
Part V 

 She pulled his hand aside.  With baited breath and intense desire he anticipated being touched.   

“Oh My God!”  His eyes grew with the automatic fear that she had discovered the problem.  There was 

no way she could know just from looking but his fear was automatic.  “I’m going to be late for my class” 

she said finishing the job of pulling down her yoga pants.  She kissed him on the cheek and jumped into 

the shower in plain view of him while he stood there naked and aroused.  His face expressed the 

concept of blue balls as he watched longingly at her body become wet.  He was jealous of the water and 

soap but knew she was better off being caressed by them.  They made her cleaner for certain.  His touch 

carried the risk of making her dirty.  Fate had saved him.  His conscience was kept his clean by default. 

 His wife took her shower quickly.  She bounced about the bathroom naked as if taunting him.  

He was accustomed to the sight of wife prancing about the apartment naked but in light of recent 

infidelities he began to feel like a fool and questioned all the things he had done to place himself and 

their relationship in such a predicament.  An intelligent, gorgeous woman whose body bore harvest on 

every growing curve was right in front of him; apparently happily married to him.  Yet, here he was 

having cheated on her numerous times and now possibly he could have simultaneously destroyed their 

relationship and their health.  Foolish wasn’t strong enough a word.  “That was soooo fucking dumb.”   

He took her place in the shower as she got ready and ran out the door.  In the shower he thought over 

the timeline of his sexual encounters over the past few months.  He tried to determine which of the 

women he had sleeping with might have been the one to him something.  In so doing he might be able 

to come with a crude timeline which would help him determine the probability of his wife also having it.  

The problem with truly coming up with any answers, tentative as they would have been anyway, was he 

had done too much too often.  He had slept with another woman when his wife was ill just a few weeks 

ago.  It would be best if it was that woman.  That would mean his wife couldn’t have it because he 



hadn’t had sex with he after that.  Also if that were the case and he got something curable like 

Chlamydia or Syphilis or old school Gonorrhea then he could just hold out until it cleared up and she 

would never be the wiser.  He harped on this possibility in his mind and prayed to the Lord for this 

outcome asking of the Lord “Lord God, I swear that if you just let it be no more than a simple bacterial 

infection then I will never forget to cherish the wonderful you gave me.  I swear God.  I swear.”   

 He stayed in the shower scrubbing and thinking for so long that his hands skin pruned and his 

hair felt like wet nylon.  All of the natural oil from it had washed away completely.  The warm shower 

water falling from the shower head had beaten him down making his body weary and heavy.  He got out 

of the shower slowly then grabbed a large white towel from the shelf opposite the mirror.  He dried his 

entire body in the order of face, arms, torso, legs, feet, butt and finally genitals.  He dropped the towel 

on the floor after that and put on a pair of Under Armor basketball shorts and a white cotton t-shirt.  

Then he grabbed the towel holding it far away from his body and threw it carelessly in the dirty clothes.  

Following that he washed his hands and settled in on the couch with a beer. 

 


