebecca asked.

“I wasn’t watching!
Goddamnit Rebecca, what the hell is this?” Jefferey was sick to his
stomach and finding it hard to catch his breath. Brady laughed at
Jefferey’s emotional breakdown, a horrible chortle filled with
malice and disgust. Then, he slapped a big rough hand over the top
of Rebecca’s cunt and started rubbing.

“Like it when I get my
hands all over you, slut?” Brady asked.

“Oh, my,” Rebecca
stuttered, melting into the alpha male.

“Stop! Stop it!” Jeffery
yelled, trying to physically intervene in the obvious foreplay
happening right before his eyes.

“SHUT THE FUCK UP, BITCH
BOY!”

Jeffery shrank back liked a kicked
dog. Brady advanced on him, chest out and towering. He backed
Jeffery into a corner and grabbed him by the shoulders, pushing him
down to the floor.

“Shut the fuck up,” he was
whispering now, his face inches from Jefferey’s. “Your wife clearly
needs something from me, and you clearly want to watch, you fucking
pervert. Don’t you?”

Jeffery stared up, terrified of his
boss and bully.

“So, sit the fuck down,
watch it happen, and only speak when spoken to. You got
it?”

Jeffery gazed off into nothing, meek
and beaten.

“YOU FUCKING GOT IT, BITCH
BOY?”

Still without a voice, Jeffery shook
his head YES.

“Good,” Brady smiled, “now
come get a little closer.”

Brady walked back to Rebecca. She was
sitting on the hood of the car half-naked and quite enjoying the
view of her husband getting manhandled. Brady grabbed a handful of
her hair and pulled her roughly to her feet, then down to her
knees.

“I’m gonna give you
something to suck now, Becky. That ok with you?”

It was OK with Becky.

Brady pulled down the zipper of his
jeans but left the top button in place.

“Reach in and pull it
out,” he said.

On her knees and trembling with
anticipation, Becky put her hand through the hole in his jeans. A
moment later her eyes went wide, and she looked up at him, jaw
gaping.

“Show your bitch boy
husband,” Brady said, grinning ear to ear.

Becky fought it through the zipper
hole and then dropped it on the front of his jeans. It
dangled.

Jeffery swallowed the lump
in his throat. It was an audible gulp in the dimly lit, dusty old
garage. Brady’s cock hung low and fat, complete and uncut. It was
only just beginning to harden and was easily three times Jeffery’s
own. Blue veins wrapped the shaft here and there, ending at the
hooded tip.

“It’s just…it’s just so…”
Rebecca searched for the right words, but in the end could only
describe the thing in one way. “It’s just…so….
fucking…big!”

“Bigger than your
husband’s?” The Boss Bully asked.

“So much bigger,” she
said.

Jefferey looked on. His eyes told a
story, but his mind could not follow it. His wife was on her knees,
worshipping another man’s cock. Only, it was not just another man.
It was the most hated man in Jefferey’s life. It was a real-life
Bully and abuser standing in his home with his cock hanging out of
his jeans like a garden hose forgotten to be rolled up. His ears
tried to tell him that these two had no intention of stopping, but
it was Jefferey’s mind that rejected the evidence, still clinging
to false hope that this was a nightmare.

“It isn’t going to suck
itself, Becky,” Brady said.

She cradled it in both
hands, lifting it to her small mouth. She tried getting the head in
and for the first time in her life, had to think about what
her jaw was doing
while giving head. She stretched wide and tried shoving
him.

“No, like this,
Becky.”

Brady pushed her small hands away and
grabbed hold of the member. With his other hand he grabbed the back
of her head and guided it past her lips. Rebeca’s eyes widened and
she pulled away a little, but there was no getting out of his
strong grasp. She relaxed, and after some choking and spitting, he
was fucking her mouth at a smooth, rapid pace.

“You’re not getting much
in that little mouth, Becky,” Brady taunted her. He looked at
Jeffery, “she can probably just swallow yours right up, huh?” Becky
had a hand on each of Brady’s thighs, squeezing and holding on for
dear life.

“Answer me when I’m
fucking talking to you, Bitch Boy,” Brady chided.

“Um…yes, she does,” Jeff
said quietly.

“Look me in the eyes while
I fuck your wife’s face, bitch boy!”

