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The Accidental Cuckold

“Are you sure we’re doing the right thing?” My wife Courtney tries to look me square on with a serious expression, but she scrunches her shoulders up, she turns and drops her face down, and a wide grin spreads across her mouth.
“No, I’m not sure,” I crease my worried brows at her. “But you seem to be having a good time anyway, and he’s not even here yet.”
“I know!” she squeals and she squeezes her legs together, she curls her fists into tight little balls at her sides, and she waddles like a penguin across the living room floor toward me in tiny, rapid steps.
Dressed in ankle-strap platforms, a tight, short, white pencil skirt, and big gold-drop earrings, Courtney looks ready for anything, and she smiles at me like that too. The plan is, Justin, my divorced friend from work, will text her when his Uber pulls into the driveway of our building, they’ll go out for a nice meal together, hit the club after, and maybe head back afterword for a nightcap.
“Like a drink, say,” Justin suggested.
“A drink, a kiss, I don’t know, Justin, not sure how far I want you to take this,” I said to him.
“Well, obviously, not, like . . . .” he leaned his head forward and sideways. “ . . . like . . . “ he tried to pull out of me with his tumbling hand gesture an indication of where the line might be.
“I have my phone, you have your phone, I’m going to be peeking and watching. Courtney won’t know I’m watching though. I’ll hide. When I think it’s gone far enough, I’ll text you. And then you stop,” I nodded firmly at him.
“Dude,” he said. “You watching I guess takes the guilt off me. But yeah, she can’t know you’re there watching, or that just becomes sick, like her and I are doing it for you.” He looked at me askance to make sure that that was the plan.
“Of course she won’t know, that’s way too sick,” I agreed with him making a sour face.
“Anyway, hardly matters, because your wife isn’t going to cheat on you like that,” he said.
“My wife,” I replied knowingly, “needs to feel the rush and excitement of a real date. I’m going to tell her I’m going to be out all night, and that I want her to have fun. She already knows I’m giving her permission to pretend all she wants with you. She already knows I’m fine with it.”
“She won’t do it though, right? I mean, this could go too far otherwise.”
“I’m going to give her permission to go as far as she feels like going — I trust my wife, and obviously I’m going to text you before it goes too far anyway, if that’s what starts happening. The whole idea is for her to feel like she’s young and free again. To feel like she’s getting away with something — that’s what she needs.”
“What exactly is too far?”
He was being difficult with his caution. “I don’t know yet — but when I see it, I’ll text you.” And I was getting impatient.
“You want me to take her as far as I want and as far as she feels like going, until you text me?” He exhaled and puffed his lips. “Dude, this sounds like a bad idea.”
“Not bad for you. I know how you lust after my wife!” I laughed at him and refilled his glass. We were hanging out in my den as usual. Justin worked with me at the power plant in the control room and recently got divorced. He wasn’t feeling confident at all around the ladies. I thought a date with my wife, who he never stops staring at and talking about, would help him get back in the saddle and stop moping around so much.
My wife, on the other hand, happily married by all indications, was feeling like her life was missing some adventure.
“Maybe it’s the students at work always coming and going around the world, always trying new things, new jobs, new majors, I don’t know,” she rolled her head around her shoulders. “It’s nothing to do with you,” she assured me. “But I’m bored.”
“It’s not just new jobs and new trips and new careers your students are going on, it’s dates, too,” I nodded conspiratorially at her.
She works in admissions at the college. “It’s not that,” she shook her head downward, “but maybe that’s part of it,” she grinned to herself just long enough for me to catch it.
“You kind of missed that whole part of the college experience yourself, didn’t you,” I squinted at her. “With your parents and all.”
“I did. But I love you,” she reached over and seized both my hands warmly in her hands.
“I don’t feel threatened if you yearn for that kind of fun and excitement, Courtney, I totally get it.”
“You’ve always been very easy-going with me,” she said. “I know I haven’t been the easiest person to live with. I’m always seeing the greener grass on the other side, aren’t I,” she hung her head sideways at me.
“You didn’t even get to enjoy dates with me,” I pointed out. “We just sort of started at the end of the process, you and I.”
“Thrust together by fate!” she bit her bottom lip. “Wouldn’t have it any other way, though.” She squeezed my hands and pushed the back of one hand against her cheek.
“But still, you never had the fun of dating. Of wondering and not knowing what might happen.”
“You certainly did,” she pursed her lips at me, but she was grinning too.
It was true. I’d gotten around a lot before her and I became us, but she didn’t at all. She still had her ill parents then, she still had to look after them. I was making my college money doing landscaping, and that’s how her and I met and got together — right in the backyard of her parents big house.
“What if you got to have a little fun now?” I squinted at her. I wanted to make her think.
“What do you mean, you and I date like we aren’t already married?” She rolled her eyes and shrugged. “That’s silly.”
“No,” I said, dragging it out cryptically. “But I see how you look at Justin whenever he’s over.”
She shrieked and ducked her face. “Oh my god, Justin? Did you just say Justin? Your friend?”
“My divorced friend.”
“Oh my god, no!” she laughed. But she laughed a little harder than one would at a purely absurd suggestion.
“Why not?”
“Well for starters he’s your friend!” she shrieked. “Have you forgotten?!”
“But I know him. It would be safe, that way. I know you like him, don’t try to deny it!” I laughed teasingly at her.
“I don’t like him!” she cried through a wide smile she couldn’t keep closed. “I mean, I like him, but not like that, no!”
“Why not? He’s fit, he’s funny, he’s a decent guy.”
“Okay, I like him, he’s very exciting, but still no. A hard no on that! My god!”
“Mind experiment,” I said. That was a code word for us: we often posed hypotheticals to each other, mostly playfully, but always free of consequences for whatever answers they engendered. Because of that rule, we were free to answer completely honestly, no judging. It was our safe room, a safe room of the mind.
“Okay,” she shook her hair down over her face and got ready for it. “Go.”
“We aren’t married. We know each other, we’re friends, we go out together, but not for dates, just as friends. We never have that day you snuck me into your room from the garden.”
“K,” she squinted sideways at me waiting for the kicker. “But that was a fun day!” she quickly snuck in.
“It was. But no, Justin is my friend, just like now. You meet him on one of our fun nights out. You and I already know we’re not meant for each other.” I paused and gauged her reaction so far. She was scanning the counter between us seeing what I was saying, imagining the scenario.
“But we are meant for each other.”
“Let’s just say, we aren’t. For whatever reason, and we already know that. He asks you out on a date.” I gave it a few beats. “Would you go?”
“A sexual date?” she blurts out, but she stops herself. “I don’t mean a sexual date, like sex-sex, like sex on the first date kind of date,” she said, suddenly full of revealing nervousness. “But what do you mean, a possibly interested, maybe get to know you better, kind of date?”
I smiled. She was being so careful. “Let’s just say you already know him as much as you know him now.”
“I know him like that?” she recoiled her head.
“I just mean there’s no need for the get to know you kind of date. If he asks you out, it’s a ‘who knows what might happen,’ kind of date. You’re already acquainted well enough.”
“So a maybe sex date?”
“A maybe sex date. Exactly. Would you go out?”
“Like a dinner out, maybe a night club, maybe a little kissing after kind of date?”
I nodded. “Sure, sure,” I said. She was already filling in all the blanks. “Would you do it? Would you take him up?”
“I do like him,” she gave me a shrug and she half twisted away with a shy smile creeping over her face.
“So, is that a yes?”
She tugged a strand of her peach blonde hair down the side of her face and twisted it up in her fingers. “Okay, maybe a probably yes,” she said full of coyness.
“So he’s on the phone, he’s asked you out, and he’s waiting for your answer. You already flirt together, you already like each other, you already know that if there’s going to be a date, it’s not going to be bowling. Yes or no?” I wanted to pin her down.
She pursed her lips at me with a bursting grin. “You’re trapping me,” she said. “But yes, I guess.”
“Just a guess?”
She twisted on her toes and rolled her eyes and grinned full of shyness. “Fine, a definite yes, okay?”
“And you’d bring him home after, maybe for a little whatever?”
“Where are you going with this!?” she squealed and she slapped my arm and looked hard away. She was turning red. “You’re embarrassing me!”
“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “But why don’t we do it, like really do it? Go out with Justin out on a date?”
“For real?” she looked at me stunned with her mouth agape. “Are you insane?!”
“Listen,” I said to her. “He’s a really nice guy, he’s a funny guy, he’s a great guy.”
“Yes he is,” she agreed with a firm nod. “He’s all of those things. And he’s sexy as hell too,” she threw in, an element I hadn’t mentioned.
“But he’s not dating anyone, and it’s been long enough. He’s not going out. He’s not feeling confident. He doesn’t ask anyone out. He could use a date, even if it’s just a pretend date. With you, I thought. Have some fun with a female.”
“A pretend date with me?”
“I mean,” I shook my head. “Why not?”
“He’s your friend, for starters, that’s a big why not!”
“It would be good for him — a date with a hot chick like you.”
“I’m not some hot chick though, I’m a married woman.”
“Whose husband is asking her if she would enjoy the excitement of a date of the kind she never got to enjoy like everyone else did.”
“Like you did.”
“Exactly. Like me included.” I grinned at her. “He gets a date with a girl he flirts with and likes, and I know he likes you, and you get a date that’s fun and exciting, with a guy you like and flirt right back with, don’t lie!” I laugh. “And you get to do it with your husband’s permission so it’s all good.”
She stared at me a long while. “You truly want me to go out on a date with your friend?”
“When he calls you, yeah, I want you to say yes.”
She covered her face in her hands and inhaled a scream. “You and he have already talked about this?!”
I was unable to tell her any lies. “We did.”
“Oh my god!” she turned away. When she finally turned back, her face was beet-red. “And what exactly did he say?”
“He said he wanted to.”
“Oh my god!” she screamed again and turned away, hiding her face.
I spoke to the back of her head. “I told him he’d be doing me — us — a favor. I told him you never got to have dates because of what happened at home. And that the adventure of a date was sort of what you needed. That you were in the doldrums.”
“You told him all that?” she kept her hands in prayer formation over her face.
“It’s just Justin. He knows everything.”
“How much did you tell him about me?”
“Well he knows you obviously. But I told him how having a date was something you maybe missed, and that it would be exciting for you as well.”
“You made it sound like a charity date!”
“No no, I was only telling him that only to make him feel like he was doing us a favor by taking you out, pretending it was a date. He would never do it otherwise — but that way, maybe he would loosen up and start to feel confident around women again.”
“It’s still a charity date, but for him!” She squealed again. “You’re using me to give your friend a charity date!”
I laughed. She had me there. “Look,” I said, “you get to have that excitement you miss and crave with a guy you’ve already admitted you would definitely go out on a date with if we weren’t already married, and he gets to practice with a girl he really likes — and always has, by the way.”
“He likes me, like in that way?”
“Oh my god, are you saying you didn’t notice?”
“I noticed,” she replied sheepishly.
“A dinner out, a night club, you come back here for a nightcap . . . “ I shrugged with a grin.
“How far are things allowed to go?”
“I’ll be watching. When it’s gone as far as I’m comfortable with, I’ll text you and tell you it’s enough.”
“You’ll be there the whole time?”
“Unless you don’t want me there.”
“No, no!” she clutched at my arm. “I want you there, I need you there. You’re my husband, for crying out loud. I like it, you being there.” Her eyes drew around the floor again — she was imagining it. “Then I don’t have to wonder how far is too far, do I. You can draw the line for me.” She looked at me with sparkling, inspiration-filling eyes. “It’s like a guilt-free experiment.”
“It’s a guilt-free mind experiment, exactly!” I clapped. “You can do whatever you like, and until I text you, it’s all okay with me.”
“I don’t have even have to watch myself or be careful or worry that I’m cheating on you.” Her eyes grew even wider.
“It’s hardly cheating if I set the date up myself and I’m in the other room watching.”
“But of course he doesn’t know you’re watching,” she shook her head at me. “Right? Because then it just feels icky. Like we’re doing it all for you.”
“That’s right,” I nodded. “He won’t know I’m there. Anyway, the whole thing is, you get the excitement of not knowing how far this goes — you get a real date, in other words. An anything can happen date — but guilt free, because if I haven’t texted you, it’s because so far it’s all okay with me.
“Prior permission,” she said thoughtfully.
“Prior permission,” I nodded.
“Justin won’t do that to you,” she flatly stated as though that ended that.
“I told him to have fun, to not worry about anything. He needs that kind of thing — he needs that excitement. You’ll be doing him a favor, making him remember how much fun it is to take a girl out.”
“He’s your friend, he’s not going to lay a hand on your wife.”
“I told him I won’t be home, that there is no judgement, and that anything he does, he needs to do it, just to loosen up and feel good about himself again.”
“He’s not going to do that though.”
I didn’t want my wife to know that I was imagining clearly what she meant with the word “that” even if she didn’t realize what she was saying. “I gave him permission. I told him, whatever he does, it’s okay with me. Obviously,” I grinned at her, “I’m there watching and when it goes far enough, I’ll text you and stop it.”
“What’s far enough?” she asked suspiciously.
“I don’t know, but when I see it, I’ll text you.”
“So anything is fine, whatever we do, up until you text me?”
“Anything is fine. Mind experiment rules. No guilt, no judgement, no consequences. Hey,” I shrugged, “it’s got to feel open-ended or it’s not going to be a real date experience.”
“I don’t know if this is a very good idea, Dean.
“And yet, he’s going to be calling you in about an hour.”
“You’re so crazy!” she said with her eyes nearly popping out.
“Excited yet?”
She bit her bottom lip and flared her eyes at me. “Yes!” She half turned her face away. “A little maybe.”
“A little or a lot?”
She got up and took tiny nervous steps around the edge of the counter and threw her arms tightly around my neck and she kissed my mouth. “A lot,” she whispered breathily in my ear.
I part the curtains on the French doors between our living room and my office. She’s waiting for Justin to arrive to take her out to the restaurant. I pull a chair out from the wall and flick the light out. It’s still bright outside and I’m completely visible to her in the living room. But we already know that when night comes, it’s impossible to see through the little glass windows into my office.
My wife will feel free knowing that I’m watching over her and monitoring what’s going on and giving tacit permission to what I see by not texting.
And my friend Justin will feel free also knowing that I’m watching and monitoring and giving him tacit permission, too, by not texting.
Only she doesn’t know that Justin knows I am watching, just as Justin doesn’t know that Courtney knows I’m watching. Otherwise, why would I be hiding? And if I wasn’t hiding, how would it feel for Justin like he’s getting into the joys and mysteries of dating again, and how would it feel for Courtney like she’s enjoying the freedom and excitement of the dates she missed when she was younger? No, I am utterly convinced my plan is ingenious. What could possibly go wrong? I know the restaurant, I know the club, and I have my spot to the side of the couch behind my glass office doors. I am completely in control.
It makes me snicker when I get a secret text from Courtney from the bathroom of the fine restaurant. “Everything is going very nicely. He’s actually a lot more of a gentleman than I even took him for.”
“Does it feel like a real date though?” I ask her.
“Yes!” she writes back.
“Are you excited?” I text her.
“Stop it!” she writes back.
At exactly the same time — because she was in the bathroom — I get a secret text from Justin. “All going really well,” he writes
“Are you having fun though?” I ask him.
“Your wife is a gas,” he writes back.
A while later, I get another text from Courtney. “Is it okay if I accidentally kissed Justin? We’re at the club.”
“Whatever you do is okay with me, sweetheart,” I wrote back.
“But it was that kind of kiss . . . “ she wrote. “Like a real one.”
“Did you mean to, or was it an accident?”
“Maybe I meant to. I’m actually really liking him. We’re having such a fun time.”
“That’s perfect. Forget you’re married, for one night.”
“That’s a nice way of putting it!” she wrote back. “Okay, I will!”
As if on cue, Justin writes me at the same time. I laugh to myself. Neither of them know the other is sending me secret communiques. “Dude, things are happening, need to know you’re actually cool.”
“What things?”
“So…… “ he writes. “We made out sort of at the club.”
“Sort of?”
“We made out big time. We’re in a booth seat in the corner. She’s in the bathroom at the moment.”
I thought that that’s interesting. She writes that she accidentally kisses him and he writes that they’re making out big time. “Does it feel like you’re on a hot date with a gorgeous lady?”
“Well it’s for sure hot, and she’s for sure gorgeous, like sizzling, so I guess that makes it a hot date.”
“Perfect,” I wrote him. “Forget she’s married for tonight. Enjoy it.” I write him.
“I guess I can try,” he says, “since you put it that way.”
It’s more than an hour before either of them write me again. But like night follows day, he writes me right after she writes me.
“Babe, are you still sure about things???”
“I thought I told you to forget you’re married,” I write back to her.
“Kind of did. Just not sure you’re really truly still  okay with this.”
“What changed? Last time we talked, you were having so much fun.”
“Still having fun. Maybe too much fun if you know what I mean . . . “ she writes. “I’m in the Uber pretending my friend is writing me with some emergency. We’re coming home now.”
“I’ll be the judge of what’s too much,” I write her. “You just do whatever you feel like doing.”
“I’m not sure you want to say that,” she writes. “Your friend is all over me and I’m feeling kind of, you know . . . “ she goes on. “Like I might want to maybe kind of you know whatever . . . . “ She stops for a moment but I can tell she’s typing more, or thinking more. “Maybe respond . . . . “
“Go for it,” I write her back. She makes me shake my head and chuckle. As if.
“I don’t think you mean that,” she writes.
“So, maybe not,” I suddenly get a text from Justin.
“Maybe not what?”
“We’re in the back of the Uber coming back. She’s texting a friend for a second. I need to update you.”
I laugh out loud. It’s so funny to be on the receiving end of both their conversations unbeknownst to each other. “What’s happening brother?” I write.
“Well probably more than maybe you want, and you’re not here to text me to stop, so I’m doing that for you.”
“No, only I stop you!” I write him back.
“Dude, she’s all over me. You don’t know what’s going on here.”
I ponder what he’s saying to me but I know he’s a bit of a worry wart and overthinks things too much.
“Go for it,” I write him. I mean, why not? They’re both obviously having a lot of fun and that’s the whole idea, isn’t it?
“You’re not getting me,” he writes.
I decide to do the same thing for both of them: stop responding. They’re supposed to be on a hot date. She’s supposed to be getting the thrill of the anticipation and uncertainty. He’s supposed to be getting the excitement and self-confidence. Everything is working out perfectly. They’re in the back of a car, how much can go wrong? They both worry too much. And when they come back to our condo, I’ll be there to put the stop sign up on both of them.
“I’m not listening anymore. Next time I write will be when I tell you to stop,” I write Courtney. “Now forget about me and have whatever fun you want to have. Go ahead until I write you.” And then I write the same thing to Justin. “Have whatever fun you want to have. I’m not reading any more texts and I’m not writing you again until it’s time to stop you. So just go ahead until I write you.”
“Okay babe,” my wife writes me back.
“Fine bro,” Justin writes back a second later.
I get up from the couch, turn the TV off, and go into my office to pull the curtains half way, set my chair, and flick the lights out. I hurry down the hall for one last chance to pee. I’m in my drawstring joggers and I slip my phone in my pocket. When I pull my pants back up, my phone does a backflip out of my pocket like it’s suddenly some kind of Olympic diver. I slap it up in the air, juggle it like a flaming torch, before clasping my hands together — and missing it. There’s a ploop and a stream of splashed pee and water that spouts up at my face. I hesitate — it’s yellow with pee down there — but then I realize, that’s my phone dunked in the water!
I scoop it out and look for the power switch right away. But already, I can see the screen is black. I press the power button anyway, and rather than turn it off, I power it up — it had already turned itself off. I anxiously stare at it and laugh — can you imagine? I ask myself out loud. And then I see it: the screen flickers, bars of static-like lines in bright white and red and green flash across it, and then everything freezes. It’s a set of overlaid coloured rectangles.
“Fuck,” I whisper. “Fuck,” I say again, and I press the power button and hold it until it goes out. I hear the key rattle in the front door and my wife laughing — Justin is telling her one of his funny stories. I can hear her heels clack on the floor, more laughing, and then her bare feet on the floor as the door closes behind them. I press my power button again and this time, the screen flickers, bright lines flash, and then all goes black. I can hear my wife in the kitchen calling to Justin in the living room to ask him what he wants — “Whiskey? Red wine? Beer?”
The bathroom is off my office. I creep around my desk and tiptoe toward the closed French doors.  He’s already made himself at home on our grey sectional. “Whiskey sounds great!” he shouts to my wife who I can’t see yet.
I try my phone’s power switch again, but this time, there’s nothing. It’s dead. It won’t even flicker. I carefully ease myself into my chair facing the bank of windows and the couch beyond bouncing the corner of my completely dead phone repeatedly off my forehead trying to think. The math was too hard to figure out. If I step out now or — god forbid, later — neither of them will be surprised to learn I was in there, but they will both be surprised that the other knew as well. I would give it about three beats before they’d both look at me and wonder what fucked up plan I cooked up to sit back and watch them do it together. I can’t step out now and ruin what they are both clearly excited to experience. But to wait for later, when they might be getting into it, might be even worse.
I don’t have the luxury of time to think all the permutations and implications through. When Courtney comes back in, she sits in the middle of the couch, right up close against Justin, hands him his drink, and before he can even sip it, she throws her arms around his neck, she laughs in a deep, aren’t-we-clever sort of way, and, like it isn’t at all their first time, she plants her mouth on his and doesn’t let go.
I lean back in my chair and absentmindedly turn to my phone again, forgetting that it’s wrecked. Maybe they did a lot more at the club and in the car back home than I imagined. As they keep necking with shocking passion, I begin to wonder if tonight isn’t the first time they made out.
When Justin reaches around behind my wife’s back, I expect her to chuckle, thank him very much for a fun night out, and slip away from his grasping hands. But instead, Courtney slightly twists, looks down and grins past her shoulder at him, and lets him find the tiny zipper tag I myself pulled up not a few hours earlier.
As he slowly and steadily pulls it down the length of her toned and slender back to just the top of her ass, the front of the tight white dress loses all its tension and the neck flops forward. I squint as though looking at a chalkboard where calculus is being done as my wife curls her shoulders forward to make the top fall down her biceps, before she picks it with her elegant fingers to remove the light airy fabric from the front of her body.
Pushing up and turning to lean over Justin where he sits slumped below her in the couch, she presses her hands into the top of the back of the couch behind his head and lowers her mouth to his again, looking up into her face, to kiss. She smiles at him and ducks her head and bites her lip. She stands between his spread legs and rubs her palms over her hips like she’s imagining someone else rubbing her, and she causes little by little her dress to inch down her hips and eventually to collapse down her legs like a descending cloud. She lifts her foot up behind her leg and picks her dress off her toes with her dainty fingers, and tosses it over the back of the other side of the sectional with a tiny chuckle.
