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 Dave Fowler watched his wife slip out of her sheer, black panties and cross the bedroom 

naked. Aside from her erect nipples, the cold morning air did not seem to affect her. Not for the 

first time, Dave wondered at her resilience. After growing up in California, two years in central 

Mexico still had not accustomed Dave to the chilly winters and unheated houses. He shivered 

under the covers, watching her. Marisol turned to him, raised an eyebrow and grinned. “We been 

married for two years. Don’tcha ever get tired of looking at me, Davey?” 

 “Never.” Dave felt an erection growing, pressing against his shorts. He wanted her then 

as much as the first time. The effects of the cold air left his mind in the heat of his groin. 

 Marisol turned away to pull a drawer open in the tall dresser, the one next to his. She 

looked at him and said, “We gotta open the shop in an hour, Babe.” 

 Dave glanced at the red digits of the little alarm clock by their bed. “I know.” 



 

 

 

 She laughed and rummaged through the compartment. He watched her bent over the open 

drawer, her small, firm breasts hanging and shifting as she moved, long, dark hair draped over a 

shoulder and flowing down her firm back. His erection hardened. She looked at him and said, 

“People want their photos taken.” 

 “I know. And I want to take more pics of you.” 

 “Naked, as usual?” she asked with a sly smile. 

 “Of course.” 

 “Anytime, Davey. ¿Te recuerdas a la Señora Octavia Ramirez?” 

 Octavia Ramirez and her husband were regualar customers, and Dave did remember the 

specific incident to which his wife referred. The Ramirez couple, recently arrived from Districto 

Federal, had wandered into D&M Fotos for a set of infantil shots for some official documents. 

Dave had obliged. Later, Octavia had returned on a couple of occasions, apparently to chat with 

Marisol. Finally, one hot, summer afternoon, Octavia entered the shop to announce to them both 

that she wanted to give her husband a birthday surprise: a framed photo of herself in the nude. 

Dave and Marisol worked together on the arrangement, Marisol applying the makeup and 

developing the photographs. Dave took the shots and made the wooden frame. The result had 

been a beautiful photograph, nearly a foot long and half as high, of Octavia, adorned with rose 

petals, lying naked across a bed: Playboy magazine style. When Octavia left happy, Dave and 

Marisol had closed the shop and fucked enthusiastically in the playroom for two hours. A week 

later, after the birthday party, Dave and Marisol introduced the Ramirez couple to the playroom. 

Dave never forgot the look of stunned delight on José Ramirez’s face. The couple returned to the 

playroom often as clients. Dave got the subtle message: maybe another Octavia would walk into 

their shop today. Getting up and out of bed was the hard part.  

 The bed felt so soft, and the covers were heavy over him. The bedroom was chilly, his 

mind recalled. Dave did not want to get up, but they had to open the shop: no work, no money. 

He thought wryly that he really had no excuse. He was doing what he wanted, married to whom 

he loved and living safe, where he pleased. Dave figured that, despite the cold room, he should 

get up and earn some of it, enjoy some of it. When he sat up a bit, rubbing his back on the sheets, 

he winced. The brief sting sent a tingle to his growing hard-on. He glanced around. The room 

was furnished mostly in dark wood. Except for the big, queen-sized bed, Dave had made most of 

the furniture himself. They had a flat screen television atop Marisol’s dresser. Next to it, on top 

of his dresser, sat a foot high cabinet full of DVDs, mostly porn movies. Long, heavy blue 

drapes, made by Marisol, covered the window to the right. On the left, stretched Marisol’s vanity 

with a wide mirror and small chair. When Dave looked back to Marisol, she had located a bra 

and was snapping it closed. There were other ways besides work to enjoy life, Dave thought. He 

grunted and said in a whisper, “Take that off.” 

 Marisol’s eyebrow rose. “Braless today?” 

 Dave nodded. 

 “Women don’t go without bras in México, Davey, at least not in this part of Mexico.” 