Brady let her up for air and Rebecca
wiped the spit from her mouth. He leaned down and scooped her off
the floor (handling her easily), and placed her face down on the
hood of the car. He pulled her skirt up, revealing a black thong on
her pale, juicy ass. Rebecca was squirming and unsure of what was
happening or what was coming next, but the Boss Bull held her
still. Brady slapped it hard and she screamed, his handprint
staining perfectly red on her white ass. He spread her cheeks,
leaned in, and spit on her asshole.

“Does he eat your ass,
Becky?”

“Oh my God,” she
whimpered.

“Oh no,” Jeffery groaned.
The imagine was burning into his brain: his wife, drunk and slutty
bent over the hood of a car, and the jock prick with the giant
dick, defiling her in the worst way possible.

“I’ll take that as a
NO.”

Brady started tonguing her asshole
rapidly as the beautiful hot wife squirmed on the hood of the car.
Sick and on the verge of passing out, Jefferey began to stumble
away from the scene happening before him.

“Where do you think you’re
off to, Bitch Boy?”

Jeffery stopped in his tracks and
turned around.

“Get on your knees and
crawl over here, Jeffy. I want you to have a front row seat for
this part.”

Lost and shocked, Jeffery obeyed. By
the time he crawled to them, Brady had a finger in Rebecca’s ass.
“This is a tight fucking asshole, bitch boy. I don’t think I’ll
fit,” he said, plunging his pointer in and out of her taut hole. He
slapped her ass hard enough for the wife to cry out, the handprint
from the last slap was already welting over lava-red. Jeffery was
inches from where Brady’s giant cock was dangling from his jeans,
and he was having trouble keeping his eyes off it.

“Where’s your lube, bitch
boy?”

“In the bedside
dresser.”

“Go fucking get
it.”

A dream passed in the living world as
Jeffery stumbled from the garage and back into the house, up the
stairs and into the bedroom. He brought the purple bottle of lube
back downstairs and into the garage. Brady had walked around to the
other end of the car and was once more pummeling Rebecca’s mouth.
Every so often he would reach across and slap her fat ass white,
sending the cheeks jiggling madly.

“I got bored waiting for
you, so I decided to skull fuck your whore wife,” Brady laughed,
his shark smile in full glow. “I figured you wouldn’t
mind.”

Rebecca was gagging on it, and Jeffery
saw that she had slipped a hand underneath her, pleasing herself as
she pleased the bully.

“Go grease your wife’s
asshole up for me, bitch. Can you handle that?”

Slow and scared, Jeffery approached
his quivering wife’s body. For the first time all night, he touched
her with his own hands. He slowly spread her ass cheeks, feeling
himself getting hard despite it all. He poured some lube out and
began to rub it around.

“Now come unbutton me,
Bitch Boy.”

Knowing better than to argue, Jeffery
obeyed. On his knees and inches from his wife, he undid the button
of the man that was going to cuckold him. The jeans dropped to
Brady’s ankles, revealing a giant ballsack and large, hairy legs.
Brady peeled his shirt off from his athletes’ figure and stood
naked in the garage.

“This is what a real man
looks like,” Brady said. “Pick my fat dick up and move it so your
wife can get to my balls, Jefferey.”

Jefferey felt the wetness
on it first, but soon forgot all about the fact that his wife’s
spit was covering it. It’s
heavy, Jefferey’s mind screamed.
My God it weighs more than my arm
does. It was the first time Jefferey had
touched another man’s penis, and here he was keeping it up and out
of the way for his wife’s hungry mouth. She cupped the hairy
nutsack close and started alternating between his left and right
nut as she sucked one, and then the other.

“That’s it you dirty
bitch, suck my fucking nuts. Let your husband see you do it…good
girl. Good fucking slut…You like touching my dick, Jefferey? You a
closet homo or something? Well don’t get used to it, I’m about to
take it away and give it back to your wife!”

Brady shoved him so hard then that
Jefferey fell over into a worktable nearby. When he collected
himself and turned back to the scene unfolding before him, Brady
was wordlessly directing Rebecca by holding onto a handful of her
hair. She sat up on the hood and swung her body around to face the
opposite way. Her plump ass and pink hole were once again staring
directly at Brady.

“Good job with the lube,
Bitch Boy. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you
want to see your wife
get fucked in the ass.” Brady was starting to rub the tip of it
against her puckered, scared butthole. Rebecca was moving like the
hood of the car was on fire; her nerves getting the best of her.
She had never done anal before. Prior to Brady’s tongue and
finger, nothing had been up there.

Rebecca began to moan in pain almost
right away, the tip not even penetrating yet. By the time Brady
began to push the fat head of his cock inside, she was
screaming.

