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Allie’s First Time Hotwife Experience

I stood as rigid as a telephone pole hard against the wall of my darkened home office and inhaled slowly and deeply and counted to five before squeezing out my lungs to their pneumatic depths and refilling them slowly. I robotically rotated my head 90 degrees in slow-motion and lowered my stoic gaze through the thin white curtains down to our lower patio and held the view there below me for a full three count. 
I fully absorbed the details of the scene below before rotating my head back into the shadows of my office, allowing myself to breathe again, and shutting my eyes to imprint what they had recorded. It was happening all over again in real time and only a few feet away from me, but this time in full view outside, in the middle of the day, in my own home. This time it was full-on and vigorous, water splashing over the sides, high-pitched cries rising to my ears, the slap of flesh on flesh echoing off the patio ceiling above me. It was blatant. It was raw. And I let it happen — again.
Brent, our old mutual college friend, had stayed over in our guest room from the previous night and was still sleeping off the drink when I got up and quietly left for work. It was a Tuesday, Allie’s usual day off — she was a dental hygienist. We graduated together all three of us seven years ago, and even though Allie and I were already together by then, I caught her cheating on me with Brent the night before he left. That was the last time we’d seen or heard from him, I thought, and I had been fine with that.
I didn’t say or do anything about it back then. We were all celebrating, we’d all been drinking, it was just one of those nights — and he was going to be gone to the other side of the country the next day anyway. Only now he was back, seven years later. He had become a property scout for a major investment bank and flew all over the country.  When he contacted Allie and said he was going to be in town, of course we had to meet up for dinner, and of course we had to have him over after dinner for drinks and laughs. And then, later, why wouldn’t he stay overnight, it was just like old times all over again, wasn’t it?
We’d gotten together at Taro’s, a Japanese restaurant close to Brent’s hotel.
“How long do we get you for?” my wife asked him, lifting a shining salmon belly maki to her full, glossy-painted lips as much to suck it as to eat it. She was glowing ever since she’d gotten the email from our old friend three days earlier. She looked good too, in her tight, thin, zip-up mauve athletic jacket and tight plum leggings.
“Two or three days at this point,” he glanced back and forth to Allie and me, one of those guys who, everything he said, he half grinned like it might be a joke or he might explode in rage. He was wearing what looked like a $5,000 New York suit. “Depends on how it goes, right? They send me here with a suitcase stuffed with $75 million and won’t let me go home til I get rid of all of it.”
Allie laughed harder than one would but he wasn’t joking. “Just how much do you blow for your bosses in a year?” she grinned at him trying not to give away how impressed she was. Money turned her on like forbidden fruit — she had always been the radical activist among us. She talked like wealth meant nothing to her, but she gravitated to it like light to a black hole.
He shrugged and looked at me again. “Target this quarter is three hundred mil. Probably going to hit one bil by the end of fiscal.”  He chuckled lightly at me as though I shared the awareness of the significance of the numbingly immense numbers.
“Wow,” Allie shook her head. “And to think you were pushing dime bags only a few short years ago.” She pumped her dangling leg at him under the table where it swung impatiently from her other knee.
“Hey, we don’t mention what happened at NTU I thought!” He laughed as heartily as a powerful executive the way they laugh, and Allie did too, but she ducked her face and shot a glance sideways at me through her fallen hair. The cheating happened at NTU — the last day there, to be specific.
“You boys talk about hockey or something, this little lady needs to visit the little lady’s room,” she said, and she slipped away and dove out of the sudden awkwardness.
“You been hard at it, Jon?” he lifted his jutting chin to me.
I had gone the other way coming out of college and became a forensic economist, the boring kind of finance guy who tries to catch the high-flying cheaters like Brent.
“Oh you know, no rest for the weary.”
“Evil never sleeps either, I found out,” he laughed. “So I guess we’re keeping you guys up all night.” He laughed again, even fuller, harder.
I shrugged and kept my eyes defiantly on his. “We take shifts,” I said. He was always chipper, well-dressed, and ultra-relaxed, compared to my nervousness, my busy mind, my notorious inability to be quick with obscure jokes. He snorted and grinned and flashed his chopsticks in dexterous and manicured fingers and snatched the last nigiri from the tray.
I eyed the bathroom doors far across the restaurant and watched him quick with his sticks to corral the last maki, too.
“Say Brent,” I started.
He looked up with his cheeks puffed out like a squirrel he stuffed so much in there and raised his eyebrows and jerked his head.
“That last night before you left for San Francisco . . . . “
He tried to reply without spitting out food and tilted his head back and made a scoop of his bottom lip. “What about it?” Food fell out anyway.
“That was a helluva party, eh?”
“None like it, before or since, bro.”
“No,” I agreed, nodding thoughtfully at him. “You and Allie,” I kept nodding, a slow grin creeping across my face.
He didn’t look up but kept himself fully engaged chasing the last rolling takoyaki ball. “Uh huh?” he said.
“I lost track of you guys.”
“We couldn’t find you either. Man, it was epic.”
“You guys didn’t . . .  you know?” I scrunched my face up at him. I knew they did.
“Upstairs is out of bounds!” the signs said everywhere in the party house. I didn’t want to be the loser who got ejected from the party of the year, but the wait for the only other available bathrooms was impossible. I was going to piss my pants.
I waited till no one in the kitchen was looking my way and slipped into the shadows of the hallway and darted up the stairs. I knew there had to be a free bathroom up there. The relief was intense and standing there with the lights off in the near complete darkness, it was as transcendent an experience as any I had had in my young life till then. I must have drained my bladder for three full minutes, pressing my hands into the wall over my head and sighing with a groan the whole way.
I stopped short when I heard giggling. That was when I noticed that the bathroom had a second en suite entrance into a bedroom on the side. I couldn’t make out words but there was no mistaking the low bass of a guy’s voice and the high-pitched stifled laughter of a girl’s voice. I finished my business and cocked my ear. They weren’t allowed up there any more than I was and they knew it. They were keeping their voices as low as they could.
It was when I could hear nothing that my imagination began to really rev up. I knew they didn’t leave — and now they weren’t talking or laughing, either. That left one thing. I didn’t know it until that night, until that moment in fact, but perving on other couples, peeking on people having sex, was, it turned out, my thing. I carefully moved my ear to the back of the door and gently increased the pressure — even stopping my own breath to hear as much as I could.
There were tiny murmurs and little inhalations and caught-short gasps. I could tell they were whispering here and there and little eruptions of laughter burst out but were quickly stanched. Over top of it all was the unmistakable sound of wet kissing. I was dying on the other side of the door. I’d never felt my heart pound so hard or fast, especially not from running or working out. My knees even shook — that’s how I knew I had discovered my thing.
I got it in my head I could creak the door open. I could see under the door it was dark in there, and it was certainly dark in the bathroom. The tunes were pounding from below loud enough that any sound the door made would be covered by it. I checked over my shoulder for the escape — the bathroom door would take me to the hallway and down the stairs before they could come to the bathroom. They might know someone was watching, but lost in the crowd downstairs, they’d never identify their voyeur.
I squeezed the knob, twisted it, and edged the door open, easing the knob back to its position as carefully as a bomb disposal expert. Only when I was satisfied no one on the other side had noticed anything did I chance it and lean my head around the edge and try to see what there was to see through the quarter inch I had cracked the door by.
I could hear heavy breathing by then and the rustle of clothes, in addition to murmurs, giggles, gasps and sighs. Whoever they were, they were getting into it. My cock grew hard and I realized I hadn’t put it away since my piss. I thought to myself about what a sick fuck I must be, but I didn’t put it away, I began to stroke it gently.
I leaned forward and peeked. The couple were on the bed. I could see their silhouettes — the girl was on top of the guy who was lying on his back. Just enough light came through the open window to allow me to see an outline of her back, and his hands riding all over her ass and her back and into her hair.
I withdrew behind the wall and toed the door open another inch. When it still appeared as though no one noticed, I leaned forward again and spied what I could see with both eyes. The scene before me was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, including porn. The girl was moaning and squirming on the guy. Her short dress was pushed up over her hips and I could see her arms and hands working to open his pants below her. I could even see when the guy pulled at her panties and when she lifted herself on her toes and hands in a jackknife to allow him to press her panties down her legs so she could use her toes to pull them off her feet. She laughed so lightly and moaned so deeply, I didn’t think I’d ever heard a woman so horny. The way they needed to keep their sounds down made it ten times hotter.
I couldn’t believe my luck. I had a front-row seat in my own private theatre to the hottest clip of 3D porn imaginable. I gripped my cock and jerked myself carefully, not wanting to spill myself too soon. As my eyes adjusted I was able to see more detail, like the girl’s hand reach down between them and behind herself to grip his cock that stood so high and erect behind her ass. I heard her coo like an animal completely lost in heat. And I saw her raise her hips and aim his cock into her pussy and lower herself onto him.
I nearly passed out. She raised herself and plunged down again, crying out and gasping between thrusts. I could see the guy’s hands grip her ass and his own body thrust up into her harder from below. The slapping of their flesh was as loud as someone snapping a towel. I could hear the girl’s voice moan like she was falling off a cliff, interrupted only by the jolting to her lungs he was administering to her whole body. I’d never known two people could fuck so ferociously.
I backed up when they twisted and struggled like two squirrels in a fight and when I heard her crying out loud again and the bed sounding like it was going to be pounded through the floor, I leaned forward and looked again. Her legs were sticking up in the air and I could see the guy’s ass between them, drilling down into her so fully and so deeply, I half expected to see his cock come out her mouth. I squeezed my cock to keep from spontaneously erupting hard against the door.
They struggled and panted and rolled all over the bed some more and ended up with him kneeling behind her and her on her elbows and knees in front of him, wagging her ass up at him sounding so desperate for his cock it was like nothing else in the world mattered. When he rammed himself into her, I could see her mouth was wide open and her eyes were clenched. I could see her fingers twist and tear at the sheets. I opened the door accidentally nearly all the way but they weren’t going to notice a thing. I stood fully in the doorway with my pants around my ankles and my hard, trembling cock in my hand staring at how the guy gripped the girl’s hips and shoved himself so hard into her I thought he was going to break her. I couldn’t believe what I was watching.
When I heard the girl’s gasps rise in pitch I knew I wasn’t going to last any longer than either of them, and let myself stroke away, uncaring that I was about to shoot all over someone’s parent’s bedroom floor. Just as I was about to lose it, the girl cried out, “Oh fuck, Brent!”
Before I could register what she said, I heard the guy say back, “Take it Allie, gonna shoot in you!”
That was when I realized who it was on the bed. My roommate and best friend, and my girlfriend, and fiancé. It was too late to stop and I came staring at the bodies in the bed humping each other like animals, Allie and Brent, as they also came together, with me.
“Didn’t what?” Brent said, finally dropping his chopsticks and looking up at me, leaning back, confidently draping his arms over the back of the booth seat.
“You fucked my wife that night, didn’t you,” I finally decided to put it right out there on the table.
He just stared at me making a slight nod like he was judging me, or like he expected the topic to come up all along.
“Wasn’t your wife at the time,” he finally raised his eyebrows at me like I’d overlooked that crucial fact.
“Girlfriend.”
“Bro,” he sighed and leaned over the table shooting a glance himself up toward the bathroom doors. “That was a long time ago.”
“Believe me, I feel no ill-will toward you, god’s truth,” I said leaning forward to meet him halfway across the table.
“Thank god,” he chuckled and pushed back and tried to fist pump me, but I let him hang it.
“Because it didn’t seem worth doing anything about, you were gone for good to the other coast the morning after.”
“Like 5 hours after!”
“Right, 5 hours after. I didn’t bring it up with Allie either, never have.”
“Probably a good policy, good for the marital stability, no doubt.” He loosened his tie and undid a shirt button.
“Just one thing that’s always intrigued me about that, though,” I started in again with the eyes and the grin.
“You really want to hash it all out now, hey?”
“Just one thing.”
He fixed me with his gaze and gestured with his fingers for me to get on with what he dismissed as a trifling concern.
“Didn’t you worry about getting caught? I mean, you guys didn’t really hide that well — the door wasn’t even closed all the way.”
“Wasn’t really thinking at all, to be honest with you. I believe there were consumables that night in plentiful supply.”
“Yeah but, was it because you were gone the next day, you figured there would be no consequences?”
He looked left and right and down. He seemed to genuinely try to recall his frame of mind from that night. Finally he exhaled deeply. “I never told you,” he said to the table between us.
I checked the bathroom doors again and leaned down to his level. “Told me what?”
He inhaled deeply and let it out before talking. “I was jealous as fuck the whole time, all through college, years. I loved Allie. I don’t mean I always wanted to get in her pants, but yeah, it was that too. I wanted to marry her, bro. She felt like my soul mate. And I told her that repeatedly too.” He glanced sideways to the bathroom doors. “I told her to leave you. I told her if I couldn’t have her, I wouldn’t be able to see her anymore, ever. I told her I’d have to go to the other side of the country and never talk to her again if she said no. It wasn’t to punish her or make an ultimatum. It was to save myself. I couldn’t handle it a day longer, knowing she picked you.”
I stared at him silently a long time. Finally I threw myself back against the booth seat just like he posed. “You’re shitting me.”
“I shit you not.”
“How come I didn’t notice it back then.”
“I hid it. I fucked every moving thing I could find to try to get her out of my mind. She didn’t tell you because she didn’t want to spoil our friendship, you and me. Dude, I was ready to cancel the job, I was ready to drop the whole plan for San Francisco, if she changed her mind.”
“But she didn’t.”
“No, she didn’t.” He sat back and spread his arms over the back of the booth seat again, restoring his confident, got-the-world-by-the-balls pose. He took the bill up in his hand without looking it over. “I got everything, but I didn’t get her.” He grinned wryly at the bill and not at me, pulling his billfold out of his breast pocket.
“You got her the night before you left, though.” I kept on it.
“She’d already stated her mind unequivocally. It was final.”
“She was thinking about it?”
“I thought she was, but no, she was only being ambiguous to keep from getting between our friendship, you and me, like I told you. No, she told me clear as a hammer to the head that it was never a consideration for her.”
“Why not? You’re fucking Brent, you were starting a job with a salary already 10 times what I’d ever make. Everybody loved you. You had more girls than god allows.”
“Not the settling type, she said. Maybe the type for a quicky, she said, maybe the type to have a one-night-stand with, but not a life with. She laughed when she told me that, like it was obvious, like everybody knew that about me. Fun guy Brent,” he looked long sideways, “just fucking great for kicks,” he winced at me. “Maybe not so great for anything serious or long term, though.”
“I watched you guys. I caught you that night. I always thought you and her were laughing at me.”
He bit hard on the corner of his mouth. “Fuck no, bro. The laugh was always on me.”
“But she still did it with you.”
“You want to know why? You want me to tell you what she told me?” He looked at me, looked up at the bathroom doors, and back at me. “You really want to hear it?”
I decided I did. I was 50-50 though, before I nodded once at him.
He leaned closer low over the table between us again. “Don’t go blaming me if this changes things between you two, yeah?”
I nodded again but I was nervous.
“She said she’d always wanted to know what it was like with a stud like me. She said she always wanted to know what it was like to fuck someone for the pure physical pleasure of it, as she called it, with no emotional content hanging over it. She said she could fuck me like that because there was no chance I’d misinterpret it as something else — she’d seen me go through so many girls before with no attachment issues, right? — and there was no chance she’d make the mistake of taking it as anything else either, she said straight up to me. It was a consequence-free fuck she said, with me. She knew she was going to marry you the whole time. It was her one night of freedom, her bachelorette, if you will. I was her fantasy fuck, her last kick at the single can.”
“I watched. She seemed to be loving it.”
“Fuck ya she was loving it. No risk, no emotions, no attachments. I was gone in five hours. No regrets either, on her part, I want to make sure you understand.”
“How do you mean?” I glanced across the restaurant and saw her come out of the bathroom and back toward us.
He was watching her too. “She said, Just so you know, meaning me, she said, Just so you get no funny ideas, even if we end up someday doing that again, it’s still going to be for the same reason and with the same consequences — meaning none. She said, I love Jon, and you’re always going to be just a fantasy. She said, It was so good, I’m probably going to remember it forever, but even if it happens again, it’s still going to be just for the fun of it. She even made me pinky swear I would never forget that — like we’re 12 or something.”
“So why are you back now?”
“After how many years, I think I finally get it. She means it. I’ve had girls like that — you love to fuck them, but forget about talking to them, forget about hanging out with them. That’s what I was for Allie. I was her Vegas. Her fantasy fuck. I get that now. I don’t have to stay away anymore. I’ve been through town at least two dozen times over the years and never called you or emailed you. What was I afraid of, that she’d finally see the real me or something? Fuck that, though, right? I get it now. It’s what I always was. Her fantasy fuck.”
Allie slid into the booth this time on his side and she bumped him. “Move over, would you?” she laughed. “What you boys talking about?”
“About how you ought to leave this piece of trash and hit it up with me on the left coast,” he laughed so loud other patrons turned to see.
Allie patted his thigh under the table but she gazed out the corners of her eyes at me. “Such a clown,” she shook her head with a knowing grin.
“Her fantasy fuck.” His words replayed over and over like a stuck record as we made our way up the sidewalk to our car, during the drive home, and over the course of the whole night yakking and laughing in our condo. “Her fantasy fuck.”
If I ever doubted Allie after that night back then, she certainly didn’t give me any reason to. Had I not accidentally discovered her and Brent that night so many years ago, she’d have said or done nothing that would have raised a suspicious hair on my head. Brent’s total lack of contact after that night wasn’t all that surprising. He seemed the kind of guy whose friendships could go like that, just end when no longer convenient. I had reason to secretly suspect why but it was nothing I could bring up with Allie. She also no doubt had reasons in mind too, reasons she could not, for obvious reasons, bring up with me. What was odd was how we never even brought him up between us. It was like, the morning he left, he disappeared as well from both our memories.
I told myself that I could test Allie, to see if she really did hold a candle for her (what I presumed) one-time lover. I told myself also that I too had fantasized fucks, that I had often recalled particularly good ones, and jerked off replaying them in my mind. It was an epic fuck her and Brent enjoyed, I wasn’t so petty minded as to deny that my wife had a very good time that night with my best friend. If women and men are as alike as we’re told, there could be no rational doubt in my mind that she recalled that night with Brent often, and that she must have masturbated replaying it. Imagine, I told myself, if one of those “fantasy fucks” from back then showed up, and imagine if my wife somehow disappeared, and imagine that I had the chance to re-fuck the hottest girl I ever fucked, a girl who would be gone and out of town forever after? Would I not want that?
Would my wife not want that? Her fantasy fuck showed up seven years later, was now in our condo, and the only thing in the way between the ho-hum of life and another shot at her fantasy fuck was me. If for some reason I was to disappear, would she go for it? And if she did, would that be such a bad thing? If I did that for her, it would not affect our relationship at all.
I toyed with the idea all night. I could gift my wife a fuck guaranteed to be good for her.
The truth was, though, that that night seven years ago was as epic for me as it was for her. Seeing her and Brent in that bedroom kicked off a long running bad habit of listening through walls and peering through windows for me and hunting for a particular kind of amateur-made porn. Of all the situations I was ever able to hear or see, though, nothing came close to the first time, when I stood in a cracked-open bathroom door watching that young mysterious couple go at it like there was nothing else in the world. If I was really going to gift my wife a free pass on another fuck with her fantasy, I was going to get mine, too. I was going to watch it.
