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​Chapter One: The Beginning of a Long Summer
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“That’s my burger,” Veronica says with a laugh as she reaches over and picks up the wrapped delicacy from my lap. 

“I was going to give it to you,” I protest as I chuckle.  “You know I wouldn’t eat your food, sweet stuff.”  

“Sweet stuff,” she huffs as I turn my head and watch the carhop walk back into the restaurant.  “Hey, stop that, Jase!”  I feel Veronica’s hand land hard across my shoulder.  “That’s Katie.  She was one of your students a few years ago, right?”

“Oh, what?”  I turn and look at my wife with a grimace as I rub my shoulder.  “I wasn’t looking at anyone.”

“You watched her walk.”  Veronica shakes her head.  “That was Katie Stringfield, Jase.  She was a student of yours in one of your math classes a few years ago.  I remember her coming to the house for tutoring.”

I shake my head.  “Hey, I don’t do anything unprofessional with my students, Veronica.  You know that I don’t.”  My wife and I are both teachers at our local high school.  She teaches social studies while coaching girls volleyball and I teach math to juniors and seniors.  

“But you were looking at her.”

“She’s at least twenty-two by now,” I reply.  “Shit, honey, do you really think I have a thing for my students?  That’s twisted.”

Veronica raises an eyebrow as she glares back at me.  “I don’t think you have a thing for your current students, Jase.  I think you have a thing for some of your former students who happen to work here.”  She laughs a little as she asks me, “What if I were ogling one of my former male students?  Would that be okay with you?”

“Go ahead,” I say as I allow a sly grin to form on my face.  “Look at them all you want.”

Veronica again whacks me across the shoulder.  “She’s wearing a pair of shorts that lets her ass hang out.  How can I not look to see that?”

“Yeah she is.”  I turn and see Katie again walking outside, this time toward another parked car.  “Damn, she has certainly become a very grown up young woman.”

“Shit.”  My wife sits back in her seat and begins to open up her hamburger.

“You know that I am just playing around with you, right?” I say as I look over at Veronica.  “You know that I like seeing you squirm this way.”

She nods her head.  “I know you like to do this to me, but I wish you would just not do it by staring at other women.”

“Yeah, I guess that is pretty fucked up, huh?”  I laugh a little as I reach into the paper bag and pull out my order of mozzarella cheese sticks.  After taking a quick bite of one of the fried, breaded sticks, I look over at Veronica and ask, “Have you thought about the summer job thing since we talked about it last week?”

“I have,” she says after chewing up and swallowing her first bite of her hamburger.  “I think we should do it, Jase.  I mean, I would really like to be able to visit Europe next summer and the extra money would be very helpful in getting us there.  

“Yeah, I think it would be as well.”  After taking a quick drink of my soft drink, I ask, “Do you have any ideas where we could go to apply for a couple of jobs?”

Veronica smiles as she turns to face me.  “As a matter of fact, I do.”

“Oh, hell, here we go,” I say as I shake my head.  “You didn’t go and talk to Bryce, did you?”

“Bryce Gilliam?  Sure I did.”  My wife giggles as she puts her hamburger down on a napkin in her lap.  “Jase, I know you don’t like the guy all that much, but he really does want to hire us if we are looking for a job.”

“You know I don’t get along well with him, honey.  He and I are worlds apart on everything.”  Bryce and I went to high school together but attended college in separate parts of the country.  The fact that we both came back to the same hometown is both a statistical surprise and a disappointment for me.  Though we got along fine in school, neither of us ran in the same crowds.  He was a hard partier and I was a young man who wanted to better himself through education.  Bryce’s family is wealthy and very influential in the community, which is probably how he became the manager of the Twin Cities Boat Dock on the lake just a few years ago.  

“You need to learn to get along with him, Jase.  He’s not a bad guy and he genuinely wants us to come work for him.”

“He wants to fuck with me,” I reply flatly.  “That guy doesn’t like me one bit and I feel the same about him.”

“Dammit, Jase, can’t you just stop being a total jerk for a minute and see an opportunity when it presents itself to you?  He wants to hire us both at a good rate of pay to hang out on the water all summer.  It is the perfect opportunity for me to get a great tan and for the two of us to make enough money to pay a portion of our trip next year.”  My wife reaches over to me and takes my hand.  “Besides, can you imagine me in my Daisy Duke’s and a bikini top on the boat deck?”

