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Dear Shelley,

It’s been a hot minute
since I could write you. I hope those dick pics have kept you
company in between my letters. Remember what I told you? Make sure
you’re getting off to them at least twice a day…and if that makes
you too tired for your lil hubby, well, too fucking bad.

You’re my bitch now, and when I get out of
this place everyone is gonna know it.

I’ve been using your
pictures every single chance I get. I’m a large man with larger
appetites, and I’ve been cumming to you too many times to count. My
cell mate, this bitch by the name of Patricia, been so busy
catching my nut she ain’t even hungry at chow time anymore.
She stay fed -
because I stay stroking to you.

But I’m tired of stroking
baby. I want that pussy…now, tomorrow, every fucking minute of
every damn day. And once I’m out, ain’t NOBODY gonna stop me. Not
even that little bitch you call a husband.

The only thing is baby…who
knows when I’ll even be out? My lawyer fucked me harder than
Patricia’s white ass in the showers. They got on me on assault,
breaking and entering, and kidnapping. But it’s ALL bullshit, baby.
You know that - I know that. And I’m still holding out hope that
I’ll catch parole here soon enough.

And when I do - I’m
driving straight to California and kicking in your door.

I know you don’t want yah
husband finding out about our letters…or that life-sized mold of my
cock you got hiding under the floorboards. But I’m gonna level with
you baby - the sooner he knows, the better. I ain’t gonna be in
here forever, and when I DO show up, there ain’t gonna be no time
to explain to yah mans why I’m digging out his girl.

Know what I’m
saying?

But you do what you want,
as long as it includes sending me more pictures along with your
husband’s hard-earned cash. The pics get me off, and the cash keeps
me fed. Maybe I’ll buy little Patricia here a honeybun if she keeps
being such a good little replacement slut.

Are you ready baby? Ready
to serve your Bronson? Ready to get on your knees and worship my
big black cock? I know you are…and I’m ready to stand over you and
give you EXACTLY what your white boy hubby can’t.

Who knows - maybe I’ll let
the little fucker watch and take notes.

Enjoy the new picture, and
try to pretend it’s YOUR face covered in my cum.

See you soon,

Bronson


“This can’t be happening,”
I spoke into the empty room. “This isn’t real.”

I stood in the middle of
the bedroom I shared with my wife, a yellow piece of paper crinkled
in my hand, my eyes searching the messy black scribbles that
adorned the page - some of those scribbles included my wife’s name
- along with references to her husband.

AKA ME.

I read through it a second time, a
third time…it wasn’t until the fifth reading that I began to
understand any of it. With mounting dread, I returned the letter to
the shoebox from whence it came and pulled out another envelope
from the stack of fifty within.

I removed a yellow piece of paper from
the envelope, hands trembling, eyes watering.


Dear Shelley,

How you been girl? Are
your needs being met? Didn’t sound like it in your last letter, and
I can’t blame you. Ain’t no way a bitch as hot as you should be
dealing with some white boy’s pathetic three inches. You deserve
better than that, and I KNOW you know that.

If I was there, you’d be
cumming back to back to BACK on my 12 inches of pure chocolate.
Your thighs be shaking, eyes be rolling back into your head kinda
shit. Know what I’m saying?

I want to take your
titties and -


I dropped the letter back
into the shoebox, too disgusted to read another word…but somehow
unable to stop myself from opening yet another letter
postmarked Rock Mountain Correctional
Facility.


Dear Shelley,

I want you to know that
the guys in Cell Block D been LOVING that last batch of pictures
you sent us. I swear when it was lights out last night the entire
block went quiet as a mouse stroking it to you. Only thing you
could hear was motherfuckers spitting and rubbing…some of these
loud ass dudes was moaning, too.

Appreciate you letting me
share you with the boys- shit gets hard up in here and I ain’t the
only one that gets lonely. Only problem is now I got Grim and the
crew asking if they can come pay you a visit when they get out
too.

I said brotha wait yo damn
turn! HA!

But on a more serious note
baby, would you mind if when the boys DO get out if they might stop
by and pay you a little -


I dropped the letter along
with the shoebox, overwhelmed and feeling feverish. I watched the
envelopes and letters spill to the floor along with countless
polaroid pictures I hadn’t been able to bring myself to look at. My
heart was pounding.

Kneeling, I took a random picture from
the scattered mess on the floor.

I wished I hadn’t: cold
steel bars in the background. Against them, a face that was
strikingly feminine, yet it wasn’t. Colorful eyeshadow, ruby red
lips, blonde pigtails. She/he stared into the camera lens with
bright blue eyes, eager and hopeful. And lying across her/his face
from chin to past the forehead, obscene and malformed, swollen and
black - was an abnormally large, glistening cock.

“Oh God,” I cried, letting the photo
drift down into the mess of secrets at my feet.

