
Part IV 

“Hey baby” said his wife with a smile on her face.  “I didn’t know you were back.”  He looked 

back innocently; or as innocent as he could act.  “Oh yeah.  I just got back a few minutes ago.”  She 

looked mischievously up and down his nubile frame.  He pretended not to notice and turned his eyes 

back to the mirror pretending to be obsessed with himself.  She walked up slowly behind him and 

putting her chin on his shoulder looked at his body through the mirror.  Her touch was uncomfortable to 

him.  He had to focus on keeping his body steady.  In the mirror she looked him directly in the face 

grinning wide with dirty playfulness.  “What are you looking at?” she said.  The inflection at the end of 

her sentence was hyper inflected.  His thoughts ran straight to whatever possible condition might be 

ailing him.  He was afraid of her initiating sex.  He most certainly shouldn’t do it without telling her 

about his problem  but he couldn’t tell her about his problem without admitting to infidelities.  Trying to 

keep calm and play the part of a loving husband wanting to be with his beautiful wife, he smiled 

provocatively back at her in the mirror.  He grabbed himself and said “No.  What are you looking at?”  

She lifted up her hand over his right shoulder and pointed down with her index finger to where his hand 

was grabbing.  Still grabbing himself with one hand he jocularly gave her a thumbs up.  She began kissing 

his shoulder.  Her lips followed that up with a string of kisses that followed the line of his shoulder all the 

way up to his earlobe where she placed a sharp yet friendly nibble.  He thought to continue but the guilt 

grew the closer sex came to becoming a certainty.  She moved in front of him and they kissed.  Her soft 

red flips giving off passion and his holding in a feeling halfway between excitement and guilt.  He 

continued to grab himself making sure she never touched his possibly sickly genitals.  His integrity and 

guilt was leaving quickly.  He didn’t release himself but facilitated the furthering of the act.  He started 

to kiss her back more passionately with more sure and confident lips.  He moved her long black wavy 

hair from her neck and pressed his lips on the nape of it as if wanting to rip the flesh away.  With one 

hand he grabbed her butt.  His hand pushed deeply into the plushness of it all.  He bent his face down 



and kissed vigorously on her clavicle.  She breathed deeply at the feel.  She reached for his hand to 

remove it from what it tried to hide but he gripped tightly and would not allow his hand to be removed.  

He smiled and played coy so that she would think it was no more than just part of the build-up.   They 

were steadily perusing down the road to sex.  Their hearts raced.  Their minds were quickly releasing 

their connections to the outside world and focusing on the moment.  And Alan Finch’s guilt was 

becoming forgotten in that moment.  In the fore of his mind, he wanted his wife badly.  She was in fact a 

gorgeous woman.  Long black wavy hair framing a face of dark soft features.  Eyes that shined like round 

discs of obsidian and lips so soft that the imprint of his finger was left in them for a noticeable time after 

he touched them.  He body was curvy and voluptuous.  When they were dating he often sang “You with 

all them curves and me without no breaks...” two lines from a Drake song that made him think of her 

the first time he say her in a dress.  However in the back of his mind he knew he should stop.  He was 

obligated to stop.  He didn’t know what he could have and only the worst asshole would knowingly risk 

the health of someone else especially given how he would have acquired the disease.  If they didn’t stop 

soon there point of no return would be here  and then… “But wait” he thought as he kissed her breasts.   

“If I have a disease then she should definitely already have it too.”  Although they hadn’t had sex 

in a few weeks for two very specific reasons, one being that she hadn’t been feeling well and the second 

being that he had been avoiding it because of his symptoms, she would already have it if he had 

something.  So there was no reason not to do this now.   He felt guilty for rationalizing it this way but 

stopping was not what he wanted to do.  He hadn’t had sex at all for the three weeks since his balls 

started aching plus at least two weeks before that because his wife had been feeling ill and now with his 

wife passionate, beautiful and losing clothes steadily, the urge was beyond carnal.  She went to move his 

hand again as he began pulling down her jogging pants exposing a smooth round swell of caramel flesh.  

This time he let go immediately.  He didn’t even keep up the pretense for his conscience.   



 


