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What then is the good of each? 

Surely that for whose sake everything else is done. 

—Aristotle, Nicomachean Ethics, Book 1, Chapter 7 

 

The first time I laid eyes on that apartment, I almost turned right around and demanded to be 

taken back to Montreal. It was so fucking dark and depressing. And dank. And it smelled of ... I 

don’t know ... dead things, I guess. Rotting things. 

 “Too too nice basement,” the landlord said, waving his arm. He was a squat and solid-

looking man in his mid-sixties I guessed, with an accent almost as thick as his chest. “Yes? You 

must think so, no?” 

 I looked at Giulio. Giulio did his usual thing, shrugged and turned the other way, 

pretending to inspect a crack in the wall. The landlord, a Mr. Harold Bedner, as he’d proudly 

introduced himself, had already said the same thing at least three times before we’d even got into 

the place. I was starting to think those were the only English words he knew. 

 “Bedroom,” he said, standing in a room the size of a walk-in closet. And maybe it had 

been a closet once because you stepped right into it from outside. 

 “Nice bed,” he said. 

 I looked around. I couldn’t see any bed. The only furniture in the room was a ratty-

looking sofa. And a peeling puke-green dresser that looked like it had been standing in a puddle 

for too long. 

 “I show,” he said, laughing. “I show.” 

 He knelt down in front of the sofa. Then reached under and yanked at it. The sofa 

squeaked and popped open, sheets already in place. 

 “Bed,” he said again. “Good, strong bed.” 

 He sat on it and gave it a few bounces. 

 “Hey, that’s a neat idea,” Giulio said, putting on that blank-faced beam of his. “Good 

way to save space. Don’t you think, Nicole?” 

 “Nice,” I said through gritted teeth. “Too nice.” 

 I walked over to the window. It was one of those basement-type openings placed just a 

bit above ground level. Sealed shut with paint and caulking. And with a little plastic curtain that 

had been obviously jerryrigged in place. Through it, I could see a piece of Mr. Bedner’s front 

lawn and sections of one-storey houses that you wouldn’t be able to tell apart if it weren’t for the 

different-coloured front doors. This was getting more depressing by the minute. Where was the 

ocean everyone said you could smell in the air? Where were the mountains everybody was 

always talking about? Never mind that. Where was the fucking sky? 

 “Lots of sun,” Mr. Bedner said, motioning with his hands as if that was going to bring the 

sunshine in. “Too, too bright.” 

 As he said this, I heard a gurgling flush and Giulio came out of a cubicle to one side of 

the so-called bedroom. 

 “Toilet works,” he said. As if it had come as a surprise. 

 And then the gurgling kept right on going. Mr. Bedner rushed in and jiggled the handle 

until it stopped—or almost stopped anyway as a small trickle decided to push on. I followed him 



in. 

 “Oh yes,” I said, beating Mr. Bedner to the punch. “Too, too nice.” 

 I didn’t mind so much that the washroom was little more than a drain area for the shower. 

Or that the toilet bowl and the basin had rust spots from the constantly dripping water. I didn’t 

even mind that, if a person stood over the sink to wash her face, her ass would hang over the 

toilet. What got me was the thick layer of green mould growing along the bottom edges of the 

shower area. And the black splotch on the ceiling where the water had splashed up and caused 

the plaster to sag. It got me to thinking about one of those really bad movies where the aliens are 

slime balls that seem completely harmless. Until they start to crawl around and suck the humans 

dry. Slurp. 

 “Fix,” Mr. Bedner said when he noticed me looking up. “Paint. Plaster. Quick job.” 

 “Yes, quick job,” I said. “Too too quick.” 

 “You see rest now, yes?” 

 I started to shake my head. I’d seen enough and was ready to try some other rat hole. But 

Mr. Bedner didn’t give me a chance. He took Giulio by the arm and led him into the next room, 

which was only a little bit bigger than a walk-in closet. 

