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8-Ball in the Corner for My Wife

From the top of the stairs looking down into the den, I could see my wife Danielle, half dressed, coiling and recoiling like a cat on the big sectional couch, spent. Her white oversized men’s business shirt was wide open, her long black skirt was over the back of the couch, and she had put back on her black thong panties and bra. She couldn’t stop smiling.
My younger brother Dean was at the other end of the room getting her and himself fresh drinks at the bar and finding the dimmer switch. When he came back, he sat on the edge of the couch directly below me, set her drink on the side table, and caressed the side of her face.
“That was fucking awesome,” he smirked at her.
“Not too shabby,” she grinned back, stroking his back.
I ducked back against the wall before slowly easing my eye over the edge again. He ran his hand over her back and she craned up to him to meet him for a final kiss. They were lazy and languid, smiling without talking, caressing without urgency.
“Time to maybe go back up and make an appearance,” he said to her between tiny multiple kisses.
“Aw, do we have to?” she replied breathily.
“Maybe we can sneak off later again — after everyone’s asleep.”
She rubbed his biceps and pressed her bare feet into his chest. “Promise?” She smiled up at him and reached over her head to find her drink. That’s when she saw me. Our eyes locked and everything passed between us in those three frozen seconds.
Earlier in the evening, Dean and I got into it like we used to growing up, trash talking each other through every sport and game we knew. We were hanging out in the massive living room of our parents’ house — everybody was there for the bit annual Christmas party. There’d been a big feast and cake and drinks.
“Put up or shut up, young one,” I teased Dean. He was two years younger than me at 32 — the same age as my wife.
“8 ball, call your shots, now,” he said with a glint in his eye. We had always been ultra-competitive with each other. I glared at him two beats before pushing up and racing through the house to the steps to the den below. He was hot on my heels, and hot on his heels was Danielle squealing with excitement.
“I’m coming too, got to see the big showdown!”
Nobody else was interested of course. It was relaxing down there, separated from most of the rest of the house, quiet, away from the forced and stiff conversations. We put some music on and chalked our cues. Danielle looked hot enough in her black skirt and white business shirt top, but she had at some point undone a couple of buttons and caught the eye even more. She propped herself on a stool at the bar and drank beer and clapped and cheered for both of us.
“What do we win?” I said. It always had to be something. Money mattered more back in the day, but lately, we needed higher stakes to keep interesting.
We both searched our minds with our eyes locked on each other. Finally he said, “I know something,” but then he grinned and he shook his head. “But I don’t think so.” He laughed to himself. It was an old joke — you’d get the other person to beg you to tell what it was, and it would turn out to be something gross or ridiculous.
“Say it!” Danielle cried through a smile swinging her legs out from the barstool she was so stoked.
“Not going to say it,” he repeated, but his grin gave away something about where his mind was at.
“Come on,” she kept on him with coy smile. “Nobody here but us.”
“I can’t think of anything,” I said, “so unless you’re going to swallow your tongue all night, you might as well just throw it out there what you were thinking.”
“Bro,” he said, looking up at me through his hair fallen over his eyes. “Not going to.”
It was odd — it must have been a real idea that he genuinely didn’t want to speak.
Danielle whined and pouted. “You’re no fun.”
“Now look, you made my wife sad. And if you make my wife sad, you make me mad.”
He laughed and Danielle clapped her hands and drank back more of her beer.
Dean bent low over the pool table and touched the cleft of his chin to his cue that he slid back and forth from his pendulous elbow. “I am not going to say it,” he stated sharply and in a staccato voice before he jerked his arm and sent the cue ball smashing into the triangle of numbers sending them flying in every direction. Nothing dropped in a hole, though.
I spied around the table for the best one to start with. “I’ve always loved that BMW of yours,” I said, clipping the cue ball and sending the 5 into the side pocket.
“You didn’t call the shot,” he said. “And that’s a pretty high stake your asking for.” He studied the table. He owned a vintage black 1970 2002. It was a very cool car and he prized it. “I’d never be willing to put it on the table,” he said, before lining up the 3 for the corner. “Corner. I challenge you to name something you own that you can put up that you like as much.”
“Me!” Danielle suddenly interjected before snorting and wriggling her shoulders. He snagged the cue and sent the ball rattling off both corners and popping back out. He looked over his stretched arm at Danielle on the stool and she shrugged and smiled. “Sorry, did I do that?”
“That could certainly work for me,” he said, keeping her joke going, swinging his head back to face me with a challenge on his face. Of course he was joking, but there was a glint in his eye too. I’d always known he had a thing for my wife since even back in high school. They were in the same class.
“That’s what you’d put your car on the table for?” I wasn’t one to step back in the face of a joke.
He straightened up and put his cue on the floor and held the top with his fists on which he rested his chin. It suddenly felt like we weren’t even half joking anymore. Danielle slid off the stool and came slinking around behind me, dragging her soft hand around my waist and pressing her chest into my shoulder. “Are you really going to bet me, husband of mine?” She locked eyes with Dean. I’d known also that Danielle had a thing for Dean. She had recently told me as much in a moment of embarrassing truth-telling between her and I.
“I almost went with him that same party I went with you,” she confessed through her hands cupped over her mouth. Her and I first started dating after a huge house party after which she left with me, came over to our house a block away, and spent most of the night in my bed. The only reason she didn’t go with Dean? “I didn’t think I ever had a chance with him.”
“But you figured you did with me? I was the consolation prize?”
She laughed. But I got it. Dean was the heartthrob for all the girls at school. We were both athletic, but he was also permanently grinning just slightly enough to play the bad boy who you knew was thinking nasty thoughts. I was always the straighter arrow, the safer bet, the serious student.
I had always wondered if she still had it for him. And from the way Dean was watching her all evening, I knew he still did for her. How badly? Was he willing to stake his beloved antique wheels? — a bet he would never make, normally.
“My car,” he chewed the inside of his cheek. “For your wife.” He stated it flatly. We all waited a few beats but he didn’t erupt into laughter and he didn’t claim to just be joking. He stayed his eyes on mine.
What had been a joke quickly became deadly serious. We both held each other’s gaze with earnest intent. We both knew the drill — for us, when you make a serious bet, it’s your word that you’ll live up to it. There was no point in being competitive if you weren’t willing to deliver if you lost, and it wasn’t worthwhile playing the games if you weren’t willing to stake a meaningful wager. We both stared each at other and we both knew: the stake was equivalent. He no more would enjoy me taking that car of his than I would enjoy seeing him take Danielle’s hand in his. That it was an absurd thing to bet didn’t matter anymore. It wouldn’t be the first time that inveterate gamblers lost all sense of reason.
Danielle squeezed my arm and said close to my ear, “Come on boys, lets be real,” but she didn’t say it convincingly, nor did she take her eyes from Dean’s either. She was not, I could tell, altogether opposed to being a stake in our game. Dean and I continued to linger on each other. We both knew she wouldn’t necessarily stand in the way.
I turned to Danielle. “You understand what’s being discussed here right?”
She laughed and rolled her eyes but both Dean and I only forced our chuckles. She pushed against me and stepped over behind Dean. She dragged her fingers around his waist the same way she had dragged them around mine, and she clasped both her hands around his biceps — he’d always been much bigger than me. She leaned against his side and I could tell she was pressing her chest into his shoulder from behind. I knew he could feel it by the expression on his face — the blankness that filled his eyes.
“Do you understand is the question.” She moved around against him until she was pressing her back against his cue and the front of his body. Things were getting heated up and taking unpredictable turns. “Could you stand it?” she said as she twisted around and, keeping her eyes on mine, she wrapped her arms up around his neck. She pulled him down and turned to him and gave him a little kiss on the lips before laughing and pushing him away and withdrawing back to the pool table she leaned on. She stared right at me when she said, to Dean, “Why don’t you give me the keys to your car,” in a slinky, soft voice, “and that way, whoever wins, gets both.”
Dean handed her his keys immediately and she pulled her shirt out and dropped them into her bra and laughed.
“I don’t know,” Dean squinted his eyes. “Maybe this is going someplace we shouldn’t be going.”
But Danielle and I kept our eyes locked on each others. “I don’t know, maybe Dani doesn’t mind how this goes, either way,” I said. It was a tense moment filled with years of challenges and fails and victories. I always had a suspicion he resented me scooping her, as though he thought she was his.
“I don’t mind,” Danielle finally said, shrugging. “I think it would be a lot of fun,” she teased, “riding around in Dean’s car,” she laughed. “Right honey?” She wavered her head at me and flashed her eyes. “All you got to do is win,” she said coyly.
“And if I lose?” I was always the calculating one, always the one never to take risks, unlike Dean.
“Aw poopsie,” she said, stepping away from Dean and back into me face first, body to body. She looked up and licked my lips and my cheek. “Just don’t lose,” she nearly whispered.
It wasn’t his car I wanted that badly. It was beating him I wanted that badly. Beating him when I knew he would really want to win. The stakes were as high as anything we’d ever wagered. And I’d never taken such a risk before. But I had things to show the both of them. I knew she never expected me to agree to it, and I was positive Dean was only teasing me, never thinking in a million years I would risk something like that — something that reckless. That was his specialty, not mine. He began snickering at me because he thought he knew I was just playing. And Danielle too — she was only teasing and catting around because she thought she knew too that it was in the end just idle chatter. They both played me like they knew me. They both thought I was so safe and predictable. They were teasing me, my brother and my wife.
“You’re on,” I suddenly blurted out. I kept staring at him. But I saw him dart his eyes at Danielle and back to me and I saw the shock cross Danielle’s face too.
“You’re car, my wife,” I said, and I held out my hand for a shake. I knew they both wanted to in that moment, because neither of them intervened very strongly to call it off. They didn’t expect me to be anywhere crazy enough to make a bet like that, but they both misjudged me. And I was proven right about how much he lusted for my wife and how much she liked him when neither of them said no to the bet, when neither of them admitted it was just a joke only to tease me.
He shook my hand and I looked at Danielle before letting go. She blushed and bulged her eyes and turned away. But what I also caught was her glance at Dean over her other shoulder, and his glance at her.
“I can’t believe this,” I heard her murmur to herself. Through a wide grin.
It was my turn and I leaned low to the table and lined up the 7. It was still an open table, nothing sunk with a called shot yet. “Corner,” I said stiffly, nudging my cue tip to the pocket right in front of my wife’s crotch where she leaned her pelvis against the corner of the table. She held one wrist in her other hand and with her fingers, she slightly pulled the fabric of her skirt and pushed her fingers down. I rolled the cue and it kissed the 7, but the 7 bounced on the corner and rested on the edge of the pocket without dropping.
I looked up with my chin still on my cue and Danielle stayed in place. She shrugged and she raised her eyebrows. Dean stepped over to plant his feet exactly where I had mine planted a second before, shoving me aside. He bent over the same end of the table too, and he brought his chin to his cue in the very same pose I had been in. He moaned as much as said, “Corner, you know the one.”
He eased the cue back and Danielle edged the hem of her skirt up a little higher to show bare leg behind the corner of the pool table. She leaned her pelvis harder into the corner and Dean bumped his cue to the ball just gently enough that it rolled up to the 7 to barely kiss it, and if fell with a leathery thud into the pocket.
Danielle looked at me and shrugged. But she also blushed. “Oops,” she said.
It was weird to see her get into the sexy kitten act. She was feeling different that night. Things were off somehow.
We could hear the rest of the party upstairs. Dean turned to me and said, “You sure about this bro? Chance to back out.”
I looked past him to my wife Danielle still gently grinding her pelvis into the corner of the pool table. She had lifted her skirt high enough that both her thighs were visible. She was acting so strange.
“I knew you always had the hots for her, don’t lie,” I said.
“Not going to lie,” he agreed and he turned around so we were both at the opposite corner staring at Danielle. “Hottest girl at high school, and she only got hotter since.”
We both leaned on our cues staring as Danielle, somehow overcoming her usual shyness, began to undo more buttons of her loose top. She flicked her head and made her hair obscure her face. Was it because she was so on show, that she had become an object in a game, that she was able to step out of character and be someone else entirely different?
She gazed dreamily with a serious and mouth-open expression first at Dean then at me and then back at Dean. Her fingers kept working more and more of her buttons loose so that her top billowed and showed her bra below. It was nothing I hadn’t seen before, but it felt like it was. I was seeing her through Dean’s eyes, Dean who was not afraid to admit he had been lusting after her all these years and was now possibly a few well placed shots on a pool table away from acquiring that target. And I was also seeing her as a different person, as a sexually expressive woman, as someone turned on by something unexpected: being shared with another man by her own husband. It felt like we had stepped through a portal into a different world down there.
I wasn’t sure how much of what we said was contract, and how much was bravado. When I said his car, did I mean for keeps? Of for awhile and then give it back? When he said my wife, did he mean to touch, to lay with, to maybe get a blowjob from? Or was it more?
“Not for keeps,” I said, meaning the car.
They both looked at me with eyes shot open.
“Not you!” I said to Danielle, “the car. For a month.”
“And your wife?” he said. I knew he would say it too. She had pulled up the tails of her shirt and was undoing the last of the buttons. She shot her glance up to the ceiling having heard heavy footsteps cross the floor to the back end of the house, but continued undoing her shirt when they stopped and turned around.
“A night.” I saw Danielle breath hard and unsuccessfully stifle a grin curling up the corners of her mouth.
“A night with her, for a month with my car.” He leaned down and quickly lined up his next shot, called the side pocket, and sent the 2 hard down the pocket. He strode purposefully around the table so that he stood behind my wife. She chuckled and twisted around to look at his hips behind her. He gently bent her over and bent himself over her. She lowered her forearms onto the green felt and her hair fell around her face and spread over the table. She looked up at me through the strands and bit the corner of her bottom lip. Her breasts hung in her black bra and her white shirt formed a tent around her sweet taut body. Dean leaned down hard over her, pressing his pelvis against her ass. My wife smiled at me from under Dean. It was a “how do you like it so far” look.
He said, “corner,” nodded directly at my crotch, and retracted his cue. He hit the cueball hard enough to make it hop on the table, and to make me cower and cover, but it smacked the 1 hard and made it roll with a spin to the edge of the pocket where it slowed it’s spinning teetering on the edge. It dropped in and Danielle sighed audibly with a high pitched and brief groan.
He was halfway there and I had nothing drained yet. My wife remained bent over the table and Dean pulled her skirt up and pushed it over her ass and bunched it up over her back, exposing her. He was like that with women and I don’t know, but they all seemed to like it. Evidently, so did my wife. He was challenging me, and so was Danielle. The game wasn’t over yet but my younger brother was already feeling her ass inside her black panties right in front of me.
“Gonna love this,” he said, slapping her hard. She only closed her eyes to cover her pain and when she opened them again, they were glassy, they were entranced, and she appeared to have taken on a deeper descent into that new personality. She dropped her mouth wide open and grinned, first at me and then at my brother. But it was too late for me to call anything off and still save face.
She undid the button and let her skirt unwrap itself from her hips. She draped it over the bar stool. Dean studied the table with his arm around her bare waist. She stood on one foot with her knee bent against him and she studied me, drawing a strand of hair through her lips thoughtfully. Dean took her by the hand and she skipped behind him hurriedly, laughing to herself. He tapped the corner of the table and said to her, “Here.” He got behind her and lifted her and she yelped and laughed. She came down sitting over the hole in the corner. He took one ankle and spread her leg so her foot sat on the bumper to one side. He moved her other foot to the other bumper, spreading her legs wide over the hole.
He moved behind me around to the opposite side of the table. “I think you know the hole,” he said in my ear as he passed.
Danielle leaned back on her hands and tossed her head back so her hair cascaded down her back. Dean bent low over the table and looked past the nib of his cue to my wife’s spread legs and the black panties between them. He grinned and I blanched. Danielle stared back down at Dean and she breathed hard and even moaned, through she tried to hide it. She glanced at me and shrugged. She was loving it.
“Six,” he said, and he hit it near the cue ball on his end, and it rolled long and steadily, taking its time moving up directly between my wife’s legs before dropping right down the middle of the pocket. Danielle gasped and it wasn’t an act. I could see the dark wet spot in the middle of her panties. Everyone could.
I hadn’t had a shot since we called the game and only the 4 remained before the 8. My wife was leaving no doubts about her preferences. She came off the table and dragged her nearly nude body behind me. “Gonna be a long night, I think,” she said in my ear. She chuckled and hung her finger from her lip. “Come over here a minute,” she said to me as she sauntered sensually over toward the bar.
She checked over her shoulder to make sure Dean couldn’t hear. “Not you,” she grinned at him. “Wait your turn,” she added, with a giggle. Facing away from him and toward the glasses and bottles, she hung her head and twisted it toward me. “Do we need to talk?”
I hung my head and twisted it toward her. I grinned and I inhaled and I held my breath. If there was a chance to kibosh things, this was it. Dean had one more ball, then the 8, and whatever it was that we agreed to was going to take place. If I had any doubt that Dean would take me up on it, he dashed those doubts with the way he touched her, placed her spread legs on the table, and loomed over her nearly naked body. And if I had any doubt about whether Danielle was ready for being handed over in this fashion, she dashed those doubts too, the way she stripped, the way she grinned, and the way she stared at me as Dean touched her body and moved her legs on the table.