It would be at about this point when I would text both of them and tell them to bring things to a stop. It would be about now I would have seen enough. He had his fun seducing a woman on a date, and should be ready to go with the next — unmarried — girl. And my wife had her fun experiencing the wild unpredictability of a date, and the sexual pleasure of mutual attraction. I instinctively went to my phone again and closed my eyes. It’s dead. I killed it. I have no phone. And just as I predicted, it’s worse now. I can’t step out when she is already like that, without her dress on. Once again, my mind is made up for me. I’m not given the luxury of time to think. My wife, with music turned up, sips her whiskey, raises her arms over her head to mess up her hair and spread it over her face, and starts to dance in only her underwear between his legs.
She’s extraordinarily hot. I wasn’t present when she was getting her clothes on besides finishing the zipper up her back. If I was, I might have noticed that she was wearing expensive looking new panties and bra. And ultra sexy ones at that. I would then have been able to clarify that when I said to have a good time, I meant in a strictly wholesome way. I didn’t think that things would progress to underwear. These are white as well with an art nouveau pattern and little panels cut out between thin straps. They accentuate her hips and her breasts in ways that mesmerize.
My wife titters and darts off. I stand up and wipe my brow. The night is over, thank god. My wife got her usual case of the yips, freaked out, and ran to the bedroom. I don’t have to interrupt after all and, besides the sneak peak at her underwear, things went pretty much according to plan. I hold my hand on the French door knob and wait for Justin to get the hint and leave to save us all the embarrassment of me having to come out and explain that I dropped my phone in the toilet.
But my wife comes back into the living room. She didn’t pull on her night robe either, but remains in her panties and bra. She has, however, slipped her high spike platforms back on. I stagger back from the door and fall back into my chair. “What the fuck is this?” I murmur to myself. My chance to stick my head out the door and tell Justin that that is enough has passed. My wife gets back between his legs and now dances for him in her clubbing shoes and underwear. And not only that, she appears to be lap dancing on him. She turns around and sticks her ass out sharply toward his face and laughs.
I get up again and wrap my hand around the door knob. Courtney squats in front of him and squeals when she twists around to look at him behind her over her shoulder with her face obscured by her messy hair. She is brushing her butt over the front of his pants. My heart starts to pound and my throat runs dry. I can feel the blood drain from my head and not for the first time, my inability to think fast enough or to come to a determination, leaves me without the choice. My wife turns around, presses her hands into his thighs, and leans over to kiss his mouth again. But this time, she slowly wriggles and sashays on her toes as she bends her knees until she comes to the floor between his legs with her elbows on his knees and her hands on his hips. I step closer to the door and press my eye to the glass. “Oh fuck,” I can’t help murmur out loud. “What have I done?” I exhale in horror. My wife’s fingers are undoing his belt and tugging at the button of his pants.
I step back and turn around and pace in the bathroom with the door shut. I rub my forehead and twist my fingers in my hair one top of my head and pull hard enough to hurt. I cover my mouth with my hand squeezing my cheeks and breathing hard. “What do I do, what do I do, what do I do?” races through my mind with no answer forthcoming. I bite my nail off my thumb and then bite my knuckles hard.
I can hear my wife’s loud laugher again and I quickly slide out of the bathroom and creep through my office back to the French doors. I inhale with shaking breath and cover my eyes but not all the way — I leave a tiny seam to peek through. I hold my breath. Is that? Is it really? No fucking way. But it is. That’s Justin’s cock she is pulling out of his pants. That is what she was laughing about. “Jesus fucking Christ,” I whisper and I try to find the door knob with my violently shaking hand again but I miss it and nearly stumble forward to crash into the door, saving myself just barely. I look on with panic filling my veins as my wife laughs again all coquettishly as she strokes Justin’s cock in front of her face. He’s long, hard, and thick. My wife seems to like that — she’s tittering and chuckling and softly squealing like nothing could be tastier.
The scene paralyzes me as the realization fills my veins like injected cement. I told them to do anything, and then I lost my phone. I told them both to go as far as they wanted until I texted. I shiver in horror. My wife presses her body forward between my friend’s legs and she puckers her lips and softly kisses the very tip of the head of his cock. “Now get up,” I moan audibly, if not for the loud music they have on for themselves. But she only kisses the head of his dick again, making me slide down against the door onto my knees.
I look through the dark glass like a boy watching his dog being put down, and my wife lifts her head, opens her pink matte lipsticked mouth, and she presses it down around the head of his cock. My view is painfully clear. The lighting is painfully sharp. I can see from the floor of my office as my wife’s cheeks bulge from my friend’s cock filling her mouth. I gasp and I shake and I’m reminded, now nearly comatose with shock, this is real, this is happening, I set this up. My wife forces herself further down his shaft and even presses her hand into the back of her head to shove herself down further until her lips — I can see it all perfectly clearly — mash into the base of his cock.
She pulls back up and it looks like a long snake being pulled from a deep hole, and when her lips pop coming off the head of his dick, she giggles, she leans her head down with embarrassment, and she strokes him against her face. She’s coughing and catching her breath. “I couldn’t fit you before,” she says, or at least that’s what I think I hear. It could also have been, “I didn’t think I could fit you.” I’m not given to paranoia, much. The ambiguity, the dawning realization of the possibility, makes my whole body shiver though. I mean, who does that? Who gets it on so quickly with someone who is apparently new to them in that way? My wife is hot, but she’s not exactly an exhibitionist. Could this really be the first time she stripped in front of him, to do it so seductively, so readily, to think to run off and put her sexy shoes back on? And then lap dance against him? Really? First time, first date?
Neither of them look the least bit uncomfortable. You’d think there’d be a little tentativeness, a little trial and error, a little shyness. But not my friend and not my wife. She goes down on him again and wraps both hands around his cock, pumping herself at the waist on his cock and moaning with her eyes popping up to his to monitor how he’s liking it so far. And Justin isn’t looking shocked, he isn’t even surprised. He’s completely relaxed with a grin on his face, slumping back into the couch and grinning back at her with his hands playing in her hair and reaching down to cup her tits in her bra. Nothing looks new enough for either of them.
Courtney keeps her mouth working on his cock while she struggles to drop the shoulder straps of her bra down her arms and then twists her bra to undo the clasps. She doesn’t break pace to free her tits for him to gain naked access. When she does come up, she looks drugged in that sexually aroused way. I rolled back on my calves and stared at the ceiling. I guess I’m that guy’s whose wife gave a half-blow job to his friend. Let’s chalk it up to a few drinks, a crazy night, lots of stupid talking beforehand, and mistakes. I inhale and get ready to talk it all out.
But she didn’t put her clothes back on. I gape in utter dread as my wife steps back from my friend and starts seductively twisting her panties around her hips, pulling them down a little further each time, laughing and sticking her tongue out at him. He reaches for her hand and yanks her down onto his lap and she squeals and laughs. They couldn’t be more relaxed and easy with each other. He takes her face in his hands and pulls her until her ear is right next to his mouth. She sprawls over his body with her bare legs sloppily spread over his lap and her bare chest pressing into his chest. She absentmindedly draws circles on his neck with her long, painted nails.
Whatever he says to her, it makes her scrunch down and laugh nervously. She then turns his head and speaks in whispers into his ear. This goes on a few more minutes. Finally, my wife stands up, grabs Justin’s hand, and pulls him up to stand up as well. She begins walking out of the living room toward the bedroom, pulling him behind her. Just before she turns into the bedroom, I catch her glancing over her shoulder directly into the French doors of my office. She pulls him inside with her, and shuts the bedroom door behind her.
I fling open the French doors and stand there staring at the couch and her discarded dress and bra, and then down the dark hallway and at the closed bedroom door. And then it hits me. “Fuck me!” I say out loud with a wide grin. I’d been had! They figured out that they both knew I was going to be watching, probably even over dinner and before their cryptic texts to me from the club, then the car. In fact I bet they were sitting beside each other sniggering over it having their last laugh on me testing me together. And it was a good one — I was literally rolling on the floor in there dying at the prospect that she was going to fuck him.
Still, she really did suck him off. That was something to see, and totally unexpected. I guess that was the price I paid for having concocted such a stupid plan. I go down the hallway to throw open the door so we can all stand there laughing about it. But before I do, I hear a moan, then nothing else. I get it — they’re hiding in there, they want me to open the door, and then they’re going to yell “Surprise!” at me. They’re both kidders, but I got one up on them. The master bathroom has a second door into her office. I quietly tiptoe around to her office and silently creep into the master bathroom. The door through to the bedroom is ajar by about an inch.
I cover my mouth to keep from laughing. I ‘m going to surprise them so good while they’re waiting to surprise me! I get right up to the door slowly crossing the dark bathroom. I can hear them murmuring and plotting and scheming. It just sounds like muffled moans, but I grin like the cat that swallowed the canary and press my eye carefully to the gap in the door.
The scene on the other side of the door is so otherworldly, it takes several beats for my brain to put together the parts and create a deciphered picture to my mind. The bathroom is to the side of the bed separated by the two mirror door closets on either side of a short hallway. I can see first Justin’s feet on the top of our bed. The sheets and blankets have been pushed aside. There is motion on the bed and when I creep out a little further, I notice his calves are bare — his socks and pants appear to be off. The joke they’re playing is being taken a little to far, I feel.
I slither against the mirrors of the closet door and move up further with my head turned 90 degrees on my neck. The further in I move, the more up the bed I can see — which now includes my wife’s feet, her heeled shoes, on either side of Justin’s knees. They wouldn’t, they couldn’t. I stop moving and stare at the other closet doors facing me several minutes before I realize I am looking at my reflection. I move off the mirror behind me and look through the mirror on the other side. It gives me suddenly a full view of the entire bed.
My knees give way and my lungs empty. My wife’s hands are pressed into Justin’s chest. Her arms are straight down locked at the elbows and her shoulders, round and shining, poke up to her ears. Her blonde cascade of waves shimmer and dance down her back. She is rocking back and forth on him and I can hear her breathing, though the music from the living room carries through the door. I let my eyes drop down her undulating back only reluctantly and I swallow hard. Her panties are missing. I close my eyes and inhale through my nose and try to steady myself because it feels like I’m going to collapse in a black out. My wife is completely naked on top of my friend, who appears to be naked as well. What kind of joke is this?
I determine to force my eyes open and look at what there is to see. Justin’s hands reach up and wrap around her shoulders before sliding down her back. My wife inhales and chirps in a high-pitched, stifled moan. His hands wrap around her sides and move to her stomach. She lifts her hands from his chest, rocks back, and pushes her fingers through her hair as she lifts her face to the ceiling. The smile on her mouth, the way her eyes flutter on the edge of being closed, the way she inhales sharply and sways through her back, it staggers me. Justin moves his hands up her naked body and grips her tits in his palms and my wife slides her hands down her face, over her chin and down her neck, and finally over top of his hands to press them harder into her breasts. She drops them down her stomach dragging her nails in her skin before twisting enough to reach around herself and down behind her butt to where she lightly tickles his balls that I can clearly see between his legs.
I gape and stop breathing. I didn’t want to look there, but following her hand forced me. I see his balls, but not his cock. The scene is so shocking, my brain again seizes and is not able to make a coherent image right away about what I was witnessing. Not until my wife leans forward again and curls her slow hips out. I am unprepared for what I see next, as though there is a way for a husband to be prepared for it. It’s my wife’s enlarged and puffy pussy lips, glistening wet in the dim light of the bedside lamp, sliding graspingly up the shaft of Justin’s cock around which they squeeze, until nearly the whole head emerges from inside my wife’s pussy.
And then she releases her knees and lets her body fall crashing back down on his, engulfing his erection entirely back inside her. I fall to my knees and then onto the floor. I put my elbows on my pulled-up knees and I put my forehead into the palms of my hands. I lean back against one mirror and watch straight on through the other mirror as my wife rides my friend, fucking him fully and completely.
I try to cry out but I have no voice. I try to get up but I have no strength. I swallow but I have no moisture in my mouth. I try to breath but I can’t draw air. My wife was stifling her voice earlier but now she’s failing to keep her voice down. She’s crying out loud and moaning with tiny sharp inhalations. I open my eyes to force myself to witness what a fool I was. Justin is holding my wife’s hips hard in his hands and bounding up into her from below as hard as she is pounding herself down on him from above. The slapping sounds fill the room obscured only by his grunts and her cries.
My wife stops breathing and their bodies rattle against each other at high speed. Finally my wife collapses down on him and covers him in a million smiling kisses. I see, to my eternal horror, his cum gush out of my wive’s pussy.
As they lay together recovering in bed, the phone in my pocket chirps and buzzes. I yank it out — they thankfully didn’t hear it. But it has come on again, and appears operational. I can’t believe it. I slip back into the bathroom on my hands and knees. They brought their phones with them when they left the living room. I inhale deeply, and then I write a text to Justin. “That’s enough I guess,” I write him. I write the exact same text to my wife, and leave the bathroom, go back to my office, and shut and lock the French doors.
I hear the music go off, I see the lights go off, and hear them kiss each other goodnight at the front door, and Justin leave. I sleep the night on the couch in my office.
In the morning, I’m up first and wait with coffee for Courtney to get up. She comes into the kitchen after a shower and leans over to wrap her arms around my neck, kiss me, and say “good morning!” like nothing happened the night before. She notices me sitting there grim-faced and she leans on her elbows over the counter close to my face. She kisses my nose and says, “Your fault, don’t you think? You did say I could do anything, and you never said to stop.”
I hold up my phone and wriggle it at her but then I think twice about telling her I tried to stop her way earlier but dropped my phone in the toilet.
“Why did you go to the bedroom? I needed to be watching,” I say.
She drops her mouth open in a wide grin. “Oh come on,” she kisses my nose again and stands up to get herself a coffee. “I don’t think there was any mystery about what we were doing in there.”
“No,” I have to agree.
“Anyway,” she goes on, “Justin and I were texting this morning.”
“Already?”
“In bed,” she says. “We both had a really good time. I mean, all of it, the dinner, the club.” She paused. “And after too.”
I stare straight ahead.
“If felt really good to date him. And knowing that you were fine with all of it. I really feel like it was a really good thing. For both of us, you know? Just like you said it would be.”
“What are you saying Courtney?”
“Well,” she squirms. “I was pretty surprised that you really were okay with everything that we ended up doing.”
I wasn’t, but I don’t know how to tell her that now.
“I didn’t actually expect that you’d let us go all the way like that.” Her eyes beam and her grin grows wide, if sideways.
I keep staring. How could I tell her I dropped my phone in the toilet? How could I tell her I watched her fuck him? How could I tell her I still didn’t stop them?
“So Justin and I were sort of wondering if maybe we might be able to go out again next weekend. Just the two of us, sort of like.”
“Another date,” I nod.
She shrugs. “Maybe he needs a little more practice before he’s ready for asking girls out . . . “ she makes a very serious face and bugs her eyes out.
“And maybe you need a little more experience with how much fun dates can be.”
“Yeah!” she lights up with excitement. “It’s good for me, don’t you think? I mean, you didn’t see everything last night, I guess, but you probably heard it, I guess.”
I shrug. “A little, yeah.”
“Sooo, you’re really okay if we go out again?”
I didn’t say I was okay, but she seems so excited all over again, I don’t know how to say no. I just shrug and smile weakly.
“I love you!” she says, throwing her arms around me. “I’m going to tell Justin right away the good news!” she says, dashing away from the kitchen and closing the door to the bedroom. I can hear through the door her excited voice, her squeals, and her peels of laughter on the phone to my friend.
Laughter at what, I have to wonder.




Remote Control Hot Wife

She was only supposed to make him feel good about himself again. She wasn’t supposed to go all the way with him.
—
I raise my eyes just above the surface of my desk deep in my dark study behind the slightly open antique glass French doors. My wife Leah is down to her underwear — a French Art Deco set, sheer black lace with all the frills, specially purchased online for this very night.
My friend from work, Russ, is slumped in our couch watching her as she giggles and prances around for him. He doesn’t know she’s my wife. He doesn’t know she’s married. And he doesn’t know I’m in the dark room off the side of the living room, silently watching. He doesn’t even know it’s my condo he’s landed in.
—
Russ and I work together on high-end renovations in heritage condo buildings. Matching the craftwork from previous generations is mostly the art of faking things.
I told my wife about Russ’s bad luck. “His wife leaves him, his tools get stolen out the back of his van, and now even his dog dies, swear to god.” Russ was depressed, and it was only getting worse the longer he wallowed in it.
“So how are you going to help him?” Leah asked me. There was no question that I would help him, only the question of how. That’s just how she was.
I shrugged. “I think the guy just needs to get laid for starters,” I chuckled. We had a hockey game on. “Like a player in a scoring slump — sometimes you just need a goal to go off your butt or the back of your head or something to get out of it.”
“Is he dating?” she probed. “What kind of girls does he like?” She loved this kind of problem to solve. And she was usually dead-on figuring out solutions.
But Russ was going to be tough case. “He isn’t dating,” I shook my head. “That’s half the problem. He’s not even getting out there. He’s just very gun shy at the moment.”
“Poor guy,” she said.
“Yeah,” I agreed. “You don’t know anybody do you?”
“What do you mean?”
“Single friends? Looking for a really nice guy to hook up with? He really is a good guy. When he’s not spiralling down in self-pity, that is,” I rolled my eyes.
“Kind of hard when he won’t even go out — I mean I do and I could set him up on a date probably, but . . . “
“ . . . but even if he goes out, it won’t go well. He’s never been the going out type of guy.” I looked over at her and squinted. “He needs something to just land in his lap.”
She squinted back at me from down the other end of the couch. “It doesn’t really work like that,” she winced.
“I’d do anything to get the guy back in the saddle.”
“It really means a lot to you, doesn’t it?” she reached over and patted my arm.
“It’s getting hard working with the guy — we’re not joking anymore, we’re not laughing, he never even wants to go grab a beer after. I’m worried about him, actually.”
“Where does he go?” she asked in a soft, caring voice. Leah has always been like that — becoming a primary school teacher was a perfect fit for her. She specializes in drawing out the quiet and withdrawn kids.
“To the job site, and back home. That is it. Period. End of story. Job. Home.”
She shrugged with one shoulder and looked around. We lived in the kind of condos Russ and I usually work in. We had plans to do a reno on it too, and really up it’s value. “Who does the estimates?”
“He does,” I replied with a raised eyebrow.
“He doesn’t know where you live, does he?”
“He knows it’s down here somewhere, in one of the old restored buildings. But no, he’s never been here.”
She gazed over to the kitchen where we planned the bulk of the renos. “I mean, if he’s only ever at home or at your work sites . . . “
“You want him to come and do our estimate?” I squinted at her unclear on where she was going with it.
“Well, you don’t mean laid-laid when you say he just needs to get laid, right?” She looked at me askance and with a slight grin and she bit her lip to staunch it.
“You’ll have to speak more clearly, oh ambiguous one,” I grinned back at her not picking up her hints at all.
“What I’m getting at,” she shook her head downward so strands of her straw blonde hair fell over her face, “is that he doesn’t know me either, does he.” She stated it as though we were at risk of being overheard.
I twisted my face sideways and squinted my eyes at her hard out their corners. “Not sure I follow you, babe,” I reiterated to her.
“What the man needs is a woman to come onto him, right?”
“Uh-huh,” I confirmed skeptically.
“And it’s only going to happen in a condo he’s estimating for someone if he’s not going out anywhere else.”
“Okay,” I replied in a drawn-out, suspicious tone.
“Because a woman isn’t going to fall into his lap at his home.” She shook her head like I was the one being dim.
I stared at her and she at me for three full beats before I chuckled and slowly shook my head back at her. “But you’re my wife,” I screwed my face up at her. “Kind of an important detail.” I squinted to check if she was still being a rational, thinking human.
She pursed her lips and rolled her eyes around the floor in front of us. Then she lifted her face back to mine and shrugged deeply and slowly. “He doesn’t know that, though, does he.”
“Yeah,” I grinned sideways at her. “But I know that.” I paused. “And you know that.” I paused again. “Right?”
“I mean,” she licked her lips probably longer and more slowly than she intended to show me, “if he really needs to be pushed back in that saddle again. And if you can help him with that. And if there’s only really one girl who you can ask. I mean, you trust me, right?”
“Of course I trust you,” I frowned. There was no question of that. “It’s just, trust you with what? You’re married.”
“It might be fun for me, too, you ever think of that?” She shook her head at me leaning closer and grinning with conspiracy forming in her mind. “I can be good at it. Why can’t I fake being a single girl,” she said, straightening up and pushing her hair off her face that she turned to the daylight. “A single girl who needs a man to estimate a reno job that I would love to do on my kitchen.” She leaned back and pressed her open hands against the insides of her thighs. “And a single girl who gets so lonely up here all by herself.” She pressed her legs wider directly facing me. “Ever since, gasp,” she slapped her cheek and dropped her mouth open wide, “because, me too! My husband left me!”
I might be slow, but I’m not stupid. “You want to be the girl to get Russ back up into the saddle, so to speak?”
“You don’t think I can do it?” she stroked her hair from her face with a haughty expression. But she also snickered.
“I know you can do it — I’m just not sure what we’re talking about here yet. What is ‘it’ exactly?”
She rolled her eyes at me and sighed. “Nothing you wouldn’t want me to do, obviously. But . . . ,” she paused.
“ . . . but something to get his motor started again.”
She leaned over and slapped my arm with her eyes popping out. “Exactly! Just enough to make him feel like a man again.”
“That’s a pretty big favor,” I said doubtfully.
“I am willing to do you that favor,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest and lightly closing her eyes. “I am willing to make that sacrifice.” She turned slowly to me. “But are you?”
“This is too much,” I shook my head.
“Ever for your suffering friend?”
“What you’re asking is way beyond . . . “
“. . . beyond what? The normal? Since when did you become the paragon of what is normal?”
She had me there.
“And it’s not like you have to leave me alone with him.”
“What do you mean?”
She gestured with a grin to my office behind the glass French doors.
I turned slowly in the direction she was looking. I turned back to her. “You want me to watch?” I screwed my face up.
“Would that make you feel better about letting your wife make a move on your friend?”
I thought about it. Which surprised me because I didn’t think there was anything to think about other than a flat “No.”
“What kind of move are you thinking about here?”
“How about,” she nodded sharply at me as an idea came to her. “You have your phone with you. I have my phone right here on the coffee table. If I do anything — or if your friend does anything — that you decide is over the line, you send a text.” She picked up her phone as though it buzzed and she looked at it as though reading a fresh text. “I get your message, and I stop things.”
“He’s going to see me.”
“We’ll close the doors almost all the way. We’ll turn the lights out. He’ll have no reason to go in there. And I can assure you, when the lights out, nobody can see inside.”
“What will you be doing?”
“A woman does not reveal her secrets,” she ducked her head and pressed her fingers into her neck. “But the key thing is, you are in control of it all.”
“How far are you going to go with him?”
“You control it all,” she repeated. “You are going to help your friend and I am a mere instrument of your wicked machinations!”