“Please, stop,” Jeffery
cried.

“You’re gonna watch your
wife get fucked in the ass, Bitch Boy. The same way I do you at
work. You fucking get it?”

Soon the tip was all the way in, and
then another inch. Rebecca’s screams quieted down, and her painful
groaning began to turn into long, guttural moans.

“Oh boy, Bitch Boy, I
think she might like this.”

Brady took some mercy on her and
stopped pushing. He stood there with his powerful erection in
another man’s wife. He began to rock, ever so slowly, out of
her…and then back in. Each time he pushed back inside her she would
gasp or scream, and then she would moan as he slid it out. Every
pump was pain. Every pump was pleasure. Sometimes she balled a fist
and slammed it down onto the hood of the car, racking the garage
with the sound of it.

Jeffery stared at her gaping asshole
and the giant cock that was stretching it.

“OK, Becky. Warm up is
over. Time to act like a big girl.”

Brady grabbed a handful of her hair
and yanked Rebecca up so her face was to the sky.

“Take my fat cock in your
ass, whore!”

Brady began to rail. Rebecca’s gasps
were a mix of half words and cries, painful whining and blissful,
heavy breathes. All the time that her husband’s bully used her
asshole she was readjusting and squirming beneath him, but with
every pump she was learning to like it more and more.

“You fucking loser, Jeff.
What kind of man sits there and watches another man ass-fuck his
little wife? Huh?”

“Please, stop,” Jeff
said.

“I’ll stop when this
little whore tells me to, or until I fucking nut in her ass. You
got it, Bitch Boy?”

“OHHHH FUUUUCK, OH, OH,
OW, OWOHHHFUCK,” Rebecca ripped into a wail of pain and ecstasy as
she began to cum on the hood of the car.

“You want me to stop,
Becky?” Brady screamed.

“Please, no, don’t fucking
stop. Don’t fucking stop. Keep…going…”

After she came, Brady wrestled her
down to the dirty garage floor and fucked her there, too. Her knees
dug into the could cement and the dirt rubbed into her white skin.
Brady worked her over mercilessly. He slapped her ass and spit on
her back and in her hair. He called her names and made her beg him
to keep going.

“You can just fucking
watch, Jeffy. Watch and do nothing while I destroy your fucking
wife!”

So, Jeffery watched. And when at last
Brady was finished with her, he pulled out of Rebecca’s aching
spread asshole and pointed his cock at her face.

“Fucking take my load,
bitch. Right in front of your pathetic husband,” Brady moaned,
unloading thick white gobs from his hooded purple tip, and covering
her face. Rebecca was on her knees trying to recover from her first
ass-fucking in time to take her first facial. She was not ready for
it and as the bull-cock emptied on her face she began to laugh as
it dripped off her cheeks.

“Don’t fucking move yet,”
Brady told her when he was done, squeezing out the last of it into
her hair. He stepped back from his painting and searched around for
his discarded jeans. He pulled his phone out, lined up a picture,
and snapped the shot.

“Good little slut smile
for the camera.”

Brady wiped the cum out of her eyes and then had her eat it off his
fingers. She gagged at first but obliged. Then Brady turned to his
final task.

“Pull out your hard little
cock and jerk it, Bitch Boy.”

“What?”

“NOW!”

And then Jeffery had it out and he was
cumming. His little cock was shooting a pathetic load onto the
garage floor, and Brady was laughing at him. And so was Rebecca.
They were both pointing and laughing at him.






7.

​ Months later, Jefferey was sitting at his cubicle on a Friday
afternoon, getting ready to call it a day and head home for the
weekend.

“Hey, little buddy!” Brady
was looming over the small cubicle, a shit-eating grin on his
face.

“Hello…sir,” Jefferey
responded.

Brady took a moment to chuckle to
himself before continuing. “Look, I want you to head out early
today. Take the rest of the afternoon off, OK with you?”

His eyebrows furrowed in puzzlement,
and Jeffery found no words to respond with. Leave early? And
without having to ask, no less? What the hell was going
on?

“Cat got your tongue,
little buddy?”

“Uh, no, I,” snapping out
of his disbelief, Jefferey found his voice. “That sounds great,
actually. Thank you, Brady.”

“Excuse me?” His voice
turned to a low snarl.

“Uh, oh! I mean, thank you
SIR.”

“Good boy,” Brady stood
there a while longer, just looking at his prey, savoring each
moment.

“Anything else, Sir?”
Jeffery asked straightening up.