 “Kitchen,” Mr. Bedner said. “Everything here.” 

 Yeah, I guess it was. Or there was. A torn and stained card table and four folding chairs 

held together with grey duct tape. A two-ring heating element with the wires showing through 

where the electric cord had frayed. A bunch of bent cutlery and cracked cups and glasses that had 

been left to dry in the sink—oh, maybe twenty years before. A blackened tea kettle. And a half-

fridge that looked like it had been built in the Stone Age. 

 “Window, too,” Mr. Bedner said. 

 I’d forgotten the window—this one right over the kitchen sink. Though I’m not sure it 

really made it as a window. It was about two feet wide by a foot high and you couldn’t actually 

look out through it, what with the shrubs and weeds and wild flowers right up against it. Not to 

mention this huge spiderweb on the outside that made it look like the glass had cracked and had 

never been repaired. 

 “It’s a little dark in here, isn’t it?” Giulio said. 

 God bless Giulio. What a guy. When he wasn’t in philosophy la-la-land, his grasp of the 

obvious was beyond fucking parallel. 

 “Dark?” Mr. Bedner said. “Prison dark. Dungeon dark. Cemetery dark. This no dark.” 

 “Well,” Giulio said, “if you put it that way, maybe—” 

 “I’m sorry, Mr. Bedner,” I said, cutting him off, “but I think we’ll—” 

 “I like you,” Mr. Bedner said, cutting me off in turn. “You look nice people. Like 

children, yes. Come, come.” 

 “Mr. Bedner,” I said, looking at Giulio for support, “I don’t think—” 

 But the landlord had already climbed back outside, standing near the steps that led to his 

own first-floor living space. And Giulio ... well, he was as supportive as he’d ever be. I’d learned 

in a hurry not to rely on him for a decision. Too busy weighing the pros and cons to actually 

make up his mind about anything. 

 “Come, come,” Mr. Bedner said. “You meet wife. Yes?” 

 We were stuck. Shit! Maybe if Giulio had said something, lied maybe like we had other 

apartments to see, we might have been able to get away. But somehow I doubt it. I don’t think 

anything would’ve got us away from that guy. Mr. Bedner was determined not to let us go. He 

waved for us to follow him up the steps. On the other side of the door, half-hidden behind it, was 



a tiny, hunched-over old woman, a black shawl wrapped around her shoulders. The first thing I 

noticed about her face was the moustache and the start of a thin goatee. 

 “Mrs. Bedner,” the landlord said proudly, introducing us. “Irena.” 

 Mrs. Bedner smiled, revealing a strong set of dentures, and then backed up so that, as the 

door opened, most of her body disappeared behind it. All we could see was that wrinkled face 

peeking out. 

 “Hello,” I said. “How are you?” 

 She smiled again. 

 “English not too good,” Mr. Bedner said, thumbing his finger back at her without even 

looking. “Never learn. But I Canadian citizen.” He pounded on his chest and his face reddened. 

“Canada my country. Proud Canadian. Swear oath. To Queen. Like empress, no? Those 

Quebecers, they crazy, yes? Separate here, separate there. Like snip snip scissors. No separate. I 

come from country where everyone want to separate. Make more food for big red bear.” 

 “Red bear?” Giulio said, puzzled. “You mean brown bear, don’t you? Or black bear?” 

 “No, no,” he said. “Red bear; red star.” Then he growled and slashed at the air. “Kill 

father, kill mother. Come, I show you.” 