 “Alls the pity.” 



 

 

 

 With a sigh, Marisol grinned, removed the bra and tossed it back into the drawer. 

Standing naked, she crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “And what are you going to wear 

today?” 

 Dave shrugged. “Maybe nothing.” 

 “I like that idea, Amor.” 

 He knew they really should open their photo shop more or less on time. They could use 

the pesos, and it was a fun business: working together, taking pictures all day, no boss. But the 

sight of that thick, black bush between her legs and her dark nipples drove him higher. From 

across the room, he could see her nipples hardening, and he knew it was not just from the cold 

air. Her tongue flicked across her lips as she gazed at him. 

 “Come here,” Dave said. 

 Marisol stepped to him, her feet silent on the thick carpet. “Está bien, Amor, but only for 

a minute. We didn’t eat breakfast yet. Aren’t you hungry?” 

 “Oh, yeah.” 

 She stopped by his side of the bed. “I can make us some ham and eggs, and we can still 

open on time, más o menos, if we don’t take too long in the shower.” 

 Dave trailed his fingertips along the smooth skin of her thigh. Marisol’s legs were slender 

but firm. His eyes followed his hand up along her leg. Her thighs met at a thick, dark bush that 

ended below in a damp curl. His gaze fixed on it. The sight brought back the memory of the day 

they met, the first time he had seen Marisol’s bush, her tits, the first time he had seen her naked. 

He had been older than she, and much younger than she. Dave ran his fingers through Marisol’s 

pubic hair. The hell with opening on time, he thought. He looked up and saw the same thought 

reflected in her eyes. 

 “What’cha thinking, Davey?” 

 “About the day we met, when you seduced me.” 

 Her eyes brightened. Her smile widened, showing dimples. She slapped him playfully on 

the shoulder and said, “I just invited you into my house to talk, to get to know you. I did not 

seduce . . . pues, maybe I did, a little.” 

 Dave smiled and said, “More than a little.” He shifted a bit and winced again. 

 Marisol laughed. “El precio del amor. Turn over.” 

 Keeping his eyes on her, Dave turned over. Marisol took a small jar from the nightstand 

drawer and sat it opened on the top by the telephone. She dipped her fingers into the jar. They 

came out coated with white cream. She said, “A couple of these welts are still raw.” 

 “But well worth it.” 

 “For me too,” she said as she gently smoothed the cream onto his back. “You know how 

wet the whip makes me, Davey, giving and receiving.” His fingers seemed to skim along his 

back, barely touching. The pain faded, replaced by a sweet, cool sensation under her circling, 

stroking fingers. He sighed as her fingers massaged a bit deeper, working the cream in. Marisol’s 

fingers gradually worked lower. Only when she massaged him there, did he realize that his ass 

hurt too, but the stinging pain and her caressing fingers felt oh, so good. “Davey, tus nalgas look 



 

 

 

good in stripes.” Her fingers cupped the curve of his ass, and then he felt her fingers slide down 

between his buttocks, slick and smooth. Her middle finger pressed against his anus, rotating 

gently. Dave parted his legs a bit. He felt Marisol ease her finger inside him. A groan escaped 

him as he felt her fingertip slip in deeper and push against his prostate. He felt the pre-cum tingle 

just as she pulled away. “Feel better, Amor? She asked. 

 Dave realized that his breathing had quickened and his back felt better and his erection 

was becoming insistent. He said, “Almost as better as I want to feel.” 

 Marisol traced her fingernails up his back. She whispered, “Our clients are waiting, and 

it’s getting late,” but the conviction had left her voice. 

 Dave turned back over, face up. Marisol was capping the jar and replacing it in the 

drawer, giving Dave another opportunity to watch her breasts hang swaying as she bent over. 

When she straightened, wiped the smudges of pain cream from her fingers onto the edge of the 

covers, Dave slipped his fingers up between her thighs and stroked gently along her pussy lips. 