“Oh yeah, well…See, your
wife is in my office putting her clothes back on. I don’t think you
saw her come in because, well, she’s been here since your lunch
break about 3 hours ago. She wanted to come say hello, but she was
busy.”

Jeffery sighed long and hard, shaking
his head but saying nothing.

“But look, little buddy.
She’s tired. I mean, she’s just a mess. Absolutely exhausted from
everything, so I want you to take her home and put her to bed.
Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” Jeffery
responded.

Brady was walking away before he
stopped and turned one last time.

“Oh, and I’ll be around
tonight around 8 O’clock. I want a 6 pack of Miller waiting for me
and maybe a pizza. Your wife and I have plans.”

Laughter rippled through the office.
There was not a soul who worked there who did not know about the
“arrangement” between their boss, Jefferey AKA Bitch Boy, and
Jefferey’s wife. The widespread embarrassment was part of
Jefferey’s abuse, and that was not going to change anytime
soon.

Jefferey found Rebecca waiting for him
in the downstairs lobby. Her hair was a mess and mascara was
running down both cheeks. He would have thought she had been crying
if it wasn’t for the way her face lit up when she saw him
approaching. She kissed him on the lips, and he tasted salt and
sex.

“Lets go home, darling,”
she said.



Blackmailed by The Bull

​




1.

“You’re going to do what I
tell you to do, Lee. And that’s all there is to it.”

I was sweating and shaking in the
small cardio room of my apartment building. I hit almost 3 miles on
the treadmill that day, at a sharper incline than usual. But that
had nothing to do with the sweat pouring off me now. It had
everything to do with Damien, large and looming, sticking his cruel
finger into my bony chest.

“I’ve got copies and
copies of it, Lee. I’ve got one for you. For me. For
Dana…”

“Now hold on a fucking
second, Damien, let me catch my breath,” I told him. I was near
hyperventilation. “You’re talking too fast, it’s all coming at me
too fast. I need time…I need to think…”

“Oh, you need some time to
think about it, buddy? Is that it? Sure, I don’t blame you. I can
give you…oh let’s say two minutes. That enough time for
you?”

Damien wore a black t-shirt that cut
off at the sleeves, sure to show off his bronzed, veiny shoulders.
His biceps and forearms were flexed and menacing, and I could tell
he was making himself taller than usual. Not that he needed to.
Damien was 6’4 and as athletic as they come. If he wanted to scare
me, he certainly didn’t need his tippy toes.

“I don’t even know what
you’re talking about,” I lied, “I think you’ve got bad info,
Damien.”

“Is that so,
betaboy1987@hotmail.com?”

Hearing it out loud, uttered from
someone as predatory as Damien, was more shocking than I
anticipated. My breath went shallow in my throat and when I tried
to speak, I squeaked. My false, confused eyes searched Damien’s
indifferent face.

He smiled ear to ear. He had
me.

“I will admit, the name
describes you to a T,” Damien set both of his giant hands on my
shoulders, squeezing. Almost warmly. “The first step is admitting
it out loud, Lee.”

I’ve known Damien longer than I would
have liked to. When I was 14 he started dating my sister, Tara, who
is 3 years older than me. Damien a year older than her. From the
moment she started bringing him over to the house my life changed
for the worse. He saw me as a scrawny, weak boy with wasted
potential. And he never missed an opportunity to point it
out.

“Take the dogs for a walk,
loser,” he would spit at me, walking down the hallway to my
sister’s bedroom.

“It’s Tara’s turn. Mom
said so!” I protested.

“Take the dogs for a walk
or I’ll hang you buy your underwear in the coat room. Don’t come
back for at least an hour. Your sister and I have a lot to…talk
about.”

As I got older the
harassment grew worse. On my 18th birthday he offered to
“teach me how to fight.” All that consisted of was me, face down in
the dirt, with Damien on top. He held my head still and shoved it
into the dirty ground while I felt his massive body on top of me.
Smothering me.

“Your sisters got a nice
pussy, Lee,” he breathed in my ear, pinning my arm behind me and
digging something into my lower back. “She opens it for me whenever
I tell her to. Her mouth too. You ever see your pretty with sister
cum on her face? You should. It’s beautiful. She’s such a
slut.”

I screamed but Damien covered my mouth
with a harsh hand.

“I gave her to my buddies
last weekend, Lee. You should have seen it. The way she sucked
every one of them like a whore. Your friend Benny was there too.
You should have seen her face when put it in her- “

Tara and Damien married in her senior
year of college. The man I despised and feared was now my
brother-in-law. Some silly part of me thought that perhaps, now
that he was family, things might change. He was getting older after
all, and surely this schoolyard bullying could not go on
forever.