 With his wife shooing us from behind and Mr. Bedner leading us on, we were pushed 

into the living room. But it wasn’t your ordinary, everyday living room. This was like one of 

those sitting rooms you see in paintings. Or like at that museum in Paris. Everything was in red, 

a deep velvet red: the thick curtains held down by lead weights; the carpet with the design of a 

castle in it; the sofa and chairs with those funny claws instead of regular legs. There was even 

one of those tassels that you can use to let people know they shouldn’t be going into the room 

without your permission. And right in the centre of the room, just a little above head level, was a 

real honest-to-goodness chandelier—and I mean genuine. One of those with candles instead of 

lights, though there were real lights in the room. And the walls were covered with these huge 

portraits of the ugliest, meanest-looking men and women you’d ever want to see. Some you 

couldn’t tell the difference. They were wearing these starched-up collars and each had a little 

gold nametag underneath. I tried to read the names but I couldn’t make them out. They were in 

some weird writing, Russian or something. 

 “That’s fantastic,” Giulio said, standing in front of one of the portraits. “How old are 

these?” 

 “Old,” Mr. Bedner said, as he pulled out a bottle from a cabinet and poured out several 

glasses of a thick liqueur. “Very old. From old country. From old house. Before revolution, yes?” 

 “And where’s that?” I asked, catching a peek of Mrs. Bedner behind me. “The old 

country, I mean.” 

 “Bah,” the landlord said, waving his hand. “No talk of that. Old country dead. Eaten up. 

Dinner for red bear. Now, we drink, yes? To new country! Canada! Vancouver! To ocean!” He 

pointed one way. “To mountains!” He pointed in the other. 

 And he gulped down his drink in one shot, indicating Giulio and I should do the same. I 

took a sip. It wasn’t half bad. Not bad at all. I drank the rest down, feeling it warm up my insides. 

 “What is it?” I asked, holding up the glass and watching the dark leftover liquid slide 

back down the side. 

 “Brandy,” Mr. Bedner said. “Plum brandy. I make! Here. Drink! Drink more.” 

 Before we could protest or pull our glasses back, he’d refilled them. 

 “Sit, sit,” he said, patting the sofa. “We talk. You nice people. Nice couple.” 

 “Thank you very much,” I said, putting the glass down. “But I think we’d better get going 



now.” 

 “Going?” Mr. Bedner asked. “Where go? This new home for you. Very nice home. Too 

too nice.” 

 “It is a nice place,” Giulio said. “But—” 

 “Ah, bathroom,” Mr. Bedner said. “No worry. I fix. Quick fix. Now, sit and we talk. You 

like politics?” 

 “Not really,” I said. 

 “Neither me! Politics stupid! Separatists stupid! Bomb people stupid! Trudeau—” 

 “Stupid!” Giulio said. 

 “Ah,” Mr. Bedner said, touching the side of his head with his finger. “Only pretend 

stupid. Trudeau smart. He know old country proverb.” 

 He leaned back, placed his hands across his stomach and shut his eyes. 

 “And what proverb is that?” I asked when it dawned on me he wasn’t about to say 

without some coaxing. 

 “Give man enough rope—” 

 “—and he’ll hang himself,” Giulio finished for him. 

 “No, no,” Mr. Bedner said laughing and slapping his knee. “He tie you up with it.” 

 After that, there was no holding Mr. Bedner back. With every drink he gulped down, he 

became louder and harder to understand. Several times, we tried to stand up to leave, but he 

wouldn’t hear of it. And Mrs. Bedner stood at the doorway, blocking any quick exit. 

 “Shower,” he said at one point. 

 “Shower?” both Giulio and I said at the same time. 

 “Yes. Shower. You know? Like bath, only different. I never have shower before. No 

shower in old country. No shower here. But my brothers. They carpenters. They make. Seven 

feet by four feet. Then I wash—standing up!” 

 I don’t know how he went from showers and making soap-rubbing motions all over his 

body to what he did for a living. But the next thing we knew he was telling us about his job as a 

night watchman at a lumber yard. 

 “Good job,” he said. “Too too good. But I retire soon. Tomorrow, no. Next week, no. 

Next year—yes! Then I sleep at night. Sleep like baby!” 

 And, with that, he stretched out full-length on the sofa. Mrs. Bedner burst into giggles 

behind us. 

 “Like little baby again,” Mr. Bedner said. 