“Do you need to talk?” I asked her.
She pushed her eyes hard to the corner away from me and pulled her mouth to her cheek. “I mean,” she began. “He’s your brother.” She turned her face back to me. “Are you willing to share me?”
I tapped my toe on the floor behind my other foot and gritted my teeth. “Are you willing to be shared?”
“You keep answering my questions with your own questions.”
“I agreed to the bet.”
“But you don’t have to go through with it.”
“You want me to, though, I can tell.”
She blushed again, but she didn’t deny it. “How could you tell,” she squeaked out through her wide, involuntary smile.
“I don’t mind,” I shook my head. “You told me you had a thing for him.”
“I do,” she said, not saying “I did.”
“It’s not a threat to us, is it?” I asked her, staring her in the eyes, ready to detect anything unfaithful in her.
“You know what it’s like?” she said, and she took my hands in hers and squeezed. “You know how I like to go see homes for sale on Sundays?”
I frowned at her having not expected a left-field analogy. “And you always feel the need to remind me that we can’t move, or that we don’t want to move?”
“Okay.” I squinted, following her along.
“Just because I sound like I want to live in all those different places, doesn’t mean I want to move. It’s just to visit, just to dream for a bit. But I love my home.” She raised herself on her toes and kissed my nose. “It’s just a fantasy,” she whispered. “It doesn’t mean anything, okay?”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes,” she said. “I’m sure. Just a fantasy, remember that.”
I turned toward my brother who busied himself on his phone. “Call your shot bro.”
“Finally,” he said.
My wife came back to the table and pressed her straight arms down on the edge and arched her back. My brother stared at her and she glanced at me. “Just a fantasy,” she indicated to me again with her eyes.
Dean reached with the end of his cue and touched my wife’s chest with it. She watched it touch her and she shivered. He let it sag down and it caught at the tiny red bow between her cups. When she looked up at him, he gestured with his head. She understood it should come off and I did too. She didn’t resist.
She let her shoulders sag back but she stopped. More footsteps above alarmed us all, but they stopped and turned too, and we all chuckled. Danielle let her shirt fall down her arms and drift to the floor. I poked her shirt with my cue and lifted it up over my head and let it fall to my hands, before draping it over her skirt that was already over the back of the stool beside me. Danielle looked defiantly at Dean like he was being mean or demanding, but she also flipped her arms behind her back defiantly and undid the clasp of her bra. She shivered her arms and the straps fell from her shoulders and slid down to her hands. Without looking over her shoulder at me, she held it out behind her for me to catch.
“Here,” Dean said, and he gestured with his hand as though mowing the grass. I didn’t understand but my wife did somehow. She climbed up on the table and laid carefully down on her back exactly where Dean had indicated. Her breasts were round and gorgeous. Her nipples were erect.
Dean leaned down for his shot, wrapping his hand around her tight waist leaving his finger up in a loop for his cue to poke through. The rest of the cue dragged across her stomach as he pulled it and pushed it lining up his shot. My wife looked at me from where she laid under him on the table. I didn’t react, but I saw her hand over the side of the table hold his thighs, and then slowly move up, and then cover his crotch.
“Harder,” he said, and she squeezed him harder. None of us were worried about anyone coming down, though we could hear the laughing and talking and music and footsteps. “Side,” he tilted his head indicating the pocket near my wife’s head. Danielle licked her lips and breathed hard and smiled nervously at me. He shot his cue and the white smacked the 4. It rolled slowly past my wife’s head and she watched it with a grin with her eyes rolling low to high before, out of her sight, she could hear it plop into the pocket.
I gripped my cue and half chuckled. It was uncanny. I glimpsed losing without even getting a shot. He pulled away from my wife who rolled and curled, lying her face sideways on her hands on the table.
“Conference,” my brother said, and he tilted his head to the bar. I went with him and we hung our heads together just like I had with my wife moments earlier.
“You sure about this?”
“Have I ever backed down from a bet with you before?”
“No,” he said, “but bro, this is next level.”
“I’m a grown up. My eyes were open.”
“But bro,” he said, turning around and watching Danielle out the corners of his eyes. “She seems pretty happy about it. I want to make sure this is going to be okay.” She waved at him and chuckled.
“I really wanted to take your car away from you. I wouldn’t hesitate if it was me with the game on the line with one shot right now.”
“What are we agreeing to exactly, I feel like we didn’t quite state it.”
“Not up to me,” I shrugged. “She’s her own woman.”
He looked back over his shoulder at her. “She is that.”
“She’ll let you know what you can and can’t do, just like any woman you date, right?”
Dean looked at me closely. “Yeah obviously.”
“What we agreed to was the night with her. If that means you’re watching shows and eating popcorn, that’s what you won. If it means something else, then that’s what you get. Her and I talked,” I nodded to remind him. “It’s up to her.”
“It isn’t right,” he said.
“Dean,” I patted his back. “She had the hots for you back in school, and she still does now. Who’s to say this wasn’t all her idea and that I’m letting my wife have her thrill? How do you know this isn’t her fantasy, and she’s using you? She’s not marrying you, bro, she’s toying with you.” I laughed, like it was me who was winning all along.
“I always wanted to get in her pants,” he groaned devilishly.
“I know,” I said to him straightening up. “Now all you got to do is sink the 8 ball.”
We both went back to the table. It was going to be a difficult shot either way, and with all his balls off the table leaving only mine, he and both knew, the most dangerous time to miss was on the 8. The chances of the opponent running the table after that was extremely high.
Danielle slinked off the table and stood directly opposite to where Dean was squatting down to eye-level to get a bead on the angles he needed to bank. She glanced at me but she knew, we were in a different time zone, we were far from home, things had been said and agreed and much had already happened. I told her to enjoy her fantasy., didn’t I.
She moved her eyes back to Dean’s as he was trying to focus on the balls. She squatted down below the level of the table out of his view and came back up twirling her black panties around her finger. She slingshotted them at his face, hitting him dead on, and laughed with squeals.
She turned and pranced her sweet slim body and high-stepped over to the sectional couch. Her bare ass shone like the setting harvest moon. “Just a little incentive to focus your mind,” she said, turning around and settling her slight body into the cushions. She grabbed the remote and dimmed the lights. Dean stood up and leaned on the table staring over at her doing her little show.
My wife writhed on the bed and gasped and panted. She massaged her breasts and tweaked her nipples. And she pushed her hands between her legs and when her finger came up, she drew it to her mouth and licked it off. She kicked her legs and rolled over and over. She was so playful and kittenish I barely recognized her. Something about the set-up turned her into a different woman.
“Try your best,” she said to Dean and laughed.
He leaned down to the table but changed his angle of attack. He checked a third possibility and he walked around the table and examined the reverse angle. He was trying hard to ignore my wife who continued to squirm and contort on the sectional. “But don’t keep a girl waiting too long.”
I looked over my shoulder. It was so unlike her, any of it. But it was too late to bail, it was too late to wonder what came over her.
Dean steadied his breathing and he closed his eyes. He lowered his chin to the cue and opened them again. Danielle was in his line of sight on the couch where she frolicked and touched herself and squealed and whimpered. The way my balls were arranged, there was no doubt in any of our minds that if he missed the shot, I would be getting the next shot at the 8 ball, and with nothing else on the table, it wouldn’t be a hard shot like his.
Danielle giggled. Dean pulled back, slowly released, pulled back, slowly released. Danielle moaned. He pulled back and held. Danielle kicked her legs up and cried a little high pitched cry. When he let go, she exhaled sharply. The cueball hopped over my 12, hit the 8 mid-table, and it rolled to the corner slowly, steadily, but with decreasing energy. We all watched as it went over the edge and sank in the pocket.
And we all kept staring without breath as the cueball rolled and rolled toward the other corner. Sink the cueball on an 8-shot, and you automatically lose. It touched one corner, warped on the edge around the hole to the other corner, and bumped back out. It came to a rest a few inches out of the hole and Dean quietly, gently, laid his cue down on the green felt.
I grinned. It was a fabulous shot. I laid my cue down on the table beside his and I hugged him. We patted each other’s back and I pulled away.
“Good game, brother,” I said with a grin.
“Good game, brother,” he agreed, though I had no shot — after that first one where I failed to call it, giving him ultimately the freebie on the 5. Yeah, I did that.
“Take care of her,” I nodded biting the inside of my cheek.
“I’ll have her back in the morning,” he nodded.
I looked past him to my wife who was now stock-still on the couch. “Well get over here, I guess,” I said to her.
She pushed up and walked over sheepishly like it was her that had done something wrong. I extended my hand and she took it. I brought her, naked and beautiful in the dimmed light, up to both my brother and me. “Bet’s a bet,” I said, and I handed her hand into my brother’s hand.
She shrugged and stifled nervous giggles. “Don’t wait up?” she said in  a questioning tone and she bit her lip.
I only shook my head and turned and slumped up the stairs. At the top, I opened the door, but I didn’t go through. There is an alcove at the top, dark in the shadows. I closed the door but I remained on the basement side of things. I pressed my back into the wall and nearly stopped my breathing.
“I can’t believe he went through with it,” I heard Dean say to Danielle down below me.
“Neither can I,” I heard her reply softly to him.
“I always liked you,” he said.
She chuckled. “You don’t know anything,” she said, and she laughed but then stopped.
I gave it a few moments before bending over to twist and see why they stopped talking. She was on her toes and her hands were busy in the hair on the back of his head. His hands were wrapped around her nude waist, sliding up and down her toned, slender back. They were necking hard. Seeing my wife completely naked like that in our old den, in the hands of my brother, made me shiver.
He guided her to the sectional and she laughed and knelt up on it to keep kissing him as he quickly ripped his shirt off. She laughed hard and helped him as he struggled and fell trying to get his pants off too fast. She didn’t let him stop at his shorts, but yanked those down and away from him too. Within a minute of me supposedly disappearing through the door at the top, she had got my brother as naked as she already was.
She pulled him back to the couch without breaking the kiss with him. He crawled up over her onto the couch and she eased her legs up his sides and crossed them over his back moaning and chuckling and mewling softly the whole time. I watched my wife lock he ankles together, pulling her hips up off the couch and up to meet his hips.
They kissed so passionately I was in awe. She moaned so deeply I was worried about people upstairs. And when he lowered his hips and I could see her pussy just as his cock slipped inside her and all the way down, drilling into her, I felt my heart fall through my stomach. I had agreed to this? I didn’t let my mind go that far. I didn’t calculate the possibility, even though my wife was telling me, and my brother was assuring me, this is what I was in fact agreeing to. She told me she wanted him, and he told me the same thing. What did I think was going to happen? But until I saw his cock push deep into her pussy, I never realized, not consciously anyway, not explicitly, that what we were talking about was my wife and my brother fucking.
He didn’t just fuck her, he pounded the shit out of her. She cried and tried to muffle her noise by burying her face in the skin of his bicep she tugged on but she remained noisy. The sloshing sound of her excessively wet pussy filled the den. He went about his business with method and focus. She was getting drilled like never before.
I knew my wife as a woman who liked things slow and gentle, who took a while to build up to a crescendo, who liked a lot of foreplay and kisses and chattering. Not tonight, not with Dean. And it wasn’t all thrusting himself into her receptive body. She was ramming herself up to him just as voraciously.
She tossed him over and laughed and climbed over his body. She straddled his hips and I could see her long, thin fingers wrap around his cock already shining from her pussy juice. She stroked him and she lowered her hips and sank down on him. The way she rode my brother, it was both exhilarating to watch, and shocking at the same time. She tossed her hair behind her back and rolled her face to the ceiling and cried out breathlessly, romping on him hard and fast, laughing and crying and moaning and clenching all the while. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced with her.
Neither of them lasted long and she collapsed on him and her body began to spasm on him. He lifted her up clear off the couch and shuddered. She hung on like a rider on a bull and when he shot inside her, she inhaled like she’d been injected with something. When he subsided under her she sank down on him and kissed him all over his face and neck.
He got out from under her finally and struggled to his feet. She laid on the couch a mess of limbs and sighs. He picked his clothes up and went to the bar to find hers. He brought them back and laid them beside where she remained flopped and boneless.
Finally she pulled on her bra and panties and began to struggle back inside her shirt, when he got up and went to get drinks. She rolled back down as though not ready yet to give up the feeling. She reached over her head for the drink he brought her, and her eyes locked directly onto mine.
After three seconds, she only drifted her eyes lazily away from my eyes. Dean came back and stood drinking over her prone body below him. She wrapped her hand around his thigh. “What time tonight?” she asked him in a voice loud enough for me to hear.




A Wife Enticed

Trish turned sideways and rested her elbow over the back of the sectional. She pressed her fingers and thumb into her temple and grinned doubtfully at Trevor who remained relaxed and innocent further down the couch, gazing out the massive windows and down into the twinkling city at night below them.
“Are you like this with all the women who invite you up to their rooms?” she grinned. She was wearing a three-piece suit: pleated baggy pants, a vest, an oversized suit jacket with extra-wide lapels, all tan — including her square nose boots. There was nothing under the vest. Her blonde mid-length hair had that just-right messy look. She was an executive assistant and she was on a business trip. She was a powerful, confident woman in command of her world. And she was my wife.
“I have no idea what you mean,” Trevor replied, playing it low key, maintaining innocence.
“So you didn’t just sit there at the bar waiting for me to talk to you and knowing I eventually would, even though you made yourself as available as possible.” She leaned closer to him and looked hard into his eyes like a person testing the truthfulness of another.
“I didn’t mind talking with you, I’ll be honest about that.” He used that grin I remember he used in college to reliable effect every time. Trevor was my old college roommate.
“And when I asked you if you would like to come upstairs for one more drink, I suppose that was a surprise too.” She curled her lips between her teeth and tamped down her grin.
“I was surprised, maybe, yeah.” He stayed so cool.
“No you weren’t,” she smiled at him. “You weren’t surprised in the least. I think men like you know exactly what you’re doing.” She tilted her glass at her lips but she kept her eyes on him even as she laid her head back to drink.
“If by that you mean men like me have self-knowledge and confidence in themselves, then I guess you’d be right — I don’t suffer that affliction, it’s true.”
“No you don’t,” my wife said to him nodding in confirmation. “No you don’t,” she repeated more softly. Watching her in her hotel room suite alone with a man, even if it was a man I knew all too well, cast a strange spell over me, lurking in the bedroom behind the nearly closed double doors. It should have been enough for me at that point to decide she had failed the test, just asking him up to her room like that, just having a drink with him on the couch in her suite. But I stayed behind the door in the dark room, I didn’t text Trevor, and I didn’t stop things, not yet, anyway. There was something fascinating in watching my wife when she thinks she’s alone and when she would be able to be anybody she wanted to be, off to a new city like that. I could see from behind the gap in the door that her eyes were twinkling.
“I’m calling in that old favor,” I said down the phone to Trevor after he and I joked long enough about our respective sports teams and who suffered the most for the longest and other trivialities that got us all caught up after so many years.
“Not sure I know what you’re talking about, buddy.”
“Oh yes you do,” I assured him. “The favor. Think about it.”
It was 12 years before. He and I were roommates at college. He told me he thought his girlfriend cheated on him for a one-night-stand.
“You think she’s the type?”
“I know she is — that’s how her and I got started,” he said.
“So you think she’s doing it again.”
“I do. But you know, there’s only one true way to find out.”
“Your chances of catching her are slim,” I pointed out. “If she’s been doing it before, she’s going to be good at hiding it.”
“Good point, good point,” he nodded. “She’d have to be set up. A trap.”
“A trap,” I agreed.
That was when we hit on the plan for me to try to get with his girlfriend. The plan then was, I’d come over to where he was at his girlfriends for some work on a project. Only he’d text his girlfriend that he was going to be late, and to let me in and tell me to wait for him. Then, he’d text later, after I had my chance to smooth-talk her, and tell her he wasn’t going to be able to come over at all. That would then be the test. Would she send me away, or would she take advantage of the opportunity?
She went for the latter option. When things got heated, I went to the bathroom and texted him. “Dude, she failed. It’s getting heated out there. Now what?”
“How far is she taking it?”
“Dude,” I wrote more emphatically, “I think she wants to go all the way for fuck sakes.”
“Let’s see,” he said.
“You sure?”
“Go for it. I give my permission.” I stared at my phone.
What he didn’t tell me till much later was that he had snuck into her place ahead of me getting there and was hiding in the closet watching the whole thing between her and me unfold on her couch. We got drunk and laughed our heads off about that one.
Now I was asking him to test my wife the same way. “How far?” he asked, fully aware of what it was he was posing to me.
And I was fully aware too. “Let’s see,” I said, repeating those fateful words to him that he said to me when it was me doing his girlfriend.
“You sure?” he looked at me with doubtful eyes. “This ain’t no transitory girlfriend, buddy, this is your wife.”
“Go for it,” I nodded and drank back my drink. “I give my permission.” He stared at me long and hard, but he also drained his glass and we shook on it.