He sent pictures of my
sister Tara sleeping naked. Pictures of her with eyes closed, semen
pasted across her smiling face. Always captions:
Whore.
Your sister wasn’t in the mood until I pulled out
my cock. Doesn’t
she look lovely with cum on her face? Of
course, I never said anything to Tara. The humiliation would have
been too great to suffer.

I met Dana around the same time that
Tara and Damien’s marriage started to go south. My innocent, sweet
sexy college girlfriend had quickly become the love of my life. The
way she loved me back, the way she believed in me, it helped to
untie some of the damage that Damien had done to my confidence. And
when Tara and Damien finalized their divorce, I married Dana. The
two biggest moments of my life coincided: being rid of my childhood
bully and marrying my best friend.

“What caused the split?”
my new wife asked my sister one Sunday over mimosas. “I mean Tara,
you two seemed so good together. What happened?”

My darling sister gave only a wry
smile. “You know, Dana, sometimes certain men are just too much to
handle all of the time,” Tara glanced at me before finishing, “I
think his masculinity became too much for me. His testosterone
never seemed to sleep. And I wanted more than just a good
fuck.”

Dana giggled when Tara said it, and I
went red in the face. It was hard to talk about Damien around her.
Always those terrible pictures flashing in my mind. Did Tara know
he sent me those? Something in that look she gave said she
might.

“Well, Lee? What do you
say?” Damien shoved me down with his bear paws, hairy knuckles
curled on my weak frame. I was looking up at him from the floor,
trying to catch my breath in the muggy, stifled gym.

“How did you find my
email, Damien…How did you know?”

“Oh, little buddy.
Everyone has secrets to hide. You just gotta know how to find
them.” Damien reached into his back pocket and pulled out a disc.
It was in a square white envelope and marked with an L in black
sharpie. He tossed it casually into my lap.

“Screenshots. Emails.
Conversations. Even the links for your favorite porn. Which by the
way, all seem to have one thing in common,” he laughed.

I averted my eyes, too filled with
shame to look at any human.

“Aw, little Lee. Don’t be
embarrassed buddy. We always knew you were a cuck. I mean,
absolutely nobody is surprised about this. And maybe Dana won’t be
either when I give her a copy.”

“You wouldn’t, Damien. You
can’t…”

“Oh, I can. And I will.
Unless…”

“Unless what?”

The way Damien loomed over me gave
little room for movement. I was crouched on my ass, hugging my
knees, and each of Damien’s legs sat like tree trunks on either
side of me. The crotch of his pants rubbed against my forehead if I
didn’t keep my head flat against the wall behind me.

“Unless you become my
little helper, Lee. You’re going to help me with all sorts of
stuff.”

“Like what?” I asked
defeated.

“Like whatever the fuck I
say. You see Lee, it’s no sweat off my nuts to hand your pretty
wife one of these discs. But I’d venture it’s a lot of fucking
sweat for you. Maybe more than sweat. Maybe a marriage. So, If I
ask you to clean my bathroom every morning, what are you going to
say?’

“Come again?” I said
confused.

“Wrong answer,” he chided,
swaying his hips forward and brushing my forehead with the package
in his pants.

“I’m not sure I understand
Lee, I- “

“A bit slow, aren’t you?
Here. I’ll explain it another way.”

Damien squatted down so we were at eye
level. He grabbed me by the chin and pinned my head to the
wall.

“I’ve got all your little
porno secrets, Lee. Ready to go. And I can show your wife anytime I
want. Unless you tell me here and now that you’re going to be my
little slave boy. Clean my fucking bathroom. Wash my fucking
dishes. Do my fucking laundry. And anything else that comes into my
head. Do you understand that betaboy1987?”

Damien shook my head yes.

“My apartment. Tomorrow at
6 am. I want it fucking spotless when I get home. Especially the
toilet. I want you to scrub my shit box until it sparkles. You
understand, boy?”

The sinking in my stomach could not
reach another depth, and through my tunneled vision I saw only one
way out of this mess.

“Yes…I
understand.”

“Good boy,” Damien said.
He left me there, a sweating shaking mess in the corner of the
cardio room.

It had been almost a year since Tara
and Damien’s divorce when I found out he was moving into my
apartment building. A whole year of no Damien. It was the best time
of my life. Dana and I were going strong, had a healthy sex life,
and were planning a future together. A future after the apartment
building that we had grown to love.