 You know what? That’s exactly how I pictured him at that moment. Like a pink chubby 

little baby all curled up on the sofa. It wasn’t a pretty sight. 

 “So,” he said, sitting up and rubbing his eyes. “Where suitcases? You bring?” 

 “We don’t have very much,” Giulio said. “We left our bags down at the train station.” 

 “You stay tonight then,” Mr. Bedner said. “No problem. Then you get bags. Tomorrow, 

you get bags. Good idea, yes?” 

 “Mr. Bedner,” I said, sighing. “I think we should … you know … look around first.” 

 “Look around?” He seemed confused. Really confused. “What for look around?” He 

looked first at me, then at Giulio. Finally, he turned to his wife, who was still standing in the 

corridor, head tilted so she could see into the living room. “You understand: Look around?” 

 Mrs. Bedner shook her head, then turned and vanished. 

 “Nicole,” Giulio said. “Maybe ....” 

 That second fucking “maybe” sank us. I wasn’t about to play the heavy. No fucking way. 



I wasn’t about to stomp all over an old man who was obviously desperate to rent the place out. 

Which from the looks of it hadn’t had an occupant, at least not a human occupant, in years. 

 “Okay, Mr. Bedner,” I said with a sigh and a not-too-cheerful sideways glance at traitor 

Giulio. “We’ll give it a try. But you’ve got to get that bathroom fixed.” 

 “No problem,” Mr. Bedner said. “My brothers carpenters, plumbers, electrical guys, you 

know. Too, too good. They fix just like that. Quick fix.” 

 He snapped his fingers. 

 

I’d been looking for something different. Something with a little more class. With a lot more 

class actually. Like an apartment in one of the modern highrises that were being built all over 

Vancouver. You know, something 1970s instead of something nineteenth century. I’d seen them 

from the train on the way in. The type with a doorman maybe and laundry service on the same 

floor. A place with real furnishings and kitchen appliances that didn’t look as if they’d been 

picked up from a pawnshop. Or a junkyard. Instead, here we were, three thousand miles from 

home, and we’d landed in the same shithole kind of neighbourhood we’d just left behind. 

Working-class drab, I called it. I wouldn’t be surprised to see the worn-out discoloured 

underwear hanging on the clotheslines. And the hairy hot dogs standing at the top of the stairs in 

those ball-busting jeans, sucking away on their cigarettes and scratching their crotches. Each one 

thinking he was God’s gift. 

 “The moment you get a raise,” I told Giulio, “we’re out of here. You hear me? Not a 

fucking moment longer.” 

 “It’s a promise,” he said, reaching up to sweep away another cobweb. 

 “Oh well,” I said, sitting on one of the kitchen chairs. “To tell the truth, I’ve seen worse. 

A lot worse. And at least I won’t have to sleep with a knife under my pillow.” 

 “Shit, look at this.” 

 Giulio had opened the side door that led from the kitchen to the rest of the basement. I 

peered in. 

 “It smells like a cave,” I said. 

 “Dark like prison,” Giulio said, imitating the landlord. 

 “Dark like cemetery,” I said. 

 We laughed, hands over our mouths to keep the noise down. Giulio found the light 

switch. A single naked bulb came on, but it kept flickering as if it couldn’t decide whether or not 

to stay on. But it was enough to make me want to pull the door shut again and maybe hammer it 

closed from the inside. There was no real flooring except from some packed-down earth. The 

ceiling beams and wall two-by-fours were exposed. Great hiding spots for all kinds of vermin, I 

said to myself. A set of rickety stairs with plenty of missing steps led up to the first floor. And 

planks had been placed from the foot of the stairs to a washer-dryer area at the back. Another 

door, looking as if it hadn’t been opened in ages, led to the backyard. I couldn’t decide what 

smelled worst: the mouldy carpeting piled up in the back, the chairs with rotting legs, or the 

moth-eaten clothes—all tossed into one heap. I got the shivers thinking what pleasant little 

fuckers waited underneath that heap. 