“A tool,” I pondered what she was saying.
“A tool, a remote controlled tool that responds to your commands.”
“Well I’m not going to tell you what to do,” I guffawed, “I’m only going to tell you when to stop.”
“No,” she said full of new thought. “You’re going to tell me what to do,” she fixed me with her eyes. “And if you don’t, I’m just going to sit there like a broken robot.” She leaned over and threw her arms around my neck and kissed my nose. “But if you tell me what to do,” she kissed me on my mouth, “I will not refuse, just like a good working robot.” She laughed darkly as the possibilities filled her mind.
“How far will you let me take things?” I intoned to her with hesitation.
She kissed my mouth again. “You’re my husband,” she said. She craned her neck forward and breathed in my ear. “There is nothing I won’t do for you.”
I took her shoulders in my hands and pressed her off of me and back away and I fixed her with my eyes on hers. She stared just as hard right back at me and leaned her shoulders forward against my hands. “What are you saying, exactly?” I said to her seriously.
“I will only do things with your friend that you tell me to do. And anything you tell me to do, I will do it. Up to and including anything the little pervert in your head is saying to you right now,” she laughed at me.
I studied her face for three full beats before I finally lost it and laughed. “No effin way, this is crazy.” How did she know what I was hearing in my mind? She knew me better than I even knew myself.
She made a point of not laughing but of keeping a serious expression on her face staring in my eyes as though just giving me the time I needed to stop laughing. But when I did, she continued to just stare at me.
“What are you doing?”
“Nothing, since you haven’t told me to do anything.”
“Leah,” I shook my head and grinned sideways. “We’re not going to do this.”
Still she stared like a sentient robot, alive but awaiting commands.
“Okay, nod your head.”
Out the corner of her mouth like a bad ventriloquist, she groaned, “Use your phone.”
I rolled my eyes and sighed and picked up my phone. I stared at her wondering what to write to show her how ridiculous she was being. “Slap your face,” I wrote, and I tittered.
Her phone buzzed and she calmly picked it up, read it with a straight face, and put it back down. Then she wound up with her hand uncurling gracefully to the side of her head, she jutted her chest out, and she licked her lips. She slapped her own face with such sexual overtone it immediately engrossed my groin. She resumed staring at me, but with her eyes becoming big and round as she awaited my next command.
“Take your t-shirt off,” I wrote and I grinned evilly at her.
She read it, put her phone down, took a moment, and then stood up in front of me, pushed herself between my legs, and as sensually as a porn flick, she crossed her arms over her body, settled her hips crookedly, dropped her mouth open and her eyes dreamily half-closed, and she worked her t-shirt up over her body and head with an exaggerated struggle. She settled her hair back down with a hand plunged into it, fluffing it up messily, and she tossed her t-shirt into my lap. She stood in front of me swinging slightly on her hips with one hand behind her back holding her other loose arm by the forearm. She ran her tongue behind her front teeth and stared down at me awaiting my next order.
“Okay,” I said, “now you’re freaking me out.”
She broke down and laughed with shy nervousness and landed on my lap. She buried her face in my shoulder and murmured close to my ears, “I like it.”
“Ground rules,” I said to her.
“Oh foo-ey,” she pouted, grinding her pelvis down harder into mine.
“What is over the line for you?” I asked.
“What do you mean?”
“What won’t you do?”
She turned my head sideways with her soft, elegant fingers and she breathed against my ear again. “Nothing.”
“Are you sure?” I said. The idea was becoming irresistible. My wife didn’t answer, not verbally, anyway. She took my hand in hers, and she pushed it down the front of her drawstring joggers, using her adept fingers to pull out the waist of her panties below. She seized my middle finger and ran it through the groove of her pussy.
She was extraordinarily wet. She pulled her hand back out, leaving my finger half inside her. “Very sure,” she whispered against my ear in a low, deep whisper.
—
I put my phone close to my face again to contain the light from it. “Enough dancing for him,” I write. “Lap dance time.” I put the phone face down and look up.
“Who do you keep texting?” Russ asks her when she reaches for her phone again.
“My friend,” she calmly explains as she reads my text. “I told her that a very cute man came to do my reno, and that I might just keep him here,” she says to him with a chuckle.
“Music okay, master?” she texts me back.
“It’s good, go,” I write her. I glare through the wavy glass with my jaw set crookedly and my mouth pulled in a sideways grin.
She tosses her phone down and steps in dancing mode with her elbows out and her hands messing up her hair behind her head. “Do you go to those kind of bars, Russell?” she says to him, nudging his knees with her legs, making him spread his own legs.
“What kind of bars do you mean?”
She grins and puffs air out her nose. “Don’t worry, I don’t either,” she says. “But I always wondered what it would be like to do that.”
“To do what?” he gulps and his voice skips.
She steps  between his legs and turns her back to him. She looks beyond sexy in her semi-transparent black French underwear. We chose well, Leah and I, when we picked that set out. “I don’t know what it’s called,” she says with an overly innocent voice. But she pushes her hands into her hair and piles it on top of her head and presses her knees together as she bends them and squats halfway between his open knees. She twists around and looks down at him over her shoulder where he slumps below her deeply in the couch. “Do you know?” she says, as she begins to rotate her ass in his face in time with the driving beat of the tunes.
“A lap dance?” he says nervously, his hands laying palm up at the sides of his legs, his legs falling limply out across the floor, and his gaze, no longer able to lock onto her eyes, falling first to her back, then to her waist, and then to her panty-clad ass cheeks pushing out and nearly brushing against his face.
“Why do they call it that?” she says facing me directly but unseen behind the open glass doors.
I grab my phone. “Grind him,” I write.
She picks up her phone, reads it, and throws it back down.
“Maybe because they do it in your lap?”
I roll my eyes and guffaw silently. Jesus, bro, I want to shout, are you kidding me?
“Like this?” my wife says to both him and me and the same time, and she reaches down with her hands to clasp his knees, and she lowers her hips until her ass brushes the top of his pants.
His hands rise tentatively toward her hips, but he clenches his fists and drops them again. “I guess so,” he says. “Yeah, pretty much like that,” he chuckles nervously.
My wife eases more of her weight through her butt onto his lap and grinds down on him just like I told her to, rotating her hips with the music. For added effect, she moans. She drops her head back and lets her hair fall in his face and down his chest. “It’s good,” she exhales heavily and she moans again in a higher pitch, and longer.
Russ finally reaches forward and wraps his hands gingerly around my wife’s waist. She pulls her hair around her shoulder and twists it in her hands as she sits all her weight in his lap and squirms and writhes on him. She looks over her shoulder and down at him behind her and she smiles and puffs air out her nose.
“Are you getting good measurements for your estimate?” she says to him in a tiny voice.
“I think so,” he grins, finally, for the first time.
He lifts his hands and lets them roam over her back that he studies like he’s in awe of some renaissance painting. She contorts in response to his touch. “That feels good,” she says to the opposite wall.
His hands reach around to her stomach and she torques and writhes on him, but her face rises to me in the dark room off to the side. She keeps her gaze where she knows my eyes are wide and staring, even as my friend’s hands rise tentatively, then more confidently, up her torso, and into the underside of her breasts. She breathes harder and her eyes flicker. She dances on her ass in his lap and licks her lips and her head falls back but she recovers and turns it directly toward me again. She widens her eyes at me. His hands rise up over her breasts and he squeezes her. She shrugs carefully toward me. She’s asking me what to do.
I hold the phone in both my hands and glance from the screen to the living room couch and back to the screen. My wife moans louder and I realize, it isn’t all faked, not all her sounds. Russ’s hands are all over her breasts and I know my wife is wildly stimulated by breast massage. I hover my thumb over the screen and swear. I thought it through, but I didn’t anticipate my own strong response. My heart is pounding and my head is racing. Whatever I thought my wife needed to do to make Russ feel like a man again, I knew she’d already done it. I know that she might have breathed in my ear, “Nothing,” when I asked her what she wouldn’t do, but that was just talk. We were just playing with the idea, she was just teasing me.
But now in the fog of war, my mind clouds and my vision narrows. It had obviously gone far enough for any normal healthy husband and wife. But I became gripped by impulse. Why was I always the one to do the right thing? Why was I always the one to be cautious, to look for the exits, to always check for the fire extinguisher? “Take your bra off,” I text. She said she would not say “No” to anything I say. I look up challengingly.
She leaps at the phone on the coffee table in front of her the second it buzzes. She reads it as though it was four paragraphs instead of four words. She turns to me with a “challenge accepted” glare, and she arches her back and chicken-wings her elbows and works the clasps of her bra loose at her back. She holds her bra to her chest as she slinks back against him, laying her back into his chest and rolling her head into his shoulder and neck. She curls her shoulders forward and the ribbons of her shoulder straps slacken and fall down her arms. When his hands, still wrapped around her ribs, lift and cup her bare breasts, she lets her bra go and he takes it from her and drapes it over the back of the couch behind him.
She raises her arms over her head and runs her hands over and behind his head behind her, and clasps them together behind his neck. She turns her face to his just as he turns his face to hers and they kiss, long and passionately. I can hear her moans from inside the kiss all the way through the living room and the doorway and I know, though she teases me with over-the-top and very convincing fake moaning, this isn’t fake today, not all of it. Nor was the voluminous wetness between her legs when we were only talking about the idea. I know she’s wet now.
She squirms hard against him, against his crotch with her back, and twists and writhes on him. His hands freely run over her stomach, up over her breasts, and over her neck and shoulders.
She isn’t looking for directions from me, but I’m writing a new direction to her. I hold my thumb over the face of my phone and I look away, checking with myself if I am still sane, if I am still in control. But the truth is, whatever my wife is feeling — and there is no mistaking it, she is feeling a lot — I am feeling more in control of anything I ever did in my life. I glare with narrowed eyes through the partly open doors and I press “send” without giving it any further thought.
My wife kisses Russ and pushes herself up to sitting on the edge of the couch between his widely spread legs. “So good,” she breathes at him with a serious expression on her face. “Unexpectedly so,” she adds.
“I think for me more than for you,” he nods with his eyes wide open.
Yeah, I think, you just wait, buddy.
My wife squirms with her gaze lingering on his as she bends far forward to reach her phone. She reads what I wrote and glares toward me with her eyes nearly popping out.
“Wtf?” she writes me back and she smiles down at Russ behind her before shooting me a warning glare.
“Do it,” I reply.
She narrows her eyes at me and fills her lungs with a big, deep inhalation, before letting it out long and slowly. She lays the phone down beside her on the couch and she twists around against Russ. She wraps her arms around his neck and kisses him deeply with tongue on his mouth. “I want to surprise you,” she says to him.
“I’m pretty surprised already,,” he exhales in his state of ongoing shock.
She pushes up to kiss the side of his cheek and to nibble with her soft lips on his ear lobe. She whispers in his hear and begins to slide her body like liquid honey down over his until her knees reach the floor between his legs. She smiles up at him and tilts her face and blinks her eyes so full of coquettishness I have to blink hard myself and widen my eyes to keep myself focused.
“Give him head,” I had written to her. That was “the fuck” to which she asked “what.” I place the phone down on the desk and lean over the top on my elbows. She didn’t lie when she said she would do anything I told her to. The effect on me of being able to program my wife like a responsive automaton is intoxicating. By the enthusiasm shown by my wife, the way she tugs at his pants, the way she yanks them off his ass, and the way she wraps her hand around his completely full rod, I’m given to believe the effect on her of obeying like a compelled automaton, is equally intoxicating. I can see her rib cage heave with her rapid breaths. I can see her eyes dilate and her mouth undulate she anticipates his cock with such yearning.
She smiles at him and he slinks further down in the cushions. I am quite sure he had zero expectations of anything like this happening on the job he went off to estimate today. She strokes his cock close to her face and sinks her head down between her raised shoulders. She twists her face toward me and gathers her hair to push it over her shoulder — she is making sure I have a clear line of sight. She opens her eyes wide at me and just before she lowers her opened mouth around the full head of his cock, she grins. She knows I’m dying from it. And she’s telling me, so is she.
With her mouth opening wide, and her hand gently tugging and pushing the skin of his cock up and down, she purses her lips and gives the head of his cock the tiniest peck of a kiss. She raises her face to his and says, “Is that nice for you, honey?” His eyes pop open wide with disbelief, and she snickers to herself playfully before opening her mouth again and this time, engulfing his entire cock completely inside her warm, eager, wet mouth.
Russ’s head shoots back and sinks deeply into the cushions behind him. He groans loudly and she knows, she’s doing him good. I know from experience with my wife that she responds to uncontrolled groaning very positively. She kneels up higher over his lap and pumps her face down further on his shaft, before tightening her lips and slowly, with maximum suction, pulling back up and eventually right off him so he can hear the pop — and, I am sure, so her husband can hear the pop, too.
I marvel at my wife, sucking my friend off for me, sucking him off because I told her to. She might have looked at me at first, she might have checked with me to make sure she was reading her phone right, but once she got his cock in her mouth, she fell to her task with single-minded devotion. It’s too much for me to sit and watch and do nothing and, after all, why should I be the only one not getting any satisfaction? I lean back in my chair and ease my pants and fly open and take my own cock in my hand.
My wife’s lips stretch around the girth of his cock and my friend’s hands splay and push through her messed up hair. He’s not just taking her blow-job passively, he’s pushing her head down and pulling her up. He should be careful: he may not know that being pushed around like that, getting man-handled, makes my Leah — mild-mannered prim and proper elementary school teacher by day — a wild, out of control whore by night. But maybe he does know now. She isn’t just sucking him off, she’s writhing and twisting on him and moaning with such deep and loud ferocity, it’s hard to say who is rising to a crescendo sooner, him or her.
I’m stroking my cock and blinking my eyes and all sense is leaving my brain. The intoxication of power I have over what my wife does to my friend is a new and exhilarating feeling like nothing else I’ve ever felt. I had reticence at first, but it’s a high like none other, and I snatch my phone up and quickly type out my new command. It’s two sentences, in case the first one was not totally clear. I press send without even thinking twice, so swirled is my brain.
She knows I sent a message, I saw her eyes flash at the phone beside his leg. She ignores it at first. Maybe she knows what I wrote. Maybe she’s too into blowing him to stop now. She reaches for it and reads it without even lifting her mouth off his cock.
“Ride him. Fuck him,” I wrote.
This time she doesn’t stare at it with doubt. She doesn’t re-read it. She doesn’t even glance over at me dumbfounded or questioningly. She drops the phone quickly and wraps her hand around his cock and pumps it even more vigorously into her tightly sucking lips.
Just when I begin to think that maybe it’s taking things too far and she is refusing, finally, to do my bidding, she pulls up off him, she moans at him with a sloppy grin, and she wipes her mouth off with the back of her arm.
“Baby,” she says to him as though drunk, “I got to have it!”
I can tell Russ isn’t sure what “it” is yet, but it looks like he’s going to find out. It also looks like my wife isn’t surprised by what I told her to do, nor in any way reluctant anymore. By the way she staggers back, laughs, reaches for his steadying hand to regain her balance, and slip her thumbs into the waist of her panties, she might have been just waiting for me to tell her what she already was dying to do.
She squeezes her knees together and bends over at her waist and knees to ease her panties down her legs, stepping out of them with a snicker. She takes command of Russ who is reduced again to staring. She pushes him by the chest with her outstretched fingers and laughs when he sinks back against the couch cushions. She steps her feet widely around his legs that she closes with her thighs and she kneels on the edge of the cushion. She leans back and with one hand, takes hold of his knee behind her, and with her other hand, she spreads her two fingers over the lips of her pussy and spreads them.
“Look at the mess you made,” she says, jutting her hips up toward him and slipping her finger through the groove of her pussy lips. I can see how wet she glistens even from the other room.
Russ looks down from the eyes of my wife hovering over him in her completely naked body stretched out in front of him, to her pussy and her fingers working on herself, opening, rubbing, and his eyes widen like a kid in her class on his birthday. He wraps his hands around her hips and up over her waist, up her rib cage, over her breasts, and around her neck. She might be thinking that I told Russ about everything she likes — how would he know that that’s another one? Hands around her neck?
Her own hands are vibrating with need and fumbling blindly down between her legs where she is frantic to find his cock, to scratch it, rub it, stretch it up, and to aim it. She is trying to take things down to a more reasonable pace but her hips are already thrusting and her cries are already high-pitched and hyperventilating. Her hand quivers as she tries to clasp it around his cock and she collapses forward, dropping her head down below her shoulders and mashing her bare breasts into his face. I can see from behind her as her hand projects between her legs and as her fingers madly squeeze and stroke his cock. She isn’t able to take things slower. She draws the head of his cock around the flooding puffy lips of her pussy like one of her bad kids scribbling madly with a fist-gripped crayon hard all over the paper.
She isn’t looking at me anymore, she isn’t even aware of me anymore. She pulls her hand away and sinks her hips down. I didn’t expect such a clear unobstructed view of it, but I can see between her spread legs, in the gap of her pussy, her lips spread widely to submerge his cock inside her.
When she hauls herself back up with a guttural witch-like cry to the ceiling, his cock reemerges from inside her coated in slick shininess. She is indeed flooding all over him. She grips her hands around the back of his neck and he runs his hands freely over her bouncing chest, over her clenching stomach, and over her rising and falling hips, and she plunges herself down on him, gushing the corners of her pussy with her foaming wetness.
She often likes to tease me by faking loud and crying orgasms. She laughs about it — she knows it enhances the experience for me. She makes me guess  after if it was a real orgasm or faked, and then she laughs gutturally and dances away to the bathroom never telling me.
She either gives Russ the same treat, or she really is having an intercourse orgasm on him. Whichever it is, it is more powerful, more loud, more out of control and flailing, than any she ever faked or truly experienced with me. I try to stop stroking myself, I squeeze my cock hard to keep from cumming because I didn’t plan on doing that and I don’t have anything handy to catch it. If I let go, I shoot. But holding myself tight is not allowing my own climax to subside either. When my wife collapses against Russ and I can see between her legs when his cum gushes out from the tight lips of my wife’s pussy wrapped around his shaft, I shoot my own load into the underside of the middle drawer of my desk.
—
Russ was never the same after that. But in a good way. My wife was able to let him down easily, explaining to him she was not looking for any relationship. He got onto dating apps and he’s been going out too, with me as wing man for him. He hasn’t brought a girl home on his own yet, but he’s laughing, he’s excited about life again, and he’s got his eyes open looking around wherever we go. Mission accomplished.
My wife hasn’t been the same after that night either. And also, for that matter, have I not been the same.
—
“He’s alright,” she said, showing me her phone.
It was the first guy we both agreed on could work. “Where are you going to meet up with him?”
“That’s your call, babe,” she said, swiping, grinning, and pushing herself up from deep in the couch to throw her arms around my neck.
“What are you going to wear?” I asked her.
“That’s for you to decide too, dummy,” she kissed me. “Should we go to the closet now and look?”
“What about underwear?”
She laughed and rubbed my nose with her nose. “You have to put it on me, silly.” She got up and pulled me behind her by the finger with both her hands behind her back.
We got to the bedroom and she slid open the special drawer where we kept her “date night” things. She pulled out the earpiece, switched it on, and fitted it into her ear. It was nearly invisible. I found the app and bluetoothed my phone to it. “Testing,” I said in a very quiet voice.
“Yep,” she smiled with a nod. She turned the side of her face to me and fluffed her hair over her ear. “Can you see it?”
“No, it’s perfect.”
She dropped the mic in her little silver clutch purse. She went into the bathroom and shut the door. On my phone speaker, I heard her voice. “Find me panties to wear for him,” she said, and she added, “and bring them to me.”
I searched and found the light yellow ones and kicked the bathroom door gently open. She was bending over the counter putting on makeup. She looked through the mirror down at what I had in my hand. “Perfect,” she said with a smile, getting confirmation our coms were fully operational.
“What’s his name again?” I asked.
She looked at her phone. “Craig,” she replied before draping her arms around my neck. “Are we sure about this?”
I spun around and ducked down and said into my phone quietly, “Black dress, silver pumps, now.”
She looked at me with a narrowed gaze, but she also crossed the floor to her closet and put on the black dress I had laid out, and slipped her feet in the silver pumps I had set aside for her. She stood facing me with her arms hanging loosely at her sides and her palms facing out forward. She allowed her head to fall to a slight tilt. She was on automaton mode awaiting further orders.
“I’ll be your uber, there and back,” I nodded at her. There was an emergency stair case from the underground parking to our roof-top patio, and from there, there was an entrance into the condo from above that we left all unlocked.
She breathed out and looked up at the corner of the ceiling standing in front of me. “This is almost too fucking much,” she said. “I’m too fucking horny.”
I looked her over one last time, like she was a mannequin I dressed for a shop window. I stepped over to her and straightened her dress, I fluffed her hair, and I examined her lips. I held the phone up to my mouth even though she was directly in front of me. “Go,” I said. “It’s time.”
She turned and went down to the front of the building saying nothing. I raced up to the rooftop to make sure all was in order, and flew down the emergency stairs to get the car. To keep it real, I was going to drive up to the front of our building and pick her up, in the back seat. We’d already gone to character. From then on, for the rest of the night, she would only hear my orders what to do quietly in her ear. 




Unintended Cuckold

I crawled like a stealthy panther toward the thick glass railing at the edge of the loft. My wife and I converted the small but classic old church that stood near the centre of the old town, now a suburb.
I edged forward toward the glass until my hair just touched it. Directly below me, in what used to be the pews but was now our high, open-space living room, dining room, office space, work-out room, etc, was Diane, laughing, covering her mouth with her hands, and kicking her legs out from the sectional to hang her toes playfully from the edge of the ottoman. And Mo, my old buddy from back in the days when we worked in remote camps, went on long, crazy road-trips, and generally lived our glory years together, was on the couch with her.
He was laughing down there with her. And teasing her — he even tickled her. Perfect, I thought. My wife glanced at her phone sitting beside her and squeezed her hands together between her thighs. She was having a really good time, I could tell. I couldn’t believe how sublime my idea was, and how superbly everything was working out.
I reached behind me for my phone to tell her, All good, keep having fun. I patted my ass but it wasn’t there. I snorted and backed up on my hands and knees and reached through the dark up to the edge of our bed. I patted around but it wasn’t there either. No problem, I thought, and I slowly pulled myself up and looked at both the night tables. Hm. Not there either. I checked all my pockets again.
And then I saw it — down there, on the counter in our open kitchen, built into what used to be the alter. I heard my wife squeal again. I crept over to the edge and looked down. They had turned the lights down and had a show on, but muted the sound and played instead some chill world tunes. I also noticed they were sitting much closer together.
My wife casually picked up her phone and looked at it again. She no doubt had wondered if allowing Mo to tickle her like that was okay. Now she was wondering, probably, if sliding on over to be right next to him, was also okay. I looked behind her twenty feet to the counter and my phone sitting there, exactly where I left it when I grabbed the makings for a sandwich for what I anticipated could be a somewhat long evening camped in the bedroom loft.