Should I have discussed it with her? I had to be honest with myself. There was no way the experience would be the same for me if my wife knew I was watching her have sex with Brent. After years of analyzing myself, I knew that a critical aspect of the experience was the illicit nature of spying on a couple who didn’t know I was watching. It needed to be wrong to be so good. Obviously, spying like that could bring severe consequences. There was only one person I could do that to, and still be relatively sure of escaping legal consequences: my wife, whose cheating would be the bigger infraction. No one thinks about the voyeur when it’s a husband catching his wife cheating.
By the same token, I reasoned, my wife’s fantasy no doubt included the illicit nature of the act. Would it give her the same effect knowing her husband was watching and had approved of it? No doubt that fact would kill a good part of the spirit of it all for her, just as it would kill it for me. I decided that the next day was the day, that I would let my wife have her shot, and that I would watch. She had been a good girl — she fucked him before, and didn’t let it affect us, didn’t mention it, and for all I could tell, never contacted him, never pined for him, and never thought about him ever again. I could let her have it again, I thought magnanimously — not quite admitting to myself that it was me who was chasing the thrill. So strong was my compulsion to secretly watch a hot couple fuck, I overlooked how it was my wife who was being adulterous right in front of me.
I called in sick to work the night before, secretly. I made the sounds of leaving, even opening and shutting the front door. But I crept back down the hall, through the kitchen, and up the stairs to the loft and my office up there. I spied the whole morning when my wife got up and when Brent finally woke. I listened, well hidden, as they talked and laughed together, before going out for breakfast. I passed the time while they were out reading online about my affliction, whether it was a serious concern or just your normal, everyday compulsion. But nothing I found was exactly like my “thing”: setting up my wife to cheat on me so I could watch, with the cheating aspect meticulously maintained as an integral part of the thrill, wanting one’s wife to feel like she is cheating as part of the gift, and watching, getting off, in particular, on the fact that she believes she is cheating on you. It’s a pretty specific kink, but it is, as they say, what it is.
Allie and Brent came back an hour later. For a guy supposedly in town to dispense $75 million for a group of high-end investors, he didn’t seem to be terribly busy. They came in the same way they had been behaving since he first came into Taro’s the night before: laughing and carrying on. I began to think that I had misjudged the whole thing and that nothing was going to happen. But then it happened again: that awful, gut-turning silence. It’s not the laughing and chatting that tells the most, it’s the nothingness. I knew they came in, but a few moments later, I heard nothing at all.
Unable to stay still and remain hidden, I had to peek. I laid down on my stomach on the floor and slowly lowered my head down over the top step and turned sideways to peer from the hole in the ceiling into the kitchen. I was right: things might just happen after all. They were kissing, arms around each other, bodies pressed together, smiles in between.
“You really ought to try the hot tub,” my wife spoke to Brent intimately and close, hanging her arms from his neck. “It’s the best cure for hangover ever.”
“No bathing suit,” he shook his head with a pursed smile.
“I’m pretty sure that’s going to be fine,” my wife said back to him. “It’s not like I haven’t seen it all before.”
I reflected that had I not known about the time before he left town, I would have been very confused about what I just heard.
They kissed and began to strip each other’s clothes off right in the kitchen, chuckling and smirking the whole way. To see my wife’s fingers tug and peel open Brent’s pants put me right back where I had been seven years earlier. She laughed and turned in Brent’s embrace to allow him to undo her bra clasp. They held each other up pulling their pants off. They didn’t stop there. She kissed her way down his body and slowly slid to her knees in front of him, pulling his underwear down off his hips and down to his feet, letting his cock, growing larger and more rigid, poke her in her face.
He returned the favor, on his knees, delicately lifting her feet from her panties one leg at time. He came up and they hugged naked and kissed. It was beautiful. I thought it would be much harder to look past the fact that that was my wife, but it was surprisingly easy. Maybe that was how my addled brain wound up fevered with the prospect of watching from a hidden corner my wife show me the best fucking I could ever imagine seeing.
She chuckled and turned to lead him by the finger behind her across the living room and out the patio door to our big deck with the hot tub. My office window looked down over the lower patio but was so close, I learned from previous times hanging out in the tub that it was easy to see inside. I could hear them talk and laugh and I peered over now and then through the thin curtains and saw them kiss and play and touch.
It wasn’t long before my wife threw her leg over Brent’s lap and settled into him. Just like that time in the party house bed, she rose over him and reached down between their bodies. And just like that time, she began to buck on him and cry out loud and bounce on his body that began to thrust hard up into her. I turned again and faced them down there below me through the curtain and down out the window. I watched my wife fuck Brent for all she was worth, and I opened my pants, drew out my cock, and stroked myself watching her lose it on him.
Like the first time, I ejaculated to the sound of my wife’s orgasm, triggered in her by Brent shooting himself up and into her. I crumpled to the floor with my head bent at 90 degrees into the wall, spent and flaccid. That’s when I heard it.
“So much nicer than the hotel,” Brent said.
“Nice for a change, right?” my wife replied.
“I’ll be back through in three weeks,” he said.
“I’ll be waiting with bated breath as usual.”
“Let’s do the Four Seasons next time, I’m bored of us meeting at the Hilton.”
“Didn’t we go there three years ago a few times?”
“Four years ago, I think.”
“Where was the first place? I forget.”
“You mean after I left? Hyatt, wasn’t it?”
“A long time ago now,” she said.
“Seven years.”
I stared at the opposite wall not quite able, in my exhausted state, to comprehend.




My wife Jodie's secret boyfriend

The antique shed squatted completely obscured at the wooded back of our vast property. I only knew Cole was in there by his pick-up parked in the shaded narrow alley behind it, and by the light in the tall stained-glass windows we put in to convert it into Jodie’s massage studio. There was that, but also, when I crept closer over the trail tunneling through the creepers and vines, there was the steady thrumming beat of her psychedelic tracks.
His appointment was for 1. Her sessions were one hour max. It was already 2:45. I had told Cole to take the afternoon off thinking he’d only be good for sleep after a session with Jodie. I needed him back in shape soon — he was the best apprentice-machinist I’d ever had in our prototype lab at my industrial design firm. I came home early to make sure Jodie was looking after him especially well. I didn’t plan on sneaking through our little woods to peak through the lower open window, and I certainly didn’t expect her 23-year-old client to still be “on the table.”
What I saw wasn’t that exactly, but it did speak of something having gone on that wasn’t going down in her billing books. Jodie and Cole both bore the look of two people who just got their clothes back on. She was wearing a tight white halter and tight white jeans. They were standing with their heads pressed together, with their whole bodies pressed together, and with my wife’s knee bent enough to press her thigh up between his legs. Her hand was around his neck and his hand was around her waist. It was, to say the least, not a professional stance. And I was completely floored by it.
I could have tapped the little open window, I could have banged the big stained glass window above, I could have pushed through the shrubbery to the front door and barged in, and I could have gone straight to our bedroom and thrown all her stuff out the window and into the driveway. But I didn’t do anything like that. Instead, I crept backward through the trail through which I had come down, and quietly left the house and went back to the lab.
I had nowhere else to go. The rest of the day I had an odd sense of guilt for having inappropriately intruded into other people’s private space and I had to remind myself more than once that that was my wife in there and she was without a doubt cheating on me. You think that when you see something like that, you’d go Hulk and bust bones. I concluded that I was in such shock that, like a burn victim feeling no pain at first, I was numbed by the vision.
I said nothing to her about it the whole evening. If I was in shock, it must have been a deep one, because hours later, I was still feeling nothing. Maybe it was like those uncontacted tribes when a ship came to their beach from across the ocean. They say the natives didn’t see it — they didn’t have words or categories of thought in which to slot the other-worldly object, and so it remained outside their world of experience. That had to have been what I was going through and I had yet to fully admit into my lived experience the scene of my wife embracing my apprentice.
The next day at work, I went over to chat with Cole at the coffee machine when he came in. “Yesterday go okay?” I tested him.
“Oh yeah, she’s good, much better,” he said, showing me how much better by running his hand over his neck and showing me his bare palm like there’d be blood or mud or something if it was still sore.
“Should probably do a follow-up,” I nodded knowingly. I say “I” but I didn’t have much to do with the formation of that thought or the utterance of that sentence. I felt automaton-like, as though I were being controlled by someone else. “Soon as you can get in — you got the time off when you need it.”
“No really,” he insisted, “it’s all good, look!” he said, and he rotated and twisted his head to show me his re-discovered mobility.
I didn’t listen. I faced him even as I pulled out my phone and called Jodie. A horrified expression invaded his face when he realized I reached her right away.
“Honey, listen, you got time on your schedule today?” She did — she was curious, too: did I have another worker who hurt their neck?
“I just thought Cole should get a follow-up. Make sure, you know?”
“He was pretty good, he was mobile at least,” she said, dissuading me from a plan even I didn’t know about, though it flowed from my mouth as though fully formed.
“Afternoon?”
“Yeah, I got time, but I really don’t think . . . “
“Time?”
She hesitated but she also sensed I was pressing the issue. “I guess 3 would be fine.”
“I’ll send him,” I said, and I put the phone away. “She’ll see you.”
“I really don’t think it’s necessary,” he said, now with doubt and even a little fear creeping into his voice.
“I need you in tip-top shape,” I nodded facing him square with my hands on my hips.
“Feeling pretty good.”
“Another follow-up won’t hurt.”
“At her studio again?”
“At her studio.”
“3 you say.”
“3,” I confirmed for him.
There’s a song about not feeling your face. That’s how I felt pushing the young stud into my wife’s embrace. It certainly wasn’t a thinking response. It wasn’t rational, it wasn’t even within shouting distance of rational.
After Cole left for the day around 2:40, I made my to our house a half-hour later. I drove through the alley first to confirm he made it. He did — there was his silver truck lurking amidst the low branches and pushed far off the side. I parked around the corner and walked up the front way. I could see from the kitchen windows that the light was on in Jodie’s studio. But to be sure I called around the house. No, she was out there, and so was Cole.
I crept through the bushes and leaned against the outside wall next to the usual window open down low. I closed my eyes the better to hear. But I needn’t have. I could hear through the little window Jodie’s inhaled gasps, her surprised laugher, and her repeated words, drawled, low-toned and joined together like one long slurred word: “Oh-my-god-oh-my-god-oh-my,” pause, “gawwwwd!”
She was panting and laughing and moaning and gasping. They murmured to each other and they talked too, but not long before the squealing started up again, the forced groans, and then back to the “oh-my-god-oh-my-god’s.”
They transported me back to my college days. The sounds my wife was making were the sounds my girlfriend made back when I was Cole's age. I leaned hard against the wall and closed my eyes. Her cries reached a higher and higher crescendo and the higher she went the further back in time I was thrown. My mind fogged over and I was unable to remind myself that my wife was cheating on me on the other side of that wall. Instead, all I could feel what is the freedom, the recklessness, and the fun of being 22 and fucking like there was no tomorrow.
There was even a woman who I think was married, who is several years older than me, who I fucked in a dormitory in Greece. Did I care that there might be a husband somewhere filling with a murderous rage, or depression? I felt like a what goes around, comes around kind of feeling.
And for my wife? She had never had those fun years that come between leaving home and ending up with your significant other. We talked about it often. She had direct questions about what it felt like to go into a room with a Stranger both of you knowing what was going to happen, both of you knowing that nothing mattered. Now she was a 34-year-old professional with a profile in the community, a reputation her business was built on, and a relationship with all kinds of different people we see in the community. She had no opportunity to taste that wild freedom.
But when I leaned against that wall, when I closed my eyes, and when I heard my wife laugh and squeal and pant and cry, all I was filled with was a joy – a joy I must have been experiencing vicariously through her. Inadvertently, it seemed we did find a way for her to taste that wild joy.
I lowered myself down to my hands and knees and crammed my neck carefully under the edge of the window where it rose away from the wall. My wife was on the table, naked. Her knees were pulled up and her back was arching deeply. Her head fell over the top end and her blonde hair swept down toward the floor. Cole’s hands were wrapped around her bare thighs and his head was buried in her muff. My wife had stopped making sounds except for sharply caught bursts of breath before she sounded like she’d just fallen off a cliff. My heart sank, but I also pressed my face against the glass and dug my fingernails into the wood frame. I felt her excitement too, and it was overpowering. It over-rode any other emotion I might have felt.
“Come over for a beer or two,” I said to Cole Friday afternoon. “I’m putting ribs on the bar-b-que. We can go over the new product design.”
“Are you sure?” He had been reticent around me ever since he began his weekly scheduled therapy visits with Jodie.
“You need to appreciate the finer things in life, my friend,” I slapped him on the back. “You have a real feel for the prototype thing — I think you found your calling. You can have a great career.”
“What can I bring?”
“Yourself for one thing,” I joked. “But not for me, for Jodie.”
He stumbled. “Sorry?”
I covered my tracks. “She’s going to want to see the product of her fine work on you,” I said.
It was just Cole, Jodie, and me on the deck. Jodie got some tunes going. I was surprised by how easy-going everyone was, considering the circumstances between us.
“Well, I’m going in the hot tub,” I said. “Should be up and hot by now.” It steamed over there beneath the vine-enshrouded canopy. Jodie had plans for an entire retreat centered on her therapy house, with a garden labyrinth for wandering around in doing meditation, various stretching and breathing stations, and a soaking hot tub for limbering up all connected by outdoor paths covered in trees and trellises.
“Get out your drawings for the retreat,” I nodded to Jodie. “Get Cole’s thoughts on it — he’s got a head for design. Let’s look at them in the pool together.”
I dropped my t-shirt and shorts and climbed into the tub in my bathing trunks.
“Can you?” Jodie popped her eyes wide at Cole. “Stay here!” she yelped with excitement in her voice.
I watched through eyes I held nearly closed as Cole checked in my direction before turning to watch my wife’s receding body going through the patio doors. And I saw, too, Jodie, first turn to glance at me and, noticing my eyes closed, turn to Cole and give him a cute, flirty-finger wave as she disappeared inside.
“You bring trunks like I told you?” I said with my eyes still apparently closed.
“Got ‘em on underneath,” he nodded.
“Get in, then, water’s good.”
I could see why Jodie couldn’t keep her hands or eyes off him. He was built. Jodie came out with a roll of papers wearing her midnight blue bikini. This time Cole either didn’t or couldn’t keep his eyes off her tight, slim body as she stepped up and over the tiny deck to slide down over the edge and into the burbling water below the roiling steam. She balanced herself using her hand on Cole’s shoulder. He checked with me again and I made sure to give him no facial expression at all.
Jodie spread the drawing out on the deck behind them and both Cole and she got on their knees on the ledge of the pool and turned their backs to me leaning over the details. Neither of them bothered to pull away when their shoulders and arms and even hips touched together.
When they went down the deck steps so she could show him the property and where things were going to go, I started pulling on clothes.
“You not coming with us?” Jodie shaded her eyes from the blazing setting sun with her flat hand on her forehead.
“Got to go over to Rob’s, we have to work out this piece, it’s got to get solved.” Rob was another designer at work.
“I guess I better go,” Cole came toward the deck.
“No no,” I waved him off. “Stay, enjoy the place, let Jodie show you the whole plan, I’m sure you can really help her.”
“You sure?” Cole looked at me with an expression that nearly gave away that he was asking about things far beyond looking over my wife’s plans.
“I’m sure, Cole. I’ll be two hours,” I said to him with a nod.
Jodie came up the steps and through the patio doors with me still wearing only her extraordinarily sexy bikini. She shut it firmly behind her. “Are you sure he should stay?” The way she said it, it was like she didn’t trust him — or was it herself?
“You’ve been alone with him many times before,” I pointed out, playing dumb.
“But that wasn’t,” she paused searching for the word. “Social.”
“I think he’s good for you,” I said, nodding out the window toward the backyard as though it was the retreat I was referring to.
“He is,” she said in a mute, nearly too-intimate voice. She turned to gaze at him stretching out on the lounger with one arm tucked under his head and the other balancing a beer on his tight, ridged stomach. She lingered her gaze long enough to give away her game.
“I’ll be like two hours. Enjoy,” I said.
I drove a few blocks and then came around and parked a block away. I walked into the narrow dark alley barely able to contain the strange new excitement that flooded my veins. What was this, this feeling of imminence, of freedom, of careless fun? I knew what it was — it was exactly the feeling I had in high school going over to Maria’s house when she called and said her parents were out all evening.
We’d been flirting with each other for weeks, circling like two prize fighters, and everyone around us, all her friends and all my friends, coaxed us toward each other, all danced like electrically charged bits on a metal plate, the way everyone anticipated us coming together. The anticipation was hard to breathe through, it was hard to walk when I made my way over to Maria’s house knowing what she meant, and knowing the last few weeks of pressure was soon to be released between us.
It was the same feeling of walking under high-voltage wires I felt moving stealthily through the alley and toward the dim clearing that marked her shed and the back of our wooded yard. I crept through the gate and made my way from tree trunk to tree trunk through her future retreat, obscured by the damp and dark air as the sun dipped below the distant bare purple mountains.
Jodie and Cole were back in the tub together but this time right against each other with the water up to their chins, laughing, talking, slapping each other and teasing. I crouched behind the row of shrubs and edged up closer to the patio steps. I could see through the tiny branches of leaves. They weren’t making sounds anymore — they were necking in the tub.
I ducked low when they helped each other out and, when they used towels to dry each other’s bodies, I leered so close through the branches, I scraped my face. Jodie then held her arm outstretched to Cole and he took her hand. She grinned and her eyes bulged large as she lead him through the patio doors and inside our house. My heart pounded and my breath caught. It was like I was experiencing Jodie’s physical reactions to leading her new boyfriend through the doors into our house and, I hoped, up to our bedroom.
Had we talked about her taking a lover, a boyfriend? Not explicitly. She was too embarrassed about it to give it words, and I was too reticent as well to admit that the idea didn’t enrage me — far from it, it enthralled me.
“Do you think people actually do that?” she said in bed as a show we watched wrapped up after showing a man arrange a date for his wife. The show made some point about how, with the husband controlling who, when and where, it was no longer a threat against which he needed to rail.
“I guess as kinks go, it’s not the wildest, not anymore, right?” I shrugged. How could I tell her the very mention of it made me hard beneath the sheets?
Jodie pulled the sheets up to her eyes and squirmed. “It’s so weird,” she squealed.
“Doing it or thinking it?”
She took a while to reply. “Thinking it,” she finally said barely audibly.
“I wonder how I’d feel,” I turned the conversation to me to probe her, and to probe myself. “The way that guy picked who it was, I don’t know,” I grinned down at Jodie who was slinking further and further down the bed. “I can see not feeling betrayed if it’s sort of out front like that.”
“It’s wrong though,” Jodie said below the sheets. She’d pulled them over her head and I felt her cool hand land on my stomach. “Isn’t it?” she asked, putting the central question on the table. Was it wrong? She found my cock at full attention and moaned through what I could tell was a smile. I was about to pursue the question about what was wrong or not wrong between two adults talking it out when I felt her warm, wet mouth envelope me entirely and my mind shut down and my body zeroed in on what my wife’s tongue could so expertly do to me inside her mouth. She showed greater enthusiasm than normal, and when I tapped her breathlessly to indicate to her I was about to cum, she didn’t pull off this time. Instead, she gripped my ass hard to stop me from pulling out and she made sure I knew she was ready this time to take me and to swallow me.