 “And here I thought the side we were on was bad,” I said. “It seems like paradise now.” 

 “Yeah,” Giulio said. “I hope he doesn’t get the notion to rent this side out, too. That 

would make for some pretty weird neighbours.” 

 There was a sound in the walls—like scratching. 

 “I think we’ve got neighbours already,” I said, taking a step back into the kitchen. And 



Giulio was quick to follow. 

 “Look at that hole under the door,” he said, pointing to a one-inch gap between the door 

and the floor. “Looks like we’re going to have some uninvited guests.” 

 “Not if I can help it,” I said. 

 I went into the bathroom and brought back a rag that had been hanging against the side of 

the shower stall. I stuffed the rag under the door and jammed it tight. 

 “There,” I said. “That’ll have to do for now.” 

 But Giulio wasn’t satisfied. He must have thought it was his duty to protect me, so he tied 

a cloth to the end of a broom handle and went searching every corner of the place for cobwebs. 

He was even brave enough to poke around the insides of the kitchen cupboards. And under the 

sink. When he pulled the broom handle back, there was a spider stuck to it, a big fat brightly-

coloured red and black thing. Its guts had been busted open and all it could do was wiggle its 

legs in the air. 

 “Ugh!” Giulio said, holding out the broom handle as far from himself as possible. “Look 

at that thing.” 

 “You look at it,” I said. “I’ve seen enough fucking spiders to last a lifetime.” 

 Giulio couldn’t take his eyes off the creature. He tried to squeeze it with a Kleenex but 

only managed to knock it to the floor. There, it started to go around in circles, dragging its guts 

behind it. I could tell Giulio was nervous. He couldn’t stop talking about the spider and how “it 

had desperately fought our attempt to bring light to the dark spots, to the places where damp, 

decay, and corruption were entrenched.” He always talked that kind of bullshit when he got 

nervous. Like everything had some deeper meaning or something like that. 

 The truth was he just couldn’t stand the thought of insects or rats and that kind of stuff in 

the flat. He had been brought up in a home that was spotless, a place where not even the dust 

dared enter. During the few months we’d spent there, I’d actually seen Mrs. di Orio on her hands 

and knees first thing in the morning polishing the stairs. And sweeping the sidewalk was a daily 

routine. Including the cracks in the cement. Don’t get me wrong. I couldn’t stand spiders or rats 

either. But that was because I’d seen too many of them. Shit, I even had a rat crawl across my 

feet once while I was trying to sleep at my grandmother’s place during one of my parents’ tries at 

making a go of things. I didn’t get much sleep after that, let me tell you. And when I told my 

grandfather in the morning, all he said was: “Nicole, you missed a great chance there. That rat 

would have really spiced up the pea soup.” I’ve had a thing about pea soup ever since. 

 “There,” Giulio said, holding up a broom handle covered in cobwebs. “Those little 

buggers won’t be back for a while.” 

 But it wasn’t the end of his cleaning for the night. He had to do the same thing with the 

bed. Giulio insisted we strip it down and check it out from top to bottom. I warned him he 

probably wouldn’t like what he found. 

 “There are things best left alone,” I said. “Take the word of someone who knows.” 

 Giulio is the kind of guy, I figure, who would pull a dressing away to see the pus 

underneath—and then, after glancing at it sideways, rush off to the bathroom to vomit. But it 

wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. Sure, there were a few holes where the material had been 

torn—or maybe eaten—away. And a few mouse droppings. But that was about it. Giulio 

whacked the sofa hard several times with the broom handle, hoping to scare off any inhabitants 

still stupid enough to stay behind. He didn’t find any. 

 “I think they heard us coming,” I said, replacing the sheets and pillows on the sofabed. 

“That’s probably them in the walls right now.” 



 “Yeah,” he said, putting his ear against the nearest wall. “I can hear them.” 