I could see from up in the loft on the opposite end of the little church my screen come on. She was asking me. And the deal was, if I said nothing, it was permission. She looked at her phone, even as she leaned over sideways and pulled her hair around her neck. Mo had pushed his face into her shoulder and bit her, and then nuzzled her neck. She gave it to him, but with apprehension.
Her eyes darted the opposite direction, to her phone that she held out far enough away that Mo wouldn’t see what was on it. What she was looking for was my direction. But she wasn’t going to get it. What I would have said was, “A little kissing is fine.”
She gave it enough time to conclude that I had nothing to say, and she lightly placed it back down and turned her face to Mo’s. She smiled at him — from two inches apart. He was slumped down in the couch far enough that his head rested against the back cushion. She wriggled in her hips and legs to slide her body down as well, to match him more closely, face to face. She lifted her shoulders and snickered with her big brown eyes crunching half-closed. In her mind, she had my permission to kiss him — or whatever it was she texted me. I had no idea anymore what she thought I was agreeing to.
She slipped her praying palms back between her tightly-held thighs, but she pressed her face toward him, and first brushed her lips on his, then pursed them to his, and then, smiling against his lips, she pulled her hand out from between her legs, cupped his cheek softly, and fell into a long, probing full-on kiss with him.
For his part, Mo lifted his arm from the couch cushion where it had so far remained dormant, and he pushed it gently behind her back so that his fingers emerged around the other side of her waist, and her squeezed her lightly. Still in the throes of the first kiss, his other hand slinked over from his far side, and landed as light as a feather on my wife’s stomach. 
She pulled back from the kiss and rested her forehead against his. Her eyes beaded and her mouth twisted as she fought, unsuccessfully, to restrain her grin. He moved his hand up to her cheek and snuggled his fingers under her hair. She turned again against his hand to glance at her phone, but there was, of course, no incoming message. I inhaled sharply and gritted my teeth. When she turned away from her quiet phone, she ran her lips, and then the tip of her tongue, along his finger where she caught it on her mouth.
I sank down onto my calves and held the bar of the railing above my head like a monkey hanging from a branch. I was trapped behind the glass. All I could do was watch — and what? Trust? Hope? I told her — no word from me meant not only permission, but encouragement.
My friend Mo lost his business, lost his wife, lost his house — it was only leased, as was everything — and even his car. He was bankrupt.
“Come to our place,” I insisted, “we just finished the suite in the church basement. We were just about to put it out for rent to students. Come take it,” I ordered him.
We helped each other out of a lot of tight spaces back in the day. Working on ships together, getting each other jobs in lumber camps, going on epic road trips down the coast, even globe-trotting around the world together. He saved me from hypothermia and almost certain death one night at a lost campsite up the side of a mountain in China. We had more fun for those years in our early 20s than god generally allows, but we must have amused him because he turned us a blind eye.
“I can’t do that,” he groaned. “Charity,” he snivelled.
“Get here now,” I said, “I’m sending you money for a bus. New city, new job, new everything — maybe even new girlfriend,” I chuckled. “Diane has a lot of young single friends where she teaches. Hotties, my man!”
He took awhile to answer, but he agreed finally to at least come and stay “a few days.”
“As long as you want,” I said. “Diane will love you,” I assured him.
“I hate being the object of attention,” he winced.
That would be putting it mildly. Mo was a writer — that was what propelled him into crazy jobs in strange and remote places, and it was his ideas that got us into so much fun trouble. I owed him whatever interesting experiences I ever had in my life.
But what came with his out-there personality was a dash of paranoia and a debilitating level of anxiety about being watched. He said he always felt it — eyes in shadows following him, even sniper’s crosshairs on the back of his head waiting to cross the street at red lights.
“It’s a safe place,” I told him. “The basement of the church, a quiet suburban town, Diane is a grade two teacher, for crying out loud, you can’t land in more gentler arms.”
I knew Diane would be down with it. There wasn’t a more caring, more gentle, and more understanding human on the surface of the Earth.
“So this is the infamous Mo you always talk about,” she smirked as she snapped off a celery from the plate on the counter in the kitchen.
“He’s not sounding his usual happy-go-lucky self,” I winced at her and I dipped my own celery in the bowl she held out for me.
“Well no doubt,” she shrugged one shoulder and leaned back against the stove with her arms crossed thoughtfully over her chest. “Divorced, bankrupted, homeless — I mean, Jesus, how much can a guy take?”
“You don’t mind him staying downstairs?”
“Oh my god, no!” she crunched down for emphasis. “As long as he needs or wants — it’s just a suite. I’d be happy he was able to use it.”
“Maybe think about one of your hottie friends to match-make with him too,” I nodded my face up at her.
“What, seriously?” she grinned.
“Need to get him back the right side up,” I shrugged.
“I heard about you and him, don’t forget,” she turned her face half sideways to me. “I know what you two got up to before you met me.”
“A lot of fun, I got to say,” I chuckled.
“So unfair,” she shook her head at me and stepped forward to lean on her elbows low over counter and stretching her back out. “I never got to have fun like that,” she said.
“Maybe a little too much fun — Mo was the instigator, but I was there for support, not gonna lie.”
“I missed all of that.” She rolled her head sideways and rested her cheek on her outstretched arm. She poked her fingers inside the seam between my shirt buttons. “When do I get my turn?”
“You married, now, girl,” I shook my head at her. “Plus, you’re a teacher in a small town — everybody knows you.”
“Can’t even go out for a beer at the pub without someone’s parents coming up to us.” She rolled her eyes. “I’m always on, it feels like.”
“You get out with your girlfriends, sometimes?” I tried.
“It’s not the same.” She twirled her finger inside my shirt and scratched at my skin. She popped a button out and went to the next one. “They know I’m married, so it’s not like when they go out without me.”
“What do they do then?”
She undid another button before standing up and stepping over to push her hips between my knees where I sat on the stool at the counter. She pulled my shirt out of my pants and undid the rest of the buttons and protruded her hips forward so her pelvis pressed into mine.
“They have fun,” she said soft and lightly with a sideways creeping grin.
I looked down where her hands dropped into my lap and where her fingers worked efficiently at my belt. “What kind of fun?”
“Kind of fun you and Mo used to have when you were single,” she breathed more than spoke and she twisted her face slightly and pressed it to mine to kiss me sloppily on my lips.
“Kind of fun you never got to have,” I said, peeking down between us where she opened my jeans.
“Dating fun,” she scrunched her nose up at me. “Not knowing what was going to happen fun,” she pulled my fly down. “The kind of fun maybe I want to regret,” she bit playfully at my lip and snapped her teeth at me as she fished inside my shorts to find my cock with her cool, long fingers.
“We can do something you might regret,” I snickered.
“Not the same, it’s you,” she shrugged. She fell down slowly to her knees and pushed my legs apart. “I know you,” she said, and she poked her tongue out and lapped the tip up the underside of my cock like a snake in the grass. “I love you, and you know that,” she moaned, and raised her face, dropped her head between her poking-up shoulders, and teased me with a hot breath over the head of my cock. “But you and Mo got to do things with girls you didn’t even know,” she groaned, before pressing her soft, full lips, pursed, hard down against the head.
The pressure was engrossing and I inhaled sharply.
“Unpredictable fun,” she groaned, and she pressed her lips again hard against my cock, teasing me, tormenting me. “Doing wrong things kind of fun,” she pouted and she pushed again until I popped into her hot, wet mouth suddenly, and she moaned hard and drove her mouth down over my shaft before pulling up sucking hard enough her cheeks collapsed. She pressed my saliva-slicked cock against her cheek and lashed at it with her tongue. “Getting in trouble with a guy kind of fun,” she nearly whispered as she jutted her chest and rubbed her breasts against my knees.
The door buzzer sounded. “Aw, poor Ray,” she grinned and she popped my cock in her mouth for one last suck, before pushing herself up and leaning over to kiss my hard-breathing mouth. “Make yourself decent, your friend Mo is here,” she said, tapping my lipstick-tinted cock and tittering to herself as she crossed the floor to the front door.
I was right: Mo and Diane really liked each other right off the bat. He always had a way with the ladies — he played the dark tortured soul of the artist up well, plus he had a rich, sardonic streak of humor that made them laugh at things just over their line, which made them feel deliciously naughty with him. I knew his game.
But I didn’t expect Diane to be so instantly familiar with him. We caught each other’s eye a couple of times as Mo and I got caught up and as Mo drew Diane in with some of his stories — he was a naturally-gifted story teller. His timing and pacing was dead on, and even if I knew the stories first hand, they always sounded a hundred times more terrifying or gratifying in his telling. I loved the guy to pieces.
Diane laughed hard — and she patted his arm, or his shoulder, or even, at one point, his lap, begging him to let her catch her breath for laughing so hard.
That was when we caught each other’s glance, when she slapped his thigh, and she left her hand there lingering a few more seconds. That was when my brilliant idea came to mind.
“You know,” I punched Mo to get his attention. “Diane never got to have any kind of fun like that,” I said to him.
“Oh,” he raised his eyebrows and shoulders, “You missed out, gorgeous,” he shook his head.
She glanced at me with squinted eyes.
“I have an idea,” I said.
“He has good ideas,” Mo said to Diane wiping tears of laughter from his eyes. “His ideas are probably why we’re still alive and out of jail,” he laughed. “My ideas, on the other hand . .  .”
My wife laughed with him and ran her hand up his back, and left it there, even when she looked at me.
“Mo,” I said, leaning over and causing him to lean over toward me in conspiracy. “My wife,” I said to him speaking like a cartoon-spy even though she could hear every word, “would love, I think, to go on a night out with you.”
Diane shrieked and covered her mouth. “Oh my god, no!”
I looked up from my huddle with Mo and went back down with him. “She complains to me that she never got to have fun like you and I did.”
“That is not what I said!” she shrieked again but she also grinned from ear to ear.
“Got to go to the bathroom,” Mo said. Did he know Diane and I needed to speak in private for a moment?
“What do you think you’re doing?” she grinned sharply at me in hushed tones.
“Listen,” I said. “Mo hasn’t probably laughed like this in a year. If you try to set him up on a date with a friend of yours, I don’t know how it’s going to go — he might fall flat on his face. He’s fragile.”
“And?” She shook her head at me.
“And, well,” I gestured to her. “Why couldn’t he get a practice date in with you?”
“A pretend date,” she nodded and corrected me.
“A pretend date!” I extended my arms out. “Just so he gets the hang of it again. He’ll be way too nervous going out on a real date.”
“That’s not possible,” she shook her head.
I leaned in close to her and whispered in her ear. “Take him out, pretend it’s a real date, make him feel good about himself, it would be a huge favor to me.”
Mo came back into the kitchen. “What is not possible? This is exactly why you need me — there is no such phrase in my lexicon.”
I turned to him and Diane pinched my shirt and pulled and said, “No, shush, you!”
I ignored her. “How about, Mo, and don’t say no, this is improv-theatre rules here, but how about you take Diane out on a date?”
“A date,” he winced at me.
“Just a pretend date,” my wife nodded at him. She was quickly down with the idea, I noted.
“She needs to experience the life,” I punched him. “She yearns to know what it is like,” I grinned at him.
“A pretend date,” he squinted hard at me.
I leaned over and whispered in his ear. “Take her out, pretend it’s a for-real date, make her feel good, it would be a huge favor to me,” I nodded at him.
“It’s not possible,” he nodded back. Then he looked at Diane. “Why is it not possible?”
“Because I’m a teacher and everyone knows me and they know I’m married and I can’t exactly be out like that with another man,” she looked at me with glaring eyes.
“You can go downtown for the date,” I said to him.
He turned to Diane. “We can go downtown,” he said. “Dinner, a movie . . . “ I was delighted he was warm to the idea so fast as well.
Diane leaned her head forward and rubbed the spot between her eyes and winced. “Okay, but then what?”
“Okay,” he said to me, “then what?”
“I heard,” I patted his shoulder. “You come back here.”
“Where my husband is,” she nodded like she really had me this time.
“I’ll be . . . “ I chewed my cheek.
“In the suite downstairs?” Mo offered.
I snapped my fingers at Diane. “In the suite downstairs!”
“The floor,” she turned to Mo and heaved at it heavily with her foot, “is super thick — there is zero sound through the floors.”
“True,” I nodded at him. I knew he’d be concerned about being heard, if not seen. He didn’t need to know I’d be hiding in the loft watching.
“How far exactly is this date going?” he squinted at me.
“Nobody knows, do they?” my wife smiled at both of us. “That’s the beauty of the first date, isn’t it? Unscripted! Unpredictable!”
“You sure about this?” he said to me.
“Give us a minute,” I said to Diane and I walked him with my arm over his shoulders to the front door and back.
“Listen,” I said. “Diane and I really, really trust each other. As far as I’m concerned,” I said to him, knowing that I had the veto and would text her when I saw enough, “I trust her, I trust her judgement, and she can do whatever she feels she wants to.” I looked over my shoulder as though I were keeping secrets from her. “If she is fine with it, if she is leading things,” I punched him gently in the ribs, “go with it. There is nothing you can do,” I said to him, “nothing at all,” I emphasized, “that she lets you do or she wants to do that I would not accept fully and completely.” I even felt for my phone.
“Things might happen,” he said.
I grinned knowingly at him and nodded. “It’s a date. You are both consenting adults. I expect things to happen. I want my wife to have fun — like we used to, right?” I grinned madly at him. “I want her to experience the kind of fun we used to.”
“Are you sure about what you’re saying?”
I patted my phone again. “Of course I’m sure.”
“Anything?”
I rolled my eyes. “I’m not an idiot,” I squared up with him. “We are all adults here. Let her do what she wants to do. It’s a favor to me, okay?”
He inhaled and we fist pumped. “Your funeral buddy,” he intoned to me.
“Go for it,” I punched his shoulder. I loved knowing he wasn’t aware there was, in fact, a limit. That would put him in exactly the right head space in order to get over his reticence around women lately. It would feel, after what he’s been through, like a real, open-ended, anything-is-possible kind of date.
And for my wife?
“Are you sure about this?” she said, fixing her earrings when the date night came. She looked incredible.
“It’s all worked out.” I loved knowing that she would be able to feel like she didn’t have to decide how far was too far. She didn’t have to figure out what to do or what not to do. I was there watching over her. If I stayed silent, she didn’t even have to think about it. She was free to have fun without even worrying about her husband.
“I can even experiment,” she said, kissing my nose and smelling like cinnamon and maple. “Can’t I,” she whispered with serious and big eyes close to mine.
“I want you,” I said to her, clasping my hands behind her back and pulling her body hard against mine, “to take it over the line, I want you to find out where I might draw the line — you have to cross the line to find the line.”
“That sounds like one of Mo’s lines,” she grinned.
“It is,” I kissed her nose. “Now go, have fun, don’t worry about me, and I won’t forgive you if you don’t go far out past your comfort zone.”
“Maybe you want to watch me with another man,” she half turned her face away from mine with grinning skepticism.
“Let’s say,” I fixed her with my serious idea look, “that I do. There. Now it’s not even what I might object to, it now includes what I want you to do for me.”
She smiled and nuzzled her nose against mine. “You’re entering dangerous territory,” she murmured with a grin.
“That,” I kissed her mouth lightly, since it was so perfectly made up, “is exactly where I want you to be tonight — far into the forest of dangerous territory.”
“You’re exciting me all over again,” she groaned and she pushed her pelvis rudely against mine.
“Save it for your date,” I snickered.
“You just might get what you ask for,” she stuck her tongue out and bit it with a wide, mischievous grin.
“No second guessing yourself,” I said to my wife, the consummate cautionary woman. “Tonight,” I kissed her neck, “I am your second guesser, and you are,” I nibbled her ear lobe, “completely free.”
She inhaled deeply and shivered. “You know that if you do that, “ by which she meant kissing her neck and nibbling her ear, “I’m going to throw you on the floor right here right now and fuck your living brains out.” She gripped my neck with her fingers and plunged her tongue hard and deep into mouth.
I pushed her away from me. “That’s how I want to send you off to have a date with Mo, just like this.”
“Creaming my panties you mean?” she stepped back from me and twirled her tiny chain-strap purse. She bit her tongue again and spun on her high platform heels. She swung her hips as she stepped like a cat-walk model over the floor to the front door. She wriggled her phone at me. “Uber’s here,” she said. “Wish me luck.”
“You don’t need luck,” I said to her, and I held up my phone and wriggled it back at her. She had me on the phone ready to text.
She giggled and ducked her face when she opened the door. “Okay,” she said, and she slid her open palm over face and showed me a straight faced expression when she dropped it. “Until you stop me,” she said, “I am a young single girl on a date with a sexy man. And there’s no telling what might happen later on tonight.” She tried to keep a straight face but she hunched over and squealed with excitement.
“Go for it,” I waved her onward. “Whoever you are,” I laughed.
Mo pulled her by the neck and she flopped forward and rested her forearm and hand along his thigh. He gracefully pulled her hair from her neck, she turned her chin, and he sank his lips against her soft skin right below her ear. I saw her eyes widen looking at the floor in front of her. And then he brought his lips to her ear and he nibbled on her ear lobe. I saw her eyes drop closed and her head roll back. Her fingers scrunched into a fist and then opened to scratch like a cat at his thigh. He nibbled again on her ear and she exhaled sharply. He kissed her neck again, and she bolted upright, pushed her chest hard against his chest, and grabbed his face in both of her hands.
There seemed to be a moment, a pause, between them, as though they wavered in the ocean breeze over the edge of a high cliff. I patted my pocket again — and again recalled I didn’t have my phone. I saw the look in my wife’s eyes. I saw her jaw drop open and crookedly. And I saw her chest heave with deep, short, rapid breaths, and I saw her shoulders rise up to her ears.
I pressed my hands flat against the glass like some trapped animal. To go downstairs and stop them, it would shatter Mo. I couldn’t even get to my phone if I tried. Open concept living space — there were no hiding places, outside of the loft. But if I didn’t stop them, if I didn’t convey to my wife that that was quite far enough, thank you, I had no idea where it was going to go. I sank down and smeared my palm print over the glass. All I could do was watch the results of my terrible mistake — such a small one, too, forgetting my phone after I made and stuffed my stupid mouth with a sandwich.
Diane pushed her face to his, pulling his to hers just as much, and buried his mouth inside hers. She reached over her opposing shoulder and pulled the thin strap of her dress down over her arm. They broke the kiss, but only for both of them to catch their heaving breaths. She spun around on the couch and pulled her hair over her shoulder and pointed with one finger at the tiny zipper of her cute little black dress.
“Are you sure? About Ray?” he moved his hands half way across the space between them and asked her skeptically.
“My husband and I have an understanding,” she said over her shoulder to him, which wasn’t a lie. She turned to him to lay her dark brown eyes on his. “I get to do what I want,” she assured him. “Now,” she fixed him with an expression I’m sure she uses in her classroom all the time, “Tonight I am a single woman, and we’re on a date. He’s treating me to that. If you make me think of him again, you’re going home.” She shook her head lightly at him. “Okay?”
He took about two seconds to pout his bottom lip, nod once to affirm receipt of message, and reach the rest of the way to tickle up the tag of her zipper and pull it down her back.
She wriggled her body and sank her shoulders one after the other until the dress fell down her body and crumpled around her waist. She paused as though waiting to see if her phone blinked. But of course there was nothing from me but a big silent sign of full-on permission.
She stood up and turned to face him, nudging her legs between his knees still in her high platform heels. They were new — she bought them specially for tonight. When she tried them on in the store, she wobbled on them over to me and whispered in my ear even with the salesperson a few feet away, “They make me feel so fucking sexy!”
Now she leaned in them, bending over at her waist with her legs straight to sink her hands into Mo’s chest where he sat somewhat dumbfounded on the couch below her. I knew that he was still navigating the shocking turn of events, unsure whether it was real or not, or if he really did have permission or not. But I told him that my wife can do anything with him. That was when, however, I thought I’d have my phone to tell her when to stop.
She knelt on the edge of the couch and ran her fingers behind his neck. She looked down at him and chuckled and bent her head to kiss him again on the mouth. “You make me want to take chances,” she said to him, and she touched his bottom lip and shrugged up one shoulder. She sank one shoulder and shook the thin pink ribbon of her bra strap down off her shoulder so it fell slackened down her bicep
“You make me feel free,” she said to him, now with a serious expression, and she shook her other shoulder so her other strap fell down over her bicep. She eased one knee over his lap and then the other knee. She pulled the skirt of her short dress up her thighs to allow her legs to spread over his hips, and she sank further down into him.
Her black dress hung like a scarf tied around her waist. She was dressed in matching hot pink floral pattern lace panties. Also purchased specially for tonight. We had fun, Diane and I, getting her ready for her date night. I inhaled as though I were falling in space, and I looked down over her shoulders, her bare back, and her spread thighs, where she pushed her nearly naked body into my friend’s body.
She sat up and began to unbutton his shirt. I reflected how she had undone my shirt only earlier that evening. She wriggled on him and grinned before exaggerating her concentration working her way down his shirt front. I blanched when I thought about what came after the opening of my shirt earlier. But surely, Diane, cautious, conservative, elementary school teacher Diane, would never do that.
She chirped with satisfied moans when she spread his shirt open in front of her and pressed her hands all around his nude torso. “You poor man,” she said to him and she projected her bottom lip in a comical pout. “Let Kimmy look after you.”
He recoiled with a grin.
“Who?” I thought, screwing my face up.
“You didn’t even know my name until now, did you,” she shook her head at him and peeled his shirt off his body. She pushed back on his lap so she sat on the corners of his knees. “Men like you,” she tsk’ed-tsk’ed him. She glanced at her phone. Still nothing. She must have been amazed.
“Wrong,” he intoned softly. “Kimmy,” he tried.
She drove her shoulders up and bit her tongue with a wide grin. She was enjoying playing with him. She tugged the tail of his belt through the loop and yanked on it to pop the pin from the hole. She fell backward and stood up on her feet still inside her tall “come fuck-me” shoes, she liked to call them.
“What if they’re all I have left on?” she pressed herself against me as we drove home from the mall. She laughed when I didn’t answer. It was a tease. She was having fun. Of course it was never going to go that far, I thought.
But now she was staggering backward and laughing full of unrestrained joy and unbridled carelessness as she tugged at the bottom hem of his pants until they finally budged and then she staggered backward taking his pants with her and falling down to roll on the rug tangled in his inside-out pants and laughing too hard to control herself, on her back, her eyes clenched shut, not seeing me looking down at her, her knees up to her chest, her whole body jerking with silent laughter she was so far gone, in her bra, panties, and come-fuck-mes.
Mo pushed himself up also infected with the laughs and staggered overtop of her to try to extend a hand to help her back up but they only shrieked and squealed all the more and when she swiped at his hand with hers trying to find a hold, she ended up, accidentally or otherwise, it wasn’t obvious to me, hooking her fingers in the waist of his underpants and yanking them down his legs.