“I don’t want you half-naked on the lake for Bryce and his buddies to gawk at.”  

“You were just now watching Katie walk through here, Jase.  What’s wrong with me flashing a little skin as well?”  She smiles at me as she looks into my eyes.  “Jase, it’s just a summer job for each of us, that’s all.  I’m not asking to go and screw somebody for the fun of it.  All we will be doing is getting customers to the docks and making money.  The boat owners even give tips to the women on the dock, Jase!”  

“Fresh meat for the guys on the boats to look at, huh?”  

“You know that’s what brings them in to buy gasoline and groceries, my love.  Besides, you like to show me off, right?” 

My cock begins to bulge my jeans as I move around in my seat.  “I just don’t want Bryce looking at you, that’s all.”  Thinking for a moment, I ask her, “What would I be doing?  Showing off my abs and pecs to the ladies on the boats?”  

“Um, well, I guess you could if you actually had any.”  

“What?”  I watch as my wife grins at me.  “That’s pretty cold, even for you, Veronica.”  I can’t help but laugh a little at the dig from her.

“It’s just the truth, sweetheart.  You really should consider getting to the gym with me once in a while.”  She pats my stomach before continuing, “Bryce wants you to work the store on the dock.  He thinks you would have a real knack for using a cash register.”

“Oh, wow.”  I shake my head as I sit back in my seat.  “So, the math teacher gets to run a register because he can do a little math.  Very nice.  You know, I am more than just a math whiz, honey.  I can do more than run a cash register.”

“He knows,” she tells me.  “That’s why Bryce also wants you to work on some general maintenance jobs for the boats that come in.  Sometimes they need cleaning, a quick oil change, or something else.  He is willing to pay you to do this as well as a commission for the work.  It sounds really nice, Jase.  Please just give it an honest thinking-over.”  

I nod my head as I pick up my soft drink and bring the straw to my lips.  For the last ten years my wife and I have both worked at the local high school and we have made a name for ourselves in the community as good, upstanding people.  However, working at a boat dock might not help the image we have cultivated.  “I don’t know, Veronica.  I just don’t want you to become some kind of sexually charged object on the lake for the boys from school to stare at.  You know there will be lots of social media posts about this if you are nearly topless on that boat dock.”

“I will be well covered, Jase.  The tops I have are tasteful and perfectly legal in public.” 

“And a horndog magnet,” I retort.  “I just don’t know...”

“Let’s do this, then,” she offers as she smiles at me.  “Why not go talk to the owner of the docks and Bryce about his idea?  Maybe we can all come to some sort of understanding that will be more in line with what you think a summer job should look like in your view.  If they say that I don’t need to do the bikini top thing, I can see just wearing a tee shirt.  Would that make you happy?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I reply, “I don’t know.  It’s still Bryce we are talking about.  He is such an asshole sometimes.”

“Maybe back then,” Veronica admits, “But I think he is a much nicer now.  At least, he seems to have changed since high school.”  My wife sits back in her seat before reaching down and picking up the hamburger and wrapper in her lap.  “Just think it over, alright?”

I nod my head and tell her, “I will think it over, Veronica, I really will.  Still, I don’t think you or anyone else will change my mind on this.  I’m pretty set in my ways.”

She reaches over and rubs the swelling bulge in my pants.  “You sure are.  Hey there, big fella.”  Veronica giggles as she massages my swelling manhood through the thick material of my blue jeans.

“Not fair,” I grunt as I look down at her hand.  I love the way my wife sometimes toys with me when we are talking about something we do not both agree upon.  This is why I so often look forward to our little differences being aired out at home.  It often leads to sex as my wife attempts to use it to get what she wants from me.

“All is fair in love and war, my darling husband.  Never forget that.”  Veronica giggles as she bends toward me and kisses my cheek.  “So, I’ll call Bryce and tell him we will at least come and talk to him about the jobs, okay?  Does that sound like a good plan to you?”

“Ugh.”  I look down as Veronica takes her hand away from my bulging pants.  She already knows my answer.  My wife is just that good at gauging what I will do.  “Fine.”  