My wife pulled herself closer to him on the couch and he turned toward her, mirroring her the way his elbow draped over the back of the couch and the way he held his head up with his fingers planted on his temple.
She laughed. She recognized what he was doing. “You didn’t plan to get yourself up here, you’re saying?”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about, I keep telling you.” He smirked the whole time.
“Again he deflects, again he denies.” She smiled at him through strands of her blonde hair that fell over her face enticingly.
“Just enjoying a drink in a nice suite with a fine looking lady,” he drank more. “And a very nice suite it is, too.”
“I know,” she gazed around the spacious place. “My husband booked it for me. Did I mention I had a husband?” She slowly turned her head back toward him.
“In another city, in another time zone,” he said. He shrugged at her.
“Yeah,” she puffed air out her nose. “Might as well be another life, right?” She hung her head toward him and shook it, covering her face with her hair. “I’m sure that’s what you’d like to think, anyway.” She licked her lips and straightened herself back up. She had been leaning far over toward him, too far over.
“But this girl doesn’t do that. Sooooo, yeah,” she intoned.
“Doesn’t do what?” he played the innocent card still with her.
“She doesn’t play around with men in hotel rooms, no matter how much she might like the looks of them,” she said, pursing her lips and turning her eyes toward him. She’d given away perhaps more than she meant to.
“Who’s playing around? We’re just two independent consenting adults having a drink together in a little privacy.”
“Is that all we’re doing,” she stated flatly. “And if said girl took her jacket off, that isn’t going to give you any ideas?”
He smiled at her. “Never said I wasn’t enjoying the view — a guy can dream, right?”
She puffed air out her nose again and wriggled out of her jacket, twisting to drape it over the arm of the couch behind her. I instinctively ducked but eased back into the crack between the doors. She resumed her position facing him, holding her head with her splayed fingers at her temple. Her vest fell from her arm showing a glimpse of her black half-cup bra below. “Go ahead and dream.” She smiled at him. “But you have to tell me what you’re imagining.”
“Why do I have to tell that?”
“Because I said so,” she grinned and sniggered. “Girl’s house, girl’s rules.” She dropped her chin at him challengingly. “Why don’t you turn the lights down a little bit though, don’t you think it’s a little too bright in here?”
Trevor did so. He also excused himself. The door to the bathroom closed and my phone lit up seconds later. He had texted me.
“Buddy, I hate to tell you, but she’s coming on to me.”
He must have forgotten the part where he snuck into his girlfriend’s place and watched me go all the way with her. I didn’t clue him in.
“Where are you? I thought you were still down in the bar.” He last texted me when he spotted her walk in, fitting my description of her.
“She invited me up for a drink.”
“And you went??”
“Buddy, you told me to do anything she wanted!”
“Just kidding. Go for it, remember?”
“Yeah but she’s sort of coming on to me now.”
“Permission, dude, I already gave it.”
“Are you fucking sure?”
“Where are you, in the bathroom?” I knew exactly where he was — I watched him go there.
“Yeah, the bathroom.”
“Well don’t leave her alone so long.”
I peeked through the gap in the sliding doors. Trish had gotten up and was looking out the large windows down at the city. When Trevor came back out, she turned to face him.
“Now,” she smiled, “what were we talking about?” She pulled the curtains closed behind her and laughed lazily.
Trevor sat down. “I’m not sure,” he said.
“You were about to tell me what you were dreaming about, since you said that it was fair game for a man like you to dream. What are you dreaming about now, for example,” she said, as she slowly began to feed the buttons out the holes of her vest.
I was amazed. I wasn’t terribly shocked, but I was amazed that she was the one pressing things forward and Trevor was the one applying the brakes. I gulped hard and my heart skipped, seeing my wife actually begin to take her clothes off in front of him. I imagined a lot of things, but I didn’t imagine that.
“You sure you want to know that?” he grinned in that way of his. Damn, but every girl he laid got that same bad boy grin from him before they took their clothes off too. I don’t think he ever himself undressed a girl. Some guys just had it, and my wife was getting her dose.
She looked down and raised her eyes through their tops and shook her blonde hair over her face and grinned. She paused her hands on the last of her vest’s large wood buttons. She was teasing him, she was flirting with him. “You sure you can handle it? I mean,” she lifted her head and pushed the last button through. “Maybe you let your imagination get away with things,” she looked at him with a serious expression as her vest fell open revealing her stomach and her chest and her bra, “that you should never, ever do.”
“I control myself,” he nodded self-confidently. But he was staring at her body.
“You have a pretty high opinion of yourself,” she said, and her hands went to the clasp and zipper at the side of her pants. “I wonder if you really can, though. Does me being married give you pause?”
“Can you control yourself though?” he grinned at her.
“I already told you,” she replied in a breathy voice, undoing her pants and bending to lower them down her legs and to step out of them daintily, “I don’t do this sort of thing.”
She watched her own hands fold the pants over and she strolled as though she was fully dressed, as though nothing was going on, over to the couch where she carefully laid her vest and pants over her jacket that hung over the arm of the couch.
She was wearing her black hipster panties. “Something to nibble?” She causally padded over to the kitchenette and bent low down with her ass sticking out toward him to look inside the short fridge. “Got some things I stocked up with.”
She brought out a charcuterie board and unwrapped it. She came back to the couch, laid the board on the coffee table, and she sat down the way she was sitting before, with one leg folded under her facing him sideways. Only now, she had no clothes on, and also, instead of sitting one cushion away from him, she was sitting on the very next cushion beside him.
“So, anytime you’re ready, I’m all ears.” She snapped a celery stick off in her bared front teeth. “I’m not distracting you too much am I?” she asked in mock innocence, looking down at her own nearly nude body. She worked out. She was toned and tight. She looked incredible in that dim light.
I could not believe that my wife was coming on to Trevor like that, but I also didn’t react the way I thought I would, or at least the way I thought I should. Neither did Trevor react in the way he and I expected back in the day when it was his girlfriend we were testing. We laughed about it a lot then, and he insisted his girlfriend at the time didn’t mean much to him, but I always wondered: if he was watching me score with her, why didn’t he come out, why didn’t he bust her? I didn’t expect it at the time because I didn’t know he was watching at the time. But I never brought it up with him after I learned that he was.
Now I was the one watching my wife take her clothes off with him, and I wasn’t doing anything about it either. He also didn’t know I was watching.
“You sure you know what you’re doing?” I’d never seen Trevor nervous before. And I’d never seen my wife not nervous before.
“I thought we already went over this,” she said nonchalantly. “I’m not doing anything. I’m an independent consenting adult — a woman in her own room in a different city and a different time zone. Am I not allowed to take my clothes off if that’s what makes me more comfortable?” She challenged him with a shake of her head. “It’s you we’re not sure about. I thought you said all you were doing was dreaming.”
“I’m dreaming alright.”
“I can’t imagine what about!” she frowned pretending to be baffled. “I keep asking you but you keep this girl in the dark.”
I had no idea where she was going with it and I was sure Trevor was feeling out of his depth for maybe the first time in his life. There was something about it that I liked — a lot. Maybe two things. I liked seeing the great womanizer finally back-stepped a bit by a woman coming on to him like that. And I liked seeing my wife like that, becoming what Trevor used to call “the sexual aggressor.” It was a side of her I didn’t know existed and I wasn’t completely chagrined to discover it.
“It has to be their choice,” he said to me in just one of our long bar talks about this stuff. He played in a league at least a few levels above mine and I had no reticence about collecting advice from him like master to initiate. I didn’t mind admitting to him straight up that he had a way with the ladies I could only dream about.
“It’s the best vintage of wine you can imagine when they can’t resist themselves, rather than trying to resist you. You want the battle to be her against her, not her against you.” I lapped it up like secrets from the ancient ones. But it was all theoretical, it was all just talk for me. Watching him now with a grown woman, my wife, seemingly battle with herself, made me think: was it all just talk for him too? He seemed off his game when my wife had started undressing. It was as though he didn’t expect it to work that well either.
But maybe that was all just his technique. “Does this help or does this make it worse?” she asked him still in that mock innocence of hers. My jaw was on the floor. My wife casually reached behind her back and fiddled with the clasp. “Oh damn,” she said, “got my hair caught. Do you mind?”
She turned her back to him and showed him her back. She pulled her hair up exposing her bra clasps. Trevor looked at her back hard before he reached to her and with one hand and four deft fingers, he unclasped her.
She turned around and faced him holding her bra with her hand to her chest, even as the straps fell limply down her arm. “Are you sure you can handle this? It’s just for dreaming purposes, remember.”
“I’m not sure anymore, actually,” he admitted.
She laughed and stretched her whole body out in front of him just to carefully drape her black bra over her clothes piling up over the arm of the couch. She turned back to him and once again she resumed the casual couch pose, elbow over the back, her fingers to her forehead.
“Still okay?” she grinned.
“Still okay,” he confirmed. If he was putting on the shaky voice, it was the right thing. I could tell: the one thing that was making my wife able to control herself, able to steady her own nerves, was the idea that Trevor was nervous too. It gave her the power, I think. I was past worrying about the fact my wife was stripping herself naked before a man she took to be a total stranger, in a room she thought she was alone in.
That was because I had long wished for it. After Trevor revealed that he had watched me with his girlfriend those many years ago, and after he failed to account for why he didn’t stop things when he busted her playing around behind his back with me, it got into my head like a virus. I tried to ignore the kind of thoughts the whole scenario gave me, but I could never shake it entirely from my head. I had always imagined what it was like for him, stuffed in the closet and watching another guy, me in this case, have at his girlfriend, to watch his girlfriend become so horny, so out of control, that she cheated on him.
It stirred in my head and it rotted in there like a bad apple. Over the three years I’d been married to Trish, a woman clearly out of my league, a woman of the kind Trevor would be suited with much more than me, had I not been able to make such a high income so early on, I could not shake the idea of watching her with another man. Of watching her with Trevor the way Trevor had watched me with his girlfriend. I couldn’t tell him that was what it was all about, it sounded far too weird. I lied when I told him I wanted to test my wife because I suspected her of infidelity. The truth was, I wanted her to do it, and I wanted to tempt her beyond her ability to resist, and I wanted to watch, and there was only ever one guy I knew who could do that to a woman.
I pushed my eye to the gap in the door and watched my wife lean closer to Trevor who remained oddly stiff in his seat against the far arm of the couch. He tucked his hands between his legs.
“Helping or worse?” she repeated her question. She pushed up nearer to him and arched her back, jutting her chest out toward him. She had large and gorgeous breasts. She was stunning. Naked, she was indeed a dream.
He looked over at her face so close to his and he snorted lightly before looking down at her breasts that she was shoving under his nose before looking back up into her eyes.
“Harder,” he said.
“That’s not what I asked,” she grinned at him. She reached out though and she rested her hand softly on his thigh. She moved it up too. She looked down in his lap and watched her hand as though it were someone else’s, even as she covered his crotch and even as she slowly, gently, squeezed him there.
“But I see what you mean, poor man.” She smiled through pursed lips. “Maybe you need to let it stretch out.”
“You sure?” he checked again. I was loving it. I knew I would. I had waited for this day. I wanted a hotwife. I didn’t care what it meant, I didn’t care about consequences. I wanted the experience.
“We’re not doing anything.” She fluttered her fingers and pulled her face. “Just two people talking.”
He grinned and remained motionless. She reached over his lap and began to undo his pants. “It’s not polite,” she said to him softly, “to leave a woman all alone in this state, don’t you know your manners yet?”
He helped her undo his pants and when he stood up, she tugged at his pants with her extended foot.
“These too,” she nearly whispered, and she hung her big toe curled around the waist of his shorts until he edged them down and she helped, pulling them off his feet.
“I think you’ll be more comfortable without that too,” she said, poking at his shirt with her toe.
He sat back down naked beside her.
“Better?” she said. It was strange to see her pushing things. It was revealing.
“You were right, you know that? Much better.”
“Told you,” she said. She used her toes to push around his cock. It stood up between his legs in a state of semi-erection.
“I suppose you’re like all men and expect me to suck you off now.”
“No no,” he said. I couldn’t tell yet if he was off his game and being sexually bullied by my newly aggressive wife, or if this was his technique all along, to make them, as he said, battle themselves, not him.
“Well I can’t, I have a husband and only he gets that.” She crossed her arms over her chest but I could see, she was staring at his cock.
“Of course he does.” Trevor nodded with a firm drop of his head.
“Anyway,” she uncoiled from her protected position, “we shouldn’t, but if you’re going to whine and complain about it, I guess you have been a gentleman,” she grinned and she leaned forward and she wrapped her hand around his cock.
“Up to you I guess,” he said, leaning back and lifting his arms over the back of the couch.
“Shouldn’t and you know that,” she said, even as she leaned down toward his lap. “I have a husband,” she whispered, and she opened her mouth and wrapped her dark lipsticked lips around the head, but only briefly before coming back up.
“Just a little, but it’s a secret, okay?” she said to him with warning eyes, but she didn’t wait for him to answer before gathering her hair in a twisted rope around her shoulders, and she leaned down again into his lap and took his cock into her mouth.
I watched Trevor grimace and throw his head back. I knew he was loving it.
She came back up from his lap and stroked his cock in her hand. “Was only supposed to kiss it I think.” She laughed at herself and shrugged.
“We all make mistakes,” he said with his eyes still closed.
“Don’t get funny ideas, you don’t get to touch me or do anything, you get that?” She leaned down to his cock again. “Do you understand? No touching me. Look only.” She didn’t wait before engulfing his cock deeply into her mouth.
I gaped and I nearly pushed my face through the gap between the doors. You think you know how you’re going to react when you see your wife go down on another man, but nothing can prepare you for it when it’s happening in real time right in front of you.
She lifted and plunged back down and her hair shimmered in waves as she stroked his hard cock into her mouth. I heard her moan and I heard her whimper.
She lifted up again but not far, as though she were talking to his cock directly. “No touching, though,” she repeated to him, even as she got on her elbows and knees and pumped her head down on his cock, and even as his hand drifted down from the back of the couch to land on her lower back. She groaned and she twisted on him. It was like she was getting off more on sucking him than he was on being sucked, and he was definitely getting off on it.
His hand travelled down further and wrapped around her ass. He squeezed it and then he pushed his finger between her cheeks. I could see right up her pussy from the gap in the doors. His middle finger touched her lips.
She took her time raising her mouth from his cock and she talked to it directly again. “Thought I told you no touching?”
He continued to rub her and her hips began to sway from his touch. “It’s dangerous,” she moaned more than spoke, and she pushed her head down over his cock harder and deeper.
He went inside her with his finger and she wriggled her ass and her back began to undulate over his body.
She lifted back up and looked directly into his face. She was breathing hard and her mouth hung open and wet all around from sucking him hard. “I warned you,” she said, even as she gasped and threw her head back. “We’re not allowed to fuck either,” she said in a whisper before diving back down in his lap and consuming him more voraciously yet. “I’m a married woman,” she whispered when she came up from his cock to catch her breath, before plunging down yet again.
She came up breathing hard. Saliva dripped from her chin. She rose on her knees and carefully lifted one leg to plant herself kneeling over his lap. “You’re going to make me do something I might regret.” She reached down and pulled and pushed on his cock where it stretched up below her hips. “Even after I warned you, no fucking me!”
“You regretting anything yet?” he only grinned at her. He placed his hands over her breasts and squeezed. He may or may have not known that that really gets her.
She flung her head back and sighed loudly. “You have to stop,” she groaned.
“Anything?”
She laughed with exasperation and she smiled deeply with her lips right up against his. “No,” she laughed. “But you better stop doing that,” she said, gripping his hands in hers and pulling them down from her breasts. ‘Or I just might.” But she didn’t let him go. She pushed his hands further down until she separated his hands and pressed one hand against her pussy. If there was one thing that got her more than her breasts being massaged, of course, it was her pussy lips, or more accurately the soft skin just beside her pussy lips, being touched. She separated his fingers and she showed him, she rubbed herself there with his finger held in hers.
“Never touch me here either,” she exhaled. “That’s particularly dangerous, okay?” She emitted a chirp from deep in her throat when he touched her there, under her own pressure.
He moved a hand back up to her breasts and touched both. I knew that that could finish her. She cried in a tight, high whimper and she lost her balance and fell forward into him. He sank his mouth over her breast and sucked and nibbled. She breathed so hard I could clearly hear her on the other side of the room and through the door. It was my wife being taken by another man, but it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I was ready to text Trevor. I’d had enough, of course, if not more than enough.
My wife sighed and inhaled sharply feeding her breasts into his mouth and wavering her hips over the back of her hand that gripped and stroked his cock below her. I texted him: “Maybe that’s long enough.” I didn’t want to give away that I’d been watching.
I saw his phone hop and bounce on the floor where it had earlier fallen. It was on the carpet and made no buzzing sounds. I texted him again. “Time to call it, I think,” I wrote. But neither of them heard it. I panicked and opened the door enough to see plainly out with both eyes. From the side, I could see my wife hover over his lap and squeeze and tug his cock. I could see her head roll back and I could register the bliss crossing her face. I knew what he was doing to her: his mouth and hand were busy on her breasts and his other hand worked her pussy lips.
