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Smashwords Edition


1.

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

It came from behind, 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 a shit eating grin all over his face. 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.


2.

​ “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.


3.

​ 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
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