“Yay!  Thank you, sweetheart.”  She gives me another kiss on the cheek before sitting back in her own seat and taking another bite of hamburger.

“You are really very unfair when you do that, Veronica.  Just saying.”  She doesn’t answer me, but smiles softly as she continues to enjoy her food.  Seeing that the conversation is over for now, I do the same with my remaining mozzarella cheese sticks as we enjoy the end of the school year in our car at a local drive-thru restaurant.
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​Chapter Two: Learning the Ropes
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We walk out onto the long boat dock and begin making our way toward the store and office located at one end.  Though I have been here before as a customer in a boat my wife and I own, it feels strange to be here in this capacity.  I have never before considered working at this dock or any other of the several docks around the lake.  This was always the sort of thing the college students nearby would opt to do.  For Veronica and I, this is going to be a very different adventure indeed.

“Well, there you are!”  Bryce Gilliam walks up to us with a huge smile on his face.  “Long time no see, buddy!”  He offers me a hand and I take it to shake, though I would have prefered not to have done so.  “How are the town’s two most popular teachers doing today?”

“Most popular?  I doubt that,” my wife says as she laughs.  “Maybe most infamous, if you happen to ask any of my eighth grade geography students or Jase’s algebra classes.”

“Give ‘em all F’s,” I say as I force a smile across my face.  “They deserve nothing else, right?”

“That’s what Ms. Purdy used to say about our class when we were young, right?”  Bryce nods his head as he looks at me.  “You know, I don’t think I saw you at either class reunion, Jase.”

“No, you didn’t.  I don’t really like doing that sort of thing.”

“How could you know whether you would like it or not?  You have never been to one, have you?”  Bryce shakes his head.  He is still tall and attractive, his dark hair is curly and thick with not even a hint of grey.  They athletic man was the football team captain our senior year and was popular with practically every girl in our class.  At least, with those who seemed to have less sense than Veronica.  She saw through his egotism and opted to go for me instead.  Though I want to believe that it had something to do with my charisma and charm, I have to admit her attraction to me was probably mostly a product of her own intense interest in how I could avoid the usual class politics of the time.  I was a loner of sorts, and she liked that.  

“I just don’t like seeing people getting older, that’s all.  I have to worry about that every day when I look in my bathroom mirror anyway.”  

“Oh, I gotcha.  It’s a real bitch, right?”  He looks over at Veronica and says, “I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t say that sort of thing in front of a lady.”  Bryce takes her hand and cradles it gently inside his before lifting it to press it against his lips.  The hairs on the back of my neck rise up and I consider taking a swing at him, but I do not.  After all, I would probably never hear the end of it if I screw this summer job opportunity up for my wife.  

“I’ve heard worse,” she tells him.  “So, is Mr. Lannister here?”

“I am.”  We turn and see the middle-aged man stepping out of a boat nearby.  “I presume you are Veronica Mears?”  

“Yes, sir.”  She shakes his hand before I do.  The steely blue eyes of the older man focus on the two of us as he nods his head and smiles.  

“We are glad to have a couple of fine adults come in to help keep order on our docks, Mr. and Mrs. Mears.  The college kids here sometimes let things get a little out of order and it is our hope that you can help to inspire them to do a little better.”

“I think we can,” my wife answers before I can say anything.

“Sure we can.”  I smile while shaking my head.  “You know, by the time they get to college they have decided that they are not going to listen to adults any longer, right?  I doubt they even pay us any attention.”

“Ah, a pessimist,” Paul Lannister says with a smile.  “Well, Jase, I think you will be able to do a lot for us.  At least, Bryce has told me that you can.”

“They are quality people, sir,” Bryce chimes in before adding, “I need to take them around and show them what they will be doing this summer, if that is alright with you?”

“Sure.  However, I think I will tag along as well.”  The middle-aged dock owner smiles as Bryce looks nervously at me and my wife.  I get the sense that there is a bit of strain between the two, but I can’t be certain of this.  

“This way,” Bryce says to us before turning and walking toward the end of the largest dock.  We follow him and soon find ourselves inside the small dock store surrounded by fishing gear, snacks, and cans of soft drinks.

“What, no beer?” I joke as I look around the simple wood and metal structure.