“I tried to warn you,” she said to him. “You better not try to fuck me, mister, or else,” she could barely squeeze out through her sharp and jagged breath. I gaped from the open door and could not believe what I was seeing. She lowered her hips and pulled on him until the tip of his cock touched her lips.
“I can’t fuck you, I already told you, I’m married,” she groaned as she sank her face down into his neck and bit on his shoulder. She let go of his cock and wrapped both her arms around the back of his neck. His cock remained just touching her pussy lips as she rocked her hips and shivered her knees.
“It’s wrong,” she said hard in his ear and I was staggered by the sight and needed to grip the edge of the door or I would have lost my knees and fallen down. She had lowered her pussy and her lips had folded around the head of his cock.
She sighed and she gasped and she nearly laughed as she pulled back up. “I tried to stop,” she breathed and she let go and plunged her pussy half way down his shaft. He let go of her pussy and breasts and he wrapped his hands around her back and let them slide down to squeeze her ass.
“I bet you think you won or something,” she said gutturally in his ear, as she pulled up to reveal his cock glistening from her juices, before she plunged back down on him.
“Well fuck you,” she snorted, and she lifted again and plunged back down this time all the way, her pussy lips mashing into the base of his pelvis.
She stretched back and exposed her body to him, leaning her hands behind herself and gripping his knees. He let his hands roam freely around her stomach and breasts and she pumped her body on his, grinding her pussy down on his cock and falling into a solid rhythm with him.
I staggered forward and back. It was obviously too late to stop things — the worst had happened. But I was also unable to feel like I wanted it to stop, much as I knew that that was what a husband is supposed to feel. I moved back behind the doors and all I could do, all I was able to think, was to get my own cock out in my hand.
Trever held my wife’s hips and my wife rubbed her hands all over his hands and his body as she rose and fell on his lap and laughed and fucked him hard good and fast. “So good,” she moaned.
She ducked her head down into his neck and began to fuck her hips into his with rapid fire snapping of her spine. The sound of wet sex filled the room. “Fuck!” my wife exhaled in a loud, hoarse whisper. She stopped moving her body on him and instead her body began to move on its own. It seemed to be caught in a drawn out shiver, violently vibrating on top of him. She squeezed his skin and she grimaced in her face. Her hips rammed at him almost to a blur. She repeated over and over again, “Fuck!”
My wife didn’t orgasm from intercourse, normally. She also didn’t say “fuck” under any circumstances, normally. She also, normally, again, preferred screwing in a calm, quite, cuddling like manner. And she didn’t like lights on, she didn’t like doing it on the couch, and she didn’t much care for riding me.
With Trever, she was crying out loud, uttering more “fuck”s than all her life combined, and rammed him hard and fast riding him on the couch like a mad woman with the lights on. When she orgasmed, her cries were so high and loud I worried hotel security would be knocking on the door.
I stared both mystified and more aroused than I’d ever been. My wife’s body, naked and sweating, bucking against a man like that, it was more than I imagined it could be. I didn’t plan it and I didn’t mean to, but I began to shoot just as I saw Trevor’s own cum gush from between my wife’s legs. He came because she was in the throes of an orgasm on top of him, not breathing, her body rigid, and her face thrown back like someone dying. They erupted together, and I shot with them.
I staggered back behind the doors and closed them almost all the way. My wife, huffing and puffing, carefully lifted off his lap and ejected his cock from her enflamed pussy. She laughed and they sank in the couch to catch their breath.
“Shower?” my wife said to him, nudging him.
She pulled him up by yanking on his outstretched arm and she laughed when he pretended, with a grin, to be sleeping. They walked together right through the door and right past me pressed up against the other door, and into the bathroom and the shower.
I asked Trevor out for a beer a day later, back in town. “I’m sorry, man,” he said, clinking his bottle against mine.
“What happened?” I asked.
He shrugged. “The whole thing.”
He looked at me and I only stared at him without changing my expression. I only drank my beer and looked away disinterestedly.
“You fucker,” he said low and quietly.
“What?”
“You little motherfucker!” he said more emphatically.
“What?” I repeated more loudly.
“You fucking watched!”
I couldn’t stop the grin. I tried to, but it got out.
We both looked away and contemplated things.
“She texted me, you know.”
“That right?” I said.
“She wants to see me again,” he tipped his glass to his lips and drank half his beer in one go.
I only nodded. “Our house this time?”
He grinned at me. “This is fucked up, just so you know.”
I drank my beer. “Of course I know it is, dude. Of course I know,” I said. I grinned back at him.




It’s a Marriage Holiday

The bentwood chair from the ornate dresser fit snuggly inside the tall walnut wardrobe. It creaked if I moved but the gap between the panel doors gave me a wide view from the double glass doors that opened onto the narrow wrought iron Parisian balcony, across the four poster bed with linen curtains tied back, and to the fancy couch with two tall high-back chairs arranged around the antique carved cherrywood coffee table. It also gave me a good view of Graham, the 32-year-old guy in sales sitting on one end of the couch, and the 29-year-old woman sitting on the other end of the couch with him. She was a college English instructor on holiday at the quaint seaside town, staying at the historic and grandiose Parisian Hotel, and she was my wife.
She still had on her tall black boots that went over her knees, and her short pleated marine blue skirt, showing between them decorated sheer stockings. She wore a bulky black sweater that fell over most of her hands and bunched around her neck. Her mid-back length auburn hair fell around her shoulders in dangles. She sat one leg crossed over the knee of the other where it kicked like a thinking cat’s tail. She held her arms crossed over her chest even while she nodded and smiled and laughed with Graham as he recounted tales he knew of the hotel and the the notorious town.
“You travel alone?” he asked her.
“Yeah,” she grinned back at him through strands of her hair she let fall over her face and eyes. Is there anything illegal about hiding in your own hotel room and lying about your marriage status? She knew I was stuffed in there, of course. But it was a first time for both of us, this crazy idea I had — or was it her who came up with it?
“Safe town, though,” he said. “Great place to do what you’re doing.”
“I think so too,” she said. She was delaying, she was circling.
“You look like you fit right in here,” he said, casting his gaze around the hammered tin ceiling, the iron radiator, the deep patterned burgundy carpet.
“Old, you mean?” she grinned.
“No no!” he was quick to correct. “Classy. Elegant.” He smirked a bit and sipped whiskey from his glass. He’d brought a bottle up from the shop next door. “Sophisticated,” he finally felt he hit the right word and gave her a firm nod.
“Good recovery,” she grinned and she followed him in sipping from her glass. “I guess that earns you one space on the board.”
“The board?”
She patted the empty couch cushion between them and threw her head back laughing before audibly inhaling. She was dying of nerves, I could tell. But we talked about how far she would take things looking over the edge of the railing into the foaming rushing water we cut through on the ferry rumbling toward the island earlier that day.
“I don’t know, it’s a crazy idea,” she grinned up to me holding her hair back in the steady wind.
“First date level?” I suggested.
She laughed and sucked sharply through her gritted teeth. “What’s that, like kissing? Like making out?”
I grinned too. I didn’t know. “Sure.”
“We have to define it carefully, don’t we?” She turned around and leaned against the railing.
I held the railing to either side of her hips and bent at my waist to bring my face close to hers. “Maybe we don’t prescribe everything too closely — maybe that keeps things a little bit on the edge. We don’t really know.”
She studied my face and eyes closely before turning away. “This is dumb, we don’t even know if anyone’s going to come up to me.”
“Oh I think someone will. The way you look? Your body? Your face?”
“What if I don’t like him?”
“Then you do what a single girl does, you reject him.”
She bit her lip and studied my mouth. “But I’m not single.”
“It’s a holiday, Carly. Holiday rules. Just like the first holidays in history — the day doesn’t even appear on the calendar.”
“I won’t deny it’s exciting,” she rolled her eyes and inhaled deeply to try to steady herself. “But I’m a little bit scared of what might happen.”
“Holiday rules for me too, remember? Nothing can be carried over from the holiday back into regular days. Nothing that happens on the island comes home. Nothing.”
The low fog bank hanging around the obscured dark green blotches showing the islands dotting the straights we navigated through and parted to show smears of the blue sky the rest of the world outside was enjoying. We both stared into the wind and saw, off the starboard bow, the dark angular shapes of the historic town drawing into clarity through the mist. As though cued by some internal tune, we both turned our head to the stern. The fog had closed in behind us and nothing but standing waves spreading out from our ship could be discerned in the monotone grey picture behind us. Home was truly gone.
“You’ll be there the whole time?” She reached out and took both my hands in her hands.
“I’ll be watching the whole time.”
She tilted her head back and closed her eyes and I kissed her lips.
“You’ll watch over me?”
“Every step of the way.”
“And,” she stopped herself and looked down. She bit her lip as though regretting what she began to say.
I bent down and twisted my head to look up into her face, making her laugh.
“No,” she shook her head and grinned.
“Tell me,” I said.
“I can ’t.”
“We’re already on the holiday. Nothing counts now.”
She inhaled and sighed. Finally she hung her arms over my shoulders and pulled me down so my ear was next to her mouth. In a low, sultry tone, she said, “You won’t stop things no matter what you see?”
Now it was my turn to inhale and puff my cheeks and draw silent.
“See?” she caught me and she pushed me back. “We’re not ready.”
“We are,” I assured her.
“You could’t promise.”
I kissed her and gripped my hands tightly around the cold and round metal railing with so many coats of paint it was lumpy. “I won’t stop things no matter what.”
She curled her face up into mine the way I had earlier done to her. She grinned and she kissed my lightly. “Do you promise?”
My mouth pulled to the side and I smirked. She was really getting me on record here. We met eyes and she flared her big brown eyes into mine challengingly. “Well?”
God she was beautiful. A voice inside me screamed at me to pull the plug and shut it down. Warning bells, screaming sirens, and rapidly rotating red lights flashed. But I anyway said “I promise.” It was her fantasy — to be single, picked up in a bar, go up to her room. What happened next, well that was what we talked about for three straight days anticipating our holiday to the tiny island.
“I don’t know,” she insisted, “My fantasy never goes that far!”
And so I stuffed myself in the closet and she went down to the bar to find out what happens.
“If you keep playing your cards that well,” she said to Graham, after he slid over next to her, “maybe you might get a kiss.” She laughed. She was enjoying the date but her and I both knew it was corny, what she said. We’d have such a laugh after, I thought, and I smirked. A kiss — what could be so harmful or dangerous in that? But it was, I noted, the first thing that wasn’t in the fantasy, the first step beyond what she told me about. She got the one-night-stand to the room in her fantasy, and that was it, as far as she told me. Now she was entering uncharted territory. I leaned forward in the dark closet and brought my eye to the gap.
Graham interpreted her to mean he had played his cards well, I guess, because he wasted no time smiling and leaning toward her. I could see in the sides of Carly’s eyes that she wasn’t expecting it, but I could also see, when their lips met, that she didn’t mind it, either.
At all.
I was taken aback and recoiled from the gap in the closet doors. I’m not sure what I expected to happen, but I wasn’t ready for the vision of my wife Carly kissing another man in the intimacy of a hotel room. Whatever she felt at first, she warmed up to it well enough. I kept needing to remind myself that she knew I was right there, hidden behind the doors, watching everything. I might have promised not to interfere “no matter what,” and we had agreed that anything that happened would stay in the bubble of the island town, but she had to know I was surprised at her kissing him.
Her concern for my feelings were limited, obviously. Because though the first kiss was short, it was her who leaned into a renewal of the kiss, and it was her hands that rose around his neck and her fingers that plunged into the hair on the back of his head. My wife pulled Graham down for a much longer, much more engaged kiss.
When they finally parted, she grinned and she chuckled. She kept her hands around his neck and he kept his hands around her waist.
“That was nice, Graham,” she said to him, her voice on the formal teacher side.
“I hope I passed the audition,” he said.
She laughed and pushed up. “How about I refresh our drinks?” she said, gesturing for him with her beckoning fingers to hand his glass to her.
She stepped over to the kitchenette with the walk of a woman who knew, and appreciated, that she was being watched. When she returned with the two glasses, though she couldn’t see me in the gap of the doors, she zeroed her gaze directly onto where she knew my eyes were glued. It was a stirring look she gave me. It wasn’t the look of a woman checking if her man was still fine, nor was it the look of a wife checking if a husband was okay with steps so far. It was the look of a wife who was warning her husband there was more to come and he better brace himself.
She even grinned at me and kept her eyes in their corners to keep them on mine as she turned her face toward her date and said, “I have a bluetooth speaker, do you have tunes on your phone Graham?”
Music. It was not the kind of thing you settle down with when a guest is up to your room for a drink only. She sat down sideways to face him and busied her nimble fingers on the zippers up the side of her over-knee boots. “I don’t know about you,” she said, pushing her boots aside, “but I like dancing. Do you like dancing Graham?”
He laughed and she chuckled in sympathy. “I know, a bit weird, isn’t it.” She hung her face down but she was also flirtatious to the point of looking frisky. She glared up at him through the hair strands that had fallen around her face. She pulled her grin sideways and her body wavered side to side.
“Not weird at all, pretty refreshing actually.”
She smiled to herself. Again, she knew I was watching. She knew I was clutching my fists. “Your dates don’t often ask you to dance?” She said it in a tone that was quiet and soft, the tone of someone getting into a mood.
“It’s not like I’m on dates to a woman’s hotel room alone very often,” he smirked. “But why would dancing only be permitted with a crowd around you, right? Why not here.”
“Why not indeed,” she said. She couldn’t stop grinning and chuckling. She was nervous obviously, but she was also green-lighting every move this guy had.
He got up and extended his hand. With his foot behind him, he pushed the coffee table aside, far enough for it to block and probably lock me into the wardrobe. “Shall we?” he said, both of them laughing at themselves.
She took his hand but she didn’t rise up from the couch right away. She held his hand and they swung their arms together. She looked up at him and she curled her lips between her teeth. She was deciding. She was calculating. She ducked her face and looked out the corner of her eyes directly to the dark gap between the wardrobe doors.
“We shall,” she said to me more than to him, and she let him pull her up onto their small dance floor.
He still had his phone in his hand and he turned the volume up. He had selected probably the most ideal music for my wife, if he wanted her to dance. Not that she needed a lot of encouragement to dance, she loved to do it. But with a stranger alone in a hotel room? It was obviously more than just a dance on a dance floor at a club or a party or a wedding.
She stepped up to him and draped her arms around his neck facing him straight on. She came to him closer than I thought she would. I knew the whole experiment caused her a great deal of nervousness. But she stepped closer yet, pressing herself now to him. I pressed my eye to the gap in the doors, disbelievingly. All I could think was, the idea that the island was not real space, the night was not real time, was a notion that she took to heart. When I said there would be no consequences, she believed it. I didn’t know at the time what I was including in the free pass, but whatever she thought it meant, if she in fact meant anything clear by it, it included apparently pressing bodies, hugging tightly, moving sensually together, and resuming their kiss. A long kiss.
The whole idea came up a week earlier, though I had to wonder if its germination occurred some long time before in either her head or in mine. A girlfriend of hers had been busted having an affair with another friend, who was also married. It was a very messy thing and Carly and I talked about it a lot.
“Would you tell me if you were about to cheat on me?” she asked suddenly after a pause in our conversation. We’d been contemplating things lying up against pillows in our bed.
“I guess it wouldn’t be cheating in that case,” I meant to joke.
But she didn’t take it as a joke. “It would be the fair thing to do, wouldn’t it.” She looked up at me and I realized in her squinting eyes she was serious. “I would tell you before I would do anything, I think.”
“What’s it called then, though? Because I think it’s cheating only when you do it without the other person knowing.”
She kept staring up at me. “I don’t know,” she intoned thoughtfully. “Permission?”
I nodded. It was a reasonable sounding answer, but it had a nuance I wasn’t expecting. “So would the one be asking the other, in that case? I mean, because you started off saying you would tell me, but if it’s permission, it’s asking me. Right?”
“I guess that’s what I would do,” she nodded slowly, an idea forming in her mind. “I would ask you if I could. And you could ask me if you could.”
“Would it be like, a specific person? Because then, I don’t know, it’s  . . . . “
“. . . . It’s already gone down the road some distance,” she completed my thought. “Hasn’t it. I mean, if you asked me if I would let you sleep with a specific girl, yeah, that feels like something close to secret cheating has already happened. I mean it presumes she is already agreed to it, has already suggested it.”
“So yeah,” I nodded, “that sounds ugly again. For sure, that’s close enough to cheating again. So okay,” I smiled at her. She and I always pursued this kind of off the rails conversation, running mind experiments and goading each other to keep pushing things to the logical end. “It would be with someone you don’t know.”
She grinned. “That actually sounds kind of exciting. What kind of scenario,” she rolled her eyes up and touched her finger to her bottom lip, “would that be?”
I tickled her and she squirmed and laughed. “What are you thinking?”
“Well, what kind of thing would it be,” she got her laughing and voice back under control even while she was still contorted in mid tickled spasm across the bed, her body half exposed in the white sheets. “What if one of us asked the other for permission to like, go on a date, or meet someone, or just, have some kind of night out.”