When I sent Cole to her the second time for a follow-up visit, in her voice was the same shaky nervousness that was there when we talked in bed that night, before she ended the conversation by taking me and finishing me in her mouth. She was clear, he didn’t need a follow-up. And I was just as clear — he was being sent over to her anyway.
“I have a block of time every Friday afternoon,” she said to me one night in bed. “If you think Cole needs maintenance.” The way her eyes, big and brown, looked up at me nervously from her crisp white pillows, I knew what she was asking, and she knew that I was hearing her.
“I have no problem letting him go Friday’s if there’s benefit to it.” I nodded because I was unable to spell it right out.
“I can work on other parts,” she said, nuzzling me. She was also unable to spell it out, but she kissed me deeply, she touched me, and she rubbed me while discussing what other massage techniques she could use with him, and what other areas of his body could use attention. When she pushed her body down on me and took me inside her pussy and dropped her head down so her lips brushed my ears, she said in a hoarse whisper, “I can treat him all over.”
I grabbed her ass and I rammed myself up and into her so hard her body jolted and she yelped. “And yourself,” I said back to her.
I crept into the house after they turned the corner to the stairs. I hugged the wall and heard their murmuring and chuckles receding down the hallway toward the wide double doors at the end. Our bedroom was more like a suite with a little kitchenette and an entry that included a second archway into a room with a couch, dressers, chairs, and a large covered and private patio we’d outfitted with an Egyptian style tent with tied-back sides.
I knew she’d want to show him how it would overlook the labyrinthine gardens she planned below, and when she took him on the patio, I’d be able to slip in the door and move along the false wall to a spot I’d be able to hide and watch from.
Jodie texted me from the patio. She was sitting on the edge of the huge round egg chair. Cole reclined behind her and rubbed her bare back.
“I wanted to show Cole the garden plan from the upper balcony,” she wrote. She didn’t call it the bedroom balcony. “For the full view.”
She was telling me she brought him to our bedroom without saying it exactly.
“That’s good,” I replied from around the corner of the wall. “I’ll be more than two hours,” I told her, “but I’ll text you before I come back.” I was telling her she was safe from interruption without saying it exactly.
“I want to show him the shower,” she wrote. We had a huge shower created that featured six different rain heads along with a massive skylight and huge windows so that the shower could host lots of tropical plants right inside it. “For the retreat,” she added.
“He might really like it,” I replied. “He gets off on good design.” I tapped the side of my phone and leaned around to see that Cole was unclasping the back of her bikini top and that she was twisting around toward him, half crawling up on the chair with him, and necking with him.
I had no fears at all that he was any threat to me. Jodie liked the money too much, for starters. Also, he was too young for her. She loved going out with other couples and loved showing me off. She’d never be able to go anywhere with anyone else with Cole. He just wasn’t that kind of guy. All he could ever be to her was a secret boyfriend, a sometime-toy.
“You have to put it on,” I said. “He needs to see how it pours out everywhere.”
“Do you think he needs to feel it too?”
“That’s the whole point of the shower, isn't it?”
“But it would be weird to wear a bathing suit in the shower,” she pointed out.
I pondered things. It was getting down to explicit levels. I peeked again. She was on her hands and knees beside where he laid on his back, and her hand was slipping under the front of his shorts. I could feel her smile, I could sense so strongly her heart beat, her excitement. She began to stroke him out there with one hand even while she was typing to me with her other hand.
“For either of you,” I said. I paused before sending it. There were no longer two ways to interpret what we were saying to each other. I pressed send.
She was kissing him all over his chest and rubbing her own bare breasts over his stomach. She was pulling at the waist of his trunks too, and I was surprised she pulled them down far enough out there in the air in the tent on our big patio, for his cock to pop out. I was only mildly surprised she wrapped her hand around it. She stopped to look at her phone, to read it, and to ponder what to say next. She was struck too by the clarity of my last message: “For either of you.”
She pulled back and pulled him up by his outstretched hands. She hugged his body and squatted to pull his trunks down his legs, and he returned the favor, hugging her and pulling her bikini bottom off her legs. They stepped through the patio doors hand in hand and naked.
“Come on,” I heard her say to him with a titter and with nearly a shaking voice she was so nervous with anticipation. They went into the massive bathroom and I could still see from my shaded spot as she pointed out the temperature reading for him, to save them from having to test the water with their hands. She turned from him and texted me one last time before placing her phone on the counter and turning to him, taking his hand, and leading him around the curving glass wall and into the tropical jungle our shower was. She didn’t wait for my reply after having written to me, “Are you sure?”
She knew I was. Our minds were too connected for her not to know by then. I watched through the steam and leaves and rain as they embraced, as they kissed, and as my wife slid down the chiseled body of Cole to her knees, and as she licked and flicked at his cock and laughed and teased before taking it inside her warm, soft lips.
They came out and crawled onto our bed. Jodie drove things. She took control, pushing his head down between her legs, even pushing him down under her and wavering her hips over his face, shoving herself down onto him, and covering him with her fragrant wetness.
When she knelt over his hips and reached behind herself through her legs, I stuck my head out and focused on her fingers wrapping around his erection. When her pussy lips, glistening and puffy, spread around the head of his cock, when she sank down and disappeared his shaft inside herself with an audible sigh, and when she buried her face in his neck and pumped herself against him, I could feel my own erection strain against my pants.
She was reckless, she was unrestrained, and she was having fun. Cole fucked my wife vigorously and when he knelt behind her up-turned ass and took her roughly, jolting her body and the bed and making her scream, I took my cock out and stroked myself, it was so hot. My wife and I have a very healthy and frequent and robust sex life, but I’d never had it in me to pound her as hard, as long, and as thoroughly as that steed Cole did in our bed that evening. I could feel it in my own bones. Jodie was getting fucked hard and good — it felt like when I finally got alone with Maria for that whole uninterrupted night.
After they finished and languished on the bed and cleaned themselves up, I gave them a little more time before texting her.
“Coming home soon,” I said. I was going to add, “If that’s alright,” but I deleted that. She was still my wife. I still got to say when her boyfriend could come over, and when he had to leave.
I came in to find him gone and my wife on the couch in the den pretending to be watching a show. Even if I hadn’t been hiding and spying on her the whole night, I would have been able to tell by her body language and her showered skin that she had just been freshly fucked.
I plopped down beside her and she stretched her legs out over my lap and fixed a pillow under her head to face me on our long curving couch.
“How did you like that?” I said to her with my eyes locked on the screen.
I knew she was looking at me and silently calculating if I was asking what it sounded like I was asking.
She finally murmured quietly, “Really great.”
“Which part was the best?” I asked her still not looking at her, but she heard my voice tremble.
She took even longer to answer me this time. “The ending. Of course.”
“Of course,” I agreed. It could still be the movie we were talking about.
She raised her knee and brought her foot into my crotch to rub my cock with her bare foot. But she found my hand inside my pants already rubbing myself, and my cock already steely hard.
“I watched it,” I said to her.
She stayed silent but she kept rubbing my cock with her foot in time with my own hand.
“Which part?” she finally asked.
“The whole thing,” I said, finally turning to her.
She squealed and tugged a pillow from behind her head to cover her face.
“All of it?” she squeaked out finally.
I only nodded.
“Did you like it?” she asked through the pillow in a tiny voice.
“I want you to have another date next Friday.” I turned to her. Things were finally made clear and explicit. My cock rages and her body contorted.
She squealed again and hid her face. She slowly brought her eyes out from under the pillow. “Do you want to watch again?”
I nodded. I did.
She threw the pillow across the floor, jumped up, and threw her arms around my neck and we kissed like we did when we first got together.
“It’s so exciting,” she said when we finally came apart to catch our breath.
“For me too,” I said.
She squealed again and we rushed each other up the stairs, tearing our clothes off and shutting the door behind us.




The Wife Tester and the Dinner Date

There was barely enough light to see. But enough to make out the guy stroking my wife’s beautiful, toned, and contorting back while she corkscrewed her face down into his lap. And his finger stretching over her sacral dimple and down between her natal cleft to explore her further down inside those shadows. She came up off him trailing saliva strings, licked once and kissed his ear and deeply murmured barely loud enough for me to hear, “You are not allowed to do that.” And she licked his ear again.
He didn’t stop though. She went back down on him and waved her hips as though trying to throw him off, but she didn’t swat him and she didn’t pull away. She rose back up to his face, kissed him sloppily on his lips, and with heaving chest groaned gutturally to him, “I mean it seriously.” But all he needed to do was fall over sideways and she conformed to him, sliding her knee over his chest and slowing sinking down over his prone frame in reverse.
He adjusted his own hips under her face all done up for clubbing with coal lined eyes and frosted cerise lips and she gripped him at the base hard enough to quake in both her hands. She wetted her lips with her tongue and pumped on him with enthusiasm.
My cute, previously innocent wife. She briefly squealed and sluggishly whimpered when his big hands took firm control of her loins so that I was able to slowly stand up and step down the top-most stairs to look freely down at them in the ground level den from the shadows above and watch her undulate over his body like rolling swells at sea at night. I shifted a few more steps down and watched his hands slide up around her midriff and grip and release her flesh. I shifted a few steps further to see straight down to where he did his real damage to her, all over her glistening cleft of Venus. He was so rapid with his tongue I could hear him lap at her. She pressed herself harder into his face before coming up and off him, but only to catch her breath and groan loudly like some howling she-wolf, before plunging back down with even greater fervor.
She rotated her body without getting off and raised herself over his stomach. He continued to pet her Venus with his thumb and she reached behind her back and pulled on him with galling want in her eyes. She smiled wryly down at him. “I told you that you weren’t allowed to do that and now look.”
“I couldn’t help it.” He smirked like a Jack.
She lowered her head down between her round rising shoulders and brought her lips against his mouth. “You’re such a bullshitter,” she said, and she kissed him with groaning passion. She raised her loins just high enough to avoid her Venus touching the surface of his Mars that strained below her with quivers coursing through it.
“What’s my punishment?”
“Nice try,” she said in a gravelly voice, shaking her head at him with a pursed grin. She relented in her hips accidentally but pulled up again after the briefest of kisses there. She wriggled to shove her knee up between his torso and the back of the couch. She ducked to rest her arms across his chest and to play her fingers in his hair and touch him along his jawline and his lips.
“I guess I got away with it,” he said.
She chuckled with half lidded eyes. “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re trying to do.” She uncurled her hips until her pelvis came to a gentle rest on his abdomen. Mars rose up behind the double moon to almost touch Venus.
“What? I’m just lying here.”
“Yeah right, sure you are. And what’s that then?” She curled her tailbone and pushed herself back an inch to drag her tiny pillows up and down against his slick and warm bed.
“That’s your fault,” he said.
She collapsed her chest down on him and curled her hips in and out again, dragging herself up down dangerously firmly against him. “It better not go in, or you’re in really big trouble,” she moaned in his ear.
“It’s the last thing I want,” he said.
She chuckled at him. “I thought you couldn’t help yourself,” she said.
“Is that a challenge?” he replied. They both laughed, closely, intimately, their lips touching, their breath intermingling.
“Maybe,” she said, propping herself up on her elbows. She arched her back and raised her hips directly over his hips. “If you try to get in you lose. And if I let you in, I lose. Game?” She giggled and uncurled her hips just enough for her wetness to touch his hardness. “And you know you’re always going to lose don’t you?”
“I can think of the Queen just as easily as the next guy,” he curled his bottom lip like a man with a strategy.
She laughed more and licked his mouth. She stretched to reach his ear with her lips and tongue. “Does it feel hot yet?” she smiled against him and rimmed his ear with her tongue. She lowered her lips around more of the mushroomy top of him.
“Yes, your majesty,” he played at grimacing as though in pain. “It does. And it feels pretty wet too, just saying. Not sure you’re going to win the way you’re going.”
She chuckled and buried her face in his neck and her fingers twisted in his hair. She rubbed her pussy around and around the head of his cock. “Pretty sure you’re going to lose,” she said. “I can tell you’re not able to keep up your resistance. It feels good, doesn’t it. Can you feel how hot and wet I am? Can you imagine what it’s like inside?” She groaned evilly close to his ear trying to break his focus.
He struggled to breath. “Yes and yes.”
She lowered her pussy further over him. I stared silently at their bodies. I could see in the soft dim light the head of his cock sink inside her soaking lips.
“Make you a deal,” he breathed hard.
“Free one for both of us?” she nearly cried into his ear.
He tugged clumps of her hair in his hands and she released herself, plunging her hips down hard into his abdomen. He didn’t have a chance to answer. She gasped like someone impaled.
She raised herself on her hands that she planted on his chest and locked her elbows. “Oh my god,” she loudly whispered. He remained deeply inside her as she began to swivel her hips and mash herself against him. Her head hung down and her long pretty hair formed a private tent between their faces.
“That does feel pretty good now that you mention it,” he groaned up to her, gripping her breasts in his hands and squeezing her hard.
“Uh-huh,” she whimpered. “Just this one, though, right?” she chuckled briefly before she brought her hips up until his cock nearly fully emerged from between her legs, only to plunge down on him harder again, slapping her rump into his thighs.
“What exactly are we counting here,” he panted up to her.
She pressed her face to his and panted in time with him, kissing his mouth and touching his lips and entering his mouth with her fingers. Her hips began to curl and uncurl on him more rapidly and her back began to wave more deeply. I could hear from above the wet sounds of genitalia mashing and slapping.
“I guess we have to call it one very good fucking,” she groaned and half chuckled. “Cause I think we both just lost.” Her breath was short and her hair began to wave all over his face and chest rhythmically like a sashaying curtain. 
He threw her backward and pulled her ankles up over his shoulders. She yelped. With her legs up, he rammed her harder, jolting her body and interrupting her cries and moans by jostling her lungs.
He only stopped ramming her when she squirmed to roll over under him. Their bodies were covered in sweat and their breathing was heavy and hoarse. He pulled her hips up and shoved her knees apart. She collapsed down onto her chest and laid her head sideways to look back and up at him. He gripped her waist and thrust himself into her with power. She braced herself with her arms stretched out over her head and her palms pushed into the arm of the couch.
My wife. She screamed like a woman getting thoroughly fucked. I had no choice but to undo my pants and pull my own cock out.
They rolled onto the floor together like their game transformed into a ferocious humping competition, ploughing each other madly. He carried her to the small round kitchenette table and laid her out on her back to ram her there. He picked her up with his cock inside her to carry her to the counter, her legs wrapped desperately around his waist, and they fed each other, fucking all the way including on the counter and against the fridge door. He stood her against the patio door window, the one without the blinds down, and though she said “We can’t here,” he didn’t give her a chance to get free before he rammed her from behind until she was pressed, nude and flattened, against the window.
They made their way back to the couch, Zoe pulling him and pushing him like a woman in deep need. She made him fall back onto the couch before she spread her legs, straddled his lap, licked his mouth, and lowered herself on his cock one more time. She leaned over his head rolled back to push her tits in his mouth and she gripped the back edge of the couch and began to power-stroke her hips into his, grinding on his cock. In this fashion, she brought herself to an orgasm such as I had never witnessed in my life.
It was after midnight. I recovered too, having done something I can barely live with myself to admit and can barely mention. While my wife and Dusty were fucking so madly directly below me, while she was cumming and screaming, and when his own ejaculate gushed out from inside her pussy lips, I stood up at the railing, I yanked my own cock hard, and I shot myself all over the both of them and the couch and the floor below me.
It was with some satisfaction that I spied on them wiping their faces and chests and the couch and the floor, knowing some of it was mine. 
I texted several times and when that didn’t stir her from her post-coital slumber on the couch, I phoned, and when she finally realized she’d nodded off and pushed herself up from the embrace of her new lover with whom she sprawled and entangled herself with on the couch and made her staggered, nude, and wasted way to the kitchen to answer, I hung up. Of course I couldn’t talk, I was 10 feet away. But she saw all the texts.
“Oh my god,” she ran back and pushed Dusty awake. “Get up! He’s coming home!” She began rushing to grab clothes and cushions. I texted again.
“Are you there babe?” I was cruel.
She frantically texted me back. “I think I might have fallen asleep, little too much wine, lol,” she wrote.
“Ten minutes out,” I said. I looked over the edge. She was panicking, throwing clothes at Dusty, shouting at him. She grabbed cushions and clothes and pillows and wiped cum and sweat from the couch and floor.
When he was dressed, he headed for the patio door. “No!” she cried at him. “Go upstairs, go out the front door, he drives to the back and comes in here.”
I was in a panic now. Zoe had pushed him up the stairs and into the hallway. “This way,” she said, pulling him out onto the front porch and into the rain. I had just slipped through the front door myself and around the shrubs to the driveway in time. “Go, go,” she said. But then, “Wait,” she added.
I didn’t hear anything. I chanced to peek around the edge of the shrubs. She stood in front of the open door and had thrown her arms around his neck and was pressing her lips against his in a long, quietly moaning kiss. She was still naked, golden, and glistening with warm rain drops falling all over her body. “Go before I have to take you again.”
Dusty came around the turn and startled to find me there, but was not completely surprised of course. We went up the driveway together because I had to come up through the patio door to arrive at home in the usual way.
“You catch most of that, buddy?” he said.
I wasn’t going to tell him I not only saw it all, I jerked off all over the both of them at the crescendo of it. “Unfortunately yeah.”
“I’m really sorry, buddy. But just so you know, most guys this happens to, they land on their feet pretty solidly. There’s a lot to process I know.”
“Yeah,” I could only agree.
“You got any questions?” He asked when we reached the parking garage and I stopped by the elevator entrance.
I stared at him a long time.
He said, “Hey, I mean, everybody deals with it differently, you know? I mean, some guys, I don’t know how to tell you this, but some guys even want me to come back. Then it’s something else, isn’t it, because we’re not testing the wife anymore.” He chuckled. “And they want to watch again too. Can you believe that?”
I just stared at him dumbfounded. It was easily the most erotic experience of my life to watch Dusty fuck my wife to oblivion and back. I was unable to talk casually about it just yet. He said he would test my wife’s fidelity, for a fee. Instead, he tested something in me.
“Don’t tell me you’re one of those guys too,” he turned half away and grinned.
I shrugged. I guess I was.
“Okay buddy, well, look, I’m getting the vibe off you that you are, and look, there’s no shame in that. Like I said, lots of guys are. In fact, I lied just then. Almost every guy whose wife I test like that, with them witnessing it, they want me to come back at least once, and sometimes quit a few more times, get what I’m saying? I think they like controlling it, you know? Knowing their wife will fuck a guy when they’re not around isn’t a great thing to find out, but this gives them a chance to still control it, is how I figure it works.”
I nodded meekly.
“Yeah, that’s what it feels like right?” he nodded again. “Some guys say they experience all of their wife’s pleasure when they watch her getting fucked hard like that.”
I just kept nodding.
“So, look, I’m not booked next Saturday, if that interests you.”
“Yeah, maybe, I think.”
“You think?”
“Yeah, I’m interested.” How could I not be?
He looked at me sideways. “Now are you the type that wants your wife to know that you know, or do you want her to think she’s cheating on you again?”
“The second one,” I managed to squeeze out through my constricted throat.
“Okay, well then you’ll have to make a plan then.”
“Poker” I coughed. I said it again, cleaning my throat. “I can say I’m playing poker with some guys.”
“Okay good, that’s good. Do you want to confirm with me when you check with her, make sure she’s not, you know, doing anything else?”
“I’ll text,” I said weakly to him.
I went upstairs. I found Zoe propped up in bed reading. She had just showered. “Sorry I was so late,” I said. “You have a good time anyway?”
“Okay time,” she replied.