“Uh, no,” Bryce says with a serious expression on his face.  “We are not allowed to sell anything alcoholic on the water.  It’s against the law for those operating boats to drink.”

But their guests can, right?” my wife asks.  

“Sure, they can do that,” Bryce replies.  “But we can’t sell it because there is a huge liability if the boat operators are involved in an accident.  We don’t sell any beer here.”

“We used to,” the owner says with a chuckle.  “That was about thirty years ago when my dad was running the dock.  Of course, times change and so do people, so we have had to change along with everything else.”  Paul looks at his manager and asks, “What will Jase be doing again?”

My old classmate looks from him to me and says, “You will be running the store and keeping things stocked.  This is your responsibility when you are here, Jase.”

“Ah, okay.”  I look around and nod my head as I ask, “How many hours per week?”

“Forty,” Bryce replies as he smiles at me.  “Didn’t you talk this over with Veronica before you came here today?”

I look over at my wife.  “Well, we did talk about it.  I don’t think the subject of hours ever came up, though.”

“We are here to work whatever hours you can give us,” she says with a smile.  “So, where am I going to be working?”

“This way, my lady,” Paul says as he motions toward the door.  We walk out and make our way to the edge of one of the docks.  “How well can you swim, Veronica?”

“Very well,” she answers quickly.  “This isn’t going to require swimming, though, is it?”

“Only if you fall into the water,” he replies.  “There is a lifesaving ring on the post just there,” Paul tells her as he points it out.  “If someone falls into the water, it is best to get that to them as soon as you can.  Just toss it out and hopefully they will be able to get to it and stay there until we can fish them out of the water.”

“Does that happen often?” my wife asks the older man.  

“Sometimes.  Maybe two or three times each summer?”  He looks over at Bryce and waits for him to nod before adding, “You won’t be a lifeguard here, though.  Your job is to make sure we get customers to come to our docks.”

“And how do I do that?”  Veronica asks this, but we have already been talking about what she is probably going to be expected to do to get the boat owners’ attention.

“Well, you will use your best attributes, of course,” the owner of the dock answers as he smiles at her.  “A bikini would be nice, but most ladies opt to wear just the bikini top and a pair of nice shorts.”

“The kind that attract a lot of attention,” Bryce says with a smile.  “The more customers you are able to get to stop here, the better we do and the more money you will make.  Most boat owners tip the dock workers very well, and the ladies tend to make more than anyone else.”

“I’ll bet.”  Veronica laughs nervously as she looks out across the water.  “The dock on the other side there is a  competitor?”

“They are,” Paul replies as he sighs.  “They sometimes get a lot of boats there that should have stopped by here.  Last summer they had a young woman who was pulling off her top to get boats to stop over there.”

“I won’t do that,” Veronica tells him while shaking her head vigorously.

“Oh, no, I’m not suggesting that you do that at all,” Paul answers with a laugh.  “The woman and the dock owner both received a ticket for public indecency at the end of the summer.  Of course, they made a lot more money on the stunt than what that ticket cost them, but they know the water patrol will be keeping a closer eye on dock workers this summer.  Public nudity is not allowed.”

“Good,” I say as I smile at my wife.  “So, don’t take off your top, honey.  Keep it on and maybe blow kisses to the guys in the boats.”

“That’s the spirit!”  Paul laughs as he looks at Bryce.  “I guess I will leave you to it at this point.  I’ll see all of you later.”

“See you later,” Bryce answers as he smiles and nods his head in the direction of his boss as he leaves.  Turning his attention to us, he asks, “Are there any questions?”

“Yeah, I have one,” I say as I look back at my old schoolmate.  “Veronica told me I would be helping to service boats?”

“Yep.  Follow me.”  Bryce turns and walks toward the store and we follow just behind him.  Just to the side of the dock store is a large, covered bay where a boat is currently sitting moored to the side.  

“We will get maybe four or five boats a week in here for cleaning and quick tune-ups.  It will be nothing too complicated, but it is sometimes tedious work.”

“How long does it take to work on a boat?”

“Three or four hours if the customer wants a simple detailing.  Longer if they want an oil change.”

“An oil change?”  I chuckle as I shake my head.  “It’s been years since I have changed the oil in anything.”