“Carly,” I shook my head scoldingly at her, with a grin. “Are you asking me permission to do that?”
“I don’t know,” she started to reply. “What if I was? Would that be okay to ask?”
We stared at each other. She knew the answer as well as I did. We were both independent professional people. The idea of asking permission from the other seemed quaint and anachronistic. Of course she didn’t have to ask my permission to do anything. It was a courtesy only that we would tell each other what we wanted to do.
“I think you just did ask,” I grinned.
She grinned too. We held each other’s gaze, both of us wondering where that sentence was going. “Did I?” she yanked the sheet over her face. She lowered it. “Not going to do it around here,” she said. “No one can know.”
“We’d have to go on a weekend out of town,” I nodded. I was excited too. I had no knowledge about why yet. I was to find out, though, when things got considerably hotter in that hotel room.
My wife didn’t just dance with Graham, she flirted with him too, on their own private dance floor they made for themselves. She’d turned down the lights to go with the music he’d found and when she came back, she turned her back to him, reached behind herself to clasp his hands in hers, and leaned over to press her ass inside that delicious short blue skirt hard against his hips.
She turned them both in a number of deft steps so that she ended up facing directly to the wardrobe doors. She knew exactly what she was doing, as unbelievable as it was. Was she testing me, seeing if I was true to my word about not interrupting things “no matter what happens”? Or did she know me better than I knew myself? Because the fact was, there wasn’t a jealous bone in my body. I thought there would be and that there should be, too, but nope. I was disbelieving and I was amazed. But it wasn’t anger or jealousy that was pumping my blood so hard. It was arousal.
She straightened up but remained arched deeply so her ass jutted out and wriggled against the front of his pants. She brought his hands in hers to the front of her body and at first she pressed them under hers against her flat taut stomach. But as she began to really sway and rotate against him, she dragged his hands up her luscious body and pressed them into her breasts. When he squeezed her, she tucked her hands under her hair, she smiled hard and wide, and she closed her eyes. She flung her hair and reached up and behind her head to clutch at the hair on his head that she pulled hard.
I nearly fell out of the wardrobe I’d never been that close to anything that hot. My wife began to toy with the bottom edge of her sweater, rolling it, pulling it, showing me glimpses of her stomach beneath. She kept her eyes on mine, all glassy and dilated in the dim light. Graham massaged her breasts and pressed himself against her ass. She stared at me and tested me and let her mouth fall wide open. I still did nothing, as that was what I promised. What she made me promise though!
She pulled her top up and tucked her elbows inside and danced as though her sweater was a prop. Graham lifted his hands but only to bring them down on her bra under her sweater. She didn’t bat an eye. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t laugh and cover herself and step away and tell him enough. She didn’t smile at me and laugh. She didn’t stop anything. She closed her eyes in fact and tugged her sweater over her body and head, and she shook her head and drove her hand through her hair to fluff it, and she tossed her sweater over the back of the handiest chair.
That was certainly further than I had imagined she would take things. In all our conversations about it, there was nothing to indicate it might go as far as taking her top off. I was sorely tested in my resolve to respect my word, but she was testing me and she knew it. She gave me that teasing look — Graham had no idea, his eyes were all over her — and she lifted both hands to the clip and zipper at the side of the waist of her tiny blue skirt.
I almost guffawed out loud because that would be just like her, to tease me and make me think she would actually take her skirt off. I so dearly wanted to step out, dismiss the guy, and shake my head and hand it to her. If it was a game, she won. I would have ended it, except for the way she more than once made me promise. The sound of her words came back to me. I knew there was something different’ about the way she was asking me.
“Are you sure you promise?”
“Yes,” I laughed, in the car driving off the ferry, now in the land of never-tell, off to find our hotel somewhere down the one road that circled the island.
“Last chance,” she checked again with me. “Whatever happens, right?”
I looked at her like she was treating me like an idiot. “Carly,” I said to her, becoming a little annoyed at the lack of trust she was showing, “whatever happens means whatever happens.” I shook my head.
“Whatever happens means whatever happens” now echoed in my head. She wasn’t teasing me with her fingers walking to her zipper on the hip of her skirt. She undid the clasp and pulled it down. She gently shook her head “No” at me through the slit of the doors and she lifted her hands and that blue skirt floated to the floor around her ankles. I was mesmerized and my heart skipped. My throat ran dry and my eyes hurt. My wife was wearing nothing but a white lacy half-cup bra, and white scallop edge low-rise hipster panties. I was breathless. If she knew she was going to be stripped to her underwear with the guy, she should have told me.
Graham’s hands rubbed up and down over both her bare thighs. He had got his own shirt off. Carly insisted on facing me even as they danced together — as they danced so well together, I couldn’t help thinking. They did make a good looking couple, just themselves. The music was loud enough that it was expected there’d be no need to talk any further. The lights were down low enough to show everyone where everything was, but to cast a romantic, hidden feel to it all. The antique ambiance of the room made it feel as though we really had stepped through a portal and that it wasn’t really happening, or at least not happening in a way that impinged on the real world back home.
I knew the vision of my wife becoming naked in the arms of another man was making me delirious and I knew the conversation we had leading up to the night had made me powerless in the situation. The consequences of breaking my word and stepping out of the wardrobe were slight in one respect — of course a husband could interrupt his wife in the embrace of another man — but they’d be profound in another respect. I promised I would stay inside. That vow seemed more important than even a wife’s vow to not fuck another guy. At least that’s how it felt in that moment in the Parisian Hotel in that colonial era island locked inside fog banks.
But I would be remiss in failing to mention that watching one’s wife nearly nude in the embrace of another man who was hankering for more filled my veins with other emotions besides the predicable ones. Because she had sought and had received my permission, essentially, it wasn’t cheating. I had offered to my wife the opportunity to go down to the bar alone and to sit there waiting to see if a man came to talk to her, and to decide for herself if she wanted to invite him up.
“I’ll be in the bar myself,” I pointed out. “So you only have to text me if you think you found someone.”
“Oh my god, this is so weird though.” She grabbed my shirt and buried her face in my chest. But her grin gave her away. She was beyond excited.
“Weird yes,” I had to agree. “I guess it’s weirder that it could be done in secret, or if not weirder, a lot worse.”
“That’s true,” she said, turning again to lean against me and cross my arms over her chest to study us in the mirror. “I’m pretty excited, but you know, there’s not likely to be anyone I’m going to like.”
“That’s okay,” I said. “If there is though,” I began.
She shrieked. “Oh my god, I don’t know.”
“Well you that you can end things at any stage.”
“I know, I know.”
“And I’m there the whole time. I’ll go up after you text me, just take your time going up.”
“I know!” she squealed.
“And what are we talking about anyway? Right? I mean, what, kissing?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “Not making any firm lines.”
“Just play it out the way it feels. The way you feel in that fantasy.”
“Nothing happens in my fantasy.”
“See?
“Nothing doesn’t not happen either. If just fades to black when we get inside.”
“So then take it any way you want to and let yourself be free,” I said. “That’s what it’s really about, right? We’re experimenting with what it means to be free, but together.”
“Yes,” she said against my shirt.
She reached behind her ass and I saw her elbows come up. The man’s hands travelled down her stomach and over her hips, and back up her sides, her ribs, and over her breasts. She let him. She didn’t stop him. And when his pants went slack and fell to the floor around his ankles, I realized she had undone his belt and pants and fly.
She bent over and danced against him very sensually and very slinkily. Her hands kept pushing between their bodies behind her and my throat constricted. None of this was discussed explicitly. But her words echoed around my head like a throbbing song through the neighbor’s wall. I promised three times and she made sure I understood even though I hadn’t understood. She turned away from me reluctantly, trailer her eyes to their corners before turning against the man and leaning her head back so her hair tumbled down her back and her face lifted to his, where she kissed him again.
His hands slid off her shoulders and down her back under her hair. When his fingers fumbled at the clasp of her bra, I had had enough. But I stayed inside the wardrobe. I was aghast that Carly did nothing. Even as the straps of her bra fell down her arms, she only danced with him more. The sight of her entirely bare back, twisting and swaying against the guy, was more than I could take, and yet I had to take it.
When his hands slipped inside the ass of her panties, she only squealed. And she wriggled and stood on her toes and they fell down her legs and onto the floor. I wanted to cry out her name, I wanted to intervene, to flick on the lights and send him away. But she still just danced, though now she was completely naked against him. Worse: she began to work his shorts down his legs, too.
They kept dancing together while both had become completely naked. My mouth hung open and my eyes bled. She moved them over to the edge of the bed and when their legs touched the edge, she laughed and pushed him down on it. She stood on her toes and climbed up on the edge of the bed, making sure, I knew, that I was able to see her. She walked on her hands and knees slow and liquid like until her hair fell around his stomach and legs.
There was no way, I thought, she was teasing me, she was testing me. She wouldn’t dare do that, I shook my head inside the wardrobe. But I saw her head go down. I saw her arm go under her face. And then she did it: she crawled over him and moved her body into my line of sight, she even gathered her hair in a rope and pulled it over her shoulder so that I could see completely as her mouth lowered down over his erect shaft. I didn’t believe it at first, I thought she was faking me out, but there came no doubt that she was taking him in her mouth, when she pulled back up and I could see the guys cock glisten from hers saliva and strings stretch from her mouth to his cock.
She couldn’t have meant these things when we talked on the ferry, when we discussed it at home. How could she have meant blowing him? How could she have thought I’d be so nonchalant about that? She went down on him with enthusiasm though, with the delight and hunger of someone discovering the true colors and energy of her fantasy.
It was like she forgot I was in the wardrobe watching, soon after that. She moaned on him and I could hear in her voice a certain state of bliss. She was getting carried away on him, she was losing herself. She had entered the fantasy and it was going on it’s own course. I didn’t know how far things would go now, she no longer seemed to be consciously aware of herself as a wife with a husband, a husband who was watching.
She let her hair go as though she didn’t know why she was holding it out of the way. She came up from the guy’s lap and didn’t even glance at me, nor did she make a point of not looking at the gap. It was as though I was no longer there. As though she was no longer married.
She teased him like a lover. She touched his mouth and she tugged his cock and she leaned down over his body and kissed his chest. She seemed to have become inhabited by another woman. She laughed and touched him and she brought her legs over his body and knelt over his face. She squealed when he grasped her hips over his head. She leaned her forearms into the headboard and turned her face sideways.
I could see her expression but she wasn’t showing it to me for my benefit. She didn’t know anymore I was there or that she was married. She rotated her hips and lowered her legs until she covered his face with her pussy. The groan she let out filled the room above the music and I had to wonder how thick the walls were she was so loud.
She gyrated on his face and cried out as he worked on her with the right level of insistence and gentleness, apparently, because she rose up fast and relentlessly, emitting surprised whimpers and high-pitched inhalations as though she didn’t expect something that good to play over her clit. Her orgasm, usually something that takes a bit of time and focus, this night crept up on her without warning and gripped her whole body nearly violently.
She fell down on him laughing and lazy, sweeping her hands all over his body. She liked him, I could tell. She raised her hips and lowered herself down his body until she hovered over his hips. I didn’t know what was happening until it was too late. I had been overcome with the sight and sound of my wife cumming on the man’s face and didn’t register what was going on next. When I did, it was too late. She had rotated and undulated her hips down and had gripped his cock with her hand that she pushed down between their bodies and between her legs. She uncurled the condom down his shaft. I watched horrified as the head of his cock, just as it had entered her mouth earlier, enter her pussy lips.
Fucking him was so far beyond the realm of the possible that I didn’t understand that that’s what she was doing. Even as his cock disappeared inside her grasping, gripping tight pussy lips, I physically shook my head “No” inside the wardrobe, not “No, I forbid this,” but “No, this isn’t what is happening.”
But it was. The cries she emitted brought me to my senses and I looked with freshly rubbed eyes. She had sat back on his lap and reached behind herself to grip his shins, stretching her fine body out for him to touch and feel and rub and grip. Her breasts sticking up over her arched chest were beautiful, until his hands covered them and squeezed them and made her yelp with pleasure.
She fell forward and pressed her hands into his shoulders and began to ride him hard and with focus. She leaned down and kissed him. She moved on him like waves that move over the beach. Even as he began to groan and thrash under her, she kept moving on him. He went rigid as a steel beam and lifted her up entirely off the bed. She only rode him harder.
I could see the moment on her face when she remembered that she was married, that she had a husband, and that he was still there, hiding in the wardrobe against the wall. She shuddered and she grimaced. She woke up and shook awake the man.
“Time to go,” she said to him softly but firmly. “Time to go,” she said again, more firmly than softly the second time. When she saw him off in the robe at the door, shutting and locking it nearly against his ankles, she turned and leaned against it. She took a moment to regain her composure. “You can come out,” she said.
I stood up inside the wardrobe and pushed open both doors. I stepped out and faced her across the suite and I exhaled with puffed cheeks. She buried her face in her hands and her eyes, looking frightful, raised up only slowly to mine.
“I swear to god, I didn’t know that would happen,” she said though her cupped hands.
I was speechless myself. “We’ll talk in the morning. I can’t talk now,” I said. What I left out was that, in the closet, I ejaculated. I wiped it up with my t-shirt. Because, while something obviously happened to her, something also happened to me.
In the morning, we showered and we headed out for breakfast. I didn’t know how to start, and she didn’t either. We both grimly sat staring at our plates and cups in the back corner of the cafe before raising our eyes to each others. It took about three beats for us to both crack up at the same time and peel with so much laughter we both nearly fell out of our chairs and had to clutch our guts and plead with each other to stop laughing it hurt so much.
“I didn’t know you were going to do that!” I bugged my eyes out at her.
“I didn’t know either!” she bugged her eyes out right back at me and we ended up with the unstoppable giggles for another several minutes.
“What were you thinking?” I finally steadied myself enough to get my breath.
“I wasn’t thinking. Something about knowing you were there made it, I don’t know, it was like, okay, you’re there, you’re thinking, so I don’t have to.”
“But it’s not like I can just step out and say, ‘Oh! That’s it!’”
“Well it’s not like I could just stop things wherever either.”
“Why not?”
She tilted her head at me and squinted her eyes. “I don’t know,” she said suddenly thoughtfully. “I just couldn’t.”
“Cause you were loving it too much.” I said it as a joke, as a taunting put-down.
But she didn’t laugh. She bit her lip and looked around as though checking for anyone listening. “I was,” she said in a deep and serious voice. “I was loving it.”
We both ate in silence as we hung on that thought.
“So good times then,” I brushed my fingers off over my plate and crossed my legs and leaned back.
“As long as everyone enjoyed themselves,” she said more as a question than a statement. She raised her eyes slowly up to mine.
I tried to hold my gaze on hers but the tremors of our earlier peels of laughter were still jittery in my body and I cracked, coughed, and erupted in uncontrollable giggles again, doubling over and nearly ducking below the table.
She laughed too, but with a confused expression. She half whispered trying to keep our voices down and stop attracting so much attention from around the clattering cafe. “What are we laughing at?” she got out between her own eruptions.
“I came inside the wardrobe,” I said.
She laughed with me again but still was confused. “What? You did what?”
I realized she wasn’t getting the double meaning of the word. I looked around before leaning close to her over our table and beckoned her to lean close as well. She still jiggled on the edge of laughing.
“I ejaculated inside the closet. I jerked off watching you.”
“Oh my god!” she hoarsely whispered. Her jaw dropped and she pulled closer yet. “What, in your hand?”
“My t-shirt.”
“You took off your t-shirt?”
“I had to do something.”
“Just from watching us?” Her face showed utter fascination.
“I guess so. I mean it just sort of happened.”
“You just sort of unzipped and just sort of started pulling on it?”
I grinned and rolled my eyes. “Well not quite like that, but yeah, sort of like that.”
She sat back and rolled her head back and forth staring at my eyes in wonder, as though seeing me anew, as a different person.
“I didn’t think you’d do that,” she said, punching “that.”
“Well I didn’t think you’d do what you did too!” I countered back.
“Well,” she bulged her eyes and raised her eyebrows at her empty plate. “I guess we found some things out about both of us.”
We both stared at the table between us in silence for many moments. Finally, I said, “Wanna go again?”
She nearly sprayed her coffee and leaned down so low over the table her chin nearly touched her plate.
“Are you crazy?”
I came down to face her. “It was so fucking hot, Carly.”
“Jesus,” she said, leaning back and crossing her arms over her chest. She crossed her legs and scanned around the cafe. “You’re serious too aren’t you.”
“Kind of yeah,” I said to her in a kind of desperate voice. I knew I was sick. I knew it was weird. But maybe I was affected as well by the idea that the island was not part of the real world.
She shook her head before looking over her shoulder at the line of people that formed for go coffees. She stared a moment then leaned back over the table and I knew the cue: I was to meet her chin to chin over the plates.
“That one in the grey suit, for example.”
I let my eyes drift up to the middle of the line and a guy in his mid-30s in the suit. Office worker? Manager of an investment office? “We’re not going to pick up guys in here are we?”