He tried to struggle to pull them back up but it only renewed the hilarity of their now even more uncontrolled laughter and he collapsed down half onto her and half beside her, rolling onto his back with her, both of them trying to stop laughing but only causing each other to laugh all the more.
Finally in tears and clutching their stomachs, my wife rolled over and pushed herself up to stand with her hands on her knees. But Mo, ever the clown, snatched at the waist of her panties and yanked them to her knees the way she had yanked his underwear off her. She shrieked and screamed and was too overcome with laughter again to have any strength to hold them up. She fell when she attempted to step away from him, succeeding only in staggering, stepping half over him, and collapsing from tripping with her panties stretched between her calves.
He broke her fall and she laid on her back on top of him where he laid on his back too, completely naked. She whooped and squirmed and then laughed again when she reached under her back. She also gasped and moaned in between the gales of laughter. It was a slow steady transition between total hilarity, and growing sensuous moaning.
She kicked the spike heels of her shoes into the rug and pushed her body up over his and though she was still erupting in outbursts of laughter, she was also now more than half moaning and gasping and squirming on him. She reached between her legs and pulled out from under her ass and up between her thighs, right tight against her own bared pussy, his thick, long, and surprisingly huge cock.
I gasped too. I screwed my face up sideways and thought a moment — hold it, I wondered, is that the reason girls kept coming back for him?
They both kept making as much noise as when they rolled around together in uncontrollable laughter, but now it was in uncontrollable lust. She was loud with her moans and gasps. She squirmed on his body in just her bra and heels, tugging on his cock that rose up between her legs. I think she completely forgot I was there, watching. I think once a couple of lines were crossed, she convinced herself she would hear her phone, and until then, she sank deeply into her character. I think when she decided she was “Kimmy” suddenly, she became a different person — a young, single teacher, on a date with a guy she liked, just like her single friends get to play, and just like Mo and I used to.
My wife sat up on his chest. She was small enough, light enough, and he was big enough, she didn’t crush him. She pulled her hair out of her face and bent far down with both her hands wrapped around his cock, pulling up and pushing down, leaning over closer and closer with her face.
He tapped her ass and pulled her knee and she giggled and looked over her pendulous breasts upside down up to his face below her. “What?” she asked him with a sly grin. She puffed air out her nose and shifted her knees. When he pushed his face up and kissed the crotch of her panties, she gasped and laughed and without any further deliberation, she sank her face down and drew her soft, warm lips around his cock.
I sank into the floor.
She tickled his cock with her fingernails and when he tugged at the waist of her panties, she emitted a tiny squeal and lifted herself up on her toes and hands. My friend pulled my wife’s panties down off her ass and this time, she lifted one leg, and then the other, to help him draw them off her body entirely, before sinking her knees back down on either side of his head. She had become, as she had teased me in the car, nude but for her come-fuck-mes.
She went at him with her mouth with a level of eagerness and enthusiasm that I hadn’t seen in her before. With her husband, behind closed doors in the bedroom, she was a fun girl. But this was a different level — out in the middle of the vast space of our converted church, sprawled on the rug, lapping up the cock of my friend, a stranger to her. It was her moans that infected me the most though — muffled by his cock pumping deep in her mouth, she was loud and high-pitched and her hair swirled and bounded wth the thrusting of her face.
I drew my gaze down her undulating back knowing what I was going to see but forcing myself to witness it nonetheless. Her ass writhed and her hips rotated. Mo’s hands gripped her thighs and between the cheeks of her ass, I could see his mouth and tongue work on her pussy.
I looked at my phone way over there on the kitchen counter. I looked down again at my wife. She had pulled herself up from Mo’s body and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She rotated her body over his and came back down on him, this time lowering her mouth to his mouth instead of his cock. And lowering her hips, and her pussy, not down to his mouth, but to his cock.
I held my breath. Surely she must know, I thought, that sucking him was more than I had planed to allow. And if not that, then surely 69 with him would obviously be far over any possible line. But no, I could tell what was happening. She stopped thinking of me. She stopped even thinking of herself, as herself. I should have known — when she became “Kimmy,” she was lost. But what would I have done anyway, had I known what was happening to her? I couldn’t come downstairs. Mo would never recover.
Whatever she might have thought was possible before the night got underway, though, even as Kimmy, even with me as her consciousness, as her second guesser, surely she would not do that.
But she reached down between their bodies. Her hair hung down obscuring their faces. He held her breasts where they hung heaving on his chest and he squeezed her. I could see her fingernails drag up and down over the skin of his cock. She was tugging on him and her pussy was lowering closer and closer to him.
When he lifted his face and buried it in her neck, I knew what was going to happen, I knew what I was going to be forced to see. She gasped, she writhed, and she exhaled. He continued to kiss her neck and nibble her ear lobe. And she sank her hips down, and her pussy lips, like her mouth earlier, first resisted, then folded, wet, around his head, and in another moment, his entire cock disappeared up inside my wife’s pussy.
I had to admit, it was less my friend fucking my wife, and more my wife fucking my friend.
When they finally roused themselves and extracted their limbs from each other, chuckling and kissing, he made his way downstairs to the suite. My wife came upstairs in a bathrobe and looked at me full of guilt. I tapped her arm and went past her down the same stairs . I check over my shoulder that she was watching me, confused as I expected, when I came to the kitchen counter. I gestured to my phone, and to make the point crystal clear, I picked it up and waved it at her. She covered her face with her hands and inhaled with fright shivering her.
We decided to say nothing and talk about it in the morning.
When we sat down ready to go over what happened, Mo texted from below. I looked at Diane.
“I guess he could be part of this too,” I shrugged.
“Not the phone part,” she warned.
“No, but there’s nothing to say about that. I forgot it. You never got my messages. End of that part of the story.”
She pursed her lips and shrugged deeply.
We were both sheepish and morose, but by contrast, Mo, who came to our house the most sheepish and morose person ever, was skipping along not even touching the floor. I was about to laugh and say something but my wife pressed her finger to my lips.
“He doesn’t know you watched the whole thing, remember?” she warned me, and she was right.
“Everything go well last night?” I asked him.
“I don’t know,” he said with a big smile. “Ask Kimmy here.”
She turned to me and kissed me to reassure me. “I pretended to be someone else,” she shrugged. I already knew that, but I feigned confusion.
“But to answer your question,” he turned from me to Diane, “I really want to thank you guys, I think it really did me a world of good.”
“What did you guys do?” I couldn’t help sticking my nose into it.
“Private information,” my wife said, holding her same finger up to Mo’s partly opened, and ready to talk, mouth. We carried on with coffee and breakfast, not another word about it spoken, Mo with a smile he couldn’t get off his face, and Diane, with a glow she couldn’t get off hers.
“You know,” she said, when Mo went down. “I really loved it too, despite you not expecting all of that.”
“My fault,” I shook my head.
“But what I mean is,” she pressed up against me. “You already know what I did, and it was like you gave me permission to do it.”
“I didn’t give permission to do that!” I protested.
She shushed me with her finger again though. “But you kind of did, and anyway, it’s after the fact now, we might as well just say it.  I did it, and you gave me permission to, I thought. And we’re still alive, right?”
“Okay,” I agreed. I nodded. She was right.
“And if we already did it, Mo and I,” she went on. I squinted at her trying to discern where she was going with it. “And if it was obviously so good for Mo — I mean, you saw him this morning, the man was transformed!”
“True,” I had to agree.
“Well,” she threw her head back and made her hair fly from her face. She threw a leg over my lap and sat on my knees. She wrapped her hands around the back of my neck and hung herself back from me. “If he liked it, and I really liked it,” she pressed her forehead against mine and groaned and pushed her pelvis against mine. She groaned in my ear, “and I really liked it,” she snickered. “Then maybe you wouldn’t mind if we went on another pretend date?” She looked at me questioningly. “Just to give him more practice?” She kissed me. “And let me practice too . . . “ she said so softly, I almost didn’t hear her. There was nothing said about her needing practice the first time around.
Mo, of course, was quick to agree. He didn’t know that I knew what happened. But based on what Diane had told him, he probably thought that even if I did know, everything was a-ok with me. Nobody could tell him about the phone and the missed messages. Nobody could tell him it was actually unintentional. But now my wife was being exceptionally intentional about it.
I helped her get ready again and they went on date number 2. But when they came home, they went down to his place instead of back upstairs in ours. That wasn’t part of the plan, but then, we didn’t make a plan for her to be guilty of breaking it. I went outside and peered through the lower level windows. I found the tall curtains were parted enough to give me a view of the suite downstairs.
Again glass separated me from my wife with my friend. She played with him, too — they stripped and laughed and teased each other. She rolled around on his couch in her panties and bra and they fed each other and kissed and lolled around lazily and easily.
And when the time came, they missed, they touched, and soon, they fucked again, this time with her on her back on the couch, her legs bouncing in the air, his ass rising and falling, pummelling her body. He rolled her over and she stuck her ass up and offered it to him, waving it in front of him until he rammed her and she gripped the arm of the couch until her knuckles went white.
And then he took her by the hand to the bedroom, and they closed the door. After a while, my wife texted me. “Do you mind terribly if I spend the night down here?”
What could I say? “Enjoy,” is what I did say.
“It’s still pretend though,” she assured me the next day.
“It’s kind of becoming something else,” I probed her.
“It’s a pretend relationship, he needs practice with that too, right? It’s not just one night stands he needs.”
She was right about that. But I had my doubts and she could see it in my face. She sat on my lap again and kissed me and consoled me. “Aw, poor baby,” she said. “He’s just my weekend man, okay?” She kissed me softly and smiled the way you would at a seven year old. “Can you be okay with that?”
“Do I have a choice?”
She puffed air out her nose and shook her head with a shy grin. She looked down and pursed her lips to keep herself from smiling too widely. “I don’t think so,” she said. “Maybe you shouldn’t have let the tiger out of her cage after all,” she shrugged and hugged me tightly. She whispered in my ear, “It would make me so excited and happy if you say okay.”
And so I did, and she kicked her legs, she waved her arms in the air, and she silently screamed. She held my cheeks in her hands and she kissed me hard and deeply. “I love you so much!” she groaned, and she hopped off my lap and took off down the stairs to share the good news with Mo. 




She Does Him Only For Me

My wife Iris is dressed in a tight black silken teddy with a gold brocade necklace over her entire chest up to her neck. She’s sitting on the floor by our big floor-to-ceiling windows, leaning against our blue velvet couch. She is leaning her head back so her waves of latte-blonde hair fall like a forest rapids over her shoulders. Her fingers are splayed into her neck and her silver-painted nails are lightly drawing down her bared throat as slow as a droplet of sweat.  She is doing this for me, I keep telling myself. She is doing this for me.
Woody, a man who has been in and out of her life over the years, is in the kitchen making his afternoon specialty for both of them, mojitos. There has always been some vague and smirking reference between the two of them whenever Woody is over and making mojitos. There was some ill-fated trip they took together to Mexico back in the day, but the details have never been spelled out.
—————
“That’s for my novel, not for you to steal for yours,” she once said with a guilty smirk. She teaches creative writing at the college, but got there by way of a psychology degree. Woody was maybe a boyfriend in college for her, maybe a guy she got to know on one of her lengthy travelling excursions that broke up her college degree, or perhaps he was a man she met at the college; it’s never been made clear. But what was made clear was, if I truly wanted her in my life — and I did, she was singularly responsible for my one big hit novel — Woody came with the package.
“But what is he to you?” I once confronted her about him. She was on her way to his hotel over my objections.
“He’s my best friend,” she turned to face me straight on with her arms hanging so limply at her sides, there wasn’t an ounce of defensiveness in her. There didn’t need to be: his presence in her life was that un-negotiable.
She was in special panties and bra, new, satin, lots of straps, ultra sexy. “Do you have to go see him tonight?”
“I told you a long time ago,” she shrugged her shoulders deeply and turned her hands out toward me, “there’s going to be things you don’t understand.” She padded into her closet and began the process to select what she was going to wear.
“Are you having an affair with him?” I came right out with it, speaking to her bare back.
“Clive,” she sank her head sideways and exhaled with obviousness without turning around. She held a slinky black dress to her body with the back dipping down to her ass. “I agreed to never ask about your private writing projects. I never look, I never pry. That was our deal,” she turned with the dress draped over her shoulder. She clasped my hands in hers and made a slack rope bridge of our arms between us. “And you never ask about the private parts of my life, either. We have to have something private — we talked about this.”
“I don’t know if I can stick to it anymore. I didn’t know how it would feel seeing you go out like this.”
“Baby,” she cooed, and she curled her pursed lips in as though struggling to keep from chuckling. “Is it time?”
“No,” I backed away.
She wouldn’t let go of my outstretched fingers though I tugged them. “It’s been two years and you haven’t even started a new book.”
I tried to spin away from her, to hide my face. “It’s coming along,” I insisted.
She pressed her face around my twisted shoulder and leaned over to look up into my turned-away face. “I know that it’s not. And we both know what can fix that.”
I yanked away from her grasp, went out the bedroom, and leaned my turned back on the big windows by the couch. “It’s too hard,” I said to the glass, fogging it briefly with each word.
She came up behind me and snaked her arms around my sides and clasped her hands over my stomach. She leaned her cheek against the back of my shoulders and pressed her pelvis into my backside. “It was never meant to be easy. But it is necessary, and you know that it is.”
“It nearly killed me last time.”
“But it also gave you your biggest novel ever by far. Your only hit.”
She was right about that. And she was right about me being completely stalled trying to write again since that uber-successful hit novel.
“Maybe,” she murmured into my back, “you don’t just listen to it this time.” She squeezed me tightly.
“What does that mean?” I said fearfully to the window and the close tall houses and old trees out there.
“Maybe,” she kissed me through my shirt, “you need to see it.” She nearly whispered it.
I twisted around and pushed her away, holding her shoulders at arms length from me. “That would be horrific,” I shook my head at her. “There’s no way.”
She squeezed my fingers where I gripped her shoulder and she stretched her neck to kiss my wrist. She moved her arms under mine and pressed herself against me again. I could smell her hair. “It would give you your next new novel, I know it would.”
The first one was drafted out completely in a matter of days after Iris posed the unique solution of making me listen to her have sex with another man. She made me put it on my phone speaker and she insisted I listen to it all the way to the end. “Trust me,” she said that time, slipping backward out our apartment door and kissing me affectionately on the nose.
“You’re going to just pretend you’re with someone,” I smirked as she closed the door between us. “Right?” I said to the closed door.
She was dressed in a tight pencil-skirt cocktail dress with platform sandals. “I’m going to his hotel now. And I’m going to phone you when I’m in the car. And you’re going to leave your phone on from then on.”
“You’re faking it,” I chuckled when she called.
“Get ready,” she replied, and I heard the muffled sound of her phone being deposited into her purse.
The effect of listening to my wife have sex with someone did everything to me that she promised it would, and more. The intensity of the whole range of emotions was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. There are those who seek out physical thrills like skydiving or cliff diving, and those who push through tight tunnels into black caves, or who chase tornadoes or sharks. “When we write,” my wife the writing instructor-slash-psychologist said, “the intensity of our emotions come through the page somehow. Just like someone playing a piano can be flat or can be rich, even though they are hitting the same keys in the same order with the same force.” She said I needed to feel intense emotions in order to capture them in my writing.
I trusted her then, and a week after, I had a manuscript ready to edit into the hit novel it became, which also developed into a pilot for a series, and was singularly responsible for all my fame, my entire career, and the very house I stand in now. But I haven’t been able to make a coherent sentence since.
“It’s time,” she murmured.
“Why do I have to see it this time?”
“Because,” she said, “we need to raise your emotional intensity even higher.”
“I don’t even have an outline,” I objected.
“You didn’t last time either,” she countered.
“What if it doesn’t work?”
“You were scared last time that it wouldn’t work as well. That’s part of the emotional state that you need to be in — to be uncertain.” 
“I can just listen again,” I pleaded with her.
“But you thought I might have been faking it last time — and you’re going to think it again.”
“I believed it!” I insisted to her, but the truth was, she was correct. In the back of my mind, I suspected she just made the sounds by herself. At the time, it was overwhelming and had the desired effect. But this time, I wouldn’t be so easily fooled.
“But who would you do it with?”
“Same man as last time,” she grinned.
I chuckled too. The last time. There it was again.
“See?” she grinned widely at me. “You still think I didn’t actually do it. It won’t work unless you’re sure.”
“I don’t know if I can take it,” I finally played my last card.
“That’s exactly how you have to feel.”
“The same guy as last time?” I probed her. “Who was that?”
She twisted on her toes and strained her fingers together down low behind her back full of coyness and secrecy. She also blushed, which was unusual for her. “Just a friend,” she shrugged, but she was unable to keep herself from snickering.
“And now you want me to see you do it for real.”
“It’s for you, baby,” she said, stepping up to me and pulling my head down to her with her fingers snaking around the back of my neck. “I do it for you.”
“Who is it?” I asked again.
She covered my mouth with her lips and said, “I already told you.”
“You just said it’ll be the same guy, which as we all know . . . “
“ . . . which as you think was nobody at all, but you’ll find out. It won’t be the first time when I do it with him — you’ll learn that too.”
“You know what? “ I smirked. “I’m going to call your bluff.”
“Okay,” she shrugged and trailed her light fingers over the wall as she moved out of the kitchen with her face twisted over her shoulder to look at me demurely. “You just do that. But no stopping it, no announcing yourself, and no coming out.”
“As if there’ll be something to stop.”
“Your word?” she lingered at the edge.
“Who is it?”
She grinned. “I already told you, a friend.”
“Yeah, I get it, the guy you did it with last time.”
“You have to give me your word, no interrupting it, no matter what you feel or think.”
“I don’t think you have to do it like this,” I tried.
“You still don’t think I really did it with him last time, do you.”
“I know you didn’t.”
“And that’s why I have to do it here, in front of you. And you’re going to be in there, in the pantry, where you will watch but you won’t stop it, no matter what.”
“What if I have to stop it?”
“Then you ruin it for yourself. This is all for you, baby. It’s giving you the intensity of emotions that you need to get back to work as a writer.”
“What if you do something I don’t think you should do?”
“That’s the point, don’t you understand? That’s how you get those emotions.”
“You’re not going to go all the way though.”
“That’s also the point — you’re not supposed to know what ultimately might happen,” she grinned with half her face hidden around the corner.
“As if you’re going to do that with a stranger.”
“He’s not a stranger.”
“Yeah, yeah, because he’s supposedly the guy you already did it with last time.”
“I really did. And this time you’ll know because you’re going to watch.” She slowly slinked away down the hallway with her gaze becoming increasingly obscured by the shadows until only the glint of the windows in her eyes was left to see.
“Fine!” I challenged her with a dismissive call down the dark hallway.
“Promise that you won’t dare stop things no matter what you see,” her disembodied voice called from further away.
I inhaled, I gripped the edge of the counter, and I jutted my jaw sideways. “What if,” I thought with a quiet murmur to myself. If the idea was to incur in me powerful mind-focusing emotions, she was right, it was already working. But what if she was right about everything? What if I needed to see it this time, because a repeat of last time would’t be convincing anymore, and what if, seeing my wife with another guy, potentially going as far as any two people might, was just what would shake my rust off and make me write like a devil again? That week that I wrote the hit, I wouldn’t call it the most pleasant week, but there was no doubt it wasn’t just by far my most productive week ever, it was also by doubly-far the most fruitful.
If I really wanted to get a second book out, if I was serious about setting up the conditions that she already proved to me to work, if I wanted to rescue my career at all, I was going to have to agree to her plan. But for real? my mind screamed at me with red alarm. What if she wasn’t playing, what if she wasn’t just toying with me, teasing me? What if she really did bring a guy up, what if she really did do it with the same guy as before? Would I really just stand inside the pantry and watch? What kind of man can do that?
“Promise?” she called again dimly from behind the door far down the hall in the bedroom.
“Fine,” I shouted back suddenly. “I promise!”
“You promise what?”
“Not to come out, not to stop anything, to just watch no matter what I see!”
She came dashing out of the bedroom undressed down to her panties and bra and threw her arms around my waist and leaned her head on my chest. “Just remember that whatever you’re feeling, I am doing it for you.”
“I know,” I said. “So who is it?”
“You already know him,” she said still with her head resting on my chest.
“Who?” I shrugged puzzled and confused.
“Woody, of course,” she replied.
Fucking Woody. The one person who I would never have thought of, and at the same time, the one person I should have thought of first.
—————
Woody comes into the living room with two sweating glasses of fresh mint mojitos. “Clive out today?” he says, easing himself into the couch behind her. He’s in a long, plush white hotel bathrobe that Iris bought for him for this visit specifically. She told me she’d make him shower first when he came over.
“His own bathrobe, it seems a bit overboard for one visit,” I questioned her.
“Who says it’s one visit?” she replied. “Are you planning on writing only one more book?”
“You make me shower, too, before we . . . ” I trailed off.
“Before I fuck you, I know,” she chirped with excitement.
“You’re not going to fuck the guy, get real.”
“You get real,” she came back at me. “And you get ready, because that’s what you may see, if things go that way.”
Getting ready was a multi-stage affair. She needed to stock the fridge, for example. “He’ll be hungry after I’m done with him, he always is, and I’ll be famished too, because of how he does me,” she smirked and half-squatted clutching her groin with a squirm. She took a long time in her bathroom getting her make-up on. She insisted on checking with me for every part. “Do you think this shade of lipstick, or this?” she asked.
I randomly selected one.
“I thought this would look nicer for him when my mouth is wrapped around his cock, because it’s glossy,” she pointed out with a business-tone. “This one,” she held up the one I selected, “is a matte finish.”
“Oh, well, if you put it that way, then yeah, the glossy one for when you’re blowing him, for sure,” I rolled my eyes and shook my head. She smirked and snickered.
She held up a set of underwear on a hanger in front of me and then another. The first one contained a white lace garter, thigh-high stockings, a skimpy transparent bra, and thong panties. The other was a black one-piece bathing-suite style piece of lingerie. When she held the Turkish gold necklace design that covered her entire upper body in a fishnet-like pattern of gold chain, the choice was easy. “The black and gold one,” I nodded.
“I thought so too,” she said, turning to the mirror and holding it in front of her body. “And look, it’s got snaps right at the bottom of the crotch, to open it up.”
“So you can fuck him without getting out of it.”
“Exactly,” she said thoughtfully. “I’m glad you understand.”
If she was pretending the whole thing, she was pulling off the act with aplomb. But when her phone buzzed and she rushed me into the pantry, I began to get seriously scared vibes. When he came in the door, I exhaled inside the pantrywith a gut punch of reality. She wasn’t kidding about having Woody over in my apparent absence.