“What time Dusty leave?”
“Who? Oh, the guy, your friend. Yeah, he left,” she trilled her lips, “I don’t know, long ago. He’s been gone awhile, he just finished the computer repair and packed up.”
“Oh,” I said. “Nice guy though, huh?”
“He’s okay,” she said. “I guess.” She hid her face in her reader.
“Hey, listen, Paul and the guys want me at a poker game next Saturday. You weren’t planning anything with me, were you?”
She shook her head no. “Going to be a late one?” she asked.
“These guys? Oh yeah,” I nodded and chuckled pulling my clothes off “You don’t want to wait up for me, it’ll be like 2 or 3 before I get out of there.”
“That’s fine,” she said. It was odd. She usually protests a little, but not this time. But not odd at all, really.
I went to the bathroom. When I came out I caught her putting her phone down. I got my own phone out and plugged it in for the night. I texted Dusty too. “Can confirm for Saturday.”
He buzzed back. “I know. She just invited me.”
Jesus, waste no time, huh? “Ask her what time,” I grinned typing back to him.
Her phone buzzed and she shot a glance at me. I pretended to be reading my own phone and to not notice. She put it aside and rolled over against me. She kissed my arm and shoulder. “What time you going to that crazy old poker game anyway?” she cooed.
“Oh,” I thought about it. “Probably get out of here at 8.” I got up on the pretense of forgetting my water.
After I got back, my phone buzzed again. It was Dusty of course. “She told me to come at 8:30. That gonna work for you?”
I sniggered to myself. “Works for me,” I wrote him back. It amazed me that she was arranging a date with him right in front of me, and right after she just finished washing all his cum off her. And out of her.
I rolled over against Zoe and massaged her hip. She turned to me and said, “Okay if we take a break? Not in the mood. Think I might have tweaked a muscle in my back or something.”
“Were you doing something vigorous tonight?”
“I don’t think so. Nothing. Just one of those things,” she shrugged and shook her head as though oblivious.
We kissed goodnight. I got up first in the morning and wiped her body prints off the patio window, got down on my hands and knees and pulled her bra out from under the couch, and took out all the empty beer cans and wine bottle to save her the embarrassment. I mean, she did wipe up my cum out of her hair and off her back and maybe even off of Dusty and the couch and floor too.
I couldn’t wait for Saturday.
Nor, it seemed, could Zoe. A package arrived for her when I was home. Of course I didn’t open it, but I did check out the name on the box. “Anna Is Unltd.” Bingo. Lingerie retailer I easily found online.
When she came home Friday, she had brought with her some grocery bags. Nothing was mentioned and she spirited the package away to her bathroom — we used separate ones and hers was supposed to be our spa but she just ended up making it her own.
Later, I poked around the fridge. For no good reason, I pulled open the seldom used and usually sticking meat drawer. It creaked and scraped open, and inside there were cheeses, cherries, croissants, strawberries, prosciuttos. A bottle of expensive champagne was stuffed in there as well.
“What are you doing?” I heard her voice cry out — she heard the fridge drawer.
“Nothing,” I called back.
By the time she came hurriedly into the kitchen, I was already under the sink with the garbage bag holder in my hand as though that were the noise, me fixing something.
I heard her pull the drawer open a crack and shut it, checking.
I got up and reached for her but she recoiled from me. “Wet!” she cried. She blew on her nails done in red as deep and rich as wine. Tiny cotton puffs separated her toes, done up in the same color.
“Oh,” she stopped and turned. “Forgot to tell you, but Saturday, I’m going out with some girls for dinner, so I won’t see you before you leave. At 8, right?”
She kept checking so often when I was leaving it was becoming too obvious. “Where you going?”
“Some new place, I don’t know, someone else picked it.”
I phoned Dusty about it from the patio outside.
“Oh yeah,” he said. “She wanted me to take her out for dinner. I thought that would be okay with you. It’s on me, mate.”
“You don’t think you should have checked with me?”
“You know what? You’re right. I should have. She wanted the night to start like a date, she said. I don’ know. She said last time she didn’t get the date first, so whatever, right?”
“So where is dinner?”
There was a pause. “Well, it was too hard to get a reservation so quick, so . . . “
“So where are you taking her for this dinner date then?” He didn’t answer. So I did. “You’re bringing her to your place for dinner aren’t you.”
“Did I tell you that I cook? Yeah, I used to be a chef at a pretty good place, a previous life!” He chuckled.
“You’re going to bring her to your home for a dinner date and you didn’t even ask me or tell me or anything?”
“I forgot, honestly.”
“So you’re still going to do things here, right?”
“Oh yeah, for sure, I mean, you paid me up front, right? Round two!” he chuckled.
“Yes I did,” I reminded him. “And you can have your romantic dinner date, but it’s going to be at our place, not yours, you got that?”
There was a pause. “Thought you weren’t out of the way until 8.”
“I’ll be going early now.”
“Fair enough,” he said. “You’re paying, it’s whatever you want, you’re the boss, you got it.”
I told Zoe I was leaving earlier, around 6. “Got to look after a couple things first at work, just going to go over to the game from there and not circle back home.”
“Sounds good,” she said. No questions, no comments, no protests. Anything that got me out of the way sooner was all to the good.
When the time came, I was neatly ensconced in my perch at the top of the dark stairs. As soon as I had left through the patio, booted through the shrubs, and got to the stairs to our den, she snapped into a different mode. I could only see her now and then crisscrossing the den, but first I saw her in the new lingerie she bought from this Anna Is place. Pale blue modern chic panties and French balcony bra. She had done her face up more than when she goes to work. It looked like she was heading out to the club, like a single girl, like a girl on a date. The music she pumped through the place was new, too.
By the time he texted her, she was dressed in a pistachio green deep-V cutout ruched dress that revealed her back and side-boob far too much. She looked hot every day for work. Tonight, she looked ultra-steaming and she knew it. She paced nervously and checked her hair to make it perfect for him.
Where the previous weekend I watched from above as they pounded each other, this time, I was mostly listening as they shared cooking and eating together. Where last time it was all wet sounds and skin slapping, groans and moans and heavy breathing and cries, this time it was gentle laughter, coos and purrs, testing each other’s foods, and long moments of no sounds at all that I could only imagine was when they necked.
Finally they came back to the couch together, holding hands. She wasn’t shy. They made out on the couch, removing clothes from each other slowly, savoringly. I almost felt like an intruder to watch them. It was not fucking this time either, it was making love. She rode him long and slow and deep, her body moving on him like tiny lake waves lapping at a pebbly shore. There was nothing rushed about it, nothing frantic.
I didn’t even get to see the glorious, crescendo finish. She let her hair fall around her face, gently pushed herself up from the couch, and with her lips pursed in a cute smile and her eyes widening, she lead him, padding, out of the den room, and down the short hall to the bedroom down there.
That was not part of the deal and I determined that I would have to speak to Dusty about that. After.
I crept down the stairs along the side of the wall and peered around the corner down the hall. The bedroom door was closed. Another mistake he would hear about. I crept closer to the door. I could hear nothing. I pressed my ear to the wall. There was only the light, low murmur of a couple talking in bed, but only intermittently. It was killing me not seeing what they were doing, especially in those long periods with no talking or any sounds at all.
I got my answer though shortly. Suddenly I could hear plainly, without even needing to press my ear to the wall or door, the plaintive cries of Zoe. She was inhaling loudly, each breath higher pitched than the last. Soon I heard the sounds of a bed being thumped repeatedly and then the sound of flesh slapping flesh coming loud and clear through the door and wall.
If this was supposed to be a quiet date-night compared to the animalistic ferocity of the previous time, that pretense was dropped once things got going in the bedroom. I had to give it to Dusty, he knew what he was doing when it came to the ladies. Zoe cried out loudly, she whimpered in deep sighs, she laughed and purred and she moaned hard, muffled and otherwise with various things in her mouth, his tongue, his fingers, or his cock, who could tell.
I almost got caught when I suddenly heard her laugh and her feet dance on the floor. The door whipped open and I just tucked myself into the guest bathroom in time. She came out to the den to retrieve their bottle of champagne she had bought for their date, and glasses.
She didn’t shut the door when she went back in, but left it a few inches open. I crept across the hall and watched the lovers play and kiss and laugh and drink, and I watched them suck and lick and stroke and touch, all over. And when things reached their full ripeness, she brought him down on top of her with a quiet, deep, long kiss, and she spread her legs and brought them up to lock around his back, and when he entered her, she gasped and pulled his head down to hers and swooned like an eel in watery depths under him.
He pumped her to an orgasm, not the first for her that night. But the difference was, he was having his at the same time. She didn’t let him out of her, she kissed him throughout, and she gripped him wherever she could and shook under him.
They showered together and I spied on them there too. They came out in robes holding hands, with me sticking my head out incongruously into the hallway watching from behind. They got back on the couch to watch a show, but it had barely begun before they were ignoring it and necking again with their robes falling open and their hands roaming each other’s bodies freely. They ended up making love on the couch again, gently, quietly.
I finally texted. “On my way, if you’re still up.”
She had her phone on the coffee table and reached for it on her back even while Dusty slowly, but deeply, fucked her. “Still up,” she wrote back. “How far are you out?” There was none of the panic this time, none of the guilt either.
“How much time do you need?” I wrote back. I could be sly too.
She showed her phone to Dusty who stopped sliding his cock in her only long enough to read it. She wrote back, “I have a friend over.” He resumed laying his wood into her.
“Anyone I know?” I peeked over the railing.
“Okay,” she wrote, “Don’t be mad. But yeah.” She wrote me even as he was slowly rocking her luscious body that bounded like a boat bumping the dock.
“Who?”
“Don’t be mad!”
“Who Zoe?”
“You’re friend called earlier and then he just showed up and said there was something else he needed to fix on your computer so I just let him in and we just sort of started watching stuff when he was waiting for it to load or something.”
She did well making up a cover story on the spot like that. It was less awkward than what I expected it to be when I came in the patio door. They were both dressed, Zoe in her more casual tights and bulky hoody, and Dusty in a T and jeans. We exchanged a little small talk and Dusty finally said it was time he got going.
It was difficult to keep track of who was fooling who anymore.




I Tested My Wife Dee

“This one?” Dee asked, holding up a waxy stick of blush-red to her pouting lips, “or this one?” she squinted her deep brown eyes at me through the bathroom mirror and brought a stick of darker merlot-red up to her mouth. She’d turned away from the mirror wearing only her chocolate brown lace balconette bra and low riding hipster panties and faced me vulnerable and trusting, crossing her bare feet over each other and tilting her head.
I leaned back on the bed on my outstretched arms and exhaled with a pained “Ohh!” and squinted at her gym-sculpted body. God she was hot. I suffered a momentary crisis of confidence in our plan — was I really going to let her do it?
“Come on,” she rolled her eyes and dipped one shoulder. She shook her head at me and grinned with devious thoughts. Her cascading burble of weightless milk chocolate curls fell over her face and down her back and she gently bit the corner of her lip. “Which one,” she groaned with gentle impatience, turning back to the mirror to lean hard over the edge so her tight round ass rose up into my speechless gaze. Chill beats pumped through the hotel room. The champagne set my mind afloat. A waft of her subtle sage perfume stoked my senses. She glanced at me through the mirror again and chirped with a tiny chuckle before she examined her lips up close and air-kissed her reflection.
“You better start getting ready too, it’s soon,” she said, stepping back from the mirror and pulling at strands of her hair and straightening her bra.
“Got to make sure we’ve got you made-up exactly right,” I said. “Anyways, I’m the loser, remember? Nothing hard about my look.”
She strolled out of the bathroom, bent over to plant her hands on my knees, and smirked at me with her light dangles gracing my stomach. “Help me decide the shoes then,” she said as softly as a butterfly landing, before grinning uncontrollably and turning away with shyness. She unzipped her large suitcase where it lay on the dresser. She knew how to be ultra-provocative and she loved it reveling in her power strokes of femininity.
She sat on the end of the bed with her slender, exquisite back facing me as she bent over to do up the straps of her toeless platform sandals. She stood up and rocked her foot over, looking down before letting her arms hang loosely at her sides, her hands turned forward, standing straight, facing me.
“Holy fuck,” I muttered. Was that really my wife? Mine alone?
She smirked and covered her face in her hands and looked sideways. “Come on,” she nearly whispered.
“The dress,” I pointed out. She was only wearing underwear with the shoes.
“But . . . “ she looked at me sideways with her downcast face. She was right. This look — with everything but the dress — needed to be checked too.
I nodded. “Yeah, Dee,” I slapped my own face like someone falling into a trance, “I think that’s going to do.”
She laughed softly to herself with internal satisfaction and took her time bending over away from me again to pull out her short and tight black tube dress. She knew she was not, getting my approval was just a teasing routine of hers. She stayed turned away from me as she delicately stepped into the top and wriggled and twisted until she got it up all the way over her breasts. She slowly turned around and pulled at her hair. “How do I look?” she asked.
She knew — it was absolutely fatal. It was her eyes. She did them up particularly darkly so they glowed at you like smoldering embers and they pierced you like darts. I knew she became libidinous when she dressed up like that and I could tell she was feeling it when she shivered, though the room was warm.
“Time to go, I guess,” she nearly whispered.
Dee hung on my arm down the carpeted hallway and murmured and cooed up to me.
“Who is he to you again?” she asked twisting her bracelets and checking how they hung from her arm when she swung them.
“I guess he’s my boss’s boss, sort of,” I said. “Or maybe another level up.” Guy -- “Le Guy” we all called him — was coming from France to address our corporate annual meeting. The company he created and still owns half of bought our company which made all of us his new North American minions. “You’ll notice who he is right away. His suits are worth more than our cars,” I sneered. Dee only harrumphed and looked into the glass tube that encased the elevator still unloading high above us. I didn’t drive a cheap car, but this guy was currently third place in the whole world last I checked, so yeah.
“You’re going to have your phone on vibrate the whole time, right?” she drifted her eyes over to me.
“I will be nearby the whole time.”
“Okay,” she said deliberately and slowly, staring at me. “Do you love me?” she finally spoke again. She let her fingers lightly drag down my arm until her cool hand cupped mine and she entwined her fingers in my fingers.
I turned to her as we stepped through the silently swishing doors. “Of course I do.”
She let go of me and leaned far back against the wall as the elevator doors glided closed. She poked her shoulders up and walked her fingers into her bare thighs pulling the edge of her dress up over her hips. “Do you love my pussy?” she asked just as seriously. She tugged her panties down and ran her finger through the furrow of her lips and her eyes fluttered even while she kept staring at me.
“I do,” I said, staring at how she touched herself, how she slid her finger inside herself.
She brought her finger up to my lips and sank it into my mouth. “Are you going to be okay if,” she stopped and seemed to catch her breath when I closed my mouth around her finger. “I do certain things? With him?”
“To a point,” I grinned at her. Dee loved to tease me and it was never clear to me how much her teasing revealed some obscured other Dee inside her. Things were always edgy that way between me and her. We pushed each other and it didn’t always turn out well. But that’s what happens when two people addicted to the adrenaline rush of risk find each other. They take chances because they somehow need the thrill.
“You’ll be able to watch me, though, won’t you,” she said, stepping up against me as the elevator sank down smoothly. She pulled her finger out and licked my lips with her pointed tongue. “Cause you’re a pervert,” she whispered in a groan into my ear. I could feel her pubis press into my pants. She gripped and squeezed my cock through my pants even as the doors swished open in the upper lobby and company people were all around with their spouses, all dressed up, all conversing in hushed tones. We strode out together and husbands stopped and stared and wives checked over their shoulders and looked Dee up and down and glinted back at their husbands. It was time to get drinks.
“Just don’t forget,” I said as we weaved through the chattering groups.
“Mm?” she turned to me over her shoulder letting me go as we got to the open bar.
“The key. Under the pile of paper towels. Right?” The bathrooms shared their sink and towel area.
“Right,” she said, already turned back to the bar and the young built bartender awaiting her order. “Hmm,” she grinned at him and let her eyes scan the shelves of liquors above and behind him. “I feel like cheating tonight,” she said to him loud enough for me to hear. “How about a whiskey. Neat.”
“Go easy,” I groaned in her ear.
She tickled my neck with her sharp nail and turned back to the bartender rolling her foot forward over her red-painted toes. “Make that a double, with a straw?” she said to him with as doe-like an innocence as she could.
She was getting into character, but she was also trying to annoy me. It was working. She loved insulting me when we were pounding each other in bed. “Fuck me like a man!” she’d groan. “Make me hurt, would you?” she’d scream. Her idea of foreplay was telling me about which actors or billionaires she’d do, how’d she’d suck them off, how she’d make them cum on her chest or face. She’d curl up against me watching a movie and say, “I bet he’d make me sore to walk the next day,” or “I’d try anal if it was him.”
A game we liked to play — her more than me to be honest — was getting blindfolded and fucked and allowed to use the name of an actor (or actress) as we rolled around. She enjoyed crying out the name of her movie crush as she came, as I pummeled her, or as I licked her. It was a game, but sometimes, she left me wondering.
It was the third year this guy, Le Guy, came to town. “Le fucking prick,” Randy said.
“Why you call him that?” I chuckled. We were all getting a coffee down in our office lobby. I was still in my first year at the corporate office.
“Dick-wad with the prissy French accent likes to fuck the wives,” Gerald said.
We all stood around the standing table as secretaries and couriers hurried clacking by us in either office high heels or cycling shoes. “So both times he came before,” Randy leaned down close to me letting me in on the scoop, “to this very meeting we’re having this weekend, he fucks somebody’s wife.” He shook his head in deep disdain. “Of course he’s gone the next day back to Euro-land where that sort of thing is fine I guess. But in both cases,” he looked at Gerald.
Gerald looked far away with squinting eyes. “Dick wad,” he muttered.
Randy made a chick-chick sound in his cheeks and drew his finger across his neck.
I shrugged silently at Randy with my eyes bugging out. I didn’t get it. He put his two index fingers together and then drew them apart.
“Ohh,” I said retracting my neck.
“I’d kill him,” Gerald said casually, coming in close with us again and draining half his coffee down his throat. “But it might affect my bonus.” He slammed his cup down and looked at me with no expression at all. I wondered how it would feel, to bring your wife to the big weekend meeting, luxury hotel and everything, and to drive home knowing she had been with the star of the show from the new French head office. I guess I got my answer when Randy silently finger-slashed his throat. The unstated subtext for the whole week was, whose wife this time? Whose getting the next divorce?
We got our drinks and turned around to face the filling room. Dee pushed her jangling wrist through my arm and hung her delicate hand. “Shall we then?” she said staring straight ahead.
I started us walking side by side straight to the center of the throng. “We shall,” I said. “Let’s do this.”
Guy worked the room like a rockstar. It was said of him that he had a way of greeting everyone with such a deep personal connection for just a few seconds each that he could make a room of a thousand all feel they knew him personally, that he noticed them, remembered them, and liked them. When he came to Dee and me, I knew exactly what they meant. He spent only a few seconds with me, but for those few seconds, he made me feel like I was the most important person in the room, like I mattered more than anything to him, that my thoughts were his sole concern. It was as though for five seconds or so, there was a momentary lapse of gravity directly below my feet and when he broke the spell, it felt like I had been dropped by an electromagnet. He rocked me.