“No!” she laughed. “Just trying to pick our your type.” She paused and sipped from her cup. “Because if we’re going to do this again, it’s going to be both of us figuring out what’s going down.”
I looked at her and she set me with level and hard eyes. Something twigged in her and she took control.
“So,” she said, “the bar again tonight or something else?”
“There was a nightclub further up the street,” I pointed out. “It is Saturday.”
She swirled her cup below her nose. Without lifting her eyes from the coffee, she said, “Might have to buy me something to wear. And help me get ready.”
I could feel the blood rush out of my head.
Carly took charge. There was a stylish shop in the centre of town and she made me sit and judge each outfit she tried on. We settled on a cobalt blue knit draw string shorts and and off-shoulder long sleeve thing, and tan heeled sandals with straps that tied up the calves half-way. She looked amazing.
All day we were agitated. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I kept muttering.
“Well you better get used to the idea fast,” she said, leaning over the counter in her fire red low-rise hipster panties and strapless bra. She was carefully drawing lipstick around her mouth held in a O shape. “Oh and,” she said, fixing me with her eyes through the mirror. “If I like a guy, I’m going to text you. But you have to choose yes or no.”
“Why me?”
“Because honey,” she said, leaning close to the mirror again to line her eyes darkly. “You’re the one that has to watch him fuck me.” She checked through the mirror to gauge my reaction. “Now go get the outfit you picked for me to wear and help me put it on.”
The club was only a block from the hotel and we walked together. Carly was enjoying the effect she had on me. “Do you think you should bring something into the wardrobe so you don’t have to, you know,” she said, looking at me in my shirt. She laughed, but it was at me.
“Remember,” she kept on, “you pick him. Then get up there, because once I’m with a man you never know how fast things are going to go.” She squeezed my hand. “Kind of feeling like I’m not going to waste time tonight.”
It might have been a small town but the club was hopping. There were a lot government offices in the town — it was in the early going the state capital. We got inside and Carly turned to me, spreading her legs around mine and pressing her hard, tight sexy body into me. “One dance with the husband,” she said in my ear, “before I find my one night stand for the night.”
“You’re enjoying this so much aren’t you,” I shook my head at her and wrapped my hands around her lower back.
She ground her pelvis into my crotch. “Babe, we’re just getting started.” She laughed and twisted around and dragged me to the middle of the already crammed dance floor.
She pushed me away when she decided it was time — she’d seen a man who looked good to her. I found a place to sit in the shadows of the corner and got my phone out. Even before I sat down, I scanned the place and noticed her going back out on the floor with a man on the end of her hand.
She wasn’t kidding when she said she wasn’t in the mood to waste time. She threw her arms around his neck, she dropped her head back and laughed, and she pressed her pelvis into his.
Behind his back she texted me. It was only a simple, single question mark. I looked at the guy. Young, clean shaven, no axe murder vibes . . .  I picked my phone up. I hesitated with my thumb. Again the thought filled me with horror: What was I doing? I was about to okay my wife’s choice of a man she wanted to fuck. This time, it was clear that that was where it was going to go, unlike last time when I could fool myself into believing we were just playing around with bringing a guy up, maybe kissing him. She was explicit this time, she was clear. She wanted to fuck someone. And I was being asked to okay her choice.
And I did. I texted her a thumbs up and I drank my drink back and slipped right back out of the club to make it back to the hotel room ahead of her.
I barely had time to get into the closet before I heard keys dangle against the door and the unmistakable laughter of my wife Carly on the other side. But it wasn’t one male voice I heard. It was two.
I shivered and my spine stiffened. What had she done now? The door flew open and three people tumbled in, Carly and two men, the one she was dancing with and, apparently, his friend.
Again I was challenged. Again I felt she had not prepared me. Again I felt unprepared. And again I stayed still and quiet and my erection grew.
“Now,” Carly said, dropping her key on the credenza and draping her arms around the neck of the guy she had been originally dancing with. “Where were we?”
She laughed with an evilness in the depth of her voice. The second guy got the lights down and was pumping music through the bluetooth speaker. My wife and the first guy — Brad, or so he said was his name — danced closely together before the other guy — Zach apparently — stepped up behind my wife and pressed himself against her from behind.
“You boys seem to get along just fine,” she half laughed. The guy behind her began to pull her top down from her shoulders turning her sleeves inside out over her arms. She didn’t resist, she only lazily dropped her arms behind herself allowing him to pull it the rest of the way off her body.
Topless, she draped her arms around Brad’s neck again and went in for a long, sloppy kiss with him. Zach pressed against her from behind and Carly twisted around, cradled his jaw in her hand and smiled up at him, before kissing him too. He pulled at the waist of her drawstring shorts and she wriggled her ass to help him pull it off her hips to let it fall around her ankles. I marveled from inside the wardrobe at the striking sexiness of Carly. She seemed the furthest thing from any of her previous shyness. She was only wearing her sharp red panties and bra, and her heeled shoes. The three danced together, the two men surreptitiously removing their clothes as though she wouldn’t notice.
I didn’t recognize my wife. It felt like I was watching a movie, only it was real, it was right in front of me, and it wasn’t a porn star sandwiched between the two chiseled men, it was Carly, my wife. She wasn’t checking on me in the gap between the doors this time. From the blissful look on her face, I could tell she had entered that state again, she was unaware of me, of herself as a wife, of anything other than her pleasure in the moment.
She turned around inside the double embrace so that she now faced Zach. She was the one who pulled his shorts down his legs with a grin and a guttural laugh. She shimmered down into a squat guiding his shorts down all the way to his ankles, and she licked and flicked her tongue at his cock. He was already fully erect. She looked up at him from below his cock and she wrapped her luscious mouth around his shaft and took him deeply in her mouth.
I didn’t think I’d love seeing my wife suck off another man. To me, the whole thing was giving her the chance to live out some fantasy. I only stayed in the room to watch over her and protect her. But I was unable to once again ease my cock out of my pants and glare at the way my wife so hungrily, so deliriously swallow his erect cock.
Brad had dropped his own shorts and kicked them away from his feet. He poked the back of my wife’s neck with his own erect cock and she laughed and twisted around and, while squeezing Zach’s cock, she smiled sultry and wrapped her lips around Brad’s cock.
The two men shifted around and Carly dropped onto her knees. She squealed as though she couldn’t be more delighted. She brought their two cocks together and tried to stuff them both into her mouth together and laughed when she couldn’t.
She stood up and lead the two men, one holding each of her hands, over to the couch. She made them both sit down together. She straddled not one lap, but rather moved a leg between each of their knees. She danced for them — she loved dancing. She loved being watched too. But this was a different level. Both guy started doing what I was already doing: jerking off.
My wife had everyone’s attention and she seemed to be in ecstasy. She arched her back and chuckled and reached behind herself to unclasp the bra that I helped put her in only hours earlier. She let it fall from her chest and tossed it behind her toward the wardrobe, knowing I was right inside watching everything.
She bent over sharply at her waist and stroked both cocks. She leaned over further and took one in her mouth, before lifting off and taking the other in her mouth. She stood up and laughed languidly. She turned around, carefully placing her legs down in between the two men’s legs again. She bent over and rubbed her breasts, but her eyes were on me. She was defiant. She was challenging me. And then she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and eased them down over her ass. She wiggled her body at the men staring at her from behind and stroking their cocks, mesmerized by her liquid movements.
She stepped her feet out of her panties and tossed them at the gap of the wardrobe, right at my eye level. And she rubbed her pussy needfully toward me, squirming and groaning and squeezing her hand between her legs hard.
She lingered her gaze on the gap of the wardrobe but slowly turned around to lift and place her long legs around Matt’s knees. She knelt on the edge of the couch and she looked at Zach, she played her hair over her shoulder, and she smiled at him. She tapped the back of the couch above the head of Brad who had slumped down.
Zach sat on the top of the back of the couch and my wife leaned over the lowered head of Brad and sank her mouth down on Zach’s cock all the way until her lips kissed the base of his cock. Brad gripped her hips and he pulled and my wife gave easily in, lowering herself until his cock poked at her pussy lips. I could hear her groan even with Zach’s cock deep in her mouth, muffling her.
Her moan turned into a cry as Brad pulled and her hips sank down, showing me Brad’s cock erect between her legs one moment, then engulfed deep inside her pussy in the next. She moved her body like a flag in the wind, snapping her tail bone to fuck Brad and shove her body hard on his cock, even while her neck snapped the other way and withdrew her lips over Zach’s glistening cock, lengthening out of her mouth.
They must have fucked in every known position and even added a few to the vocabulary. At one point my wife was on her back over the ottoman with one man pounding himself into her pussy while her head hung backward and upside down over the other end, so the other man could fuck her mouth just as hard, just as deeply.
They took breaks, going to the kitchenette for drinks or snacks, finding something to put on the screen, or finding different music. But then one or another of them would simply take my wife wherever she was — up on the kitchenette counter, or bending over the Parisian balcony wrought iron railing where she had stopped to get air.
It was Romanesque, the way all three wondered around the room naked with the music and the lights in the naked and sweating bodies, fucking sucking licking touching and playing and kissing as though there was no time in this place.
They decided they needed more drinks and all three dressed to go down to the bar in the hotel together, leaving me alone in the room to come out of the closet and survey the royal mess they’d made. The sheets were loosed from the bed the fucking had been so vigorous and couch cushions were scattered. I tidied it up for them. When I heard them shushing each other outside the door I hurried back into the closet.
They came in and dropped their clothes altogether. No one noticed the room had been tidied, but that might have been because it didn’t stay that way for long. Carly got on her hands and knees on the bed and lowered herself down to her elbows and stared at me through the gap in the wardrobe. She stuck her ass up in the air and offered it to whoever wanted it. When a cock entered her, she didn’t even turn to see who it was, she only lowered her face to the bed and dropped her jaw and cried in jolted whimpers.
The men both stood over my wife’s prone and worn out body on the bed and she writhed below them, rubbing herself. When Zach threw his head back and grimaced, my wife slid off the edge of the bed and onto her knees and engulfed his cock. At one point her cheeks puffed and then her throat swallowed. When she pulled off smiling and delirious, not a drop came out her mouth. But then he shot again and again all over her pretty face.
Brad was already ejaculating before she could turn to him and his cum shot over her face, her neck, and her breasts. She laughed and dove to catch what she could of his cum in her mouth.
When she finished them off, she strode past the wardrobe and glanced at the gap licking cum off her lips, but it hung also from her chin and her cheeks and her tits. My own cum shot at her, some of it flying through the gap.
My wife threw their clothes at the two guys who got the message. She stood at the open door as they passed by and she blew them languid kisses. “We get together again?” one of them asked.
“Unlikely,” my wife laughed as she shut and locked the door.
She turned and leaned against it. I stepped out of the closet. It had been hours and my back was bent. She strode toward me still with men’s cum all over her body. She stepped up to me and kissed me long and hard on the mouth and then took my hand and guided me to the bathroom.
“Come on,” she said, “clean me up for bed.” When the shower was hot, she just stood with her hands over her head pressed into the wall and she allowed me to soap her up and scrub her down.
Again, just like the first time, we didn’t have anything to say and both fell into deep sleep rapidly, out limbs wrapped around each other’s.
In the morning, we packed up and vacated the room before breakfast. We both turned in the hallway and looked back inside at the scene of so much the last couple of days. We said nothing and walked quietly down the hallway.
On the ferry, we got out like we always do and leaned over the railing to stare into the foaming wake and gaze off into the mists.
“That was some weekend,” she said finally.
“I didn’t know you had it in you,” I said.
“I don’t think I did either.” She looked sideways from her dipped head and grinned at me. “And look at you,” she said.
“Yeah,” I shrugged. “Live and learn, I guess.”
“What makes you so horny watching your wife with other men?” She didn’t beat around the bush. “Is it the porn of it?”
“No, I can see quality fucking anytime online.”
“Is it because it’s so wrong — it’s your cute, quiet wife, college instructor by day, bitch-slapped whore by night?” She laughed deeply.
“No,” I had to say. I wanted to treat her question with seriousness. There was something that it was that needed to be thought out, because it felt profound as a life change.
“Well just so you know,” she turned around and leaned her back against the railing, “a husband isn’t supposed to be like that when men are fucking his wife silly.”
“I know, right?” I agreed. “And yet, it was probably the most aroused I’d ever been at watching something.”
“Maybe your just a voyeur, you love watching in secret.”
“No,” I turned around and leaned against the railing beside her. “It definitely has something to do with it being you.“
“Maybe you like seeing other men fuck your wife, plain and simple.”
“Is there a word for that?”
She leaned over against me and kissed my nose. “You’re a cuckold, dear,” she dropped her mouth open in a taunting, wide grin. She turned against me and pressed herself hard. Speaking low and softy nearly with her lips brushing mine, she said, “And I looked it up. I’m your hotwife — and you need to put an anklet around my ankle to show it.”
It wasn’t every weekend, but it wasn’t ever in our home town. Carly located a place an hour or two or three away, and a nice hotel, a nice bar, a nice club. When we were both in the mood for a little extracurricular fun, we’d drive off for the weekend. We played in the room getting her ready. Sometimes I even sat at a bar, sometimes I even pretended to be a man trying to pick her up, but she’d reject me. And pick the guy that felt empowered when she turned to him.
Then I’d go back before them, and find a good hiding place. Every time was different, but it always went to the same place: my wife getting fucked by a stranger, and me in closet jerking off watching it. And then laughing hard about it the following morning over breakfast.
“What if,” she squinted her eyes at me as she chewed her sour dough, “I went out with a man more than once.”
I looked at her silently but also squinting my eyes.
“What if,” she said as though she were just thinking on the spot, “I did something somewhere you couldn’t watch.”
I swallowed hard unsure where she was taking things. But she wasn’t done yet.
“What if,” she smiled more widely because she knew what she was doing to me, “what if I did something and you didn’t even know about it until after.”
She stared as though these were real questions, as though I had ready answers for her. “Or!” her eyes gleamed widely. “What if you weren’t hiding? But you sat there in view watching?”
She had a lot of ideas, I had to hand it to her. “No,” she thought about it. “I like it when you’re hiding. I like it when you can’t join in,” she said thoughtfully looking away and across the cafe. “But I might want to explore those other things — especially the one where you find out I fucked a guy after, like maybe when you take my panties off, and you find another man’s cum all over my already worn-out pussy.” She turned to me. “Would you like that?” She casually fed her mouth another bite of toast with her eyes on mine, considering, imagining.
“I know,” she said with a smile slowly creeping over her face. “I have a boyfriend and some evenings, I just tell you, after getting all ready and hot and made up, that I’m going over to my boyfriend’s for the night. And I leave you alone. Maybe I put my phone on for you to hear him fuck me.”
I swallowed and she saw it.
“That’s what we should do!”
It was the last I had heard of it, until a Friday night came and she was getting ready for something.
“What day is it, am I forgetting something?” I was in the kitchen when she passed through in only new silver panties and bra.
“Date tonight, didn’t I tell you?”
She got something from the fridge and turned and sped back to the bathroom. I could hear her chuckle and try to stifle it.
“Date?” I followed her down the hall.
“Might have forgot to tell you,” she replied casually. “Dwayne.”
She began to paint lipstick on her lips. “I took last Monday off work and spent the day at his place. Guy I used to know.” She went back to the mirror like it was something we had discussed and settled. But I could tell she was beaming inside, she was loving my confusion.
“Aw, don’t worry,” she said, “You don’t have to wait up for me, I’ll sleep over. I used to all the time, back then.” She sat on the edge of the bed and began pulling on tight faded torn jeans and a white loose sweater that showed one of her shoulders beautifully. She studied her hands pulling up the zippers on her tall boots I could tell she was grinning but trying not to show me.
She stood up and pressed her body against mine. She said close to my ear, “He fucks me so hard, I used to be afraid he was going to break me.” She kissed my cheek. “But I was never able resist him. Not then and not now.”
She picked up her purse and her phone and stopped at the door looking at me with expectation. “Well get your keys, you’re driving me to my boyfriend’s, didn’t I say?”
On the way, she squeezed my cock and she pressed her body against me. She said, “It’s going to be a late night. He never stops!”
“This building here,” she said, tapping her nail against the window.  It was a new high-rise. She opened the door but turned back to me. “I’ll call when we’re up sometime tomorrow morning, okay?”
I was stunned.
“Aw, honey. Do you want me to text you about what he’s doing to me? Or do you want me to leave my phone on so you can hear?”
Finally I had something to say. “Put your phone on,” I said in a meek and faltering voice. “I’d like that.”
She got out and, twirling her purse from her fingers, she skipped across the sidewalk and laughed into her phone. When the door unlocked, my wife turned and blew me a kiss through a big smile, and she disappeared inside and through the elevator door and up to her boyfriend’s condo.
I went home alone and awaited her call. It never came. 