—————
He sighs from his satisfyingly warm shower and pets my wife’s head with what I note seems to be unexpected familiarity. She twists around where she sits on the floor in her underwear and leans over his leg to look up at him. “He’ll be gone all night, not back till 11.”
She drops her head and kisses his bare thigh where she has pushed his robe open over his legs. I realize this is real. She’s actually going to do it. And I promised I would not stop it, no matter what happens. I close my eyes and I repeat to myself the words she gave me: “She is doing it for me. She is doing it for me.” But when I open them again, it’s hard to keep thinking it.
My wife rolls over further and laughs languidly at something even though Woody didn’t say anything. Is she laughing because she knows I am ten feet away with my eyes glued to the gap in the pantry door watching every move she is making, hearing every laugh, every chirp, every word she says?
She looks up at him from where her face ducks down in his lap, and she flicks the tail of his robe’s belt with her tongue and catches it between her teeth. She gets on her hands and knees and like a dog in a tug-of-war over a steak, she pulls with her head wavering side to side and the loop in the knot shrinks until it pops out altogether. She pulls herself up onto her knees to kneel at his knees that she places her hands on. They’re pressed together, but she drops her jaw with a wide grin and pries them apart.
He teases her by giving her resistance and she juts her chest and whines playfully like he’s denying her a tasty treat she wants so badly. He finally relents and allows his legs to spread wide. She pushes her splayed fingers deeply up his thighs flicking the sides of his robe out of the way until he is sitting slumped in the middle of our couch, this man, naked sitting on a robe, his entire body exposed to my wife who claws at him on her knees leaning over his lap.
Her fingers curl and her nails scratch down from his shoulders, over his chest, and down over his stomach. When her hands drop in his groin, she arches her back and straightens up tall between his legs and purrs and coos with her face tilting close to his. I can see her from the side. When her elbows poke out and her fingers wrap around his cock, she moans and leans close to his face and flicks her tongue at his lips before covering his mouth with hers and groaning inside a long, lazy kiss.
When she pulls away, she says to him, pushing his cock into the fabric of the bust of her lingerie, pressing the head of his hard cock against her pronounced nipples,  “I told Clive I was going to suck your cock.” She drops her mouth teasingly at him in mock surprise.
“The fuck you did,” he groans and he tangles his own hands into her hair and twists and pulls it.
“You don’t believe me,” she says, as she allows the pressure of his hands to push her head down in his lap. “But it’s true, I told him I would suck your cock for him.”
Woody throws his head back and laughs heartily up to our ceiling but stops short and looks down in his lap at the top of my wife’s head when she opens her lips and consumes his cock inside her mouth. “I love that,” Woody groans.
She pulls up and off his cock and squeezes and strokes it against her face, chasing it with her tongue. “He knows you’re here right now,” she says with a wide-eyed and grinning face. She ducks down and presses her lips down all the way to the base of his cock and pulls back up coughing and spluttering.
“Fuck baby, that’s good,” he says, letting her come up long enough to catch her breath before he pushes her head back down. She begins to chuckle but stops when her cheeks puff and his cock plunges to the back of her throat. Her hands flail and she pats his stomach frantically until he lets her come back up for air.
“You’re choking me, you’re so rough!” she says to him but it’s not in a fearsome or angry tone. She’s aroused by it, she’s turned on by his rough, disrespectful treatment of her. I press the back of the pantry door but I don’t twist the knob. I gave her my word.
He laughed like a villain and says, “Ready bitch?” and before she can answer, he shoves her head back down in his lap even harder and further than last time. My wife curls her hands into tiny fists and she punches his thighs but he doesn’t let her up. Finally, he pulls her by the hair and her mouth comes off his cock with strings of saliva hanging from it. He sets her jaw with his other hand before snapping his wrist and slapping her hard across the face.
My wife grimaces and grits her teeth. But rather than struggle to get away from him and his rough, disgraceful treatment, she hangs her tongue out and holds her mouth wide open. I can see in her body her muscles flex and strain as she tries to get his cock in her mouth again, but he is holding her off with his hand twisted in her hair pulling her back. He slaps her in the face again, and when she yelps, he suddenly shoves her face down in his lap and buries his cock rudely into the back of her throat so far I can see the bulge in her neck where his cock protrudes.
It is exactly where she was earlier touching her neck in front of the window waiting for him to come back with their drinks. I squeeze the knob and exhale to the bottoms of my lungs, but I said I wouldn’t come out no matter what.
“Turn around,” he orders her, and she dutifully stands up facing me. Her eyes are calm and her mouth is straight. She stares right at me without expression as Woody lifts the straps of her lingerie off her shoulders. She shows me a slight grin when he tugs at it and if falls around her waist, baring her breasts to me. When he tugs harder, she drops her head back put pulls it forward again, zeroing her darkening eyes on mine where she knows I am staring through the gap in the doors directly at her bared body. She juts her chest and purses her lips defiantly at me when his hands wrap around her stomach from behind. He yanks her lingerie down her legs and lets it crumple around her feet. She leaves on the gold necklace that drapes over her naked chest and stomach and she slowly turns around between his legs to face him, but with her neck twisting to keep her eyes on mine as long as possible.
If she meant to cause in me a particularly high intensity of emotional response, she was succeeding.
“Don’t fuck me so hard this time,” she says to him when she finally turns her face to his. “Clive could almost tell last time, I could hardly walk.”
“Good,” he says, “a man like that, weak and full of doubt, he should know other men are fucking his wife.”
She kneels on the edge of the couch gingerly and cups her breast in her hand as she leans over his slumping body. She pushes it into his mouth and gasps when he takes it. “I think what’s worse,” she forces out through more laboured breathing, “is that he’s going to learn how much I enjoy it.”
The man laughs and wraps his hand around the back of her waist and yanks her over his lap. His grip squeezes into the flesh of her bare ass and she yelps with sudden pain. “Of course you love it, it’s what you need now and then, a good hard fuck.”
She breathes hard and feeds her other breast into his mouth. “And he’s going to see how it’s done now, too,” she forces out with her body quivering and arching in his lap. I can see her toes curl and her ankles wrap serpentinely around his thighs.
“He’s watching?” the guy asks her but he isn’t shocked or overly concerned. He pulls her body and she whines and pouts.
“You’re always so demanding, you’re not gentle like he is,” she says, and they both give it a beat before they laugh out loud. “He’s inside the pantry,” she says to him, pointing with her thumb over her shoulder.
“He’s watching me fuck you?” he says with doubt.
“Uh huh,” my wife says as she shimmies up on her knees over his lap with her hands pressing into his stomach, getting herself into position.
The air leaves my lungs and my eyes turn dark. Why is she telling him? She didn’t tell me that part. I can feel my face blanch.
“But don’t go over there,” she says, as she arches over his hips and reaches behind her back to find his erection with her long, searching fingers. She lifts her gaze back to the gap in the doors and I instinctively duck as though that makes a difference. “He promised,” she said to him but loud enough for me to hear her clearly, “to not come out no matter what he hears,” she turned back to him and leaned over his body with her hands landing on his shoulders, “or sees,” she giggles and he wraps his hands around her back and pulls her harder against him.
“You’re totally fucked as a wife, you know that?” he says to her as she pushes up in his lap. I can clearly see his cock, hard, long, and wet from her saliva, and sliding up between her wriggling butt cheeks.
“I know that I’m going to be totally fucked as his wife,” she says back to him before tittering at her cleverness. I press the door again and bring my eye to the gap. My heart is pounding and my breath is short. My veins are filling with rage.
She kneels straight up again and arches her back. She lifts her hips until his cock comes down her ass and pokes up directly beneath her raised gap. Her fingers wrap around it and she draws the tip of his head through the groove of her shining and full pussy lips.
“How did you make him let me fuck you right in front of him?” he says, wrapping his hands harshly around her ass and pulling on her.
She gasps with her head falling back and she quivers a moment before sinking down and enveloping his cock inside her pussy all the way inside her until their hips bounce against each other. With hardly any breath left in her, she winces and says, “I told him it would be good for him,” she gets out before they both collapse together laughing hysterically.
They only stop laughing when she lifts up and shoves her hips down again, over and over. Her breath draws short and the pitch of her tiny cries draw higher. I press my hands against the back of the door and try and fail to stop my knees from shaking violently. I shut my eyes unable to watch the man’s cock emerge from my wife’s grasping, soaking pussy, when she pulls up on him, and to disappear back inside her all the way when she moans to the ceiling and shoves herself back down on him.
The man suddenly pushes her off of him and stands up, dumping her impolitely onto the couch under him. She ends up on her back on the couch with her legs loosely flailing over her in the air. He takes control of her ankles in his hands and he yanks her body by her feet until her sopping pussy hangs over the edge of the couch. He pulls her further so her feet flop over his shoulders, and he grasps her torso with his arms folded over her body. He’s nearly lifting her upside down off the couch and I press the back of the door. He thrusts his hips and his cock bounds into her pussy noisily as a wet fish slapping the bottom of a tin boat. Her body vibrates from his pummelling so that her long, loud cries jolt in time like she’s on a helicopter.
It’s brutal, forceful, and dangerous, what he is doing to her. I can’t tell if her cries are those of my wife being damaged, or of a woman being pleasured more thoroughly than I ever thought possible. The latter makes itself apparent as soon as he drops her unceremoniously. She scrambles onto her elbows and knees and waves her bared ass to him practically begging him to do her again and again.
He kneels behind her and takes her hips in his greedy mitts and he winds up and slaps her butt cheek hard enough to leave the reddened imprint of his hand clearly visible on her. With his mean and angry cock in his hand, he shoots his gaze to the pantry doors and I instinctively duck again as though I could be seen hiding there, or as though ducking would keep me from being seen. “Gonna destroy her pussy!” he shouts at me. Does he really believe I am in there? Does he really think a husband would agree to such a ridiculous thing?
My wife pulls herself up onto the arm of the couch and stares at me as well. When he rams his cock into her, her eyes clamp shut and her mouth drops open in a silent scream. He begins to jackhammer himself against her jolting body and my wife turns her face sideways, she grimaces, and she cries out loud and long.
I sink to the floor shaking and horrified. The man’s face tightens and his motoring hips ram my wife harder and faster and louder. I lean forward to force myself to watch as my wife writhes in deep orgasm, and the man’s cum shoots all over her back and hair, and even on her face, when she rolls around under him and laughs and catches it.
When they catch their breath, she leads him by the hand past the pantry with a wink and a grin, and to the bathroom where I can hear the shower come on, followed by more laughter. She finally kicks him out and comes back to the living room couch wrapped tightly in her bathrobe.
“You can come out now,” she says.
I manage to struggle up to my feet and stumble out of the closet. She thinks we’re going to talk, but all I can do is go to the bed and curl up in a ball.
———-
You never really know how a book is going to do until it hits the market and you wait and see. But with this one, I knew I had my second hit. I knew it like I knew the first one would hit as well, the second I put the final period on the first rushed draft. This one flew out just as fast, just as complete, and just as automatically. Painful as it was, my wife’s “writer’s block therapy” was effective.
“Next tine,” she says, when we come out from a successful meeting with my publisher, “you’re not going to know ahead of time.”
I think she’s talking about my writing, and that she’s predicting how I won’t know it’s a good book right away. But that’s not what she meant.
“I’m going to fuck him without you knowing,” she says. “You’re going to come home one day and find me getting it good and hard in our bed.”
“No,” I shake my head. “That’s not how it works.”
“It is how it works,” she corrects me, “and it is how it’s going to be.”
“Don’t do that to me, please Iris.”
“You know I do it for you, whether you like it or not.”
“I don’t need it anymore, look, I’m writing again, everyday.”
“And I’m going to keep you writing everyday, because you’re never going to know when you’re going to find me at home in our bed with that monster of a man destroying me.”
“I don’t think we should do that,” I try to insist.
She stops me on the sidewalk, she stands on her toes facing me, and she kisses my mouth with her hands around the back of my neck. “I don’t care what you think,” she whispers with a smile. “I only care that you keep writing every day.”
When we get to my car, she doesn’t get in but rather closes my door on me and leans through the window to kiss me.
“Where are you going?” I ask her confused.
“I’m going to visit my friend,” she says. “I’ll be home a little later — he’s probably taking me out to dinner.”
“I don’t understand,” I tell her.
“Yes you do,” she says with a smile as she twirls away. She spins again and shouts over her shoulder at me as she gets on her phone to find an Uber. “Go home and write — you already know what I’ll be doing over there!”
I squeeze my steering wheel until my knuckles go white and I groan through my clenched teeth. But I also eventually find the drive gear on my stick, and make my way home. By the time I get in my office, I am boiling over and ready to pound the keyboard into a new realm of submission. 




The Photo Shoot

My wife Bonny takes one step out of the bathroom, hangs her face low, pulls her hair over her eyes, and crosses her arms over her chest. “I don’t know about this,” she says in a wavering, meek voice, but her eyes are wide when they look through their tops, and her lips pull irresistibly into a grin beneath her coffee-brown, bed-messy waves of hair.
She’s in the resort hotel’s lush, long, and white bathrobe whose belt she grasps and pulls taut, but stops short of pulling loose from its knot. I snap a fluttering string of pictures from where I lean against the counter of the kitchenette.
“Stop!” she squeals and she half turns away.
“No, that’s good,” Matt says. “There is no limit, and the more she hears the shutter the less she’ll be aware of it.”
“Did I do it right?” I ask him, still with his camera to my eye.
He gets up from the bed throwing the blankets off his body. He’s only in his tight red athletic boxer briefs.
“Oh my god!” my wife shrieks. “Too soon, too soon!” she says, covering her face with her hands.
“Oh sorry,” Matt says, genuinely apologetic, and he snatches his robe, also white, also lush and long, and throws it around his shoulders like a superman cape. He leans his head between my face and the camera and presses buttons to pull up the pictures I took with the speed shutter on.
“No that’s perfect,” he says, “don’t worry about wasting shots.”
“But I’m not doing anything about f-stop or whatever.”
“The light looks excellent on her cheeks. Her red fingernails, look how they get picked up by the daylight, that’s really good. It’s going to be fine.”
“Uh guys,” Bonny looks at us and shakes her head, sweeping her hair over her face. “You’re talking about me like I’m not even here.”
“Sorry honey,” I say. “I’m nervous.”
“And you don’t think I’m nervous!?” she gasps and looks away with bulging eyes.
“Just ignore Ray,” Matt says, stepping toward her.
“Sure, okay,” she nods readily. “Ignore my husband who is about to watch me take my clothes off and get on the bed with another man, okay.”
“Hey,” Matt cautions both of his with his hands up. “If we’re not comfortable doing this, we should just stop.”
“It’s not just another man,” I shrug at my wife. “It’s Matt — we know Matt, we like Matt. Matt’s family.”
“Oh great,” my wife rolls her eyes from the other side of the bed. “So now I’m disrobing into my sexiest underwear with my brother in the room.”
“You can do this,” I tell her. “Look, I’m taking pictures,” I say snapping off a few more fluttering strings, “I’m not even here, just ignore me.”
“If I ignore you, then I’m alone in a resort hotel room in Cabo with our friend Matt who, like me, is stripped down to his underwear with only a bathrobe on in the middle of the day. Not sure that’s better, Ray,” she glowers at me.
“The discomfort is actually good,” Matt nods. “People looking at the pictures will feel the intensity of emotion. It doesn’t really matter what the emotion is or what causes it, but they will process the intensity of it, and that’s what makes the pictures work.”
“You make it sound so easy,” my wife says, tugging again on the ends of her robe’s belt.
“The people looking at the pictures don’t see your husband behind the camera, they don’t even register there’s a camera involved. Their little lizard brain doesn’t even know about photography. It thinks they’re there, looking at you.”
“Looking at us, you mean,” my wife corrects him, pulling the ends of her belt until the loops shrink to just nubs.
“They don’t even see us, to get right down into the neuroscience of it,” he says stepping closer to her.
I back up with the camera to my eye and slide my shoulders along the wall. My wife looks at me and shakes her head again and rolls her eyes. But she tugs the belt ends and the loops pull through the knot.
Matt steps four feet away from her, facing her. “Hey,” he says. “Just look at me. No matter what you feel, just keep your eyes on me. You’re feeling so much,” he says. “Everything you’re feeling — it’s gold for the camera. They can’t tell what you’re feeling — anyone watching you will put their own emotions on it.”
“I don’t know if I can do this,” she says, pulling the loops out of the knots and stretching the belt out, now only twisted once in front of her stomach. She looks at me again.
“Not at him, he doesn’t exist. At me,” Matt says. She grins at me and shakes her head.
I pull my face away from behind the camera. “I’m not here, honey. I’m not watching.”
“I knew you’d say that,” she sighs and she looks at Matt and bites her bottom lip. “Fine then,” she finally says in a decisive voice, and she untwists the ends and grips the edges of her robe. “But whatever happens, it’s not my fault, I hope you know,” she says for me, but her smouldering eyes are on Matt. She parts her robe with tight grips on the fabric and reveals her white floral-patterned full-cup lace bra with the black shoulder straps and black ribbon bow in the middle of her cups.
I snap reams of pictures — she looks incredible.
—————
Matt was over at our condo downtown like usual.  We were all friends in college, but where Bonny and I got professional degrees and careers going — and then got married — Matt fell into the arts, stayed single, and pursued one side-hustling scheme after another. But when he showed us his portfolio and online sales, both Bonny and I had to agree that maybe he found something with photography.
“But exotic couples pictures — that’s where a lot of money is.”
Both Bonny and I were leaning over his opposing shoulders staring into his laptop. “Exotic?” Bonny said, sipping her cappuccino casually.
He turned to her and she didn’t retract her face from his even though it appeared uncomfortably  close to my eyes. “Another word for erotic,” he said.
“Porn you mean?”
“Not porn,” he laughed and looked over his other shoulder to me. “But, well, let me show you,” he said, setting his fingers flying over his keyboard. My wife calmly sipped again, a model of patience and aloofness. She steadied her wavering balance by placing her hand on his shoulder, and then left it there. I might have been seeing things, but I thought I saw her thumb slide over and back in a tiny touch of affection that stopped when I looked.
He showed us the pictures in the online portfolios of other photographers he explained were ones who lead in the business of independent artists, and who he wanted to emulate. He clicked slowly like a slide show through stunning, high res photos of couples in lingerie, or with their nude bodies strategically obscured by sheets or hands or shadows.
“This is where the money is, is it?” I said, leaning in closer.
“Lots of it,” he replied. “Lots.”
“They’re beautiful pictures,” my wife nodded at me. “Who are they, professional models usually?”
“Uh, no,” Matt raised his eyebrows. “Not necessarily,” he said to me as though I were the one asking. “Usually, they might be people the photog knows and they’re cool with it, because they like getting the pictures, and they sign a release and all that. They don’t pose for the money.”
My wife kicked my foot with her foot behind Matt’s back where he sat in his chair at our kitchen table. I looked up and she raised her eyebrows and darted her glance at his screen with a sideways grin.
“Why do they do it?” I asked him.
My wife answered for him though. “Lots of couples like doing boudoir pictures just for themselves, you know,” she grinned at me. “To see themselves getting it on with someone.”
“She’s right,” Matt looked up at me. “So they don’t have to pay for it, and the photog doesn’t have to pay them to pose, and everybody’s happy.”
“Including the couple getting off,” Bonny said quietly as thought to herself, but she grinned looking at his screen again knowing I was staring at her.
“But the settings,” I pointed out. “It doesn’t look like just your ordinary condo bedroom.”
“Oh no,” Matt laughed. “That would be too hard to get all the details out of the shot. You just want the generic setting — the buyers don’t want details, they need a clean shot.”
“So like . . . ?” my wife squinted at his screen as he continued moving through shot after shot of nearly-nude couples embracing each other, kissing, touching.
“Hotel rooms,” Matt nodded as though it was a widely known fact.
“Hotel rooms?” she frowned with doubt.
“Nice ones, obviously, but that’s another budget constraint. So plain ones often have to do.”
“That one has a palm trees and the ocean out the window,” I pointed out, and he backed up to it.
“That’s the kind of picture that really sells — one’s with generic dreams in them, the holiday, the resort.”
My wife kicked my foot again and widened her eyes at me with an even wider grin. I frowned at her with incomprehension. She said, “Me and Ray are booked into a resort hotel in Cabo in just three weeks,” and when Matt spun around and looked up at her, she smiled with the tip of her tongue caught between her teeth.
“Yeah, no,” I chuckled.
“But why not?” she said with a mischievous grin.
“Well for one thing, you and me are going there, not Matt, the photographer?” I shook my head at her like she was too dim to notice that crucial point.
“Why doesn’t he come with us?”
“How is that going to work?”
“The suite has rooms. I’m sure he’d be fine sleeping on the couch in the living room.”
“The resort doesn’t allow you to just add another person.”
Matt spun around and looked up at me. “They do actually, usually. For a little fee.”
“I can certainly check,” Bonny said, sitting down and spinning Matt’s laptop toward her. In a matter of minutes, she turned the screen to me. “A small fee. Just another seat on the plane, really.” She patted his arm. “I’m sure we can cover your costs since you’re going to be our photographer.” She smiled widely at him, crossed her arms over her chest, and shook her head and raised eyebrows at me defiantly.
“So you want us to roll around on a bed half naked while Matt’s running around snapping pics of us?” I squinted back at her.
“Don’t be such a prude,” she grinned at me. “And I’m sure we get copies of the pictures we like.”
“Absolutely,” nodded Matt.
“See?” she said. “It’s done.” She spun the laptop back to face her and went about adding the extra guest.
—————
We tried, but it was too weird. Bonny and I could not get past the fact that Matt, our friend, was hovering around the room as we kissed and rolled on the bed. Bonny especially kept looking at the camera and, for my part, I was unable to get into it sexually. It felt too contrived.
“If we’re supposed to look like it’s new and exciting,” Bonny said, “then maybe Matt should be down here with me on the bed instead of you.” She laughed because she meant it as a joke. But Matt and I looked at each other and realized, if we meant to salvage anything from this expensive experiment, my wife might have had a point.
“I mean, it might work,” I said to him.
“Not sure we should be talking about this,” Matt pulled the camera from his face and slumped on the stool he was siting on.
“Guys!” Bonny sat up. “I wasn’t serious.”
I turned to her. “We can just try,” I said.
“Me and Matt!?” she guffawed and gestured to the man standing by the wall.
“Thanks very much,” he chuckled.
“I don’t mean it that way, obviously. You’re a very attractive man. I’d have no trouble with it myself.”
I looked at her with a grin. “Oh thank you!” I laughed.
“Well really, I mean, what’s not to like?”
“Should I even be in here?” Matt chuckled.
I got up and went to him and took the camera from his hands. “Go,” I said, and I looked through the camera at my wife sitting up on the bed grinning like a maniac and looking away trying to hide it.
“We should start again, then,” Matt said.
“How so?” my wife asked him full of innocence and unawareness.
“I don’t know, maybe like how we started with you two, with me in bed, and then Bonny can come out of the bathroom.”