He had already stepped sideways to greet Dee before I came back to. He was deserving of his reputation and though I was warned, I was not prepared. I remember reading about these people who are different from the rest of us and who seem to have a different electricity but I just attributed it to the effects of fandom, like lifelong listeners to The Rolling Stones meeting Jagger. But that wasn’t what this was. I despised the guy and I hardly even heard of him. I was not in any way in thrall to him but he lifted me up as though with one finger he lifted a feather. I looked at Dee. She was unprepared too. We didn’t count on the things they said about him being true. I saw it in her eyes. She was weightless and in his grip. She damned near looked orgasmic when he zeroed in on her.
He moved on only after he made her promise, and then me promise too, that he got to have a dance with her. The guys at the office had said that that was how he starts his game. “Of course!” Dee gushed, but I was slower to react. He apparently only ever danced with one wife at the evening concerts. I knew it was game on when he looked at me. “Of course,” I finally smiled graciously.
“Of course,” he repeated after me, turning away to greet the next couple and elevate them just the same. But not to ask that wife to dance.
He spoke while we all ate. Apparently, it was true that he insisted the whole evening, the meal, the rooms, the band, all of it, was paid by him personally — he had some different level credit card — and that everyone must be eating when he spoke. “Some messiah complex,” Gerald called it.
I looked at Dee. She didn’t even work there, she had nothing to do with anything he was talking about, but she was staring at him with her lips moving in time with his words. She laughed when he cracked a joke and she sagged her head sideways when he tugged heartstrings. He loved relating his impoverished upbringing, his abusive step-dad, his cleaning-lady mother. Dee was smitten. I didn’t blame her, most people are who come in contact with Le Guy, including me, to be honest. But I was worried.
He wasted no time seeking Dee out when the band came on. And he didn’t let her go after one or even a few songs. Dee played her part, but maybe a little too well. She was twisting around against him, shimmying down and back up in front of him, and at one time she was even throwing her head back, laughing at things he said, and draping her arms over his shoulders. Lots of the guys were watching — it was hard not to, the way she was dressed and the way she was laughing and carrying on — and they’d shoot glances at me to see if I was noticing. I carried on with my own act. But when they disappeared from the dance floor at the same time, she’d gone rogue.
It was over a half-hour before I found her stepping back inside a side room through the curtains onto a darkened patio. “Christ Dee, I was looking everywhere for you!”
“What?” she widened her eyes at me like I was the crazy one.
“I didn’t know where you were.”
“I was just out there,” she said and she rolled her eyes and bugged them out. “Anyways, I need a drink.”
I reluctantly took her empty glass she held out to me. “Whiskey neat,” she said.
“I know.”
“Oh, and a martini, dry,” she added. “For, you know . . . “ she said, and she tilted her head to the curtains and the darkness beyond. I shook my head and turned. “If I’m not here, just leave them on the table, don’t come out, okay?” She looked at me deeply.
“Fine.”
“Promise.”
“What the fuck, Dee?” I hissed.
She stepped up close to me and pressed her tight body against me. She drew her arms like smoke around my neck and head and brought her lips so close to mine they nearly brushed. “Baby don’t want me to do it?”
“I want you to do it.”
“There you go,” she almost kissed me. “Now be a good boy and get our drinks for us.” She turned around and walked in exaggerated model style back toward the curtains. She looked over her shoulder. “Promise!”
“I promise,” I said, and I went out the door as she passed through the curtains back out onto the dark and quiet patio. Sure enough, she was still out there when I came back. I could have peeked through the curtain and I might have even got away without being seen. I was dying to know what was going on out there for so long, but I resisted the urge and set the drinks down, and retreated back out. I heard my wife laugh at something.
The night played out with Dee appearing and disappearing randomly. She would come into the main room and fill a plate with food and talk with me almost as though it was a chore or a check-in, and then she’d leave again. I saw her checking over her shoulder as she left once as though to ensure I wasn’t following. Le Guy had made his speech and wasn’t seen again in the main room.
When things were wrapping up and the staff was slowly bringing the lights back up, Dee was nowhere to be found. I went down the hallway to the room I found her in earlier, but even though the curtains were open to the patio, no one was out there.
“Clem,” someone called my name. It was Randy.
“You seen Dee?” I asked him. He coughed and stiffened up. “What?” I shoved him backward.
“Saw her, yeah, on the upper floors, outside the suites.” The suites were where the upper management had their own private party rooms. I went to the bathrooms. If she’d gone up, she would have planted the room key for me under the towels. But it wasn’t there. I hung around until hardly anyone was there except for the staff. I checked my phone but there was no word from her. I went up to the upper floors but it was mostly quiet up there. I could hear talking and laughing and music behind some doors but everything was closed.
This was not how Dee and I had worked things out. Had something gone wrong? I couldn’t even be sure she was still in the building. It had been over an hour since I had last seen her. I went back up and swung past the presidential suite. Of course, its double doors were too thick to hear anything through and there was no light coming from under the door, it was too-well sealed. Without a room key, I wasn’t going to be able to do anything.
I went back to our room and paced and sweated and knocked my forehead with my knuckles trying to think. Another hour went by and there was still no text or any call from Dee. Finally, I went down to the concierge with my second room card.
“Hey,” I said, tapping my card on the counter. “The key isn’t working. Can you help me?”
She took my key and swiped it and looked at me and shrugged.
“Chief is making a deal in the presidential suite and he tossed me one of his cards and told me to bring the documents when he texts me. Well he texted me and the key doesn’t work and he’s probably going to fire me if I don’t come in the way he’s got it set up for me to come in.”
“No,” she said, “this is for another room.”
“Well it’s not for the presidential suite and I need to get in there like now.”
She huffed and bit her cheek.
“I swear to god the guy fires people for less.”
She took the card back from me and ran it through her imprinter and handed it back. “Not a word,” she said, and she turned to go back to the room behind the counter where I heard the clang of utensils in a bowl.
I made my way back up to the top floor. I swiped the card and the tiny light beeped green. Sweet! I carefully pressed the handle down and pressed open the silent door. The suite was so huge, it had its own room for entry and coats and shoes. I heard it was 4,000 square feet and occupied the ocean side of half of two floors of the hotel with a massive spiral staircase. What they didn’t say was each floor of the suite was itself two-floors high. We looked it up back at the office — it averaged $35,000 a night, depending on season.
“Well, it’s off-season right now, right, so maybe only 30 grand or so?” Gerald said.
“Or so,” Randy said nodding knowingly.
The pictures did not do the place justice. I was overawed by it, and I wasn’t even fully in the place yet. And just as well too, because I heard laughter and squealing coming from one of the hallways and ducked down behind one of the massive couches. It was Dee.
“Where did you say you left it?” she shouted over her shoulder. I peeked around the edge of the couch. She was wearing a robe, some gold and red thing. “What the fuck?” I muttered. I was about to pst-pst her but I had to duck hard again. Le Guy was coming down the hall behind her.
“I’ll get it,” he said. He came into the main room also wearing a robe, black and gold — they matched in a very, I thought, artful way.
I heard Dee laugh again and then I heard nothing. I slowly turtled out my head on the end of my neck and peeked around the very bottom of the couch. They were standing close together at the big counter dividing the kitchen from the room. I exhaled like my lungs were crushed. She was holding two empty flutes in her hands that were hanging over his shoulders and they were kissing. She pulled away and tittered, turning away from him.
“Where?” she said in her tiny helpless voice. Her robe was not done up. I saw where it fell open she was only wearing her panties beneath. I could see the sides of her bared breasts in the opening of her robe. He picked up the bottle from the cooler stand and wrapped his hand around my wife’s waist. She tittered again and they walked together back down the hallway toward what I could only presume was the palatial bedroom.
The plan we had made was for her to get the attention of Le Guy and pretend to him that she was interested. If she got anywhere with him, she was to text me updates. And if he invited her up to his suite, she was to get a room key on the pretense of forgetting something downstairs, leave it in the bathroom for me below the towels, and go back up. That way, when she texted me that he was making moves on her on the couch in the suite, I could burst in and catch him at it, embarrassing him and confronting him over his wife-stealing habits.
No part of our plan included not getting me the key, not updating me, and disappearing from me for hours. And definitely not part of the plan was losing her dress and bra, dressing in a robe, and drinking champagne — Dom Perignon, of course, I checked — with him in his bedroom. Forgetting to get me the key, and disrobing with the guy — it seemed one hell of a coincidence. I wasn’t sure, suddenly, who Dee even was anymore.
I made my way stealthily across the floor and peeked black ops-like around the corner and down the darkened hallway. The bedroom door was half-open. Mellow, dim light spilled out. I could hear murmuring and light laughing, both hers and his. When I twisted my head around the corner longer, I could see crumpled on the floor just inside the bedroom the robe my wife had been wearing. Just then, my phone vibrated in my pocket.
I leaned against the wall and carefully lifted it out. It was Dee — she had just texted me.
“Sorry, wasn’t able to text. Where are you?”
I hesitated with my thumb over the screen before another text arrived. “Things here okay. Did I forget to leave key?”
I began to write her back but I stopped. From the bedroom I could hear her squeal and laugh and then say to him, “Stop a minute, would you? I have to text him, he’s going to get worried.”
“You forgot the key!” I wrote her — leaving out the part where I managed to talk them into giving me a key. So much for security at one of the highest-end hotels in the world. “Things okay?” I wrote, wanting a little more elaboration, given what I could plainly see and hear a few feet away.
“Just talking,” she lied. “No need to come in anyway. Where are you?”
Well, I thought, one lie deserves another. “In our room,” I answered. “So nothing going on?”
I heard a shriek down the hallway and rolled my head around the corner of the wall. I was just in time to see her brown panties float across the air and land near her robe.
“Nothing going on,” she wrote back, but I saw her arm stretch out over the side of the bed, and her hand and phone, before it dropped on the floor. I heard a short, sharp inhalation of breath, a high-pitched gasp, and a long, deep moan. I guessed that was the end of our text conversation.
I crept up along the side of the hallway and opened one of the doors to rooms along the way to give myself an escape route if anyone came out of the main bedroom. I could hear Dee breathing hard and emitting tiny cries and surprised-sounding inhalations. It sounded, to be honest, beautiful and amazing. It sounded like a woman experiencing unexpected and immense pleasure. That it was my wife was something I strangely had to remind myself about. A battle brewed in my mind: that sounds fucking hot, said one brain. But that’s your wife, said the other. It wasn’t clear what side was going to win.
I stood outside the partially opened door and tried to focus on controlling my breath and my shaking limbs. I had broken into the presidential suite and was spying on the billionaire owner of my company playing with a lover in bed. It would be bad to get caught obviously. Except the lover was my wife. That may be no big scandal in Europe, but in America where he was trying hard to establish a leadership reputation in the business world, he would have at least as big a reason to keep things quiet as I did.
I noticed a massive dresser on the left wall through the door. I backed up and leaned over toward the door. With the side of my head just touching it, a perfect side-view of the bed came into focus through the big clear mirror. My heart both skipped and sank. But the battle in my mind ramped up unabated. What I saw, when my eyes’ focus settled, was at once both the saddest thing a husband should ever be subjected to and yet the hottest thing a man could ever hope to see,
My wife, objectively the hottest woman I’ve ever known or even seen whether in real life or on a screen, was on her back with her head buried in pillows. Her luscious silken hair spread around her face like a shimmering frame. Her slender arms were both outstretched and her delicate, fine fingers tugged and twisted in the pure white sheets. Her lower back raised high off the bed and her chest flipped up, pressing the perfect orbs of her breasts toward the ceiling. Her toned stomach rose and fell in uneven thrusts and her knees pulled up. Her thighs and calves strained and her feet curled, lifting her heels up, and pressing her tightly curled toes down hard into the sheets.
The bed was framed inside arched sky-blue pillars and half surrounded by cerulean blue velvet curtains. The floor was inlaid blue and cream marble. A fire roared in a fireplace big enough to walk into. The carpet around the bed looked like something out of Ancien Regime France. Again I was struggling to remind myself that was my wife’s short gasps and tiny cries with Le Guy’s head between her raised, undulating legs. She was surrounded by such high-end luxury I didn’t even know it existed — I didn’t know people could live like that. And the thing that struck me the most was, lying there nude in his incredibly ornate bed, in his alien-level of luxury bedroom, in his other-worldly expensive hotel suite, she did not look out of place.
Nor was she a passive recipient of all that transpired before my eyes through the mirror on the dresser. She laughed, she pushed him over, and she ducked down between his legs. I could see the man’s hands push through my wife’s hair, I could see her shoulders rise and her neck fall, and I watched as her delicate fingers wrapped around his hard prick and her mouth, fresh, pink, glistening and open, kiss the head, kiss again, and sink down around the ridge, and encouraged by his hand pressing the back of her head, take him entirely into her willing mouth.
“Your wife is sucking off the asshole right in front of you,” a voice screamed in my head.
But I knew from a long time ago, since I was a teen, that I was a secret voyeur. How did I know? Watching porn, I’d half hide the window behind another to give myself the deliciously infuriating experience of knowing what was going on but not being quite able to see it all, just shadows on the wall, reflections in windows and mirrors, and the bounce of couch pillows and the occasional stretched limb.
And so another voice screamed in my head, “I can’t believe my luck, this is the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen.” And I’d seen a lot over the years.
My wife tittered and raised herself over Le Guy. She wriggled on her knees until her hips hovered over his. She ducked her head down again and kissed his lips. She also pressed one hand into the headboard to steady herself and with her other hand, she reached down between their abdomens. I could see in the mirror her fingers wrap about his cock from my view behind her, between her legs. I pressed my head into the door and I felt blood drain down. I gripped the door handle with my hand that shook.
Dee drew the head of his cock around and around her pubis. She squealed lightly and she caught her breath in short gasps. Her entire pussy was nearly dripping she was so wet. She pushed the head of his cock through the furrow between her lips. I clenched my eyes and squeezed the door handle. She leaned down again and sank her mouth on his, letting his cock go so that it stood with just the tip of its head between her lips that hung above him from her shaking hips. I swung the silent door open so that I came face to face with the back of my wife on the ornate bed, and Le Guy’s cock standing between her legs. I nearly collapsed but I hung onto both handles of the now wide-open double doors.
My wife’s hands were planted onto Le Guy’s chest. Her slender, toned back contorted above him and her head hung down between the shining orbs of her shoulders so her cascading curls obscured her face in a curtain of chocolate, and tumbled around his face and shoulders and over his pillows. I staggered forward two steps and my feet planted in the thick carpet like it was setting cement. I felt like I weighed 1,000 pounds. Le Guy’s hands roamed freely, possessively, around my wife’s ribs, down around her waist, and around her perfect, tensed ass.
I saw his fingers indent into her flesh and knew he was pressing her. She tittered and resisted him, teasing him, playing with him. His cock strained at the very point of entry into her pussy. Her body contorted over his as though she were in a trance, waves passing through her, making her stretch and torque, drawing her erect nipples over his mouth and face, touching her tight stomach to his, undulating her hips and making her pussy lips grasp and pull from his cock, leaving strings of her pussy saliva stretching between them.
I struggled. “No Dee!” I tried to scream, but it was as in a dream when the ceiling is collapsing and the floor is violently shaking and you can’t stand up, you can’t crawl, and no sound comes from your mouth.
But I also undid my pants, I opened them, and I wrapped my fist around my super-hard erection. Because my mind also screamed, “Holy fuck!” With my pants crumpled around my ankles, I staggered forward until I was pressing my knees into the foot of the bed. My wife Dee giggled and moved on Le Guy in waves and she squirmed on her knees back toward the foot of the bed. She admitted to me she could orgasm sucking cock she loved it so much — she loved it as much or more as fucking, she told me.
I was rooted to the foot of the bed despite my wife on her knees and elbows raising her hips and ass high up as she lowered her face down into his lap again, to take his cock to the back of her throat and moan and cry on him in such deliciously muffled tones, I couldn’t breathe.
Le Guy’s eyes were closed with his head sunk back in his pillow, she sucked cock so good. I looked down. Her sopping, dripping pussy was but a foot in front of my vibrating erection. When she reached between her legs and began to rub herself in front of me, when she inserted a finger and then two and three into her pussy, I became unable to stand without leaning my knees hard into the foot of the bed.
I wavered and my vision blackened. My wife’s ass circled and pumped but inches from my yearning cock. Her fingers shined from her pussy saliva as she pumped them in and out of herself. She moaned loudly, though muffled with cock. I let go of my own cock and hovered my hands over her undulating hips. The head of my cock bumped her hand but she didn’t notice she was so busy fucking herself frantically with it. I touched the tip of my cock to where Le Guy had been touching the tip of his cock, to the wettest, softest, most inviting fold of her pussy lips.
My wife’s two coated fingers spread her lips open as though she were inviting me. Her breath and her pants and her moans and her cries rose in a crescendo of edged orgasm. Le Guy’s hips rose and fell as he fucked my wife’s mouth to the hilt. I knew that she was unable to resist that. Her whole body twisted and clenched. Her hips imitated fucking she was so close.
I alternated between wide-eyed, heart-pounding gasping and black-circle vision, hyper-oxygenated collapsing. When my hands landed on my wife’s waving hips it was as much to hold myself up from falling down in a blacked-out faint, as it was to grasp her, to claim my wife’s ass, and to thrust myself into her. When my knees buckled, my cock sank hard and deep so fully into my wife’s extraordinarily soaked pussy, I rattled her frame and jolted the entire bed.
She cried out in both shock and orgasm simultaneously still with Le Guy’s cock sunk deep in her throat. The gurgling sound told me he ejaculated into her mouth all at the same time as my cum gushed from her pussy lips and out around my cock with each hard thrust I pounded into her. He had gripped her head by her hair and yanked her hard down onto himself so that she was unable to bolt up and look behind her to see who was suddenly fucking her, and cumming into her so violently. Her own orgasm was so shattering, I thought her body was going into some spasmodic seizure.
I staggered and lost my footing and fell out of her and sprayed more cum up her back and into her hair. She’d had pulled off Le Guy and caught more of his cum in her face and neck and chest. She twisted around and caught sight of me staggering backward from the bed with my cock still dribbling and my pants around my ankles. Le Guy’s cum ran from her open mouth and dripped in gobs from her chin, just as my cum ran from her soaking pussy and dripped in rivulets down her thighs.
It was like a slo-motion movie when I reached my hand out falling backward tripping over my pants and Dee reached forward to save me, rising off the bed as my weight pulled her arm and then falling in steps as I fell backward out the bedroom door dragging her in a sustained stumble keeping both of us on the edge of falling and running all the while the slow, guttural moan of Le Guy on the bed receding behind us, crying out, “What . . . . the . . . . fuuuuuck . . . . !”
I had snatched the waist of my pants with my free hand and fell into a backward run and Dee fell into the couch from the side but only to roll in a sideways summersault over it, snatching her clothes as she rolled over the other arm. Le Guy had pushed up and was staggering in a run himself down the hallway toward us, slapping his hands into the walls to steady his cantankerous frame. “Who the fuck!” he bellowed as he came toward me with the fire poker raised over his head. I covered Dee and shoved her hard toward the door to the suite. I heard him sink it hard into the wood and the plaster beside my head exploded just as Dee and I fell out of the suite and into the plush carpet of the top floor hallway.
We ran pulling on and doing up our clothes. I noticed the fire escape stairs just as Le Guy, naked still, hit the back of my calves with the poker he hucked like a spear at us. We fell through the door and nearly tumbled down the dark, bare concrete stairwell. We emerged sweating, out of breath, and wide-eyed into the 5th-floor hallway, our floor. Another couple in the hallway glued their backs to the wall watching us pass by with shock and horror on their faces.