As if in a dream I dropped to my knees
and crawled below the king bed I shared with Shelley. I knew what
was lurking there beneath the floorboards even before I pulled them
up, but when I found it, I was no less shocked or
disgusted.

Because seeing that giant
black dildo hidden there confirmed everything I’d just read.

I pulled the monstrosity out and held
it up in the light.

My fuck. It was impossibly large. No way no how it was a “mold” of a
real human penis. How in the hell would a violent criminal even
make such a thing in prison? It couldn’t be…had to be something from the sex
shop. The cock I saw in the picture only moments prior was
extravagantly large, but you couldn’t see the entire thing in the
shot…this thing, the mold was monolithic.

And still…something about it was
certainly lifelike.

Dark as midnight, rotund
as a full-grown house cat. LOTS of scary specifics like veins the
size of earth worms running along the ebony shaft…smaller ones
along the underside too, looking as interconnected as a road map of
Los Angeles County. And the head…my God I was
staring, and I didn’t
want to be, but I couldn’t look away- so perfectly defined,
swollen, elephantine.

“What are you
doing?” Shelley called suddenly from
behind me.

“Oh!” I gasped, looking up
to see my wife standing in the doorway, mouth pursed and eyebrows
up.

“Oh my God Max, are you
going through my things?” She didn’t sound happy.

“I um, I…”

“Where did you get that?”
she nodded at the giant dildo clutched in my hands.

“I think you know where I
got it,” I said, finding my voice.

Shelley walked into the room slowly
with her arms crossed below her ample, round breasts - thrust
forward in a white blouse, each button taut with the weight behind
it. Blonde locks of hair escaped the messy bun on top of her head
and hung about her sea-green eyes - something like guilt forming
there.

“Max,
I’m…sorry,
I…”

“I mean Shelley…what the
fuck?”

“It’s a long story, honey.
Really though, it’s nothing. You just need to give me a chance to
explain….”

“I got all night,” I
huffed, standing tall and pushing my chest out, “you better get
started.”

She stood only slightly shorter than
me at 5’4, a petite potion of sex and beauty. She stared at me with
that suffocating gaze she has, the one that usually makes me
crumble in seconds. Even before she started “explaining” I knew she
was going to frame herself as the victim

“Baby, you know I love
you. Right?” she took the rubber monstrosity from my hands and set
it on the bedside table. “And what we’ve got, it’s really good.
You’re sort of the tough guy of my dreams…I mean, being a little
girl, I always imagined I’d grow up and meet a guy like you -
strong, intelligent, no-nonsense. It doesn’t even matter that
you’re shorter than most men…you make up for it with a big heart
and bigger words!”

“What does this have to do
with the fifty love letters in that shoebox? Fifty goddamn letters
from some convict locked up out in Colorado!”

“Calm
down, Max,” Shelley took my hand and sat
beside me on the bed. The entire time she spoke, that blasted dildo
was in my periphery, staring at me, distracting me.

“Remember when you joined
that motorcycle group?” she went on. “And the time you got that
tattoo on your shoulder?”

“Yeah? So?”

“Well, you told me you did
those things because you are a man. A real
man, who needed to do manly things to
feel…well, to feel confident and masculine, right? Whether it was
the motorcycle thing, or the basketball rec league, or the shooting
range…you did all that because you needed to prove something right?
To prove that you, Max Donahue are a big tough guy manly
man.”

“I don’t need to prove
anything,” I said annoyed. “It’s just how I am. I’m an alpha, a
leader, a go-getter. I don’t do that stuff to prove shit! I do that
stuff because I’m good at it and its just what men do!”

“Of course,” she said
patiently, “but if we’re being honest…the motorcycle thing was
pretty short-lived, you couldn’t keep up with the other guys-
“

“It was the damn clutch on
that bike!”

“And the tattoo was so
painful that the artist nearly messed it up from you crying so
much-

“It was allergies, I
was not crying!”

“And you were always
picked last in
the rec league-

“I was sixth
man!”

“And you’re not allowed at
the shooting range anymore because you can’t hit any of the
targets-

“The barrel was
crooked!”

“Sure it was, baby! I know
that! But listen…what I’m saying is, you’re a man with needs and
sometimes you have little flings, little hobbies, that help you fulfill your
sense of masculinity…. well, I’m a woman…with needs. Very specific needs and you
could think of this thing with my pen pal as…a fling. Nothing more!”

“Back up a second,” I
choked out. “Are you telling me that you’re actually in a
relationship with a man who is in prison? You’re serious? And
that…thing,” I
pointed to the monstrosity on the bedside table. “You’ve…used
it?”

She frowned at me, lovingly and
sad.

“I know it’s a sensitive
subject, baby,” Shelley pushed a lock of hair back from my
forehead. “But you and I both know that it’s hard
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