Then one day I come home with a bag of
groceries to see the unit at the end of my hall, the one that stood
vacant for a month, with its front door open. Inside it was
littered with moving boxes and misplaced furniture. I could hear
someone moving about so being the friendly neighbor, I stuck my
head in to say hello and introduce myself.

The moment I knocked on the open front
door Damien rounded the corner in nothing but a pair of jeans. His
glistening chest and wide shoulders were intimidating but the shock
of seeing his smug face is what set me back.

“Well, if it isn’t little
Lee!” Damien smiled, wiping his wet palms on the front of his
jeans.

“Damien? What are you
doing here?”

“What’s it look like,
numbnuts? I live here now!”

“Here?”

“You’re slow aren’t you,
Lee?”

It took Damien no time at all to get
situated, and soon I was seeing him almost daily. I marveled at the
bad luck of it, wondering if it was fate that kept bringing my path
across Damien’s.

“You’re being dramatic,”
Dana told me. “He can’t be all that bad. I know he’s your sister’s
ex and so you’re protective or loyal or whatever, but don’t make it
into a big deal.”

“You don’t know the man,
Dana. He’s deranged. He’s the final asshole boss in a game full of
asshole bosses.”

“Blah, blah, blah!” she
waved me off. Dana was sitting on the couch with a glass of red
wine in her hand, wearing only a little t-shirt and green panties.
Her perky tits pushed the fabric to its breaking point. Her creamy
thighs wrapped around each other as she brought the wine to her
pouty lips.

“I wish you’d take me
seriously,” I pleaded with her, tracing her curves with my
eyes.

“I’ll take you seriously
when you get Mr. Pecker hard again. Like you used to. For
me.”

She was referring to our changing sex
life. Ever since Damien moved in down the hall my libido had taken
a dive. The same energetic lust I once had seemed to be ebbing, and
so was the strength of my erections. Dana was patient, but she was
not Job. Lately her comments went beyond teasing and were treading
into the territory of insulting.

Determined to clear my mind and rid
myself of Damien’s ever-looming presence, I started running in the
mornings on the treadmill. In the small room on the first floor
that the Landlord called The Gym. It was there that Damien found
me. It was there that he started blackmailing me.

I lay awake the entire night, thinking
about what was on that disc Damien gave me. All that cuckold porn,
gigs and gigs of it. How did he find it all? The conversations with
those men on Reddit. The men who told me in lurid detail exactly
what they would do to my wife, given the chance. All the nights I
stayed up after Dana to jerk off reading those messages. Watching
porn. Anything short of having my laptop in his possession meant
that Damien was either an elite hacker, or a magician.

I arrived at 6 am sharp. Damien
greeted me with a smile and playful slap of the face before handing
me a toilet brush and toilet bowl cleaner. He was dressed in a
morning robe of deep green, his sturdy chest showing through the
loose V the coat made.

“I took a healthy shit
this morning so be sure to scrub extra hard,” he advised me. “I’m
off to the gym and then a few errands. I want this place spotless
by the time I get back. Do you understand me?”

“I guess so,” I replied,
no attempt to hide my distaste.

“You’re going to call me
Master, Lee. When you’re here in my apartment, serving me, I want
you to call me master.” I half expected him to be joking, but the
look he gave said otherwise.

“You’re
serious?”

“As serious as handing
over that porno disc to lovely Dana,” he replied.

“Ok…master.”

“Louder, Lee. Say it like
you mean it. You’re going to clean my house today. Scrub my shit
bowl. Got it, loser?”

“Yes…Master.”

“Good boy.”

As I scrubbed porcelain, holding my
breath, I caught view of Damien changing for the gym. It wasn’t my
fault. The door that connected his bedroom to the bathroom was open
and he made no attempt to hide anything. He dropped the green robe
from his obnoxiously tall frame, and it fell the floor with a quiet
thump. He was nude underneath. Before I averted my eyes, I caught
sight of a robust back and rounded, muscular ass sitting on rocky
thighs.

“Are you sneaking a peek,
gay boy?” he called, pulling gym shorts over his legs. “I’m sure it
looks a lot different than when you look in the mirror. Wonder if
Dana would like it?”

I swallowed hard and held my tongue,
thinking of the content on the CD.

“What do you think, Lee?
You saw my ass right? Better than those two flapjacks you’re
carrying around. You think Dana might like to squeeze my ass? I
could teach her a lot about anatomy. She probably doesn’t even know
a
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