We got into our room and I sank against the back of the door inhaling deeply, shutting my eyes when I heard and felt it click locked behind me. When I opened my eyes, Dee was standing ten feet in front of me. “I swear to god,” she began, but I shushed her and, with my breath returning to normal, I pulled up my suitcase and flopped it open on the bed. I began throwing my clothes into it, and before long, Dee quietly got hers out too and filled it with her things.
We said nothing as we zipped our cases. I held the door for her but we remained quiet dragging our bags behind us to the elevator. We stood like stoic totems awaiting the elevator doors for what seemed like hours. We got into the empty box and the doors swished closed in front of us and we both sank against the back wall.
Dee started it in the deadly silence of the descending elevator. She snorted and quickly dropped her head and covered her mouth. But her shoulders heaved and soon her whole body shook. I stifled my own heaving lungs and pressed my lips tightly closed but I snorted inside my closed mouth. We both collapsed bent over with our hands on our knees at the same time and we let loose with full-tilt barrel laughing like we had just gone completely insane.
We couldn’t breathe, we couldn’t talk, and we couldn’t stop, even when the elevator glided to a stop above the lobby floor. Two other couples got in but Dee and I, turned together and facing the back wall, were still unable to stop laughing. We struggled through the lobby holding each other up and weaving like two drunks desperate to find the rotating door and the driveway out front. We sank against the wall outside and struggled to regain control, erupting into full-on barrel laughs over and over until our stomachs ached and we coughed as much as laughed.
It was like that all the way home. Online in bed in the morning, I discovered the modern definition of the surprisingly old word, “cuckold.”
“Look. I guess that’s what I am.”
Dee nodded thoughtfully. “And look,” she said, turning her laptop to me where she had it open in bed as well. “Am I hotwife then? You’re hotwife?”
We looked together at pretty ankle bracelets we thought we could buy for her. 




Cucked in the Tiny House

They were making the bed up together, my wife and my student, when I peeked through the window.  I confess to skulking around our property at night leering through the door to THX 2 — my Tiny House project number two.
It was Addie’s and my joint hobby to design and build tiny homes on our island vacation property and sell them. Addie did the designing because she had exquisite taste. I did the building, which is why I brought my young protege Clay over to help me work on THX 3, the latest iteration.
I wanted him to experience the sublime joy of using his hands, since he was likely to end up like me, a lecturer in medieval history and too sedentary for his own health. I considered a Labor Day weekend of good, old-fashioned honest and true carpentry part of my mentoring style with him. THX 1 was already sold off and making its own way in the world and I had finished THX 2 last summer, which is where I told Clay he could stay for the weekend.
Addie might be 34 to Clay’s 20, but to hear them chattering and laughing and carrying on from outside the door of No. 2, you’d think there was no generational gap whatsoever. Addie was usually soft spoken and a bit withdrawn, but with Clay, she was being downright extroverted. That’s what stopped me at the door and prevented me from barging right in. My wife was acting differently and I was intrigued. It was like she was putting on a show for him, or that she was a younger, freer self in his presence.
We’d worked on the kitchen cabinetry all day and stopped only for dinner. Addie and I invited over a couple of friends who also lectured at the college, Jo and Sara, a same-sex couple with a cabin on the other side. For some reason, the dinner conversation between the five of us ended up on the thin-ice topic of marital infidelity.
Addie, who taught veterinarian science back in town, was regaling us with tales of chimps, bonobos and other primates that routinely stray from their mate, and not always at the command of the alpha. “The whole alpha thing is way overblown, it’s a classic anthropomorphism. It’s even more than that, it’s strictly a Neolithic-only anthropomorphism.”
Jo and Sara were both English instructors so it was funny when Jo said, “English please.”
“The idea of a clan hosting an alpha with that level of singular power concentrated in one set of hands isn’t even like most of human history, it’s only like humans in the last four thousand years since we became settled in towns and villages.”
“Only in the last four thousand years, huh?” said Jo. She turned to Sara. “Nothing. A mere will of the wisp.” We all laughed.
“But that’s the only time you see that kind of stratification of power,” she went on, seemingly very engaged with the topic. I didn’t know infidelity in primates was a thing for her. “The primate communities are more like the earlier, nomadic tribes of humans, where power was shared through several parallel lines. Even females had their exclusive areas of power, especially with their monopoly over reproduction. The idea of an alpha is completely a fabrication, so much so, it’s almost a propaganda. It doesn’t even exist in human societies today, outside of fiction.”
She sipped her wine and held up her hand like she was finished, like she had said too much. It was the wine talking; she seldom was so outspoken. But it was Clay who urged her on. “No, no, keep talking, it’s fascinating.”
“Better be careful, Aaron,” Jo nudged his leg with her foot. “Your wife is going to steal your prize student.” 
“She better be careful around him, you mean,” Arron snickered. “He’s going to be the star stealing her out of her orbit.”
“And what is her orbit around?” Sara chuckled. “You? Haven’t you been listening at all? There is no center anymore. Your wife is building the case for a Copernican Revolution in the sexes. Everybody is rotating around everybody else. There is no center!”
“Anyway,” Addie, turned toward Clay, grinning and pretending to ignore all of us. “To wrap up my point, they used that power, right? There’s always going to be an ape who’s the biggest and strongest, that’s just logic. Grab ten random people, someone has to be the strongest. But the idea of a strongman running that ape community is flatly wrong. The big one has duties and obligations due to possessing the biggest muscles, just like the females have their own duties and obligations, possessing the womb and the mother’s milk. But that’s all it is. They’re really more like the bouncer at a bar. I don’t know how bars work, but I imagine standing outside all night not talking and only glaring at everyone is pretty close to lowest man on the totem pole. If alien anthropologists thought the big, scary and quiet brooding guy was the leader of the bar, they’d be sadly mistaken. The owner probably isn’t even there, he’s in bed getting a good night sleep!”
“Well,” I put down my glass of wine. “I get your point, but what about the fact that the alpha ape is getting most of the females?”
“Just because he fathers a lot of the offspring, that’s just a duty as well. The clan wants the biggest possible offspring. Defense against predators is the number one challenge. More of their DNA stands a better chance of propagating into the future if it’s sheathed in the offspring of the biggest and strongest possible bodies. He’s only like the young stud bull at the farm, in that regard. It’s not like the young stud has any real power, the farmer controls it all, when it happens, where, with whom.”
Jo turned to Sara. “We all know the ‘it’ in her sentence is the fucking, right?” Everybody peeled with laughter.
“Who’s the farmer here then?” Sara grinned. Everyone looked down and grinned awkwardly because we all realized at once that she had implicated Clay as the stud bull.
“My property, so I guess . . . . ” I nodded once with a smirk. I also closed my eyes and pursed my lips. I had just compounded the problem by implicating myself as farmer to Clay’s stud bull. And with Jo and Sara off the market, it left one person to be implied as the bull’s mate. I glanced at Clay but he seemed to not clue in.
Addie, mercifully, went on to fill in the awkward silence before we all burst out laughing at his expense. “Anyway, my general point is everybody in the ape world is fucking everybody else. Infidelity is the norm, even in species that stay together closely to raise the offspring. The males of course try to impregnate their mates exclusively, like they always do,” she glanced at me and kept the smirk from erupting into a grin or even a full-on laugh, “but good luck with that, right?” She looked away from me, unable to make eye contact any longer, and settled her gaze on Jo’s eyes.
“Don’t the alpha’s, though, sire most of the children, like Aaron said?” Jo kept her going.
“It’s less than 50-50 actually that it’s going to be theirs. The females take it wherever they can get it, and they control the information too. They make constant intrigue to strategically get particular males fighting each other over who’s the daddy, and meanwhile, sneak off behind the bushes with the one they really like. For that night anyway.” She steadfastly avoided my eyes. Now it wasn’t just Clay who frowned in perceiving some indecipherable subtext, I was narrowing my eyes too, in slowly grinding thought.
But I had to disagree with her on one point. “Even settled humans, though, you said that that was where the alpha male thing takes over. But infidelity is totally prevalent in the highest courts and among the royal families where you’d think you have the biggest alphas. It’s just like you said, right up until the whole royal rulers thing begins to die out in the 1800s, infidelity and illegitimacy is the norm, not the exception. Everybody is cheating, not just pre-Neolithic humans!” I laughed out loud, but Jo and Sara only chuckled in a forced way and Clay laughed too, but clearly out of confusion. It was Addie who glanced at me and then away, into the blank darkness of the impenetrable forest. I was making some point for her without even knowing it.
Perhaps it was the dinner conversation that caused me to hesitate rather than charge in when I spied my wife flirting with my student 14 years younger than her. Maybe she was right — maybe I was right too — and cheating was the norm, and expecting faithfulness was the misguided delusion of reality. Cheating was happening, the only real mystery was if you knew about it or not.
Clay knew Addie already because I sent him to her with his cat and he’d been to her student practice clinic a few times since. We had had a few glasses of wine and were really having a lot of fun with the conversation veering entertainingly into the risqué territory it had, but Clay was holding his own. He seemed mature for his age, adventurous too, if a little insecure like most up-and-coming but slightly socially awkward young scholars like him.
I got a call from my father while Addie was gazing trance-like into the night. He lived on the island most of his life, which is partly the reason I bought the property. My father has episodes of Alzheimer’s that bring him bouts of irrational paranoia. I regretted having to leave and check on him, but he was sending me crazy texts again. When I got him settled down with meds and into bed, I headed back but I forgot to text Addie to let her know that I was on my way.
I came into our cabin but nobody was there. I wasn’t surprised Jo and Sara made their way home, but I didn’t know where Addie and Clay got off to. I headed for the tiny home Clay was going to stay in, and that’s when I heard the laughing and chatting inside. Everyone had had a few glasses of wine, so that explained some of it. When I peeked in, they were putting pillows into pillowcases and fitting the sheets over his bed.
I went around the side of the home and sat on the ground. I could hear their conversation outside the open bedroom window. They were teasing each other and I could tell from the lilt of my wife’s voice that she was becoming excited.
“Can’t do that,” Clay said. “Not allowed.”
“Wrong word,” Addie corrected him. “It’s never been about what’s allowed or not, it’s always been about what’s concealed or not. Did you hear nothing at today’s dinner lecture?” She laughed self-deprecatingly.
“I think it might be challenging to conceal anything from a mate who’s right outside,” replied Clay.
I startled wondering if he knew I was lurking outside the window. But it seemed just a quirk.
“True enough. A realistic scenario,” my wife said, “is one that includes strategizing. It would include plans, and also delayed gratification. Can you do that, Clay? Can you make a strategy and delay that kind of gratification?”
“Not sure Addie, I’d have to get my calculator out, because the higher the gratification, the harder the delay. I’m sure there’s a formula.”
“Is that your own? Did you just make that up? You should put that on a t-shirt.”
“The greater the gratification, the more difficult the delay?”
“I certainly think so, don’t you?” She took on a slight British-sounding accent when she was getting aroused. “Anyway,” she said, patting down the lumps in the blanket and sitting on the edge of his bed, “what do you have to complain about? You’re unattached, you can do whatever you want with whomever you want wherever and whenever.”
“That’s right, and it’s like that all the time for us young guys, we don’t even know when or where the next fuck is coming from half the time. It just comes at you from all directions.” He sat on the edge of the bed beside her. He was teasing her now.
“I’m sure,” she said. “But I have no doubt you get as much as you need.”
“I can’t always get what I want, but I get what I need, is that what you’re telling me?”
She laughed and rolled her head back. “Something like that.” I could tell she was feeling the effects of flattery, the way Clay was engaging with her. I stood up enough to just creep my eye over the edge of the window and see them on the bed together. Addie was sitting with both her legs straight out and crossed at the ankle, and she was leaning on her straight outstretched arms behind her, planted on the middle of the bed.
She looked younger and hot. She was dressed in brown leather boots with tall wool socks over her tucked-in faded jeans and a white t-shirt with an oversized salmon-pink sweater hanging loosely open. It looked so summery with her long and wavy chestnut brown hair and autumn-brown eyes. They paused looking at each other.
“You’re fun, when you’re not trying to be a good protege around Aaron,” she suddenly said to Clay.
“You’re not bad either, when you’re not being all like a doctor or a . . . . “He didn’t want to finish his sentence.
“A what?”
“Not going to say it.”
“Come on, you can’t leave a girl hanging like that.”
“Wrongo. I can so. No comment.”
She suddenly pinched his torso and he leapt and yelped. “You better tell me.”
“No way, there be dragons,”
“Maybe chickens. Come on, don’t be scared to say something with me. What do you want, Clay?”
“I was going to say when you’re not being, you know.”
She grabbed him by both sides of his torso. He squirmed and she smiled broadly, tilting her head back. “It only gets worse you know.”
“A wife. Okay? When you’re being his wife.”
“Like when he’s around you me?”
“Yeah.”
“I seem different when he’s not here? Seriously?”
“Sure, like anybody. We’re always different depending on who’s around. Aren’t we?”
“I didn’t think I was. Hang on, I want to know more now.” She reached for her phone stuck in her tight back pocket. “That’s Aaron now.”
I had done a rash thing. Squatting on the ground under the window, I suddenly got the urge to text Addie and tell her my father wasn’t doing well and that I thought I’d stay through the night with him. I wanted suddenly to see what Addie was like when I was definitely not around. So I pretended.
“Are you sure?” she wrote back. She made no attempt to talk me out of staying over at Dad’s.
“I should, just to make sure. You okay there? What are you doing?”
I knew exactly what they were doing. I wanted to see how far from truth she was willing to stray. I had other motives too. I was enjoying in a morbid way listening and occasionally watching too my wife hanging out with the younger man. She was different, I agreed with Clay. She was flirting with him, laughing, being open and looking free.
“We got his house fixed up. We’re just hanging out waiting for you. Guess we have to come up with something now!”
I guess they did. “Well have a good time and I’ll be back in the morning, like around 9. Maybe we can all go down to Maxie’s for breakfast.”
“Text before you leave your dads,” she wrote back. Why would she say that?
I heard her through the window say to Clay, “Looks like Aaron’s not coming back tonight after all.”
I heard Clay take a long time to respond. I wanted to peak but I was too afraid they’d see me. How would I explain myself?
“Just you and me, it looks like,” she said with a sly smile.
“He’s not coming back at all?”
“His dad. He’s not well.”
“Sorry to hear that.”
“Are you though?”
“About his dad.”
“Don’t worry too much about that, it’s a regular event. So looks like you get the no-husband version of Addie to enjoy all night. All to yourself.”
“I just meant, you’re . . . “ He stopped mid-sentence and didn’t finish. I couldn’t tell why until I slowly raised myself just high enough to see over the edge of the bedroom window. My wife was kissing him.
I was able to hide behind the curtain and stay low to the bottom left corner of the window and still see with my one eye bugging out.
“I’m what?” she asked him, when she finally released his lips from hers. Her voice was suddenly softer, quieter and breathy. She wasn’t putting it on, either.
“Different.”
She nuzzled closer to him and pressed her face against his. “Different good?” She kissed him again, lightly, playfully.
“Definitely.”
She chuckled. “I guess I feel a bit differently too. I’d certainly not be kissing you if he was here.” She giggled and tugged at his shirt to bring him closer to her.
“Is this one of those situations then that you were talking about at dinner?”
She laughed and tugged at the bottom of his shirt. She scanned his body with her brown eyes flaring and pulled his t-shirt up and over his head. “I guess it is. The alpha isn’t here and the betas gonna play.”
“Is that what we’re doing, playing?”
“Don’t you want to? I think I saw you checking me out earlier.”
“You dress very nicely. You look really cute.”
“Just my clothes is it?”
“I think you already know how hot you are.”
She touched his bare shoulder with her one fingertip and dragged it slowly down his chest and over his stomach. “A girl likes to hear it though.”
He turned to her and wrapped his hands around her waist. “You are fucking amazing looking, okay? It’s been really hard not to get caught staring at you all night. I’ve been sitting here with a boner the whole time trying to pretend everything’s cool.”
“Aw, Clay feeling uncomfortable? I did that to you?” I crept up the wall to see down further inside. She was petting the lump in his lap and grinning broadly.
I sank back down and closed my eyes to try to just think a second. My mind was so flooded with new emotions and thoughts I couldn’t sort it out. On the one hand, that was my wife playing with a guy inside that window and she was doing it because she knew, or she thought she knew, that I was gone for the night.
She just took Clay’s shirt off and was caressing the front of his pants. She had already kissed him several times. It didn’t have to go much further to qualify as cheating. And as an aggrieved husband, I knew what I was supposed to feel and do. I was supposed to feel despondent, angry, betrayed, appalled. I was supposed to charge in there, yell, throw things, send Clay home, angrily demand she explain herself, or maybe even just end our marriage there on the spot. That’s certainly what anyone outside the property line would assume automatically.
But I didn’t feel any of those things, strangely. Maybe it was because of what we talked about at dinner, as Clay said. Primates do it all the time without much conflict and I knew it was the rule not the exception among humans in history who were as healthy and wealthy and not overworked as us — the royalty. It seemed vaguely silly suddenly to get bent out of shape over something that happened all the time. It felt doubly so to try to manufacture emotions in order to charge in there and do the big man thing. And yet, what could I say about myself if I didn’t do anything, if I just kept listening and watching, seeing it go on further and further?
I had other emotions too. My wife was sounding and looking incredibly excited. I knew that feeling. I used to have it when I was in Clay’s shoes, a young student set free in the world. It was a great time and I think back to it often, as we all do.
But I know Addie didn’t have that experience at college. She was closely guarded by her parents, she had very conservative friends, and she was afraid, too. She feared disease, she feared hygiene. I wasn’t her first, but she was never relaxed with sex before her and I got together, and she never fully released herself to just enjoy it. She never felt safe, she said.
What I saw, when I lifted myself up to the window again, was Addie feeling sexually aroused as she must have been in college, as everyone was and is, but this time without the fear and without the external control of her parents and the judgement of her friends.
I could feel her arousal in my own blood. It’s all I felt — there was none of the anger or betrayal, there was only excitement, anticipation, and heightened senses. I watched her hang her arms back and let her open sweater fall off her arms — and to let the man, Clay, pull it off her arms the rest of the way. I got on my knees and pressed my nose to the glass. He didn’t stop there. He untucked her t-shirt from her jeans and pulled it up, exposing her stomach first, and then her chest. She let him. She raised her arms over her head to encourage him to pull her t-shirt right off her body. It was my wife, but it was beautiful.
Underneath she was wearing her off-white satin chemise with lace bust line. She was grinning like she was having pure, unchecked fun, like she really was reliving lost college years. She turned to him through strands of her hair fallen all over her face. She said, “Since it’s just you and me,” she paused as though she understood the momentousness of the scene, of her decision to not stop, “I’ll take my jeans off if you take yours off.”
“We’re not really doing anything, are we, just taking clothes off.”
“No,” she turned her head sideways but kept her eyes on his. “I don’t think so, anyway,” she chuckled, knowing she was lying but that it was okay, it was fun. She let herself casually touch his side, his arm.
Clay stood up, undid the button in his jeans, unzipped and peeled them down his legs, all without delay. Addie only laid back on his bed lightly dragging her own fingertips over her bare stomach and outlining his near-naked body with her pointing finger at a distance. 
“I thought we had a deal,” he smirked, standing at the foot of the bed with his hands on his hips.
“I lied, didn’t I,” she raised her eyebrows and shrugged.
“So now I’m standing here feeling a little vulnerable.”
“Aww, Clay feeling exposed?” She lifted her leg and traced a cleft in his stomach muscles with her toe.