“Wearing this?” she said, looking down at the over-the-top sheer teddy she was wearing.
“Maybe something more realistic,” he said. “Do you have something more like what a woman would actually wear?”
“She does,” I said skeptically.
“I mean, not a wife, but something you would wear on a date.”
“So not with my husband?” she said.
“Well you would’t get dressed in something like that for a date, right?”
“No, of course not.”
“But still something nice, right?”
“I think I might have something,” she said thoughtfully. She disappeared into the bathroom dragging her suitcase with her.
—————
Bonny pulls the lush white robe from her shoulders, lets it tug around her arms a moment, and before extending her arms straight back and down so the robe drifts from her body and floats to the floor. Her white floral bra and matching white floral low-rise hipster panties with black bow in the middle make me forget to snap pictures and forget to look at her through the viewer.
She turns to me with her arms hanging loosely at her sides from her sunken relaxed shoulders. Something has come over her and the reticence and shyness has evaporated completely. In its place — in her eyes, in her lips, and in her body posture — is sexual anticipation. I can see it only because of how Matt had described it. But once I see it, it’s unmistakable.
“Honey?” she says in a voice soft as butter. “Why don’t you put on the video camera too?” Matt had both set up, but we didn’t discuss making a video.
“It’s ready to go, actually,” he says. “I was thinking it might come into play?” he shrugs and winces.
“How . . . “ I start, but my wife reaches to the side table and tosses the tiny remote control to me. “Okay,” I nod.
She turns back toward the bed where Matt folds his arms behind his head and leans back into the luxury of pillows. “Is it on?” she says to me but with her eyes on Matt — with a crooked, mischievous smile.
“Rolling” I say, and I shrug because I don’t know what you’re supposed to say. But neither Matt nor Bonny hear me.
In her panties and bra, my wife kneels on the edge of the bed. “Like this?” she says overly softly and intimately to Matt.
He glances at me, but I hide behind the camera. Whatever he said about the emotional signals on faces and in bodies, and how it works and doesn’t work, is right. It’s all over my wife’s face and body, and it’s working. I snap pictures wildly.
“Just take everything slowly,” he says to her.
“Even this?” she says, gripping the blanket and sheets and pulling them from his body to reveal him in only his shorts in the middle of our vast bed.
Her grin is mesmerizing. I thought I’d have to tell her to ignore me several times, but it looks like she is having no trouble with that anymore.
My wife crawls on her hands and knees and chuckles gutturally. “Are you still okay?” she says so quietly and intimately to me, it’s like she doesn’t want to hear my answer.
He gives her a slight nod and a sideways grin. It’s enough to make me wonder, but I know it’s just the emotional reaction I’m having, just like Matt said I would — it meant, he said, that the images had the emotional content he was looking for, and it meant the viewers of the pictures would also project their own emotional state into the pictures. “If you feel things,” he warned me, “just be aware, that that’s all just inside you. It just means we’re being real artists capturing real emotions.”
My wife grins down at him where she has crawled over his body. She slowly, carefully, lifts a leg over his lap and her hand over his shoulders at the same time, so that she comes to a stretching dog-like pose over top of his body stretched out flat under her. “Is it nice?” she nearly inaudibly says to him or to me it isn’t clear and again I feel the emotions well up in me. It becomes difficult to stay behind the camera, to remain impartial and looking at the framing, the lighting, the shadows, and the angles, instead of looking at my wife who, my emotional state is screaming at me, is with a sexual partner in front of me, and it doesn’t look anymore like the nervous, tentative moves of a first time.
“Let the emotions come,” Matt said. “The photographer is the artist,” he nodded at me. “Just like a musician can put their emotions into how they stroke the violin strings, same thing with the photographer — we can’t put our fingers on how, but taking pictures can also convey the emotional state of the photographer.”
I let his words play and replay in my mind to calm my nerves. He warned me, but I didn’t expect the intensity of it, nor the screaming voices. My wife pulls her hair around her shoulder and lowers herself to her elbows at his ears. Their faces are an inch apart, and I come closer and crouch by the side of the bed to get a blurry foreground of crumpled sheets, and an obscured view of my wife’s smile where her lips just touch his lips. I have to breath and count — the intensity is more than Matt let on.
My wife pulls her hair over her head to encapsulate their faces in their own private room separated by the curtains of her hair, and she lowers her face sideways onto his pillow so her mouth is at his ear. She is saying something to him. His arm reaches over and lands on her side, below the lace scalloped edge of her bra strap and his fingernails gently, intimately, scratch along her skin. He turns his face sideways and she lifts her ear to hear his secret response to her secret utterance. My heart starts pounding and my head goes light as blood rushes from it. They are completely ignoring me.
My wife chuckles and pushes her wide grin into the pillows beside his head, and he chuckles too, with a gentle snort of air out his nose. Are they talking about me? Are they laughing at me? Is there something I’m unaware of going on right in front of me? I snap pictures, but my head is spinning and my throat is constricting. These are just the emotions to expect, Matt said. This is being an artist, he said.
My wife casually, languidly, stretches her neck and with a relaxed but aroused smile, she kisses his neck, and when he grins and rolls his head sideways toward her, she cups his jaw with her palm and gently brings her lips to his. I can hear a moan from inside their kiss. I snap a row of pictures as my wife’s body arches far enough that her bra touches his side. The contact alarms me, but my wife reaches for his wrist, and she pulls his hand and places it on her breast. I drop the camera from my face and stare with my bare eyes. I squint and in my mind my voice is screaming, “What the fuck is this?”
But if my wife needed to be reminded over and over to ignore the photographer — to ignore Matt — when her and I were trying to get into it on the bed, she needed no such reminders with Matt on the bed and me behind the camera. She was successfully ignoring the camera now.
I battled the emotions that Matt warned me about and the ones he didn’t mention, and brought the camera back up in front of my face. My wife began to draw little circles with her crimson painted nails on Matt’s chest, and then his ribs, and then his stomach — and then against the edge of the waistband of his shorts. She chuckled in that deep, sultry away again, and they kissed more desperately than the first time.
I inhaled through my nostrils and closed my eyes and raised my face to the ceiling. I was doing everything I could to steady my nerves and swallow my feelings. It’s terrifically difficult to watch your wife on a bed dressed in panties and bra, sexy beyond anything you recall her owning previously, with a man, your friend, dressed down to his shorts, and not feel like something is going on. “Your emotions are good too,” he said. “Remember, it’s not what you feel, it’s just the intensity of feeling that we’re after. It’s what an artist is always trying to achieve,” he said.
I swallowed and pressed on. My wife’s finger tips, and then her whole fingers, slipped under the waist of his shorts. “A viewer won’t know what your emotion is, they will only know that it’s intense, and they will feel their own emotional reaction more intensively,” he said. My wife burbled against his ear and whispered more nothings that made him, with eyes closed, grin, and my wife laugh with conspiracy in her tone. Her entire hand slipped inside his shorts and I kept taking pictures.
“This is what a singer is doing, an actor. Do you think they are actually feeling that when there’s a hundred film set crew all standing around staring? Or the singer, for like the 50th time in 50 days in 50 different huge arenas?” He had a point.
My wife squeals against his cheek, she pushes her hand further down under his shorts, and she licks his lips and laughs privately with him. I move around the bed to get different angles. Her hand is obviously massaging his cock — the lumps over the front of this shorts are unmistakable. We weren’t going to do any sexual contact, we said. Am I supposed to remain quiet? Or am I supposed to stop things? I don’t know anymore what my role is. They so completely ignore me, I begin to feel like I’m not there in the room either. But I am, I am behind the camera, and all I can do is keep reminding myself, what I feel is good, whatever I see, picture it, whatever I do, don’t break it. The mood is everything.
My wife pulls at his shorts and Matt lifts his knees to his chest and casually — like I am truly not there — pulls them down his legs and tosses them over the side of the bed. Though a man is now lying completely naked on my bed beside my wife, she isn’t in the least surprised, alarmed, or even uncomfortable. She only returns her hand to where it worked before, cupping his cock, now half-erect, and she slowly, lightly, strokes it with her long fingers, and wraps her palm around it to plunge her grip back down over the head and down his shaft. His cock responds by going fully erect under her grip and he shivers and inhales. My wife grins and bites her tongue playfully and squints at him. She whispers in his ear but the music stops at the right moment for me to hear what she says to him. “I know what baby wants.”
My wife won’t look at me. I want her to stop and think, I want her to see me and catch herself. I can’t stop her, but she should. I struggle to keep taking pictures, but this isn’t what we said would happen. This isn’t what we expected or wanted — or at least, I had to prepare myself, it wasn’t  what I expected or wanted. We were supposed to take erotic pictures, things that could sell to advertisers. I keep snapping away, finding safety and security behind the camera, but what I’m photographing isn’t anything that can sell to most online buyers. My wife kisses a trail down Matt’s chest, down his stomach, and twisting her body until she’s lying beside him on her side, she pulls at his hip until he rolls on his side to face her, upside down to her. She kisses the erect head of his cock when it emerges through the end of her gripping and releasing fist.
I nearly stagger and catch myself against the wall. She kisses his cock again and I swallow and palpitate. She smiles and gapes and opens her mouth. Unable to scream, unable to move, I have only one thing I am able to keep doing. I push the camera to my face and I press the shutter button. It whirs through a ream of pictures as my wife’s pink and glossy lipsticked lips press to the head of his full erection, part to separate around his head, and close tightly as they pass over his ridge, and travel smoothly, greedily, down his shaft all the way until her lips bump into the base of his cock. When she pulls back up, his cock, thick and quavering, emerges wet from my wife’s saliva, and she laughs to herself and throws her mouth back down over his cock with an enthusiasm I’d never seen in her before.
Matt taps her hip and as though she knows him and what he likes, as though they’ve done it before and need not communicate — or so my suspicious, emotionally-triggered mind wants me to think, right Matt? — she lifts her body in a jackknife pose on her toes and hands, still sucking on his cock, and he pulls her delicate lacy panties down her legs, and off her pointing toes. She remains locked on his cock all the time, moaning and whimpering in muffled tones, as she carefully steps her knees over his face, and crouches further and further down, until her bare pussy approaches his face buried in the pillows. Matt’s hands wrap around her hips from under her and clasp her ass with greedy, gripping fingers digging deep into her flesh, and she squirms and cries with his cock buried in her mouth.
I crouch too, to get the shots. I lean close with the camera pointed into the tight space that remains between their bodies, and I capture the moment his lips touch my wife’s pussy. I fall back on my ass because what I capture is so staggeringly beautiful. My wife’s pussy lips glisten with points of light from outside reflecting how incredibly wet she is. I stagger because I realize, I am watching my friend go 69 with my wife, and my wife moan and gyrate in sexual pleasure on his cock, and I’m not mad about it, I’m delighted with the pictures I am getting from it.
—————
We convene on a cabana far from other lounging couples toward the deep end of the pool. My wife drops the ties and closes the curtains around us. “A little privacy, at least,” she says. We decided up in the room we needed a break, some drinks, a snack, and a conversation. And mostly, we all agreed we needed to get out of the room. It was a confusing and upsetting scene up there.
After an awkward silence hangs between us, I break the gathering ice. “Okay, me first,” I put my hand up sitting cross legged at the end of the bed inside the enclosed cabana. Matt leans against the headboard and Bonny sits cross-legged half-way down the bed. “I wasn’t prepared for that to happen, so I don’t even know what to think,” I say.
My wive waves her hand and we both look at her. “Mistakes were made, obviously,” she starts. “But nobody was prepared for it, and so nobody knows what to think, so you’re not alone, honey,” she says nodding at me. “I’m as frankly confused and upset as you are.”
We both turn to Matt. He chuckles and widens his eyes. “Feels like I’m being asked to explain all this,” he said. We keep staring because, in fact, yes, we were asking him to explain it.
“It was pretty emotional up there. And I think we should totally expose those emotions. I think we should use this chance to describe exactly what we felt. We have to start with that.” Neither Bonny nor I say anything. We both instead look down at the bed and ponder. “And I will go first, since it was my suggestion.” He chuckles again and turns to Bonny. He reaches his hand out and she takes his invitation to hold his hand. “Bonny,” he starts. “That was fucking hot,” he says. He turns to me. “Can I say that? Do you mind me saying, your wife is fucking hot, and making out on the bed with her was incredible?”
I roll my eyes at him and shake my head. I am about to say that I didn’t think that was the kind of thing we should be saying at a time like this, but my wife interrupts me when I open my mouth.
“Well,” she says, turning her face to the curtain with a wide grin, “I have to agree, it was extremely arousing. I mean, it was a lot more than I was anticipating.” She looks back at Matt and then up at me. She clasps her hands around his leg where it stretches out in front of her. “I’m sorry, honey, but it was pretty arousing. I can’t lie.”
They both look at me and I look back and forth at them unsure what I’m expected to say. I notice my wife squeezing Matt’s leg and pushing her hand a little higher up. “It’s like you two aren’t finished,” I laugh. Rather than laugh with me, though, they look at each other.
“Come here,” he says to her.
“Matt, for fuck sakes,” I say with a disbelieving chuckle. But Bonny laughs with a surprised squeal and lies down beside him.
“Bonny!” I say glaring at her with my eyes popping out.
“Honey,” she says, looking up from where she is nuzzling her face into his neck and shoulder, “it was pretty exciting, I told you already.” She shrugs like she’s helpless, and she keeps her eyes challengingly on mine as she drags her hand up and cups his crotch.
“Go all the way,” Matt says to me as he wraps his arm around my wife’s back to invite her to lay her head on his chest. “Be the artist,” he says to me. “Feel it, and then shoot what you feel. These are your pictures, man,” he says as he stares at me as he slides his hand up inside my wife’s sleeveless t-shirt. She isn’t wearing a bra. “You’re the photographer,” he says, when my wife, also with her eyes on mine, slides her hand under the waist of his shorts. “Be the artist,” Matt says softer, more seductively, before he turns his gaze from mine and pulls my wife’s face up to his to kiss her more fully than ever.
“Come on, honey,” my wife says. She kneels beside Matt and stretches to pull her t-shirt off her body and over her head, leaving her hair to spill back down over her nude top messy and sexy.  She looks down at Matt and tugs at the button of his shorts. “Just go with it,” she says with a grin to my friend. “Just let it happen,” she snorts unable to keep from laughing. Matt undoes his shorts and pushes them down his legs with his underwear at the same time.
I look around but the curtains are tightly closed. We can hear distant conversation of other couples around the pool on their cabanas. I look down and my wife is stroking Matt’s cock again. He tugs at the waist of her shorts, and she rolls on her back, tucks her knees up, and with an excited snicker, she pulls them down her legs and off.
“Get ready for it,” she says to me as she throws her leg over his lap and presses her hands into his chest. She stares down at Matt but she says to me, “You don’t want to miss it this time,” she says, and she grins at Matt. “Does he, baby?” she says to him, and she lowers her body and covers his face, his neck, and his lips with her kisses.
I frown and look away trying to think. What does “this time” mean? What is she telling me? What does she mean “miss it”? I look back at her and find she’s kneeling up high and bending back with her naked body stretched out over and above Matt. He’s gripping her breasts and stroking her stomach.
“Camera, dude,” Matt groans and he and my wife titter at each other somehow knowingly. “Be the artist,” he says, and my wife loses it, she laughs out loud and covers her mouth with her hand and buries her face in his neck. Her whole body is jiggling with uncontrolled laughter.
“You’re so bad,” she whispers hoarsely into his ear loud enough that I can hear.
Bonny looks at me from where her face is buried in his neck and hidden by her hair that spreads all over his chest. I can see between her naked legs where she has lifted her hips over his, her hand reaching down between their bodies and her fingers sliding around his cock. It’s standing up perilously close to her. “Yeah, honey,” she says up to me behind their bodies. “You’re such a good artist,” she says. “Don’t want you to miss anything,” she exhales with a sigh through a collapsing grin. She moves the head of his cock over and back through the crease of her lips that are wet all over again.
Am I dreaming? Am I hearing things that aren’t being said? Am I imagining it?
My wife laboriously lifts her face over Matt’s face and kisses him deeply and sloppily. She pulls her hand free from between them and I glance. She has captured his cock with the lips of her pussy right in front of me. She strokes his hair and pushes her bare breasts into his chest.
“Oh fuck, baby,” my wife gasps in a loud whisper. She grimaces, she clenches her eyes, and she sinks her hips down. I see, through the viewfinder of the camera, Matt’s slick-coated cock become engulfed in the engorged and dripping lips of my wife’s pussy until it’s completely disappeared inside her.
She sighs and tugs his hair and lays her face on the pillow beside him. Her moans are too loud for outside but she seems oblivious. Matt too is oblivious, his eyes clenched, his hands roaming all over my wife’s writhing, pumping body.
He rolls them both over and my wife lifts her legs straight up to the thatched ceiling of the cabana nearly hitting my in the face with her out-stretched toes. I try to keep looking through the camera, but all l can see is Matt’s ass lifting and falling heavily between my wife’s jolting legs.
I push myself to the end of the bed. My wife extricates herself from his pummelling and rolls onto her elbows and knees and wavers her ass up in the air in front of him. “Baby,” she groans needfully with a crying voice. When he kneels behind her and pistol whips her ass with his cock, she laughes, she sighs, and she snatches at him between her legs, trying hard to pull him back into her pussy.
When he does, she groans loudly and rests her chin on the backs of her hands facing me. I turn to her with the camera and zoom in on her face. She looks up at me through dazed and delirious eyes as her entire body is jolted violently by Matt ramming her from behind. I find my wife’s eyes in the viewfinder and she stares through the lens of the camera. I snap away, because what else can I do? The look of her orgasm spreads over her face and her smile dissolves into an otherworldly gasp. Her mouth drops open widely and she half turns as though surprised and her eyes lightly close. Her gasp is one of a little death.
—————
“That one,” says Matt, as we gather around his laptop back home at our kitchen table. “That one has vaulted into the top-seller category, my first.” It’s the picture of my wife in mid-orgasm with her face two feet from the camera lens. His whole portfolio crossed over and now he’s suddenly making an actual living from it. The session made him a bona fide professional photographer.
My wife twists her fingers around his fingers and kisses his cheek. She looks up from where she presses her face against his face full of kittenish eagerness. “Are you ready?” she says to me.
I look at the camera lens looking back at me. “Does it matter if I am or not?”
She laughs full of guilt and ducks so low her face drops into his lap. She lifts it again and wraps her arms around his neck. “No,” she says dreamily. “It never did,” she adds in a soft, quiet voice, before covering Matt’s mouth with kisses. “Right baby?” she says through a grin so softly, it was only for him.
Kissing her back just as eagerly, he lifts his hand surreptitiously and points behind himself at the camera in my hands. Without saying it, he tells me to start shooting.
We have a new deal: I get a cut of the proceeds of shots and videos of him and my wife, since I’m now the artist. But he gets paid too, as the working model. Or at least, that’s how I understood everything. My wife squeals when he picks her up and carries her to our bedroom. “Just going to warm up the models and find shit to wear,” he says, shutting the bedroom door closed behind himself with his foot. I go to the living room and check the lights and cameras and reflecting screens again, overhearing my wife’s squeals and laughter from behind out closed bedroom door. 




Addicted To It

I took one look at her when she came through our condo front door, and I knew right away. She did it again. I didn’t even let her make me wade through her usual waves of denials and obfuscations this time.
“Again?” I sank my head forward on my neck and jammed my fists into my waist. My wider waist, albeit — I was not the highly-tuned professional athlete she married five years ago, not since my forced retirement from concussions, anyways. But nor was she the bashful and soft-spoken Iowa State Homecoming Queen I married at the zenith of my professional career. I applauded her skill at rapidly turning her association with me into, ultimately, a position as marketing director at one of the biggest sports clothing companies in the country.
Candace flopped to the floor like she’d lost all strength and leaned against the bank of windows in the French doors that lead to my office off our vast living room. Candace and I — we were the most visible power couple for several states around, me for the charity and addiction awareness work I now devoted myself to, and she for the splashy and industry-shaking marketing she directed at what was quickly becoming our state’s biggest employer. When she was pushed forward as the model for the alumni’s idea of the perfect native Iowan corn-blonde girl, she learned the role and executed it to perfection. Now, she was being put out there as the mid-west’s model for the powerful, independent, glass-ceiling-smashing modern executive woman of the new quarter century, and she was proving herself skillfully adept at learning that role equally well. Everybody thought I was the luckiest bastard alive. But they didn’t know about her debilitating illness.
Like a lot of icons, me included, she had a fatal flow. “I guess I really am addicted,” she said from the floor still her in her black business pointy pumps and short, black power-woman pencil-skirt dress. She hiccuped with a chuckle and failed to cover her grin with her hand. “Addicted to risk, if not to sex exactly,” she clarified, swinging her sallow face over to me where I sat on the middle of the sectional with my arms widely out to my sides like a man trying to balance himself on a tipping, sinking boat. She squinted and closed one eye and looked down her gun finger at me as though trying to steady her aim at the centre of my eyes. “Little different,” she hissed.
I had my flaws too, or at least, it could look like that from the outside, if anyone knew what she was doing to me without any apparent protest coming from me. Only, I really did believe it was a mental health issue that made her do it time and time again. As an advocate on addiction, I knew a little bit about which I spoke. I’m the one who identified it for her as an addiction in the first place, an addiction that worked as incessantly as any dripping vial of acid does on the most metallic of character cores.
In any event, I could hardly divorce her over it. Our divorce would be the biggest story of the year, and all she would have to do is use that word — “addiction”— and I’d be sunk, financially and professionally.  How could the most outspoken advocate for mental health and addiction cruelly divorce his own wife over her mental health and addiction struggles? I had a lucrative if short athletic career and I knew a lot about the fickleness of fans. And of course, there’d be nothing she could do that would match what I used to do, and that any number of people could talk about, having witnessed me do it.
My wife’s proclivities were already the state’s worst-kept secret, to which I had a career of currying favour with the media to thank for keeping it on the down-low so far.  She wasn’t exactly the most secretive of cheating wives. But if a divorce filing came out of it? The unofficial embargo on the news of her constant philandering, and mine, in the past, would end even with my closest friends in media, as they already assured me. And the stories about my cruelty to her would not be far behind. My wife could play any role you gave her. Playing victim would be no sweat.
“Where this time?” I said to Candace. I needed to know if there were a few phone calls I had to make, a few media careers to enhance with my presence and my interviews.
“You mean the bar?” She looked at me with dark-lined glassy eyes that still, despite it all, revved me.
“Which bar, Candace?”
“Do you mean O’Callaghan’s?” She bit her fingertip and gazed either through me or in front of me, it was hard to tell with her eyes focusing and un-focusing like some automatic camera lens.
“Okay, O’Callaghan’s,  I think I actually know that place, I think I know the owner, if that’s the one down on West 10th.”