Reluctant Adulterer

She had taken off her pale smoke-toned leather biker jacket but still wore her grey suede thigh-high tall heel boots and tight white mini dress. She clapped and bent over laughing before straightening up and covering her mouth with her hand. I could see her blush from all the way up in the bedroom loft above the large open ski chalet we rented for the weekend. The fire rolled and whipped behind the big white fur rug that spread out from the black leather ottoman he stretched his legs out over. They were both sunken into the massive, soft, burgundy couch. A show was on the huge screen over the fireplace, but they were only sporadically checking in on it during lulls in their conversation. A space for decency and decorum remained between them on the couch as though they both silently agreed to a placeholder for her missing husband and his missing friend — for me, in other words. But I wasn’t going to show.
It was the three of us at the beginning of the night when we got started over dinner at Josie’s, the hot new place in the village. But then I had to go to my poker game.
“You’re going to leave her with me?” Brady, my friend, said, imitating a Home Alone shocked expression. He sold high-end art in the village gallery and I knew him since high school. Crazy Brady — he took to heart the Aristippus philosophy of hedonism.
“Pursuit of pleasure is the only moral compass there is,” he had said earlier.
Celine, my wife, 27 years old and 5 years younger than both Brady and me, was a kindergarten teacher. “I would have to say,” she tilted her head to cause a cascade of long lazy waves of her milk chocolate hair to fall over her chest, “that certainly seems to be the morals we all start with.”
Brady grinned at her crookedly with a questioning squint of his eyes. “What do you mean by that?”
My wife tugged the zippered edges of the sleeves of her biker jacker down over the palms of her hand and scrunched up her shoulders. She wasn’t comfortable being asked what she thought. She didn’t naturally insert herself into conversations. I liked it. We both wanted her to speak her mind more, but she was painfully shy at the best of times.
“The kids I teach. Or maybe not teach,” she ducked her head and hid her face behind thick strands of hair that flicked over her face. She raised her eyes and caught his eyes through her hair. She didn’t know how hot she was or how her natural gestures looked so flirtatious. I’d tell her at home, but she would only deny and hide her face in my chest. “More just keep alive till 3,” she raised her shoulders and puffed air out her grinning mouth. She closed her lips again and turned her face to her drink, finished for now, but she glanced at Brady a brief moment more through the corners of her eyes. I was intrigued at how intrigued she was with him. It was unusual of her. She was getting all kittenish over him.
Now they reclined on the couch together in our dimly lit chalet and I was more than intrigued. I was feeling stoked. I moved back from the edge and away from the pine pole loft railing and leaned against the log wall in the dark shadows near the high peaked roof. I carefully brought out my phone and texted her. “Hope you’re having okay time, poker game going good — maybe I won’t be cleaned out as soon as usual, lol!” I wrote her.
I lifted my chin and brought my eyes over the level of the floor to see down onto the couch in the big and darkened main room again.
“I think,” she grinned sideways at him, “that might be him now, speak of the devil.” She chuckled and reached for her phone in her cute white leather purse propped on the ottoman. She held it with both hands right in front of her face and when Brady leaned back as though he were trying to peak, she laughed and turned so show him the back of her phone. “Stop it,” she grinned. Her pink painted and long rounded thumbnails tapped rapidly at her screen.
“Having okay time at home,” she wrote me. “Brady came, hope that’s okay. Seemed early to stop the night.”
I grinned from above. “No problem with me. I’m glad you like him, he’s such a great old friend of mine.”
“Yeah I like him,” she wrote back. I watched as Brady minded his own business casually watching the show they had on and sipping his whiskey. Celine grinned at the screen she held close to her face. “How late do you think you’re going to be?”
“Going to be past 12 for sure at least,” I wrote back and looked down to see her reaction.
“How well do you know Brady, anyway?” she wrote. Brady leaned back again slowly, teasing her by pretending to want to peak at her phone again. She mouthed the words “Stop it!” at him as though her and I were talking on the phone.
He continued to lean over toward her.
She kicked gently at his legs with her long grey boot where they stretched out to the ottoman. “I mean it,” she growled in a low quiet voice. “I’m talking to my husband if you don’t mind.”
“What about?” he raised his eyebrows at her causally and unfurled his arm out over the top of the back of the deep and pillowy couch.
“He lives by the credo by which he speaks,” I wrote her. We talked at length at Josie’s about his hedonistic philosophy. Celine was far more interested than I would have guessed.
“Do you believe in what he says?” She wrote me.
“Are you ignoring him right now?” I smirked to myself and peered over the edge.
“He’ll be fine, I assure you,” she pulled her mouth sideways in a grin and glared at him over the top edge of her phone. He was bumping his foot against hers where it hung crossed over her other knee. She let him, but she glowered at him — playfully, it seemed to me.
“You mean the pleasure principle stuff?” I asked her.
Celine dropped her phone on the couch edge between her legs and leaned down to unzip her long boots and ease them off her legs and feet. She crossed her legs again, now bare from the high thigh down, and right back where they were in range for Brady to resume bumping her foot with his. He did, and though her foot bounced from his bumping, she ignored it. But she didn’t pull away.
“When he said it was the only moral principle needed.” When she texted that time, she turned her phone over and placed it face down on the side table beside her. She clasped her palms together and pushed them between her thighs. She turned her face to him and said, “Do we outgrow it or do we just hide it?” She met his eyes with a serious expression but I saw her eyes narrow. She was trying hard to get the conversation from Josie’s back on track.
“You see people in your classroom in their natural state, before they get all the overlays from schooling,” he said in that conversation at Josie’s. He slumped back in his chair at the table and crossed his fingers over his chest like he had become a professor suddenly.
I was fascinated to see her carry on her end of the conversation. She must have trusted, or even liked, Brady a lot, which was a shocker. He was extroverted like no one else, but he did the charm thing exceptionally well, I had to admit. If I used one attribute to describe him, it would be that he manages effortlessly to adjust himself to his audience. Selling high end art to vacationers was about the most perfect occupation for him. To watch him in action, as I had since high school onward, was to learn about other people, just from the way Brady mirrored them. But I never took Celine for an amateur philosopher.
“Or before they have all their equipment installed,” she said, “They aren’t really people yet, if we mean like us, with all the parts of our brain installed and operational.” She shook her head at him challengingly. She was warming to him like I’d never seen her warm to anyone before. I stayed out of it.
“What is installed,” he said, nodding at her at the same time, acknowledging her, “is the brain of earlier evolution. So perhaps they are fully formed even as far along as early man on the savannas of Africa.” He sipped his drink with obvious delight. He was playing her so well — he knew that if he demonstrated pride with his argument, she would interpret it to mean that she must be someone worth taking pride over besting in an argument. And he was right. She shot forward and leaned over the table with her eyes on fire and her mouth curling with a grin as she spoke.
“Where pleasure,” she poked her finger at him, “was not anything to pursue, or you died!” She leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest with immense self-satisfaction. “Those who sought pleasure died out and did not stick around to evolve — those who hunted and focused on surviving predators are who we eventually descended from.”
“Is that what you see in your kindergarten class, hunters and predators and survival tactics?” He grinned at her and I caught her, before she glanced at me, making eyes back at him. She was flirting with him and she was doing it right in front of me. I was trying to recall if I’d ever seen her flirt before.
“Yeah, the pleasure principle, and the morals of it,” she wrote me back finally from the chalet couch. “Does it excuse anything we might do?” she added, “Like he said.”
“What are you saying to him?” Brady grinned across the couch at her.
“I’m telling him that you’re behaving badly and trying to seduce his wife.” I think both Brady and I were taken aback at the suddenly blunt turn of her mind.
“I’m doing no such thing!” He pretended indignation well.
“Are so,” she stared him down challengingly. She also bumped his foot back with her dangling bare foot. “Anyway,” she said, pushing herself up, “he’s not getting back till after midnight so I guess you have me all to yourself.” She smirked and leaned over his body to pick up his glass. She lingered there too, letting him take in the side of her body, the hang of her breast, and the touch of her bare thigh, before puffing amused air out her nose and straightening up. “Do I even have to ask a man who is guided only by pleasure if he would like another drink?”
She turned and made her way to the kitchen in the corner of the big dark room, but she stepped slowly and with each foot directly in front of the other to make her hips sway mesmerizingly for him — and she knew without checking he was watching her recede. But she checked all the same, with a smile and a flash of her eyes through fallen strands of hair, before she chuckled to herself and busied about the kitchen with bottles and glasses and ice.
I pondered how to answer her. Does it excuse anything we might do? she asked. I tapped the corner of my phone into my forehead. Why was she asking that? How did it play into what was going on below me? How do I answer?
The honest answer would be, mostly yes. I was influenced enough over the years by Brady to half suspect he might be right, that we do nothing but pursue pleasure, and that everything we do that isn’t, is merely machinations to hide the fact. “A big shame-industrial complex was built up around the natural man,” he said down in Josie’s. “The rise of all-seeing singular gods gave rise to all the new religions that dominate now, gods who aren’t interested in the weather anymore or fighting or fucking with each other, but instead, they’re completely obsessed with what we do from a moral point of view — that’s the shame-industrial complex it all its glory. Modern civilization is almost entirely driven by us hiding ourselves — beginning with the fig leaves in Eden.”
Celine curled her lips as though attempting to speak, but she couldn’t land on the starting word.
“It’s telling, isn’t it, where the fig leaves went.” He nodded at her and smirked.
She stared back at him and I stared at her. I had heard it all before. She was getting it first time. He always made hard thinking points like that.
“They didn’t hide their eyes, or their ears, or their mouths,” he went on, “Did they. They didn’t even hide their poo-holes,” he turned to me as though I was some sort of authority on that subject. Celine hunched her shoulders and giggled at his choice of words.
“No,” he was now hamming up the professorial voice and gestures, “it was the primary bodily expression of pleasure — the erect cock, the engorged pussy.” He had a knack,  like I said, for measuring and mirroring his audience. I looked askance at Celine because she didn’t talk about these things, and nor did she use words like that. I was surprised he did — was he reading her all wrong? But I was the wrong one. She wasn’t turning away from him in disgust at his language. She instead glazed over in her eyes and her mouth softened as though she were becoming entranced by him.
“We seek pleasure whether we consciously think we do or not, whether we think we are making choices about it or not. Therefore everything that isn’t pleasure,” he said, his eyes boring into Celine’s shining eyes, “is fig leaves. It’s hiding. It’s faking it.”
“Does this philosophy,” I said, needing to break his spell over her before she stripped and jumped him in the chair he rocked in right there in the pub, “excuse everything we might do?” It was my old and tired challenge to him.
He turned to me slowly, taking on his silly “must I suffer the immortals” professorial expression again, and said flatly, “It does.” He’d never confronted me head on like that before over it. He just stared at me like someone about to drop the mitts, before I burst out laughing, and he lost it and laughed hard too, and so did Celine, but not right away, and not fully taking her eyes off Brady’s eyes. She was infected with the thought, she was rolling ideas around in her mind for fit. And she was interested in him.
“It does,” I typed into my phone and hovered my thumb over the send button. She came back to the couch with two drinks and stood there in front of the couch, facing Brady from above and looking down at him. She sipped her drink without extending her hand to him with his drink, though he extended his in anticipation.
She curled her wrist and held it back from him. “Can you ever deny yourself? Is that not part of the pleasure thing too?”
He was amused and intrigued. He retracted his hand and draped it back over the top of the couch. He smiled with excitement, even.
“How so, exactly?”
Celine sat now in the middle of the couch, taking over the space that had previously been set between them. She folded one leg under herself and stretched the other out. It came to rest touching against his leg and foot, though she pretended to not notice. He noticed, but he let it pass without comment. I caught his glance though.
She reached behind herself and set her glass on her table behind her and then sipped from his glass, before laughing. She was only teasing him — she handed it to him. He drank from it but kept his eyes on her over the top rim, before setting his too aside on his own side table.
She reached to the ottoman and read her phone. She saw my reply: It does. It excuses everything we might do, I told her. I didn’t know what fire I was fanning in replying that way, but upstairs lurking in the shadows watching my wife and my smartest friend circle and tease each other was surprisingly entertaining. My answer was in a way my honest thought: I excused Brady with it because, unlike other people who might do things that would normally be cause for attack or for shunning, Brady was up front and honest about himself. You knew what he was and he made it clear: he came with a clearly-stated warning label. If I confronted him over flirting with my wife alone in my rented chalet, he would rightly be able to say: “Dude, I’ve been telling you for 20 years, I do what I want. You put me in there alone with her.” And he would be right. I did.
“Should we just go up to the chalet?” Celine texted me, asking what she should do — they were on the sidewalk out front of Josie’s and I was already gone to the poker game — or so she thought. I was actually in the chalet. I hadn’t told her that I changed my mind about poker.
“Sure,” I said to her.
“Alone? Without you?”
“Are you fine with that?”
“Are you fine with that, is who should be asked.”
“I am,” I said to her, and Brady would be correct, I put him with my wife alone all night in the cozy, romantic chalet. It would be like putting the fox in the henhouse and then blaming the fox for what happens. Or better yet, putting the rooster in the henhouse, and then blaming the hen for what happens.
She read her phone as though it was a long message from me, but it was only two words. “It does.”
She glanced over the top of the phone at Brady and when he looked back, she burst out laughing. I knew the laugh. It was her nervous excitement laugh. It was her thinking laugh. “Stop looking,” she said to him intimately with a quiet voice. But she didn’t stop looking at him.
She texted me back. “Are you sure?”
She held her phone in front of her face without putting it down this time. She squinted her eyes at Brady and then smiled to herself. She dragged the tip of her tongue around the corner of her mouth and then, glancing at him again, she laughed. She hid behind her phone again and peeked over the top at him. “Am I bothering you?”
“No,” he grinned back.
She pushed herself all the way on the couch to the opposite arm and leaned against it so she was sideways and facing him. She clutched at the edge of her dress and pulled it down between her legs, even as she pulled her knees up slowly and parted them a few inches, and then a few inches more. “How about now?”
He grinned but he also glanced down to see what he could see up there between her luscious toned thighs.
I thought and I thought. I knew it was one of those decisions that determine the forward movement forever after. Was I sure . . . I knew what she meant with that question. Was I sure that I was going to be fine with whatever she chose to do? She already knew from down in Josie’s that I had to be fine with whatever Brady chose to do, ever about anything. I told her straight up, “Anything Brady does, I can’t be mad at, he is honest and clear — you know what you’re getting when you bring Brady into the house. It would be like inviting a bear in and then complaining he isn’t behaving like a dog.”
“Wait,” he turned to me, “you calling me a bear or a dog?”
Celine laughed then and she laughed now. It was the same laugh: nervous, excited, a different Celine. An honest Celine? She dropped her mouth open and locked her stunning brown eyes big and dilated on his and shook her head in a very slight No as she slowly released the strength of the tug with which she held her dress down over the top of her legs.
“Maybe you just have a problem with delayed gratification,” she said to him from the far end of the couch. “I deal with it all the time,” she stated with mock aloofness. She also let her knees fall further apart and her grip on the edge of her skirt loosen. If he looked now, which he didn’t let himself do, keeping his eyes instead locked on my wife’s — he didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of winning, not yet, anyway — he would be able to see edges of her panties, so much of her legs were exposed to him.
Was I sure, was I sure . . . I pressed the phone against my head and peered over the floor edge to my wife below teasing, grinning, hanging her pinky off her bottom teeth, jerking her head forward so her hair covered her face in a wonderful mess. I could see her toes curl. I could hear her breath, she was having difficulty keeping it even and smooth. I also saw the tone of the skin of her face — she was flushed, she was hot.
“I’m sure,” I texted her and sent it before I gave myself a chance to think it through. She heard her phone behind her head. “Hold that thought,” she said to Brady and she twisted around and reached over and behind her head for her phone. In so doing, she flashed Brady her panties completely, and he let his eyes roam at will over those forbidden parts of her body. She untwisted and held her phone in her hands to read my message. She took longer than two words take to read because she was contemplating just what I had given her permission to do. She returned her knees to their folded position and to the same degree of parting that she had before, but this time, no hand stretched her tight dress down. Things were now plainly on the table. Her dress was around her hips and her panties were so visible, they were hit by the dim light and no longer in shadows. And she didn’t cover herself, she didn’t care, she even pretended to not notice.
She didn’t reply to me, she only put her phone back on the table reaching over her head with both hands, stretching her body out in front of Brady.
“What did he say this time?”
“He said you’re a pig who has no self control and who thinks only about himself,” she said to him matter-of-factly. But she also landed her hand on her breast and she even squeezed herself.
My heart skipped a beat and I crouched down low and drew nearer to the railing. “Holy fuck,” filled my head. She stretched her legs out and reached with her arching feet, even stretching her toes to poke them into Brady’s thigh. He raised his gaze as slow as curling smoke from her crotch, up her body, to her eyes. She massaged her breasts and exhaled sharply.
“Whose?” he asked.
“Whose what?” she replied, full of breath, softly, with her eyes lids fluttering and her mouth, open, but no longer smiling.
“Whose delated gratification are you dealing with all the time?”
She sniggered and rolled her head to the side. She also arched her back and slinked down further and flatter over the length of the couch. Her head remained propped up enough on the arm to see over her body to Brady, who now, sipping his drink with time and patience on his side, let his eyes go everywhere over her body before him. He pushed up and slid down the couch to the middle spot, lifting her legs under his arm as he slid under her, and he released her legs over his lap. He began to rub her shins, to massage her calves and feet, both as a foot and leg rub, and as a sculptor feeling the master work of another artist.