She felt soft and damp. 

 Her voice came deeper, a breathy whisper: “You know we gotta open the photoshop . . . 

sometime today. Are you seducing me now?” 

 “Maybe a little. But I am hungry.” With his free hand, he stroked himself beneath the 

covers. 

 Marisol made a show of briskly rubbing her palms along her upper arms. “Hace frio. It 

sure is cold in this bedroom.” She looked into his eyes. “You gonna warm me up, Davey?” 

 Dave flipped the covers back, and Marisol slid in beside him. 

 Heavy covers over them, Marisol pressed against Dave. For a moment, he held her close, 

enjoying the cool feel of her body: her chest and arms, belly, legs, feet. They kissed, and she 

pushed her tongue into his mouth, probing. With his hands, Dave explored the familiar lines of 

her back. He cupped her small, tight ass, squeezed. She moaned. He kissed her throat and took in 

the scent of her there. Then he slipped down to her nipple and sucked. She grabbed his hair at the 

back of his head and urged him closer. “Bite me,” Marisol said fiercely. 

 He bit her nipple hard while he squeezed her other breast. Marisol moaned louder and 

pressed her hips into him. 

 Dave trailed his tongue under her breast and down her belly. He kicked the covers loose 

to get lower. When his lips found her bush, Marisol parted her legs and lifted her knees. Dave 

pressed his face to the thick hair and breathed her musk. His hard cock throbbed against the bed 

beneath him. He licked her, and Marisol’s hands went to the back of his head. She stroked his 

hair. He pushed his tongue into her pussy, soft, slick, wet. She rotated her hips to get his tongue 

on her clitoris, and she sighed. He sucked. Marisol’s moans grew louder. Mouth pressed to her 

clit, Dave watched her reactions. At first, she watched him in turn, lower lip clenched between 

her teeth. Then, her eyes drifted closed. Her head slouched back into the pillow, and she 

mumbled in Spanish low in a whisper growing louder as her body tensed. She took one hand 

away from his head to pinch her own nipple, twisting, pulling. She said in a sigh, “Yeah, mi 

Davey, hazlo. Así es . . . . Así es. Chúpeme la concha. Suck me, Davey, mi amor.”   



 

 

 

Dave reached up to cup her tits, slipping his hand under hers. She held his hand to her, 

her head lolling from side to side. Dave squeezed her tits, watching her nipples swell between his 

fingers. Her pussy got wetter, soaking his mouth with her sharp taste. “Do me, Davey. Suck me,” 

she breathed. Marisol began to writhe. She arched her back. Dave slipped his hands under her to 

grip her ass. He pulled back a little to look at Marisol’s wet cunt, the soft petals of her pussylips 

to either side, nestled in tufts of damp, black hair. Dave’s cock tingled, pressed beneath him. He 

thrust his tongue into Marisol again. Then he licked up to her clit and sucked, pulling on the tiny 

nub. Marisol sighed in a deep, trembling voice. Her legs tensed. Her body stiffened. Just as she 

came, the phone rang. 

 Dave let the phone ring twice more until he saw and felt Marisol’s body relax. Only then, 

at the fourth ring, did he slip gently from between her legs. His mouth was slick with her juices 

as he reached across Marisol for the phone on the nightstand beside the alarm. Breathing heavily, 

Marisol sat up beside him with what seemed a great effort. Her eyes looked drunk. Black waves 

of hair hung across her face, falling across her shoulders and chest. She shivered and pulled the 

covers up over them both. The telephone rang again. 

 Dave answered the phone, listened and said, “Hi, Uncle Tim.”    

 Marisol giggled. Dave showed her a fake frown. He put his palm over the phone and said, 

“My uncle Tim says hi, Mari.” 

 She turned her body toward him, lifted her hand and wriggled her fingers, hello style. 

 “Mari says hi,” Dave said into the phone. 