 “So, what are they doing?” 

 “They’re huddled around their children and telling horror stories about us. They’re 

saying: ‘Look out for those turkeys. First they did in the spiders. And now they’re gunning for 

us.’” 

 I started to giggle, and then I couldn’t stop. Giulio tried to shush me up and pointed at his 

watch to say it was late. But I couldn’t help myself. I fell back on the sofa and buried my face in 

the pillows. Giulio lay down beside me and passed his hand through my hair. 

 “So is this paradise?” he asked. “Or what?” 

 He bounced up and down on the sofa. 

 “What the hell are you doing?” I asked, turning to face him. 

 “Did you hear anything?” He bounced again. 

 “No. What am I supposed to hear?” 

 “The squeaking of bed springs, of course,” he said, as he rolled over onto me. 

 “Shit, you’re right.” 

 “And no one listening in the next room, except maybe a couple of frightened mice.” 

 “Now what are we going to do?” I said. “We don’t have any more excuses.” 

 Giulio leaned down to kiss me. Soft lips. That was one of the first things I had found out 

about him. I could feel him hardening against my stomach. Then, he suddenly rolled off me and 

stood up. 

 “I’ll be right back,” he said. “Wanna brush my teeth.” 

 “Screw it,” I said. “I want you—now!” 

 “Hold your horses. Or whatever you hold in a situation like this. I won’t be long.” 

 I didn’t say anything else. I knew that once he’d made up his mind about something, no 

way could I change it—especially when it came to getting clean. I think he had a ... what do they 

call it? ... a fetish about it. Like, after a certain point, he couldn’t stand the smell of himself or 

something. Hey, there are worse things a man can have a fetish about, right? Like that sick 

pervert my mother brought home one night. Claimed he liked to do the laundry—until I caught 

him with his face buried in a pair of my unwashed panties. And then he grinned and wanted to 

hand them back to me. 

 “Uh, yeah,” I had told him, “it’s okay. You can keep them.” 

 I sat on the sofa and took off my clothes. There was a mirror on the outside of the 

bathroom door. Hmm, not bad, I told myself as I posed sideways in front of it. Getting a little 

thick around the thighs and ass. But I breathed in, letting my breasts pop straight out. Kazoom! 

How do you like them knockers! I’d always been proud of them. Giulio’s brother liked to say 

that what you couldn’t get into your mouth was wasted. Another of Raf’s expressions was: “Why 

buy the whole cow when all you wanted was a little milk?” Yeah and I’d tell him right back: 

“Why put up with all that bull when all you needed was a little meat?” 

 “Giulio,” I said, finally knocking on the washroom door. “What the hell’s taking you so 

long?” 

 “I’ll be right out,” he said. 

 “Don’t tell me you’re playing with yourself again,” I said. 

 “No, of course not!” He sounded indignant that I would suggest such a thing. 

 “Well, you’d better not be,” I said laughing. “I want you all to myself.” 

 I turned out the light and went back to lie down on the sofa, not bothering to cover up. It 

was perfect. There was just enough moonlight coming through the curtain so that he’d be able to 



see me. Or my silhouette anyway. I rubbed my nipples and gave them a little tug. Then I 

squeezed my breasts. My body was starting to tingle. 

 “Giulio,” I called out again. “Please hurry up.” 

 “Coming, coming.” 

 Giulio came out at last, carrying his clothes on his arm. I knew then he hadn’t just 

brushed his teeth. No, that wouldn’t be my Giulio. Knowing him, he’d probably scrubbed his 

ears and cut his toenails—and even pulled back his foreskin to make sure there wasn’t any crud 

underneath. 

 I almost said: “Hey, what do you know. All fresh and scrubbed and ready for a good, 

screw-the-sounds, no-holds-barred fuck.” 

 But I bit my tongue. Giulio was sensitive that way. He didn’t like to have the mood, as he 

called it, broken. 