“It’s easy,” he tells me.  “The tough part is keeping the oil out of the water.”

“Oh, it wouldn’t be good if some were spilled,” Veronica comments.

“No, it wouldn’t.”  Bryce looks hard at me and says, “It’s a five to ten-thousand-dollar fine by the fisheries and natural resources people if you get so much as a drop in the water, Jase.  You will need to be very careful when you do this sort of work.”

“Why do you even do it if it’s such a potentially costly thing to do?”

“Do you know what we charge to change oil on the water?” he asks with a smirk.  “It’s a lot.”

“Okay.”  I don’t ask just how much but I have to assume they are asking at least a hundred dollars for the service if they are willing to take the risk of having oil get into the water and then being handed an environmental fine for that happening.  

“So, when can the two of you start?” Bryce asks as he looks at us.

“We can start tomorrow if you want,” my wife tells him.  “We are finished with school now and have nothing better to do with our time.”

“Nothing better to do,” I laugh.  “Well, I can think of better things to do, but you want that big vacation next summer, so...”

“So you will start tomorrow.”  Bryce smiles widely at us.  “I will see you here at six in the morning, then.”

“Six?”  Veronica shakes her head.  “Are you serious?” 

“The dock opens at six-thirty, so yeah.”  Bryce walks past us as he adds, “Feel free to poke around and get familiar with the dock.  I have to do some paperwork in the office up the hill.”  The dock manager walks away, leaving my wife and I to consider how early we should be in bed tonight.

“Damn, that’s early.”

“Too early,” Veronica tells me.  “Maybe we should just back out now while we can?”

“Um, no.  You brought me here to talk to them and we have talked.  I think I like the idea of earning money while working in the air conditioned store on the dock.”

“But,” she replies as she waves her hands around the service bay, “You will be outside sometimes working on boats.  You said you didn’t want to be in the heat.”

“I don’t like sunburns,” I reply.  “The bay is covered.  I think this will be an interesting summer.”

Veronica shakes her head.  “Me and my big mouth.”

“You and your fascination for Europe,” I respond with a chuckle.  Taking her by the hand, I lead my wife along the dock toward the steps up the hill.  We have to get home and get ready for bed pretty soon.  Our temporary summer jobs will begin bright and early in the morning and we don’t need to be completely worn out when we get here.
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​Chapter Three: First Day
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“Good morning,” I say as I greet a young couple into the dock store.  “Can I help you find anything?”

“Cold drinks?” the young man asks as he smiles back at me.  

“They are on the other side of the door in a chest cooler.”  Nodding my head toward the large metal and glass case, I wait quietly as the two of them each get a bottle of water.  “We also have snacks and picnic meals available.”

“Just the drinks and some fuel for the boat,” he replies as they walk over to the cash register.  “I think he is going to pump about thirty dollars in for us.”  I ring up the gasoline purchase as well as the two bottles of water and take payment.  

“Have a nice day on the lake.”  

“Oh, we will,” the woman says as she looks sweetly over at her male companion.  I have to wonder whether the two of them are married or if they are just sweethearts.  At any rate, they make a very attractive couple.  As they leave the store, I look out the window on the dock at where my wife is standing and waving to boats going by.  One of those boats, a large pontoon, pulls up slowly and some young guys step out onto the dock as it comes to a stop.  

“And another group of customers,” I say to myself as I chuckle.  This is our first day at our summer jobs and we have barely had any time when there has not been customers on the docks.  As I watch my wife speak to one of the young men, I think about why they are here.  It’s obvious that her clothing and the body within are a real draw to the college men on the lake.  Though it was a little unnerving at first to see Veronica waving at the boats going by as she flaunts her sexuality, I have gotten used to it.  At least, I thought I had.

“What the fuck?!”  I stare hard as I watch a young man put his arm around Veronica and reach around to take hold of her bikini-clad breast.  “Are you serious?”  One of his friends is taking a picture of the two of them with his cell phone.  The interaction takes about ten or fifteen seconds, but it is easy for me to see that another man has fondled my wife in an inappropriate fashion.  What is worse is that Veronica doesn’t seem to mind the antics.  I turn and walk out through the door and make my way toward the part of the dock where my wife is standing.  

Seeing me approach, Veronica turns and walks toward me.  “Just be calm,” she says to me quietly.