 He kept his eyes on her while he spoke. Marisol lay back, enjoying the feel of him 

watching her. She remembered the boy Davey had been two short years before: a twenty-seven 

year old virgin with nightmares of being locked up, jailed. The confidence she saw in him now 

made her happy. It aroused her anew. When before, Dave’s eyes had been frightened, now they 

gazed at her with penetrating heat. Marsiol noted the firm set of his shoulders, his easy grasp of 

the phone, the casual drape of the covers over him. Her breathing deepened. Without turning 

from her, Dave said into the phone, “So, how’s it going, Uncle Tim? I guess Dad gave you our 

number. It’s good to hear from—” 

 Marisol lowered the covers, showing him her breasts. She grinned at his reaction, the 

hesitation in his voice, the widening of his eyes. Open the shop? she thought. All I want is for 

Davey to open my legs again. 

 Dave cleared his throat and, eyes still on Marisol’s tits, said, “It’s good to hear from you, 

Uncle.”  

 Marisol cupped her breasts and pinched her nipples. Dave’s breathing deepened, and his 

voice grew huskier, but he missed no more beats in the conversation. He nodded, listened then 

covered the phone again and said to Marisol, “Is it okay if my uncle comes to visit?” 

 “Claro que sì,” she said. I want to meet all of your family, Amor, and you know that so 

far, I only met your papà.” 

 “Marisol said to come on down,” he said into the phone. Marisol felt glad for the 

happiness she heard in her man’s voice. Although he assured her that he never felt lonely, she 



 

 

 

knew that Dave sometimes missed his father. One visit a year to Mexico was not quite enough, 

but it was all his father could manage. Davey’s got no one here but me, she thought. Marisol 

sighed, pained inside for him. Maybe a visit from his father’s brother, Dave’s Uncle Tim, would 

lift his spirits. As always, Marisol did all she could to help. She wanted Dave happy. She wanted 

him inside her, everywhere. She knew that made them both happy. While Dave spoke to his 

uncle, Marisol pushed the covers off him, leaned down and took his cock into her mouth.  

 Dave watched Marisol sucking him and tried not to groan. A physical hum, like that of 

electricity, radiated out from his cock and through his body. Marisol sucked him like there was 

nothing she liked better in the whole world. Her fingers dug into his chest as her lips circled the 

head of his penis and slowly, tightly, went down. Dave tried to concentrate on his uncle’s words. 

The urgency he heard in his uncle’s voice distracted him momentarily from his cock. “What? 

What happened?” Dave croaked into the phone.  

 Marisol glanced up. Dave shrugged, his eyes on her hand grasping the base of his penis. 

Her eyes on his, Marisol traced her tongue along his shaft. Dave grunted, gripping the phone 

tighter. Marisol pushed her hair back, so he could see better, and went down on him, taking his 

cock to the back of her throat. Dave forgot about his uncle. The room faded. The cold air no 

longer mattered. Dave watched her mouth stroking up and down the length of his shaft, watched 

the flex of her back muscles, the curve of her ass. Finally, he remembered the conversation and 

said into the phone, “What was that again?” 

 A flash of the old, religious guilt flickered through Dave’s mind, there and gone. Tim was 

his favorite uncle, the only family member aside from his father with whom he could speak 

freely and openly without worry. Still, Dave remembered that before he had met his wife, he 

could not have spoken with anyone, not even Uncle Tim, while getting his penis sucked. She 

really saved me, Dave thought while, with half his mind on the phone and his uncle, he reached 

around Marisol’s arm to cup her breast. His uncle droned on into his ear as Marisol’s lips gripped 

his cock, sliding up and down the shaft, wet with saliva. Barely able to breathe, Dave watched 

her mouth slide down, and he felt the head of his cock squeeze into her throat. Marisol pushed 

down until her lips touched the skin at the base of his penis. She pulled back and gasped. Eyes 

watering, Marisol took a deep breath, grinned at him and said, “¡Què rico, Amor! Puedo chuparte 

todo el dìa.” 