 “Come over here,” I said instead, holding out my arms. “Momma’s got something for 

you.” 

 “For little old me?” 

 Giulio put down his clothes and walked towards me. The moonlight made him glow: a 

skinny, long-legged creature with a slightly-curved back, shadow prick standing straight out. He 

stopped at the edge of the sofa and looked around. 

 “Now, what are you doing?” I asked. 

 “Hear that?” 

 “What? I don’t hear anything.” 

 “Exactly!” he said, as he lay down beside me. “No snoring from the next room. And no 

nosy mother getting up in the middle of the night pretending to get a glass of water.” 

 “Of course not, silly.” I rubbed my fingers across his chest. “But maybe if we make 

enough noise they’ll hear us clear across the continent. Wouldn’t that be fun?” 

 Wishful thinking. When my fingers slid down between his legs, I discovered he had gone 

limp again. 

 “Hey,” I said, laughing. “What’s this? A second ago, you were sticking out like a 

flagpole.” 

 “I don’t know,” he said. “The moment we started talking about my mother—” 

 “For chrissakes!” I said, turning onto my back and letting out a sigh. “Maybe we 

should’ve brought her with us. Yeah, like stuffed her into one of the bags or something!” 

 “I’m sorry, Nicole. It’s not like I wanted this—” 

 “Forget it, okay. Just forget it.” I took his hand in mine. “You’re probably just nervous 

about starting your job.” 

 “Yeah, I guess that must be it,” he said, turning towards me. “I’m not sure what to expect. 

And I hate that.” 

 “Get some sleep,” I said, kissing him on the lips. “See you in the morning.” 

 He turned his back to me and curled up. Within minutes, he was asleep, making soft 

shuddering sounds. But I knew it wasn’t going to be as easy for me. Every part of my body 

twitched and jumped—like someone was jolting it with electricity. And, when I started to hear 

the sounds in the walls again, that was it. Screw that, I said. I reached over and turned Giulio 

back towards me. If I wasn’t going to sleep, he wasn’t going to sleep either. I started licking his 

nipples and reached down to stroke him. He let out a gasp as I buried my head beneath the sheets 

and worked my tongue down past his belly button to the base of his prick. 

 “Umm,” I said, licking gently. “Looks like it’s decided to stand up for itself again.” 



 I lowered my lips onto him and he started to buck. I was careful to time his motions as I 

had no intention of letting him come in my mouth. No, I wanted him inside me. When I felt he 

was getting too wild, I made my way back up his body. 

 “So,” I said. “Do you still want to go to sleep?” 

 He rolled over on top of me and arched up to get himself completely inside me. 

 “Here comes the train,” he said. “Choo! Choo!” 

 “That’s not what it’s saying,” I said. 

 “What’s it saying?” 

 “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” 

 A few moments later, I felt Giulio getting ready to shoot his load. I reached behind and 

gripped his buttocks, holding him tight against me. He bucked a couple of times and then fell on 

top of me, breathing hard. 

 “It’s nice not having to pull out,” he said. 

 “Well, aren’t you the lucky one,” I said. “No condom and no worries.” 

 Hadn’t been much fun being told I couldn’t have children but it sure made it easier in the 

heat of the moment. 

 “Yeah, nice and cozy in there.” 

 “Good,” I said. “Now, my turn.” 

 I grabbed his hand and slid it down between my legs. He started to rub awkwardly, one 

finger sliding up and down and occasionally making contact. 

 “No,” I said, rising up to meet him. “Circle. You have to rotate. You have to—” 

 He wasn’t very good at it and it felt kind of rough where he’d bitten his nails. But I didn’t 

care at that point. When I came, I let out a shrill moan and bounced crazily. And then I started 

shivering: coming had always left me cold. 

 “Brrr!” I said, wrapping myself around Giulio, trying to feed off his warmth. “Good 

night, lover boy.” 

 “Good night, Nicole.” 

 