“You tricked me.”
“I lied about me taking my jeans off, but I didn’t say anything about you taking them off for me.”
“You want me to take yours off for you?”
“I want you to do with me whatever you do with girls when you get them alone in your room.”
“What do you mean?”
“Do they lead the way? Or do you need to coax them?”
“I think they like to be pushed a bit, I guess. All girls do, to a point, obviously.”
“Is it because I’m your teacher’s wife you don’t want to, you’re afraid to?”
“You’re older than me.”
“Thanks for that.”
“No, I just mean, I sort of respect you more than maybe someone my age.”
“Maybe a girl like me doesn’t want to be respected so much like that.”
He knelt on the foot of the bed at her feet. I nearly touched the glass with my bare eyeball. My heart was pounding so hard my shirt moved. What could she possibly mean she didn’t want to be respected? I showed nothing but respect to her.
“What are you saying?” He dragged the backs of his hands up and down over her shins.
“Do I need to spell it out for you?”
Clay moved up between her legs and brought his fingers to the button at the top of her jeans.
“Socks first,” she intoned as quietly as a stage direction.
He smirked and worked his way off the end of the bed. When he reached for her leg, she tore it away from him. He snatched at it and she squirmed and rolled over and back, trying, not very hard, to pull it free of his grip. He snatched quicker and began to pull at the toes of the thick wool sock. Addie moaned a quiet “No!” under her breath. She twisted and pulled her foot but he got the sock off.
“That’s what I’m saying,” she bit her lip looking at him sprawled and flaccid on his bed.
The second one he went at more roughly and Addie moaned in protest or in pleasure, it was unclear. She kept her face hidden under her arms. “What are you going to do to me?” she said in a breathy, innocent tone. I squinted. She was living out some fantasy.
When Clay pulled her legs apart to walk up on his knees between them, she clamped them shut tightly around him. He pushed harder and she relented but she covered her abdomen including the button of her jeans in her hand. She continued to cover her face and eyes with her other hand. “You know full well you’re not allowed.”
He stopped but when she peeked at him through her slightly spread fingers and found him still there, still staring at her, she grinned and bit down on the tip of her tongue. He lifted her hand from her abdomen but she quickly slipped her other hand in his way and chuckled. He lifted that hand and her first hand came back and she laughed full of playfulness and teasing.
“Open up,” he ordered.
She covered herself with both hands and tilted her head to see down her body and up into his eyes. “You have to coax me, don’t you.”
He leaned over her on his hands and knees. Just when I thought, and she thought, it seemed, he was going to kiss her, he instead tickled her ribs, and she squealed and pulled up her knees and rolled over, thrashing out of control. He rolled her back and pinned her down, laying across her stomach and loins, tickling her side with one hand and tugging at the button of her jeans with the other.
Addie shrieked and contorted. When he got the jeans undone and the zipper down, she yelped and wailed. He manhandled her though. She tried to hold onto the waist of her jeans but he slipped off the foot of the bed back onto his feet and he tugged at the very bottom of her jeans.
Addie laughed so hard she lost her strength and she cried out. But he tugged harder and her whole body came to him. He lifted her legs up high, stepping onto the bed to get higher, and pulled at her jeans with her legs sticking straight up into the air. She screamed and laughed.
They came off her hips and she scrambled to pull them back but it was no good. She kicked and bent her legs but he pulled more. She resigned herself to covering her exposed panties where her chemise fell up her body. He tossed the jeans comically triumphantly over his shoulders onto the floor. He stood over her on the bed and her feet came to rest planted flat into his thighs. She let her back and her butt come back down to the bed and she turned her head, knowing, I could tell, he was looking at her body below him.
She huffed and puffed and smiled up at him from below. “You win the battle but not the war,” she said. She slid her foot from his thigh over top of the front of his boxers. “That,” she poked her tongue into the corner of her lips, “will not be coming out to play, just to clear up any misapprehensions you may now be laboring under. We’re just having fun playing a little, you got that?” She continued to press her feet and curl her toes into him. “Anyway,” she said, spreading her arms aside straight and up, “come here, kiss me, I know you want to.”
She looked incredible sprawled on the guy’s bed with her shimmering chemise pushed up around her waist, her long toned legs spread, her hair flung over his blanket.
When Clay got back down over her on his hands and knees and leaned in close to her, she shrieked and wrapped her bare legs around his waist and twisted hard. He rolled over onto his back and though he struggled against her, she flopped and contorted her hips and grabbed his wrists in her hands.
She forced herself on top of him and pinned his wrists under her hands and his thighs under her legs. Her hair hung down around his face and she smiled at him with her jaw jutting out. “You trust too much, young man.”
“I let you win,” he said grinning.
“I doubt that very much. Why don’t you try to get out of it now then?”
“Why would I want to do that? The hottest girl I’ve ever wrestled with is holding me down on my bed, it’s hardly something I’m in a hurry to end.”
“Touché,” she smiled at him. “I hope you kiss well.”
“I’ll let you have a free one.”
“Oh you will, will you?” She grinned and studied his face, leaning closer. “Just one?”
“Hey,” he suddenly grew serious. “Are you sure Aaron isn’t coming back?”
“I told him to text me if he was.” She leaned down closer to his mouth.
“Have you checked your phone?”
She thought a moment with her lips an inch from his. “Okay, fine.” As soon as she released him to sit up and go check her phone, he snatched at her wrists, wrapped his legs around her waist and threw her down on the bed under him. She yelled and kicked, but he quickly got her in exactly the same position she had in a second before.
“Think you’re clever, don’t you.” Her chest was heaving and she was breathing hard.
“Got you under me, don’t I.”
“I can get you off me with just one hand.”
“Highly unlikely.”
“How much you want to bet.”
“Loser has to get totally naked.”
She smiled. I was dying. That feeling I had earlier, of watching my wife explore a bit of flirting pleasure, had become a serious, gut-wrenching experience of torture. I didn’t think there was room for me to step in and end it anymore, after having watched it so long, and after saying I would text her before leaving. Wasn’t it just as bad as cheating, to be watching cheating? To be, as I was, I have to admit, squeezing my cock, slipping my hand down my stomach, reaching inside my pants?
“Deal, plus the other gets to do what they want to them,” she said.
He looked down at her skeptically. “I don’t know if I can trust you.”
“One hand, come on. I won’t even touch you.”
“How do you propose to get me off you without even touching me?”
“You have to let me go to show you dummy.” She smiled at him. She was loving this.
He tentatively let her hand go. She left it there. “See? Not even going to touch you.”
He stayed in position with his hand ready to pounce back onto her wrist. But Addie didn’t move quickly, and she didn’t reach up to him. Instead she pushed her hand over her breast, pressing it, pushing it, before running her hand further down to her stomach. She pulled her chemise up further from her waist to make him watch her drag her fingers around her taut, toned stomach. But she wasn’t done there. She moved her hand further down until her fingers touched the waistband of her white satin loose boy shorts.
Clay seemed to lose his breath and watched with what seemed to be sudden nervousness. She kept her eyes on his, she even licked her lips. Her long nails were painted glossy fascia. She slipped one finger and then another under the top of her panties.
Clay appeared overwhelmed. He let go of her other hand and half sat back on his haunches between her legs. She pushed all her fingers under her shorts. Clay blinked slowly and Addie smiled erratically, shakily. Her eyes faded and her smile fell.
Clay was mesmerized.
My wife closed her eyes and rubbed herself under her shorts. She whispered to him, “Why don’t you help me off with these?”
He slipped over the foot of the bed and knelt where her legs fell over on either side of his shoulders. She raised her hips and he slipped his hands under her and pulled them down her long, slim legs like a kid unwrapping a Christmas present.
She lowered herself and she used her fingers to touch and spread her lips. “Look what you did to me, you bad boy,” she said, sliding a fingertip through her furrow and lifting it to her lips to suck off. Even I could see from outside the bedroom window that my wife was soaking wet. I pulled my own pants down. My cock was so hard, it hurt. I began to stroke it.
Addie spread her legs and Clay needed no further encouragement. I watched as his head ducked down, as her chest heaved, and as her back arched up. Her fingernails dug hard into his shoulders. My protege, my student, was eating out my wife. I sank down unable to keep watching. But it was no good. The sounds she made as Clay brought his tongue to her were beyond the crippling weeping of symphony strings.
He made her cum like that. It didn’t take long and it wasn’t peaceful or quiet. She thrashed and scratched him. She bellowed gutturally and swore over and over. She went feral under his light dancing tongue tip. Even if I was at Dad’s, and even if I did text, I’d have been home by now, she never did check. I’d find them like this. And yet, I wasn’t upset. I wasn’t full of rage. I was only hard and wild myself with arousal. The more my wife thrashed under Clay’s tongue, the more I was drawn into her consciousness, the more I felt what she felt.
When she subsided, I heard nothing. I slowly raised myself and peeked again. They had rolled over and switched places. Clay was on his back with his arm draped over his face. My wife was kneeling on the floor. It was her head now that bobbed between her sharply poking shoulders. She pulled her hair aside as though she knew I was there and wanted to see. I could not tear my gaze away. I watched her tongue snake around his head, and her lips, frosted lemonade pink, open and form tightly around his shaft, and sink down, taking him all the way inside her mouth.
I’ve heard people say oral sex, for the kids, isn’t sex at all, really. But watching my wife’s hips rotate, watching her back sway and undulate, and watching her hair wave and bounce, watching her lips suck on Clay’s cock, was ultra-sexual. I couldn’t help holding my hand in a hollow fist and jamming my hips forward to fuck it outside the window.
The question of what was and what wasn’t sex soon became a moot point. Addie climbed up on the bed and walked languidly over Clay on her hands and knees and kissed him. Her hips hovered above his. I was nearly pressing my face through the glass.
“Clay,” she said softly to him, her eyes closed, her mouth dropping open. “I don’t think I’m able to stop now,” she whispered. She opened her eyes on his and her hips lowered to bring her pussy closer to his shaking, arching cock. “We can’t do it, we shouldn’t do it, you understand don’t you?” She kissed him, not allowing him to answer. “Please Clay,” she said in a nearly crying voice. I could see from behind that she had reached a hand down between their abdomens and had gripped his cock with her painted-nail fingers and teased it, pulled it, stroked it. “It’s so wrong,” she groaned, as her hips collapsed and his cock buried up into her. She lifted her face from his almost to the ceiling and gasped loudly, removing her hand because there was no cock left to hold.
Clay kissed her chin and face and his hands rubbed all over her back, over her hips, and up under the petty chemise to take her bare breasts in his hands. My wife bucked on him so hard the bed pounded the wall. She would not stop or get off even when it was obvious even to me that she brought him to his brink and pushed him over. I sank hard against the window as I watched Clay’s cum gush from my wife’s pussy lips wrapped tightly around his shaft. My own cum squirted from my tight hand and dripped from the outside wall.
I slept in my car which I parked out on the road and around 8 I reconnoitered the property. She had spent the night in Clay’s bed. The curtains had been closed but not all the way. I could see Clay on his back, the sheets pulled down to his waist, and my wife, sprawled on him, resting her face on his chest, her hand draped over his hips. Her chemise was off and lying messily on the floor. She looked after her things well. I could only conclude it came off in a moment of lust. I could only conclude they fucked again during the night. Maybe even more than once more, if I remembered my 20s accurately. I texted her, telling her I was a half hour away.
She came out of his house dressed as she was the night before but carrying her chemise. She hurried across to our cottage. When I came in, I found her in the shower.
“Have a good time last night?” I shouted through the open bathroom door. I had a cruel streak.
“Sure,” she said, and that was all. We went for breakfast together and they both acted so straight I even began to doubt if I had seen anything the night before or had must imagined or dreamt it all. But when we got back, I saw my own cum still stuck on the wall. It was real.
I struggled with how to bring it up. We had intellectualized the act of cheating to the point that it could probably be talked about by two mature, rational people. But no one talked about the act of spying on one’s wife fucking a younger stud. No one talked about becoming aroused by it, of actually masturbating to the sights and sounds of one’s wife having penetrative orgasm with another man.
What she and Clay did is what primates and the leisure class of humans do all the time. But about what I did, there was far less academic literature. Yet I couldn’t bring up the matter of her incident with Clay without framing it inside my own seemingly far wore incident outside and alone. She did a good job straightening and cleaning, there was no evidence of their tryst in the tiny house.
I had other issues to address with myself too though. If I did bring it up with her, there would be no way to not demand it never happen again, or to do worse, to leave her. Neither of those options were appealing to me, especially as, all the following week, I could think of nothing else besides what I saw through the window, and the idea of seeing and hearing it all again.
How could I tell my wife I know she cheated, and I wanted her to do it again because I wanted to watch — again? I practiced my speech and fretted over it for days. When I finally got the nerve up to start the conversation, she’d left the room, “Just to get a coffee, you want one? I can’t talk without one.”
She hurried off but she left her phone face up on the couch. I didn’t want to look but I did. She had been texting with Clay. “I need to see you again,” she wrote.
“My roommates are too unpredictable.”
“And my office is too busy.”
“Hotel?” he suggested.
“So tacky!” she complained.
That’s the part where she stopped because I had walked in. She came back and immediately grabbed her phone and turned it over. “What’s up?” she said, sitting on her legs pulled up under her.
I stared at the floor a long time before I was able to speak.
“What is it, Aaron?” she touched me compassionately on my arm.
I breathed and steadied myself. Then I began: “My dad is getting worse. I think I need to go up myself most weekends. Friday after classes, even. I’d come back Saturday, like noon?”
She was obviously prepared for a more serious talk, as was I. But that is what came out. Why? Because they were going to do it again, and I wanted to watch. And she would love to be able to do it at home, rather than some scuzzy hotel room.
“Are you sure?”
“It means I’m leaving you home alone maybe every other weekend, for half the weekend anyway.”
She thought about that. “That’s okay,” she patted me. “You’re a good son. I’ll manage.”
There was a small loft above our tall living room leading to a roof-top patio that could be reached by emergency stairs from the parking lot four floors down, if the door in the garage was cracked open. She never went to the parking garage, she always parked outside. I wouldn’t even have to move my car. She also never went up to the roof-top, she liked the more enclosed patio on the lower floor.
I was able to rest comfortably after saying goodbye and just wait for the stud to show. I watched her get ready for him, with makeup and underwear and jeans and a hoody. I watched her text him, take a selfie of herself in just bra and panties to tease him, and to get things ready in the kitchen where she made plans to feed him.
I watched an entire romantic date in my own condo, from her showering to begin getting ready for him, to her extended hand, her body naked and spent, leading him back to the shower, and then to our bed hours later. I was awakened three times during the night on the floor of the loft to the sounds of my wife’s high-pitched cries of pleasure.
Every two weeks is the arrangement I pretended to have with my dad. Every two weeks, I watched and listened to my wife and Clay. And why not? She knew I had a lot of experiences back in my 20s. We were the same, our timing was just different.




My Wife's Best Friend the Nurse

You know that awkward feeling when you’re suddenly alone with a person you usually see only when someone else is around? Clair and I seemed to have woken up at exactly the same time. We were both searching over our shoulders with our eyes squinting against the morning sunlight streaming through the crisp sheer white curtains. We had been sleeping facing away from each other and far apart across the empty expanse of the middle of a hotel room king size bed. But the electricity from the previous night hadn’t dissipated one iota.
“Hey,” Clair said through a confused grin, pushing her long, caramel-brown strands from her face. Her voice struck me with its early morning huskiness and I quickly distracted my intoxicated imagination.
“What time is it?”
She shrugged sheepishly. “My phone’s over there charging,” she curled her lips in and  pulled the sheet up under her chin as she rolled onto her back. She darted her big brown eyes up to the corner of the ceiling and grinned and puffed air out her nose. Her luxury of hair cascaded over her pillows.  Oh yeah, I recalled — she hadn’t packed pjs.
Clair was my wife’s best friend since forever. They were nurses at work together too. They shared everything. And Clair was stunning. Jill was definitely in the bed between us when we all finally went to sleep. But she was nowhere in the room now, and though it might be a cliched male fantasy to wake up in bed alone with a near naked model, I was in a state of paralysis. Everything we said, every look, every move, was tinged.
The first day was an exhausting travel day and we retreated to the room early to watch shows. Clair was going through a break-up and Jill though nothing of inviting her along to our spa weekend at the resort.
“We only booked one room,” I pointed out when we were all in our kitchen leaning on counters figuring things out.
“And only one bed,” Clair pointed out, before shooting the briefest of glances at me.
“It’s a king size — what could possibly go wrong?” my wife laughed.
A lot, I couldn’t help remembering. I’d often stayed in their shared dorm room back at college. The last time was a holiday weekend and Clair then as now was going through a break-up and the last thing she wanted to do was go home. So Jill stayed on campus and made me stay too.
We partied alone because the building was virtually empty all weekend. That night, Jill made Clair sleep in her tiny bed.
“I’m not letting you sleep alone,” she insisted. “Not tonight, girlfriend.”
I ended up in the middle and we all started straight as sticks. But sleepiness took over and soon hands and feet began to entwine and explore. It was a dreamworld experience with no words spoken and a light trance inducing track playing as though in the distance. It was impossible to know whose hand was touching what belonging to who else, but we never spoke of that night.
Now we were all in bed together again, 10 years on, albeit in our clothes on top of the made bed. “Come on,” Jill said, “we’re not going anyway, let’s get pjs on.”
“Umm,” Clair pulled her mouth crooked. “I didn’t pack any.”
“I’m sure Dusty will be fine with whatever you wear to bed. Dusty, bathroom, we’ll let you know when we’re ready.”
I pushed up and dragged my tired frame to the bathroom snatching my sleeping shorts and a t-shirt from my open bag as I passed. I hung out in the bathroom listening to Jill and Clair shriek and giggle until Jill shouted, “Ready!”
I came out and found both of them laughing with the sheets pulled up to their chins, Clair on one side, Jill on the other, patting the pillows in the middle as though it wasn’t clear where I was going.
“I don’t know about this,” I said standing at the footboard with my hands on my hips. Clair shrugged deeply and rolled her eyes with a “I couldn’t change her mind” expression on her face.
“Come on,” Jill also rolled her eyes. “Plenty big enough in here.”
I walked on my hands and knees and inserted myself between them half sitting up against pillows piled into the headboard. Jill turned sideways and rested her head on my chest and draped her leg over my legs.
“Come on, Clair,” she said, “he doesn’t mind. It’s very comfy.”
I looked down at Clair and she grinned up at me. She rolled sideways and lightly let her head sink down on my chest. Her hair spread around my shoulders intoxicating me with her scent and she tentatively placed her hand on my stomach. I couldn’t hold my arm up any longer and I let it come slowly down and around her shoulders just as I had draped my other arm around my wife’s shoulders. My hand came to rest so low down her back I was touching the top of the waist of her panties. But it was too late to move my arm up without drawing attention to it. She was apparently wearing nothing up top.
The two girls appeared engrossed in the show but I was anything but. I could sense Clair’s body slowly sinking deeper against mine. Every time she yawned or stretched or shifted, her hand on my stomach under the sheets seemed to inch further down and her leg, draped over my legs like Jill’s, inched further up.
“Get this off,” my wife said with annoyance and she tugged at the bottom of my t-shirt. Clair didn’t take her eyes off the screen and my wife lifted my shirt off and tossed it the chair as though it mean nothing. “Better,” she said softly, sinking her head back down on my bare chest. “Better?” she called over my body to Clair without looking.