“Calm?”  I look in the direction of the college guy who has just touched her breast.  He is back on the boat as one of the dock workers is beginning to fill the boat’s fuel tank.  “What the hell just happened, Veronica?”

“Come here,” she demands as she pulls me to the side.  “Are you really spying on me all day, Jase?”

“Spying?  I work here, you know.  I can see you from the window over there.”  

She nods her head.  “It was innocent, Jase.  Let it drop, okay?  It’s nothing.”  

I shake my head and point toward the boat.  “That guy is going to get himself a black eye.”  I begin to walk away, but Veronica takes hold of my arm again and tugs at me hard.

“Don’t embarrass me, Jase,” she says as she glares at me.  “I can take care of myself.  I don’t need you to do it for me.”

“Yeah, you were really taking care of yourself a couple of minutes ago, huh?”  I stammer as I grit my teeth and stare at the college man on the boat.  “He’s...he’s got balls to do that.”  

“It’s okay,” she tells me again.  “Jase, turn your head this way and look at me.”  I do as she asks and Veronica pulls two twenty-dollar bills from her shorts pocket.  “He paid to do that.”

“Paid?”  I shake my head.  “He can’t do what he did, even for some money, Veronica.  It’s not right.”

“He asked me if he could take a picture with me.  When I told him that was fine, he then asked if he could hold my boob while he did it.  Of course, I said that was not okay, but then he pulled out the money and said he would not do anything but hold it for the picture.  I agreed, thinking that the tip money would be really nice to have.  So, he reached around and gave it a good squeeze as his friend took the picture.”  

“And you agreed to that?”  My body shakes as I continue to replay the image of the man touching my wife over and over again.  “Since when have you ever offered to let another man touch you like that, Veronica?  When?”

“Just quiet down,” she replies as she looks over her shoulder at the guys on the boat.  One of them, another man about the same age as the one who held my wife’s breast, begins to walk toward the store.  “You need to get back into the store and do your job, Jase.  This conversation is over.”

“It’s not over.”

“It’s over,” she insists as she stares into my eyes.  “Or, maybe we can talk about it later, alright?  Just go inside before Bryce sees you out here and gives you a hard time about not being at your station.”

“Shit.”  I watch as the young man walks into the store.  “We are talking about this later,” I say as I turn away from Veronica and begin to walk back to the dock store.  

“Oh, hey,” the man says as he turns around to see me walking in through the door.  “I was beginning to think that there was nobody around.”

“I’m here,” I say gruffly as I walk around the counter to the cash register.  “What can I help you with today?”

The man sighs as he turns and looks at a shelf full of medications and other personal products.  “Do you have any condoms?”

“Condoms?”  I raise an eyebrow.  “I think so.  They are just on the other side of the aisle shelving.”

“Oh.”  He walks around and begins to look at the display on that side.  “There they are.”  The man allows a sheepish grin as he pulls a couple of boxes off their hooks and carries them to the counter.  He puts them down before walking toward another shelf to pick up some cookies and other snacks.  

“Is that everything?” I ask as he puts the items down on the countertop beside the boxes of latex condoms.

“I think so.”  I ring up his purchase and take his money before he asks, “Do you know of any hot babes on the lake a few fun-loving guys could get to know a little better?”  He smiles at me as I put his items into a plastic bag.

“Nope.  I just work here,” is my direct response.  “You might have to look around a little.”

“Sort of like fishing,” he tells me with a smirk on his face.  “I like fishing, but we don’t do that on our boat.  We just go and catch women instead.”  He taps one of the condom boxes with a finger through the thin plastic of the bag.  “We will be ready when we find one.”  He then looks through the window and sees my wife outside.  “She would be a good one to plow through, huh?”  Smiling, the young man looks at me.  “Wouldn’t you like to hit that?”

I want to hit him; I really do.  However, my horniness overtakes me as I want to hear just what he would do to Veronica if given the chance.  “What if I could hook you up with her?”

“Her?”  His face turns a little red as he looks outside at my wife.  “You could?  Dude that would be so epic!” 

“Yeah, I guess it would, huh?”  Swallowing hard, I ask him, “Do you have insurance?”

“What?”

“You know, do you have health insurance?”