“I didn’t fuck anybody there, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she rolled her eyes at me and hung an exaggerated frown. But she grinned like a girl with a secret and hiccuped a couple more chuckles again.
“I wasn’t thinking that,” I assured her. O’Callaghans was no night club or sports bar. It was an elegant business-class Irish-style pub with probably the highest money-deals per square foot of any real estate in that part of the country. Which did make me wonder — “What did you do there then?”
She laughed and flung herself over at 90 degrees and folded her legs and reached her arms straight out in front of her over the floor like she was attempting some twisted yoga move. She inhaled her laughs like someone reminiscing about things they got away with.
“What did you do, Candace?” I repeated myself. I smiled too — it helped her remain open to me, to keep telling me the details that I needed to carry out my inevitable clean up. I had to tip-toe around her lest she shut down in a fury of judged feelings.
“You don’t condemn the mentally deranged!” she shouted at me the last time I made that mistake. “A bad, bad look for Big Cal, so-called friend of the sick!”
“I didn’t do anything!” she pulled herself up and shrugged and bugged her eyes out like it was me who was mystifying her and not the other way around.  “It’s what he did to me . . . “ she grinned and looked away at the glass in the door.
“Who, baby?”
“Search me,” she replied as though my questioning had become so tiresome. “Some guy. I didn’t get a chance to get his name. He was too busy.” She erupted in skirmishes of laughter again. “Under the table,” she snorted with her shoulders pulling up around her ears.
“He was under the table?”
“In the corner, not in the middle of the place. Do you think I have no class at all?”
“Okay,” I tried to calm her. “Under the table in the corner. At O’Callaghan’s.”
“At O’Callaghan’s, right!” she squinted one eye and pointed her finger gun at me again, scoping me down the length of her finger.
“What was he doing under the table?”
She stared at me with a suddenly blank expression and her head swam unsteadily atop her rubbery neck. She smacked her lips and examined her nails and raised her eyebrows at me. “Why, he was eating me out, dear,” she finally announced flatly.
I let it sink in a moment. I cleared my throat and ran my tongue against my cheek, between my bottom teeth and my lip, and out to my other cheek. I smiled at her and, a few stalled moments later, she smiled back at me.
“He was up inside your dress?” I asked her.
“Oh yeah, right up in there good.” She gripped the bottom hem of her skirt and yanked it up around her hips, rocking on her butt to pull it up to her back behind her. She twisted sitting on the floor to face me and pulled up her knees and fell back on her elbows. She scrunched a hand into the delicate art nouveau fabric of her olive-green satin panties — nothing but the height of fashion for her, both over and under — and she repeated herself, “Right up in here, baby.”
I considered her again and took my time forming my next question. She groaned and grimaced and rubbed herself with her legs falling open wider. She revelled in her ability to provoke me, but she wasn’t going to win this time. “And your panties, is he over or under those?”
“Oh, those?” she laughed. “I haven’t seen those since then, and you know,” she made the point emphatically with a pointed finger, “I really miss them too! They were sexy!” she grinned crookedly.
“You lost your panties there?”
“There, in the elevator, in the alley, who knows,” she shrugged with an exaggerated drooping mouth. “But that’s where they came off I guess.”
I made a note of it. It would be the kind of thing an enterprising staff member would pocket and sell to any number of national news outlets, legit or otherwise.
“So how did you meet him? You obviously didn't know him, did you?”
She pushed herself up long enough to shrug with her arms widely out to her sides, before falling back down on her elbows. She pushed her curled-up fist back under her panties. “Some guy at the bar, we just started talking. Oh!” she sat up again. “I remember! I had done the presentation to the army brass earlier that afternoon, and you know, I think,” she tapped her finger to her lips and tilted her head to the side, “I wonder if he was one of those guys in that room. He might have been one of those guys,” she said with a nod.
“A guy from the army?”
“Green?” she shrugged and laughed and lowered herself back onto her elbows before lying fully on her back. Between her pulled up legs, the front of her panties moved in lumps as her hand slipped back under the waistband. “Green. So probably Army. But he wasn’t in his fatigues anymore at the bar.”
“How did you end up in the corner? And which corner?”
“How do I know which corner, it was dark. Jesus,” she moaned. She rubbed herself in full view of me sitting in front of her on the couch, staring at the ceiling like she was watching a movie of herself. “I said something about what a girl really wants, and he said ‘What’s that?’ and so I told him. ‘A blow job.’ And he says, ‘You want to give me a blowjob?’ and I said, ‘No, silly, I want you to give me one.’ And he said ‘Where?’ and I said, ’Right over there, under that table by that gorgeous painting,’ and it really was a gorgeous painting. A peasant couple dragging their hoes over the dirt.”
The Paul Henry. I knew it. The Potato Diggers. So I now knew the table where it happened. “So how did it happen?”
“I sat down, he sat down,” she gestured with her hand turned up like it was an ordinary business trip. “I said to him, ‘Get to work, boy,’ and he slid down under the table and I pulled my dress up around my hips, I opened my legs, and he proceeded to blow me.” She shrugged like it ought to have been obvious to me.
“People around?”
“People around.”
“No one noticed?”
“I wouldn’t know. I wasn’t exactly noticing if people were noticing me or not.” She pushed her chin down to her chest with her straight finger. “If you know what I mean,” she said with exaggerated coyness and a big grin.
She rolled over and ended up on her hands and knees. She crawled toward me where I sat on the couch and pulled herself up to a kneeling position between my legs. She rested her elbows on my knees and lifted her face up to mine and looked at me through strands of hair that had fallen messily over her face.
“He turned out to be very expert, darling,” she said before curling her lips tight together with a slight grin like she had inadvertently revealed a secret.
I didn’t want to ask but I had to. I had to know what staff there might have seen. “How expert?”
“He, you know,” and she rolled her eyes back and and fluttered her eyelids.
I swallowed and breathed in long and slow and exhaled, counting to five. “He made you cum?”
She reached into my crotch and scrunched her hand around my cock and balls and lowered her chin to the cushion between my knees. “He did.” She snorted out her nose and began to pull and tug at the shoulders of her dress before she sat back on her calves and pushed the buttons out one by one going down her chest.
“So you’re sitting at the table and you’re having an orgasm.”
She dropped one shapely and shiny shoulder back and down to pull the dress off one side and then the other, so that the top fell down around her slim and toned body and she contorted herself as she rose back up to kneel forward and to start tugging at the tail of my belt. “It was a big one too,” she groaned with a grin. “And fast!” she widened her eyes and looked at me with wonderment on her face. She fed the tail of my belt through the buckle and pulled hard to free the pin. She fed the button of my pants through its  buttonhole and she tugged the panels of my pants open and pressed then down hard onto my hips to make them stay open.
“And after?” I said trying to ignore how she was attempting to distract me.
“After?” she frowned with vague bewilderment. She fished my cock out from the slit of my boxers and stood it up in front of her face. “My dinner came of course.” She raised herself on her knees and held her face over my cock, pulling her hair out of the way. “Steak coq au vin, I think.” She played her tongue out and pushed her lips around the head of my cock and sank down over me, rubbing and massaging the underside of my cock with her tongue. She came up off of me and looked up to my face with her hand wrapped tightly around my cock where she slowly, rhythmically, pumped me. “But that wasn’t who I fucked at all,” she said, before plunging her face back down over my cock so far, I could feel the back of her throat with the head.
She bobbed up and down even while she pulled her arms from the sleeves of her slinky black dress and rocked on her knees to pull it down the rest of her body and off her legs. She maintained a perfect and steady rhythm sucking me off now dressed only in her aqua lace full cup bra, her low-rise hipster panties, aqua lace too, her pointy shoes, a pearl necklace, real of course, and a pierced belly button — her one little fashion nod to rebellion.
She pulled off me and caught her breath and pushed my cock against her cheek and jaw and licked at it, kissed it, and pushed her head all over it as though she couldn’t get enough of it, as though she worshipped it. “Don’t you want to know who fucked me, baby?”
I gripped the forward edge of the couch cushions and watched the top of her blonde head as she dove back down on me shoving me through and down a portion of her throat.
I tried to ignore her provocations but my mind swirled. “Was it the same night?”
She lifted her face off my cock and laughed languidly. She knew me I think better than I knew myself. “It was,” she said in a guttural and low tone. She knew I would have to ask. She licked at my cock as she locked her eyes on mine. “I am such a dirty nasty girl, aren’t I.”
I was beginning to think that maybe she was. “Where did you do it?” I always had to start with the location — who might have seen it, where I might need to go, who might I need to call.
She stood up in front of me and kicked off her shoes, sending them flying she knew not where or cared. With her feet and knees pressed tightly together, she pressed her hands into her hips and rotated them over her swaying thighs, circling her hips and knees and jutting her pelvis toward me. When I raised my eyes from her ankles to her hips to her stomach and on up to her chest, her neck, her mouth, and finally her eyes, she snorted lightly and smiled with her eyes fluttering closed. She reached up behind her head, pulled her hair over her face, and pushed her hands over the top of her head. She danced for me between my knees, turning around and pushing her pretty ass out toward my face.
“In the alley this time,” she said breathily.
“In the alley. What alley?” I said unable to take my eyes off her mesmerizing ass.
“The one near the hotel of course,” she said. She pushed back harder until her panties touched my chest. I continued to hold the edge of the couch tightly. She danced and brushed her ass against my chest and stomach.
“Going which way?”
“To the nightclub, silly,” she said. She lowered herself until she was sitting on my lap with her long, toned back to my chest.
“Which club was that?”
She began to lap dance on me. “The one around the corner,” she groaned like my questions were a burden. She pressed her hands into my knees and hovered her panties over my cock that stood up and glistened from her saliva.
“Was it not a bit risky, outside like that?”
She twisted around and sneered at me. “It’s like you don’t understand the first thing about me,” she said, and she leaned back to press her back into my chest. She slid her hips back and forth and rubbed the fabric of the crotch of her panties up and down the top of my cock. “It’s all about the risk, I thought you knew that,” she exhaled.
“Was it dark at least?” I lost stability in my neck and became mesmerized by her scent and hair and shoulders rubbing all over me.
“Of course it was dark,” she groaned. “What do you think I am?” She leaned forward and pulled her hair up off her back and over the top of her head. It was her way of asking me to unclasp her pretty aqua lace bra. She wavered on my lap, swaying to the music and rubbing herself against my erection.
I unhooked it and she shook her body til the shoulder straps fell limply down her arms and she caught her bra as it fell from the front of her body and flung it lightly with her elongated fingers to the side of the couch. She pressed her palms into her breasts and she squeezed herself and tugged her nipples with a groan. “His cock was bigger than yours, but don’t worry,” she suddenly spun around. “That doesn’t threaten you does it?” She wore an exaggerated expression of concern and stopped froze on me.
“No, it doesn’t,” I assured her. She was being ridiculous.
“It went deeper than your cock goes,” she said, still twisted around, still studying my face with her own serious expression. “Even when you do me from behind.”
“Is that so,” I stroked her shapely back and she began to start moving again on me.
“It almost hurt,” she chuckled, falling back so her head rested on my chest. She looked up through her hair to the underside of my chin. “Maybe it bothers you as a man too much to hear how your pretty wife fucks other men who are bigger that you.” She continued to tug and massage her breasts lying on top of me.
“Who was it?”
“A man.” She wavered and squirmed on me. When I wrapped my hands around her and took her breasts in my hands, she reached up and over her head and held the back of my neck, stretching her body out on top of me.
“I figured that. Where did you meet him?”
“He was walking toward me.” She danced nearly horizontally on top of me. Her body writhed under my eyes and her lips parted and her eyes closed.
“Just a guy walking toward you on the sidewalk?”
“Uh-huh,” she rocked her ass hard into my crotch. “He looked at me in that way. You wouldn’t understand — you’re not a woman.” She reached under her body and pushed my cock out from under her so it rose up between her legs.
“What way was that?”
She pressed her fingers up and down along the underside of my cock pressing it against the crotch of her panties. “Like he was thinking about how it would be to fuck me.”
“Is that all it takes now?” I tried to control my breathing but she could feel my lungs fill and empty more rapidly under her head.
“No,” she guffawed. “But he looked nice. He looked married. Not a stray. He was looked after.” Her body opened up and writhed on mine. She snaked her ankles around my calves and contorted herself and squirmed on me. She used my cock to rub herself.
“So he’s walking past you?”
“We looked at each other. It’s like there’s a code, there’s a look, and you just know, they’re one of them.”
“One of who?”
She twisted around and looked up into my eyes from below like she was shocked she had to explain something so elemental to me. “People who love to fuck, honey. People who have to fuck.” She pressed her shoulders and heels down and lifted her hips enough to work her panties down her legs, and she wriggled her feet until they fell off and landed on the floor. “The addicted ones, like me,” she grinned and snorted to herself.
“So then, what?”
“I gestured with my head up the alley.” She giggled and tickled her stomach and her sides with her lightly stroking fingertips. “He grinned like the Cheshire Cat.”
“Right there, in plain view?”
“No, dummy,” she said, rolling over on my body and resting her chin on her sideways fists planted on my chest. She pushed her face down to kiss my neck. “Behind the dumpster.”
“There was a dumpster?”
“It was dirty.” She licked my jaw and kissed under my ear. She pulled her body up my body so that my cock sprang up behind her ass between her legs.
“In it or against it? On it?”
She laughed and shook her head. “What do you take me for, baby?” She pushed up further and kissed my lips and moaned. “Against of course. I’m a classy fucking whore, I’m not a trashy kind of slut. I was wearing my new clubbing outfit, too. I didn’t want it to get dirty.”
“Of course.”
She reached over her back and down below her butt and she scratched her fingernails lightly along the underside of my cock. “He made me face away from him and bend over.”
“He made you?”
“He was forceful.” She pushed my cock between the cheeks of her ass and ground her hips down. “He used his feet to make me spread ‘em, Dano,” she tittered. “I had on my very tight sequinned miniskirt so I had to tell him to just wait a sec and I pulled it up to my waist.
“Were you wearing panties?”
She pulled herself up and settled her face directly above mine. My cock, stiff and big, was standing up against her pussy that she slid up and down over. Her knees fell into the cushion of the couch on either side of my hips. “I already told you,“ she kissed me. “I lost them at the pub — at O’Callaghan’s. “
“You didn’t go up and get another pair?”
She wrapped my head up in her arms and pushed her breasts into my face. “I wanted to go dancing in my shortest skirt with no panties.” She gasped as she slid her pussy up my cock and played with the head of it poking at her lips. “Just to see what would happen.”
“What happened?” I swallowed hard and wrapped my hands around her ass.
“I didn’t even get there!” She uncurled her hips and the head of my cock poked inside her like some kind of release button was pressed. She sighed and opened her mouth in a wide smile of bliss.
“The alley.”
“The alley,” she nodded dreamily. She slid her pussy down my shaft and curled her hips in to sink herself fully onto me. “I braced myself grabbing the top edge of the dumpster with cars and people going by twenty feet away and he just . . . ” she bit her lip and shook her body.
I gripped her ass and squeezed. I pushed her up and down on my cock like I was masturbating myself with her body. “He just what?”
She grunted and arched her back and shoved her breasts against my mouth and face. “Fuck, baby,” she cried to the ceiling. “. . . he just fucking rammed me like I was a dog, like I was an animal!” She began to slide faster up and down against me. “He fucked me cruelly, baby. He fucked me too hard!” She made the sounds of someone crying, but she was grinning too. She started to snort repeatedly out her nostrils like a bull getting ready, and she grabbed the back of the couch over my head and started to frantically buck her body harder against mine. “He was rough,” she said with her eyes closed. “He was big,” she whimpered. “He pulled my hair and he slapped my butt and when I tried to get away,” she twisted my skin in her fingers and she ground her pussy so hard down against my hips she hurt me, “he grabbed me by the hips and lifted me right off the ground. Oh fuck!” She cried.
“Did he,” I said barely able to breathe. Her hips moved on me more in a vibration than a fucking motion, and her whole body pumped maniacally on mine.
“Fuck baby, he just held me up like I was some sort of fuck toy for him,” she bit my ear and cried out. “I was like a rag doll in his arms.” She fucked me wildly. “All my limbs just swung freely, I was like nothing but a wet pussy to him. I swear to god I could feel his cock shoving my guts around.”
She began to fuck me harder and she made grunts and groans. “He came inside of me, too, the pig.”
“With nothing on?”
“Don’t be silly,” she barely winced out. “I stuck a condom on him.” She cried out to the ceiling and ceased all movement. I could feel my cock become squeezed inside her and her muscles seemed to grip and release me. She had the most extraordinary pussy. You could feel it like a hand pulling on you, milking you to make you cum inside her. That was her having an orgasm.
She pushed off of me and stood up to extend her hand to me. She turned as though she wanted to lead me to the bedroom.
“Was that the end of it then?”
She rolled her eyes and gasped like I was such a bore. “I went to the club, didn’t I tell you? And the guy!” She squealed and covered her face with her hands. “He was in there too! Isn’t that hilarious!”
“I thought you said you went back to your hotel room after the alley.”
She turned around stood there naked staring at me. “Do you want to shoot your cum over my tits this time? I’m going for a shower anyway. You can.”
“Was there something that happened at the club?”
“Or my face? Do you want to shoot your hot cum all over my pretty face?” She stroked her face with her fingers enticing me.
“Is that a yes or a no?”
She hung her arms loosely at her sides and searched the ceiling through the corners of her eyes and twisted her lips together like a kid thinking. “Umm,” she said emphatically. “The club?”
“The club.”
She looked sideways. “The club is kind of a blur, yeah,” she nodded.
“You remember nothing?”
“They guy, I remembered him.”
“And nothing else?”
“He had some friends. We were sitting at his table.”
“There were other couples?”
“Just male friends I think,” she said quietly like that part was secret.
“You’re at a table with a few guys?”
“Did I say four guys?”
“It was four guys?”
“Sometimes.”
“What do you mean, sometimes?”
She shrugged. “It was a blur. People coming and going.”
“What exactly were you doing there?”
“He made me!”
“He made you what?”
She pursed her lips, looked down, and grinned sheepishly.
“He made you what?”
“He made me blow them.”
“Jesus Christ. All of them?”
She just nodded.
“How?”
“Under the table.”
“How many guys?”
She searched the ceiling with her wondering eyes a long time before looking at me and shrugging. “I lost count. He kept bringing his friends over.”
“Did you swallow them?”
“Uh-huh!” she affirmed as thought it were a point of pride. “All up! Just like you taught me how!” she smiled. I had done that.
It was worse than I thought. “Did you fuck any of them?”
“I might have fucked a man on the elevator.”
“There was an elevator at the club?” I thought I knew which club she meant, but I didn’t recall an elevator.
She pulled her shoulders back and twisted her fingers together behind her back. She swung her leg back and forth on the ball of her toes. “Not at the club.”
“The elevator at your hotel?”
“Not the hotel, no.” She looked down and pulled her hair over her face. I saw a tiny grin emerge across her face.
“Which elevator, Candace?”
She kept looking down but she nudged her head to the side.
“I don’t understand, which elevator?”
She raised her face to me just enough to see her eyes through her strands of blonde. She more emphatically gestured with her head toward our front door.
I squinted at her. She came back toward me and dropped back to her knees. “Come on, do you want it on my face, baby?” she said, and she stroked my cock in front of her eyes and opened her mouth invitingly.
“Not our elevator,” I retracted my chin to my chest as though encountering a sour stench.
She wrapped her lips around my cock and moaned noisily on me, sucking hard and slithering her tongue around the underside with enthusiasm.
“Our elevator?”
She just moaned harder and gripped my cock in both her hands. She lifted her lips from my cock and held her mouth open ready to catch my cum.
“Just before you came in the door?” I said louder.
She stroked me harder and faster and brought her open pink lips over the top of the head of my cock. “Cum baby,” she said. “Cum all over your pretty little wife.”
“Candace, did you fuck someone in our own elevator? Just before you came in the door?”
“I want you all over my face baby! Cum for me!”
“Candace, who did you fuck?”
She laid her tongue out and gripped me harder. She arched up and pressed my cock between her breasts and bounded up and down, fucking me with her tits.
“You fucked someone in our building?”
“Cum on your pretty wife’s tits, baby, cum for me.”
“Who was it?” I tried to hold off until she at least told me. But she sank her mouth down over the head of my cock again and I spurted in her warm, wet mouth and she moaned and cried and milked me of every drop, swallowing it all.
She pulled off and licked up what remained. She stood over me, put her hands on my knees, and leaned down to kiss my mouth. “Rick,” she said.
“Oh my fuck,” I gasped.
She tittered and walked away toward our bedroom. I heard the shower go on moments later. Rick was my business partner and at one time, was even my teammate. He was our neighbour a few floors up. He still played. His wife was one of the people I made a mistake with back in the day. Well, not so far back, in my last pro year, when I was at home a lot rehabilitating, or trying to, anyway.
She came down and fucked me a lot of times. I had that guilt hang over me and it tempered my reaction to most of Candace’s stories. But fucking Rick? In our own building, in our own elevator? I wasn’t sure I could let that pass. Did it mean Rick knew I fucked his wife silly?
I went to our bedroom suite and found Candace in front of her mirror at her dresser. She had on long silver earrings and black underwear. She was drawing a subtle matte pink lipstick around her lips.
“You’re going out?” I was surprised. “I think we have to really talk about this.”
“Not going out,” she shook her head. She got up and went into her closet. She came out wearing a tight short skirt. She struggled to pull up the tiny side zipper at her hip.
“You look like you’re dressing up. We have to talk more about this one.”
“Don’t you think I look good?” she smiled. She pulled on a short sleeve red blouse top over her tight black skirt.
“What’s the occasion? Where are you going? I thought maybe we could just sort of strategize about this. It seems different. I think it’s a problem.”
She did up the buttons and checked herself in the mirror. “It is different!” she said with a smile. She sat on the bench at the end of our bed and bent far over to do up the straps on her spike heel peep-toe platforms. She looked incredible. She stood up and threw her arms around my neck. “This is one I just have to fuck again!”
She went out the bedroom and flicked the light out even though I was still in there. “You can’t be serious.”
“You don’t get to watch, if that’s what you’re getting all excited about.”
“Candace, you can’t do this.”
“And yet,” she shrugged and picked up her small purse.
“You’re going up to fuck Rick? Right now?”
She leaned over, pressed her hand softly into my chest, and kissed the tip of my nose. “His wife is out for the night.” She kissed me hard on the mouth. In a tiny, sad voice, she said, “You know me, baby, I’m addicted, aren’t I!”
She stopped at our front door and looked over her shoulder at me. “No need to wait up,” she said. “I’ll see you in the morning?” She threw her head back and laughed. I could still hear her laughing as the door glided closed behind her.
I knew I had to do something. But what exactly could I do? She would take half of everything and then sink me after that. I went online and looked up more websites about sex addiction.
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Serial Adulterer
Time to Confess
Her Anniversary, Not Mine
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