“Mm-hmm,” was all Clair said. But she came back down on me closer and tighter than before and the feeling of her bare skin on my bare skin sent my mind reeling. I knew that was her bare breasts pushing into my side. Her fingertips came down over the waist band of my shorts. My hand came down well over her panties. I accidentally squeezed in a micro stretch of my own, but she only pressed herself into me harder and I felt a warm sigh ripple from her nose over my skin. I could feel her pubis pressing now into my hip bone and my throat and chest constricted.
My wife rolled on her side as though she’d had enough of the show and she pulled my arm down in front of her to hug to her body. Quietly and slowly under the sheets, she pulled my hand harder down. I slinked down against the pillows and Clair lifted her head to re-adjust herself on me on my other side unaware my wife was pulling me. Her hand slipped further down yet and I wasn’t sure her pinky was not inside the waist of my shorts.
My wife shifted up and pushed my hand under the waist of her pajama bottoms. She pressed her ass back into my hip and wiggled slightly against me. I felt her mouth kiss my forearm as she maneuvered my hand between her legs. She bit me lightly as a kitten when I touched her damp furrow. Her breathing became jagged enough that Clair could have heard.
She suddenly pushed up and pulled the sheets over her chest, showing me her long, toned exquisite back. She twisted around  and said softly and intimately to me, “Need to pee. Cover your eyes.”
My wife reached up and behind herself without looking and covered my eyes with her hand. Clair chuckled and darted to the bathroom. As soon as the door closed, my wife twisted around, raised herself over me and kissed me sloppily and deeply. She breathed hard and crawled up over me to lean, kneeling, against the headboard over my head. She whipped her bottoms off and tossed them to the chair and sank her hips down, pulling her hair aside to watch her lower her pulsating, glistening pussy down on my mouth.
The moment I touched her little button with the tip of my tongue, she inhaled sharply and vibrated from her thighs to her chest. “Oh fuck,” she whispered hoarsely and she mashed her pussy down on my mouth. It was seconds before she stopped breathing and my chin became coated in warm lubrication. “God!” she groaned out loud enough that, again, Clair could have heard over the show.
After the toilet flushed and the sink went off, just as the bathroom door opened, my wife dove off me with a giggle and rolled on her side away from me and pushed her ass out hard against my hip.
Clair came back but this time, she didn’t make me hide my eyes. She barely covered herself with her arms folded up over her breasts and her fists tucked under her chin. She tittered and climbed into the bed beside me and though I tried to avert my gaze, I saw her whole body when she threw the sheet up to get under. Her eyes remained on mine the whole time.
She curled back up into me the way she was before, only tighter against me yet and I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and lowered my hand onto the perfect roundness of her ass. I was further down in the bed since my wife rode my face and Clair fixed herself to be nearly on top of me. She puffed air out her nose and nestled her face into my chest and neck. Her hand slid up over my bare chest and down over my stomach until all her fingers poked under the waist of my shorts.
She lifted her head gently and peered over my chest to Jill. “Is she asleep?” she whispered.
Judging by her deep breathing and sunken body, I nodded yes.
“Not me,” whispered Clair with a private smile and she flicked her long hair out over my entire body and slowly allowed her face to sink back down on my chest. She arched her back and pushed her bare chest into my ribs.
I pondered what she meant but not for long. I felt her tongue dart out and flick my nippled.
She quietly tittered and said in the tiniest, lightest, voice, “Are you sensitive there?”
I tried to answer straight, but the fact was, I wasn’t, or I didn’t know I was, until she did that to me. She only snickered to herself more and pressed herself up until her soft, wet and full lips were at my ear.
“Shh,” she whispered, just as her hand slipped entirely beneath the waist of my shorts and her hand, cool and soft, cradled around my balls. I glanced down the bottom of my eyes and she grinned with a squint, biting the tip of her tongue.
I slowly rotated my head over to see if Jill was awakening. She only shifted and sank further into the bed, pressing her ass harder against my leg.
Clair moved down over my chin and neck and I could feel her long, luscious hair sweep over my chest and stomach. She kept moving carefully and quietly down, gently lifting the edge of the sheets to slip herself underneath. I closed my eyes unable to move. I could feel her long deft fingers lift my shorts up over my erection and push them down my legs. I heard them hit the floor softly where she dropped them out the side of the bed.
And then I felt warm, soft, wetness completely engulf me, beginning with velvet pressure over the head of my cock until I was entirely subsumed inside her.
I was not able to keep from sinking my head hard down into my pillow and sighing until my lungs were squeezed empty. I shuddered and nearly crunched up into a sit up when she pulled back up my shaft with her lips tightly pressed around me. When she plunged back down on me, my lights went out.
My wife stirred and rolled herself over top of me as though still sleeping. Clair bolted away from me and hugged the edge of the bed facing away. My wife’s pelvis sank down on my extremely hard erection pressing it up against my stomach. She flicked her hair over the top of her head and nestled her face down against my ear. It sounded like she said, “Caught the one-eyed Lear.”
Did she mean my cock was the King, like the one-eyed snake we joked about in school, and she caught it in her friend’s mouth? But then she might also have said, “Bought some cream beer.” I squinted at the ceiling trying to puzzle it out and she fell down between Clair and I and squirmed and wriggled until I ended up on the side of the bed with her now between us.
I took the opportunity to go to the bathroom. I was unable to settle down and I went out on the balcony to lean over the railing and clear my head. That’s when it hit me: “Not with me here.”
I slipped back into the bed on the side and pulled the sheets over myself and fell asleep, finally.
But in the morning when I awoke, my wife was no longer between us in the bed. “Do you know where Jill went?” I asked her.
Clair shook her head. But then she got up and pulled the bedsheet around herself and tittered because she left me exposed and naked on the bed. She didn’t hide herself from me at all, but only wrapped herself when she got to the balcony to look down. Her backside was fully exposed to me — long silky hair, smooth, toned back, tight round ass in her white lace-edged panties, and long, toned legs.
“Hey,” she called down and she giggled. I could hear the voice of my wife call something back up and laugh. “30 minutes,” she called back down.
She turned and without closing the curtains, she threw the sheet around the back of her head like a huge cape and flung herself onto the bed, and over top of me. She immediately scratched with all her fingers at my sides and laughed when I jolted and squirmed with her tickling. I got her back on her neck, her lower stomach, and the insides of her thighs.
She contorted and yelped and kicked and grabbed at my feet to pin them under her ass and mercilessly tickle me there. I ran my dancing, lightly clutching fingers down her sides where she sat reverse over my lap and she squirmed on me and arched in her back.
She knew where to tickle me, and I knew where to tickle her. Back in that dorm room, the three of us got into it one night, making each other laugh to the point of exhaustion. We were all clothed then, or at least in shorts and t-shirts. And it was the three of us. When Clair and I finally tired and sank down, Clair lying flat on my body completely balanced on top of me backward with her feet clenched against my ears, I was naked and she was nearly so, and it was just the two of us, with my wife within earshot over the railing and down below just a few floors.
I wasn’t thinking when I peeled her panties down over her ass where it wriggled and settled down right in front of my face. Clair wasn’t either, apparently. She pressed herself up into an “A” shape and kicked her knees to make her panties slide down the rest of the way and I helped pick them off her toes and tossed them beside the bed directly on top of my shorts there. We didn’t speak or look at each other. She came back down on her elbows and knees and sank her tight, hot, and wet mouth back down over my already erect cock. She lowered her pelvis and spread her legs over my face at the same time. I only needed to open my mouth and her puffy, glazed pussy lips sank down on my lips, hotter than the sun.
Waves of arching moved up and down her spine curling her hips over my face and pressing her head down over my cock. I could feel the vibration of her high-pitched moaning inside her mouth, stuffed with my cock. When I pressed my lips closed around her clitoris, she cried and bucked against me. And when I sucked her into my mouth and stretched her out before letting her snap back, she nearly crushed my head with her hips and pulled her mouth from my cock to whip it back and groan out loud.
We heard a tapping at the door and we both froze. It tapped again and Clair rolled off of me and I darted to the door to quickly get rid of room service. I hid behind it and opened it just enough to tell them to come back later, but the door pushed me back into the wall behind it. It was Jill.
Clair yanked the sheet over her languid body but too late to hide her complete nakedness to my wife. Behind the door, I had nothing to hide my complete nakedness.
“Forgot my card key. Just getting more lounge chair towels for you guys, and my book.” She stepped over my shorts and Clair’s panties lying on the floor. “They’re only serving breakfast for another ten minutes, so . . . “ she said to me where I cowered like a refugee naked against the wall. “I’ll be in the lobby,” she said over her shoulder to Clair.
We both puffed our cheeks and decided to get dressed. At the door, checking each other to make sure we were decent, Clair grabbed my crotch and came close up to my face with hers to lay her tongue out and give me a big dog’s kiss up most of my face.
In the hallway, when another couple came off the elevator, she turned to me, pressed me against the wall, and sank her body hard against mine, kissing me like we were newly weds. On the elevator, she shoved her hand down the front of my shorts and stroked my cock, moaning against me and climbing her leg up my leg behind me. She was barely turned around when the doors swished open right in front of my wife across the lobby. She just tittered and let me watch her swim her body out in front of me, wiggling her ass knowing I was entranced.
At breakfast, Jill was animated about the different couples she’d been spying on around the resort. “I am pretty sure there’s more than a few who are with others they don’t belong to back home.” She grinned at Clair and nodded knowingly at me. “Right?” she said.
We all went back to the room together. Clair went to change into her bathing suit in the bathroom and Jill tapped the door. “We’ll see you down there — I’m worried someone is taking our chairs.”
She snatched at my hand and pulled me along behind her. When we waited for the elevator, she pressed me against the wall and kissed me deeply with both her hands wrapped around my ass. The same couple that averted their gaze from Clair and I in the same hallway came through again. My wife leaned back against me on the elevator and wriggled her ass against my crotch and smirked with a tiny snicker. The other couple I knew were confused.
At the lounge chairs, Jill said, “I’m worried about Clair.”
I looked across at her with blank concern.
“She makes the worst decisions when she’s single. She’s really hopeless with men — bad, bad choices, you know?” 
My head swam with how Clair had only in the last hour over in waves over me, swallowing me and riding my mouth.
“She makes bad choices, yeah,” I agreed.
“She doesn’t need or want to a boyfriend though — she needs to find herself first. I don’t want her to get with another loser, just wait it out till she finds someone worth it for her, you know?”
I nodded again, fully endorsing the statements she was making, though completely unsure where it was leading.
“She needs something obviously, but,” my wife laid back and lowered her big dark sunglasses over her eyes, “just to tide her over. Keep her happy and satisfied in the meantime, you know? She does such stupid, impulsive things.”
“Yeah,” I agreed, laying on my stomach facing her, trying desperately to read her blank, slightly grinning expression.
“I have to look after her,” my wife said. I nodded like I understood what she meant. “She gets carried away so easily.” I kept nodding. “She doesn’t control herself.” I twisted my lips together and battled the thoughts that made my cock rise hard again.
I felt a light, cool tap on my shoulder. I turned my head the other way and found Clair in a brilliant peacock-plume blue bikini wiggling a bottle of SPF at me. She pushed her lounger right up against mine the same way my wife had pushed hers up against mine on the other side.
“Hey girlfriend,” my wife said to her without raising her head or opening her eyes. “Don’t you stray now,” she smirked.
Clair tilted the bottle and I took it. She laid down on her stomach and unhooked the clasps on the back of her bikini top and gathered her hair in a silk rope to pull it free of her back and shoulders.
I pulled up onto my elbow and lathered her back all over. She reached behind herself and pulled the waist of her bikini bottoms down to show me she wanted it spread all the way down there too, even inside. I glanced over at my wife who remained expressionless behind her glasses.
I laid down and faced my wife. I felt Clair’s light, cool finger tap my shoulder again. I batted at it like she was a fly. But she kept tapping me. I twisted my head under and laid it down facing her. I bulged my eyes and screamed silently at her, mouthing the word, “What!?”
She half lidded her eyes and gently brought the tip of her tongue in a point to the bottom of her top lip and then opened her mouth the way she had when she engulfed me, and she arched her back and neck and smiled, inhaling deeply and letting it out with a look in her eyes on mine that was completely and solely sexual. She bit her bottom lip and raised her hips from the chair below her and, though I dared not to look, she worked her arm under her body and I could tell she slipped her hand inside her bikini bottoms. She let her eyes scan down my body and she knew I was watching her as she zeroed in on my ass.
She leveraged herself up by pressing her hand into the back of my thigh and flopped down onto her back, careful to hold her loose bikini top to her chest. She emitted a tiny cry and wiggled the bottle at me again. “My front?” she said so privately and intimately, I had to check my wife again.
Clair didn’t wait for an answer before holding the bottle upside down over her stomach and letting a stream fall to her skin all over.
“Fuck,” I thought. I got back up on my elbow and smeared the liquid into her tight stomach up over her ribs and to the bottom of her breasts.
Clair bolted half up and quickly scanned the area. No one was around or looking.
“Quickly,” she whispered, and she pulled her top of her breasts. I exhaled and darted a glance behind me by Jill remained oblivious. I looked at Clair and shook my head frantically “No!” but she only arched her back and laid down, nodding “Yes!”
I smeared the SPF up over her magnificent breasts to her neck and down again, over her erect nipples. She grinned and bit her tongue and shrugged her shoulders up like she had won.
Drinks came and I was relieved to sit up. Jill and Clair also sat up and we chattered about the day and the resort and dinner as though nothing had been going on. Jill suddenly said, “Clair, let's go check that store out.”
“Hm?” Clair replied leaning past me but close enough her hair fell over my shoulder.
“You don’t have pjs, you need something, don’t you? There’s a store by the entrance, in that little mall.” She didn’t wait for Clair to answer, but took her by the hand, nearly dragging her behind her. “You be good,” Jill said to me over her shoulder. “Naughty man!” she playfully scolded me. What did it mean?
I’d fallen asleep when shade moved over my chair and was awoken by Jill kicking at my feet. “Come on!” she said. “Come see what we found!” She held up a couple of shopping bags. I followed them back to our room. All the way, Jill and Clair giggled and spoke quietly little funny secrets to each other looking at me and laughing, teasing me, knowing I was dying to find out what they were saying to each other.
“You don’t deserve this,” my wife said to me privately as we filed off the elevator. She shook her head at me in mock disdain.
She poured the contents of one bag onto the bed. It was a sheer white camisole and other barely concealing nightwear. “This first,” Jill said, holding the camisole up to Clair’s front. “Off,” she said, not making me leave or hiding Clair in any way. Clair dropped her top and bottom right in front of me and carefully pulled on the camisole.
She turned around and around and Jill whistled at her approvingly. “This next,” she said with excitement. Clair pulled on the jacket style cover. She looked amazing in it. “Nice,” my wife said.
Then she dropped her bikini on the floor too and pulled on the one-piece lime-green yoga tights she bought.
“Very nice,” Clair said admiringly, watching her fit it on better, sitting there on the footboard in her negligee as though all was totally situation normal.
“Okay,” she announced, “I’m going to the yoga class. I’ll be back in one hour. Ta-ta!” she said over her shoulder, and just like that, the door hissed closed and Clair and I were alone in the room together again.
I crawled onto the bed on my knees and wrapped my arms around her from behind. She was still holding her glass of champagne but I took it from her and set it down. She pressed her body against mine and rolled her head back exposing her neck to my kisses. She rotated around against me and draped her arms over my shoulders.
“Jill thinks,” she said, rolling her forehead into mine, “I stray too much for my own good.”
“What else did she say,” I kissed around her neck and eased her top off.
“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she said. She pulled my t-shirt up over my head and tossed it aside.
“I kind of have to know, I feel.”
She leaned into me and ran her soft, cool ands around my waist, before sliding her fingers under the waist of my shorts and easing them down my ass and off my legs. “Do you honestly think?” she said.
I pulled her camisole off and she crawled up onto the bed to kiss me and throw her arms around my back where we stood on our knees together, completely naked in the beams of sun that flooded the room.
She fell against me and inhaled to groan and scratched her nails hard up the backs of my thighs. I fell back and she pushed herself over me, lowering her head over my lap so her hair covered my stomach like feathers. She consumed me again, taking me deep in her soft, wet and hot mouth, before pushing me back so I sat against the headboard. She settled herself cross-legged on my lap and we explored each other with hands and mouths.
My cock danced stiffly between us and she reached down and snickered when she took it in her hand. “Poor guy, lots of false flags the last couple of days, huh?”
She pushed her forehead into mine and pressed her hands into the bed behind her to lift her hips. She pushed forward until her thighs pressed my abdomen and when she let her elbows bend, her pussy, wet, open, and ripe, slid down over the head of my cock, and slowly down the entirety of my shaft.
She gasped and dropped her head back. She was so hot, I thought she would burn me. She raised herself on her hands behind her up and down on me in that sitting position before she pulled off and turned around.
She stroked my cock and looked through strands of her hair behind her shoulders and said, “Is this nice?” Before I could answer, she raised herself and came down on my cock again, riding me reverse cowboy.
My wife was fun in bed, but Clair was possessed. She was selfish in the best of ways, her expression and sounds giving away that she was lost in herself, even as she pumped her body on me and squirmed like a fish on a hook. I took hold her of her ass and dug in. After what she’d done to me the whole time at the resort, I didn’t have much lasting power. Her orgasm pushed me past my point of resistance and we both collapsed laughing and tangled on the messed up white sheets.
I was just exiting the bathroom fresh from a shower with the towel around my waist and my hair still dripping when Jill came back in the room. It was obvious Clair was in the bathroom with me, and still in the shower.
“Let’s go for dinner!” Jill rapped on the door and called inside.
“Sounds good,” Clair called back sounding perfectly normal.
“French place, yeah?”
“Sounds good!”
“You good?”
“For French place?”
“Well, duh!” she grinned at me.
“I guess.” Jill bent over and picked up Clair’s lingerie and carefully folded it and put it inside her suitcase.
We went down to the elevator. Clair held one hand and Jill held my other hand. Just as we stepped on all tightly together, that couple came down the hall again. The doors were not ready to close again, so they couldn’t even try to miss it. We all leaned against the back wall behind them. Clair reached over and squeezed my balls and Jill tsk-tsk'd her and slapped her hand and bulged her eyes at her.
We stopped in the middle of the little bridge over the end of one of the pools because the moonlight reflection was perfect and when Clair turned in front of me and I leaned into kiss her, my wife hugged my back from behind and leaned her face on my shoulder blades.
We took a table for three.
“Pour tois?” the maitre d glinted.
Both women scrunched themselves against me, and all three of us nodded enthusiastically.
“Tres bien,” he said, and he lead us to the dark corner.
As we picked at the array of hors d’oeuvres, my wife said, without looking at me, “So Clair’s lease on her apartment is up next month.”
“Is that so?” I said keeping my voice barely free from breaking.
Clair sipped her wine. “31st,” she said.
About three or four moments passed in stilted silence, each of us looking at the tiny plates spread around the table. My wife finally ate a bacon-wrapped chestnut from her fingers and licked them, smacking her lips. She looked at me innocent as a lamb. “We need a new bed — let’s just buy a big king size.”
I snorted nearly loosing my wine through my nose and Clair collapsed forward unable to breath she was laughing so hard. Jill tried to stop but she bounced in her chair with her shoulders jiggling up to her ears.
The waiter stood by our table. “Everything is okay?” he asked. None of us could stop jiggling in our seats until Jill finally waved him off, unable to breath.
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