He nods his head cautiously as he looks from me to Veronica and then back at me again.  “Why would you need to know that?”

“Well,” I begin as I shake my head, “She can be a tough fuck, you know?”

“Oh.”  He smiles as he laughs nervously.  “She’s that good, right?  That’s what you mean?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “I’ve heard that some guys have gotten it on with her and found out later that they had herpes and some other things.  I mean, it’s not that big a deal as long as you can go to a doctor for a lot of those sorts of things, but the herpes infection would be there to stay.”  Shaking my head as I feel my cock get hard, I ask, “So, would you want to get her legs back and plow her hard?”

“Uh, I don’t know,” he says as he begins to consider the true cost.  “Are you serious, dude?”

“Look, it’s only something I have heard before.  I don’t know what she has.  I’ve never caught anything from her so far.”

“You’ve banged her?” he asks with renewed interest.

“A few times, yeah,” I answer as I smile at him.  “She is as tight as a snare drum and when she comes she comes really hard.”  

“Fuck, dude.”  He looks out at her.  “I have condoms, so I guess it would be alright if she does have something, right?”

“Sure, they will probably work.  I mean, there is a fairly low rate of failure in those things.”

The college man looks back at me.  “Do you suit up to fuck her?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “I have gone both ways with her.  I guess it just depends on my mood that night.”

He stares at me for a moment before asking, “How many times have you really gotten it on with her, man?  Be real with me.”  His blue eyes stare hard into mine as he awaits a response.  

“Well, let’s see, I do see her practically everyday, so if you take into account when she has her cycle and when she is just pissed at me, I would guess it’s somewhere in the range of hundreds of times.”

“What?”  There is confusion on the young college man’s face that causes my cock to throb.  

“It’s hard to avoid sex with her.  I mean, we have been married for several years now.”  The sudden disappearance of any color in the man’s face is comical as I look sharply at him.  Though I want to smile, I just keep a steely expression as he very quickly and nervously gathers the plastic bag in front of him.

“I’ve got to go.  My friends are waiting.”  He turns and leaves the dock store as quickly as he can, even fast-stepping toward the pontoon moored at the edge of the dock.  The fueling of the boat has finished and one of the deck workers has collected the money for that.  As the young man passes my wife, she greets him, but he doesn’t bother to look at her or say a word before he hops into the boat.  He then has a quick word with some of the others on the boat and they look at the store as I walk out the door.  

“That’s right, you assholes.  Take it all in.  I’m her husband.”  The man who had squeezed Veronica’s breast then turns and starts the boat before pulling away from the dock.  My wife, confused as to what has happened, looks questioningly at me.  I shrug my shoulders as if I have no idea what has caused the sudden change in attitude from the young men.  Then, I turn and go back into the store to wait on the next boat’s occupants to come inside.  As I smile to myself, I imagine the conversation that must be taking place right now between those young men on the pontoon boat.  Hopefully what I said to the one guy is enough to convince the rest of them that they should not be approaching women to take pictures with them while fondling their breasts.  It’s not a good habit for a young man to develop, after all.
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​Chapter Four: Dinner at The Shack
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Veronica and I have decided to have a quick dinner at a restaurant up the hill from the docks known as The Shack.  As employees of the dock, we are entitled to fifty percent off our meals, and we aim to take advantage of that as we don’t really want to cook when we get home tonight.  I open the front door of the restaurant and wait for my wife to walk in before we make our way to a table to wait for a server.  

“I have always liked this place,” I tell my wife as I sit down in the booth opposite her.  “Having the ability to get food here for half the price is a huge advantage too.”

“It’s a nice place,” she admits.  “I don’t really like seafood that much, but I have been told they serve some nice chickenstrip meals here.”

“Chickenstrips?  Don’t you want to have the halibut?  Or even the cod fillets?” 

“Yuck, no,” Veronica answers as she shakes her head.  “You know how I feel about fish, Jase.  It’s disgusting.”

“Just because you think it is disgusting doesn’t mean that it actually is,” I reply.  “Besides, like you said, they do have other things you can eat here, and probably all of it is fried in the same oil as the fish.”  

“Good evening,” a perky young server says to us as she smiles widely.  “What can I get for the two of you?”

“Um, I
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