 Sucking me all day sounds good, Dave thought. In his ear, he heard, “ . . . and then I 

changed my mind, and I went to the bar anyway.” Dave thought he was getting pretty good at 

focusing on two things at once, but when Marisol took his cock firmly between her lips again, 

Dave lost track of his uncle on the line once more. She sucked him slowly, up and down, 

stroking him with her hand at the same time, working her tongue on him inside her mouth, deep 

throating him again and again until the spasms started, and he barely had time to ask his uncle to 

“Hold on a minute . . . ”  while he held the phone away and tried to stifle a cry, and he felt 

himself tense and spurt long and hard into Marisol’s mouth. She clamped her lips on his pulsing 

cock, and he watched her stroking him faster and sucking him, drawing his cum up and 



 

 

 

swallowing it all. Finally, she pulled away slowly, swallowed the last bit, licked her lips and 

said, “Now, I’m not so hungry for breakfast, Davey.” 

 Dave smiled weakly. He put the phone back to his ear and said, “Okay, Uncle Tim. I’m 

back.” 

 Marisol slid up to lay against him, her head tucked into his shoulder. Dave pulled the 

covers up over them. By the time he finished talking with his uncle and hung up the phone half 

an hour later, Marisol was snoring softly, one arm draped across his chest. 

 He nudged her gently until she opened her eyes. Dave asked, “Aren’t we going to open 

the shop?” 

 Marisol grinned. “You the one that seduced me. Remember?” 

 Dave laughed. “This time.” He stroked her hair. “You awake, Mari?” 

 “Màs o menos.” 

 “Are you sure it’s okay if my uncle comes to visit on such short notice? He’s gonna call 

back this afternoon to confirm.”  

 Marisol yawned and hugged him. “What is going on con tu tìo, Amor? Does he have a 

problem?” 

 Dave grunted. “Uncle Tim’s got problems alright. He says he has to start a new life. He 

says that his old one is over, finished.” 

 “¿Què pasò?”  

 Dave kissed her softly. “I love you, Mari.” 

 “Te amo tambièn, Davey, a lot.” She frowned and said, “Something bad happened to 

your uncle?” 

 Dave sighed and threw the covers off of them. “I guess we really should open the shop 

sometime today.” He sat up and gazed down at her. How lucky I am, he thought. “What 

happened is bad enough for Uncle Tim, I guess—from his point of view—but no big surprise, 

really. I think we have to try to help him. He can’t stay with Dad, so he’s got nowhere else to 

go.” 

 “Because of your mom? ¿Otra vez?” 

 Dave nodded. 

 Marisol stroked the back of his neck. She said softly, “Then of course, Uncle Tim is 

welcome here. He can stay with us.”  

 Dave shook his head then and said, “But I don’t know, Mari. Uncle Tim is very Catholic 

and closed-minded about a lot of things—” 

 “Like you were, Amor?” 

 Dave nodded. “Maybe worse. I don’t think we can show him the playroom. He’d 

probably freak out. And what if we have other guests when he comes?” 

 “People learn. You did y muy bien.” 

 “Yeah, I guess . . . .” Dave remembered the sexual fear and bad dreams and how Marisol 

had freed him from those demons. He said, “I guess we can show Uncle Tim what he wants to 

see.” 



 

 

 

 Marisol laid a hand on his arm. “Amor, we show him that, and we are gonna show him 

what he needs to see.” Marisol ran her fingertips along his cheek and the line of his jaw. “He’s 

family, Davey. We not going to just try to help him; we will help him.” 

 Dave nodded gratefully. “Okay. While we take a shower, I’ll tell you everything that 

Uncle Tim told me.” Marisol’s confidence was infectious, but not enough. Worried, Dave got out 

of bed to turn the shower on hot and find a couple of fresh towels.   

 