My wife grinned and dropped her head back harder into the arm. I saw her eyes close. “That’s good,” she said. “Are you good with all the different kinds of rubs?”
I gaped. She was advanced in her teasing. She gave as good as she got and I was curious to see how Brady would respond. He wasn’t the one this time running the show all himself.
He dragged his hand up as far as the edge of her tight white pencil skirt where it stretched between her slightly parted thighs.
“The kids,” she said with her eyes closed facing the ceiling. “And your’s now.”
“Mine?” Brady smiled. He pushed the edge up her thighs. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t squirm away from him. She in fact gently lifted her hips from her shoulders and her heels that dug into his thighs, and she invited him to push the dress further up.
“Are you able to handle it?”
“Handle what exactly?” he replied, watching as his hands pushed her dress over her hips and bunch it around her stomach before she lowered her hips again.
“Delayed gratification, pay attention. I’m out of bounds, you know — I’m married to your friend.” She suddenly sat up and tugged and squirmed and, laughing at her graceless self, she pulled her dress over her head and eased her body back down onto the arm of the couch. She was only dressed in her black satin bra and black panties. “Don’t get ideas, I’m just feeling too warm and I’m sure you’ve seen a nude female before, should be no problem for you.” She raised her knee and touched her toes down in his lap. She curled her toes and clenched them around the lump in his pants. She grinned widely and bit on the tip of her tongue.
“Interesting that you said it was only delayed gratification. It started off being denied.”
She laughed and covered her face with both her hands trying to stop and keep up with her act. “Touché, good one,” she said.
“Was it something your husband said?”
She grinned and blushed. “No, I am my own person, he knows that.”
“Are you allowed to do whatever you want to do?”
He was being pointed and he knew it. One of the big points we argued over in Josie’s was the issue of being allowed or not.
Celine knew he was using it like that too. She hesitated before answering him, moving her hands from her face down liquid-like over her cheeks, over her jaw, and down her neck, pressing herself, sliding her hands over her skin and staring at him.
She chuckled as though a thought came to her and she pushed her hands hard down over the mounds of her breasts above the scalloped line of her bra and she used the edges of her hands to push her bra down her breasts to cup them in her palms. She was bare below her hands.
“I am,” she said as softly as a feather landing on a bed.
“He knows what I’m capable of, does he know about you?”
“What about me?” she pushed her hands further down her chest. Her nipples emerged erect and full, and she lightly twisted both of them nearly off the tips of her breasts, sucking a sharp breath through her teeth.
“That you’re like this deep inside when you know there aren’t any consequences?”
It had been one of the  things he brought up, a point he made about video games. “Maybe we have it backward,” he said, “the avatar and the true self.”
Celine then played with the tiny pendant of her thin silver necklace and tongued it, held it between her lips staring at him as he talked.
“We think our true self is here, is how we are now, but that how we behave in a video game, driving over the sidewalk and running people down, shooting up the whole city, is just for fun, for release. But what if,” he said, turning his gaze to Celine who had been trying to get his attention, but when she got it, suddenly and directly like that, she blushed and grinned and turned away as though she were scanning the whole place. “What if the behavior in the video game is the true self unencumbered with the artificial and external restraints of society and civilization — the free, natural self, I mean. Don’t we all,” he zeroed his eyes in on hers when she was able to look back at him this time without taking her eyes off his, “act like kindergartners when we play video games?”
She laughed and shook her head. He was like that, he could bring people right up to him like that.
“What” he asked directly of her in the pub, “are we like inside when we know there aren’t any consequences — no risk of charges, of court, of jail, no police. . . “
“No teachers,” she added, laughing.
“No spouses,” he said, turning his head slowly toward me sitting there nearly forgotten by the both of them.
He was echoing it now on the couch. He meant, when he said to her about how it is deep inside her when she knows there aren’t any consequences, meaning specifically, no husband, no Shel.
My wife, her jacket on the kitchen counter, her dress on the ottoman, her boots on the floor, her black bra around her waist, her hand crunching and uncrunching in the lace fabric on the front of her black panties, inhaled sharply and tugged her head back hard into the pillow behind her.
“How did you know?” She tried to chuckle, to play her state off lightly, but it was a lost cause and she knew it. She was writhing nearly naked on the couch in front of a fire with my friend, and he had hardly got started.
“It’s the pleasure principle,” he said.
She laughed at him. But she also contorted her body and squirmed and kicked her feet. She raised her hips off the couch and planked herself with her feet pressed hard into his thigh and her head holding up her whole back and ass off the couch. Her hips began to rotate in the air, to thrust side to side and up and down.
When Brady put his glass down, Celine exhaled and inhaled rapidly directly after and held her breath. When he stroked his fingernail up her shin, she made a tiny inhaled whimper. When he watched his fingers touch and dance up her inner thigh, she went “Ahh,” sharply and tried to squelch it. When he wrapped his fingers around her thigh up high, her breath broke and caught, and it rapidly flowed in and out of her open mouth as though she was being electrocuted. When he touched the edge of her panties, her hips shot up and her body quaked. She watched him from the arm of the couch as though her own body was someone else’s. Her eyes followed his fingers just as eyes his did, even as he lightly dragged them over the front of her panties, and pushed them under her own long elegant fingers.
She emitted high-pitched, rapid-fire chirps from inside her closed mouth as he wrapped his fingers around the waist band of her panties. He sipped his drink to exude the definition of cool. When he tugged her panties ever so gently, she went “Fuck” under her breath that came out in machine-gun staccato.
He drew them smoothly and mercilessly down her long legs that she assisted him with, lifting them one at a time for him to fit her panties off her feet. He draped them over the back of the couch. Her pussy was exposed. She was completely naked. And even I could see the glistening mess she was between her legs.
He paused and she rattled. He drank again and she caught and released her breath like someone on the verge of either exploding or fainting. When he looked back at her she gave him her yearning sweet puppy dog eyes and she reached with hard outstretched arms toward his groin and her hands spread and her fingers stretched graspingly at him, begging him for his cock.
He merely undid his button at the top of his jeans and unzipped his fly, and my wife, buzzing like a high voltage wire in the rain, flew up from the arm of the couch and dove down between his legs. She licked him once, her whole body shaking, and she squeezed him, as much to try holding herself back as to warn him in any way. She looked up at him with animal-craze in her eyes and her messed hair flying over her face, and unable to withstand it a second longer, she cried out at him, “Fuck!” and she fell down in his lap, consuming his cock in her mouth till he stuffed her to her throat.
I knelt at the railing above and marveled at the scene below. It may have been my wife down there, but I had never seen such hot sex. She whimpered on him, sucking him madly with the ferociousness of someone denied all pleasure. She came up and tugged madly at his shirt, threatening to tear it if he didn’t help her get it off. She stood up crazily and wobbly and tripped on her boots stepping back and tugging on his pant legs until they also came off and she nearly stumbled backward. She tugged his shorts off too and went down on him again between his legs, falling to her knees and gripping her pussy with her fist.
Brady stroked my wife’s body all over, and pulled her until she came up on the couch with him but she wouldn’t let his cock come out of her mouth. Her rotated her body until her knees were on his shoulders and still her face was between his legs. She gripped his thighs and bobbed her head on him. He stood up and hugged her waist to his chest so she hung on him upside down. She cried out louder, even though her mouth was muffled by his cock. He sank his mouth down onto her spread pussy that undulated at his chin and she lifted her face off his cock only to howl and cry at the floor above her.
He laid on the couch where she had been laying and she nestled her knees between the back of the couch and his head and lowered her soaking pussy back down onto his mouth. She sucked at him and she licked him and she teased his cock and whimpered and cried and dove back down on it. Brady was an expert with the ladies from a long way back. She was powerless in his hands and soon, she was crying out with a series of “oh my god!”s and before long she was unable to keep sucking him but could only hold on. He body shook like an earthquake on him and she inhaled like someone coming back from the dead.
She laughed with syrupy slowness and draped her body lazily all over his, her own body an octopus of random and boneless limbs. I watched as she came up to his face and for the first time that whole night, I realized, she kissed him. But she had also reached between their bodies to grip him in her hand between her legs.
“You think you’re good at that or something?” she groaned through a grin as she gripped his cock harder and hovered her hips above him, arching her back and moving her chest over his.
“I don’t know,” he said with a shrug.
“Like fuck you don’t,” she shook her head. She touched her pussy with the head of his cock and sucked air noisily through her clenched teeth and tight lips. “I guess you’re getting your gratification after all aren’t you,” she groaned, even as she released his cock and rotated her pelvis down. I could see from between the railing stanchions above as his cock, hard and long, disappeared into her pussy, puffy and wet.
She cried out louder this time, she turned her face to the opposite wall and she went “Ahhh!” long and loudly. It was a well-built chalet but there is no doubt the neighbors on the other side of the wall heard it, she was that loud. And if they didn’t know what it was, she made sure they did the second time and third time and on and on, as she cried out with every thrust of her body against his.
When he pulled out of her she begged and whimpered and reached and panted at him angrily, all until he tossed her body like one would a pillow over in front of him and hauled her up to his kneeling frame by the waist. He was rough with her but she liked it, I made note. When he pushed her legs apart she flattened her face into the cushion of the couch and twisted to see him behind her. She reached up and touched his hard stomach. When he entered her, she squeezed and scratched and yelled into the cushions and bit on the couch.
I stood up and leaned over the railing staring down at the back of my wife as it torqued and waved in front of Brady who was pounding his cock into her relentlessly from behind. Every jarring bolt of cock he threw into her elicited a high-pitched surprised-sounding cry. She was brought to the edge all over again, and still he rammed her as was his wont. She came again from his fucking and she was surprised by it, as though it came up on her quickly, as though he was running her body, not her.
He pulled out and she rapidly rolled over in front of him and scooted down on her heels and head below him to stroke his cock in her hands. When he leaned back and crunched his eyes and lifted his face to me, his ejaculate spurted out of him and all over my wife’s stomach, her breasts, her neck, her face and mouth, and her hair. She laughed and stroked and pushed up to catch more in her mouth.
When they went to the shower, I snuck out. I gave it time before I texted. When I came in, she was in bed and Brady was gone. I came to the bed and knelt on the foot. She was fast asleep.
In the morning, when I sensed her stir, I said, “How was the evening?”
She took a moment but then she shot up, she threw the sheets off our bodies, and she tugged me down on top of her. She kissed me frantically and she spread her legs widely around me, pushing her pussy up against me. I was above her but she rammed me with her hips from below, fucking me like it was the first time all over again.
It was the best sex we’d ever had, and we had pretty good sex besides. She began to tell me what had happened over breakfast in the cafe. But I stopped her. “I was upstairs the whole time, watching,” I told her.
She squinted at me with a dead-inside expression. Then she grinned hard, she looked down in her lap and pulled her hair over her face, and she said, “You didn’t, did you?”
I could only laugh. She laughed too, both of us giggling against the wall of the village cafe like maniacal kindergarteners.
She came to me two weeks later squeamish and shy. “Want to go skiing again on the weekend?” she said. She blushed and grinned.
“I guess,” I said.




A Bluesman Took My Girlfriend

The dive bar was down a part of town no one ever went. Sketchy didn’t begin to describe it. Flickering fluorescent lights lit up the sporadic smoke shops, payday loan outlets, and liquor stores. The map on my phone kept taking me deeper and deeper into the vacant lots, out-of-order traffic lights and dudes hanging around street corners. Towering old victorian mansions sagged down the side streets.
I parked my car right out front of the place — the only car parked for blocks. If it wasn’t such a shit beater worth less than the quartertank of gas in its tank, I might as well have considered it gone by the time I came back. I left the door unlocked — why get a window smashed?
The address was right — it was the only place with sound and light spilling out. A guy and a girl stumbled out through the double doors and down the single step both of them hanging off each other or holding each other up, it wasn’t clear. I stepped aside to let them pass.
I was 21 at the time, a history student at the university clear on the other side of town, and a wannabe writer, hungry for real-world experiences. My girlfriend Lola, also 21, was at the same school, a design student in the arts wing with a hunger for experiences of her own. And she was somewhere inside the decrepit run-down blues joint, if I had the right place.
I stiffened my spine, I swallowed hard, and I pushed the door open. Only it was a pull door and I ended up struggling against some guy on the other side who had more force, and stepped out, looked down on me from high up his lanky tall frame, and considered me not worth it, and walked on. I pulled the door and stepped inside.
I might as well have gone through the back of a closet into a different world. It was a bar and recognizable enough as such, only it was crammed body against body, all of them more skin than clothes, and pressed together in one seething, writhing mass. A pit of snakes is what came to mind. It felt like I walked into a post-apocalyptic move. The music was too loud to talk, the floor too bouncing to not be pulled into dancing involuntarily too, and the reek of tobacco and beer and liquor was strong as a morgue.
The music wasn’t live, though, and there was no stage. Nor was there any famous blues guy, or Lola for that matter, not that I could see in the indeterminate light flowing around and through the tossing mass of humanity. A server emerged from within the wall of sweating bodies, took one look at me, must have noticed I didn’t belong, and pointed over the heads of the undulating mass to a narrow set of stairs up to a tiny narrow door half way up the dark far wall. She nodded at me for reassurance. That, apparently is where I wanted to go.
I made my way pushing and bouncing toward the passage feeling like an unmoored boat lost on a storming sea and looked over my shoulder back toward the door I came in unsure if I was prepared for what was up the steps. But I said I wanted real experiences, didn’t I. I pushed on through the thick sweat and beating noise.
I had to climb the ancient worn-round wooden stairs sideways it was so narrow. I edged the door open and ducked my head down — and I wasn’t particularly tall. I stepped through and was immediately met with a hand the size of my head pressing palm-first into my chest from above. The rest of the steps went up to a higher floor. I looked up and a man took a long look at me before nudging his head. I passed some kind of inspection and proceeded up.
When I emerged onto the upper floor I found myself in an equally dark room but considerably less crowded. There were tables, chairs, and people clustered at them, but not at all of them. It was a half-capacity crowd. There was the stage, lit blue, and there on a single chair, a single chrome microphone stand in front of his face, cradling the supposedly famous electric guitar like a baby in his lap, was the guy, the famous blues musician — Jerome somebody or other. And there was Lola too — at a table by herself toward the side, but alone, not with her friends like she said she’d be.
AT home, Lola rolled her eyes at me for not knowing anything about the guy. “He’s authentique,” she lifted her chin at me at the place we were drinking with friends. Her girlfriend’s laughed and clinked their glasses at that. “The real thing, not like the posers around here,” she said, keeping he eyes on mine across the table. They all laughed more.
We talked a lot about real world versus fake world, Lola and I, always imagining there was some real world out there that was somehow not what we were inside of. “It’s got to feel,” she said, “not just make you feel. That’s the egocentric or narcissistic neo-colonialism, cultural colonialism, that screen that keeps shielded us from the real.”
She was increasingly anxious and itchy to find something behind the screen, “out there!” she would nearly scream. She loved James Dean movies, or at least the idea of James Dean movies, and Jackson Pollock art, if not the idea of it. Anything from the 50s — “before the screen was lowered.” Blues music fit her idea of what was real from before “the invasion of the derivative,” she called it, the analog world before the advent of the digital, or as she would say, “the descent of the digital.” She studied the architects and the movie directors and the advertising agencies and the art auction catalogs. But mostly it was the music she fell sway under, and in particular, the blues. Live blues recordings were everything to her and we tramped through thrift shops and yard sales in the ‘burbs hunting down vinyl. The junkier and dirtier the blues, the better.
Then this Jerome guy, word went around in some subreddit she joined, was going to be dropping by town and rumor had it, he had his guitar and might play half a set here or there, but finding him was going to be a challenge. I never saw her so excited. It was her ultimate Easter egg hunt.
She thought she solved it and I guess she did. There he was, or at least a guy matching the poster she had on the living room wall of the tiny old three-store walk up her and I rented together. And there she was, bopping her head to his rhythm. I didn’t want to disturb her so I slinked into a seat at the back of the bar and just watched. I wanted to use the experience to learn more about her. A lot of our friends talked about having to “go out there” to find it, this thing they were all looking for, but they seldom meant leaving their screen. I had to hand it to Lola — she really meant getting out there, including to real places like that neither me nor anyone we knew would ever go to, or even knew existed. And she went alone.
Once I was inside, the place felt safe enough. It was dark blue inside from the lighting, so dark I didn’t need to duck down or hide, she would never have seen me. Still, she was wearing her aviator sunglasses. She looked like something out of a movie too, with her short bob-cut straw-blonde hair and halter-style over-sized sequined dress she found in a collection given away in a box curbside by someone who must have been a showroom performer. With her black leather jacket, she was the epitome of cool. She didn’t go to art school just to learn art, she was determined to live the artist lifestyle, and because she was all about authenticity, she had to make her style her own. And she did that.
The guy finished and the room erupted, or at least the 10 or 12 people in there clapped enthusiastically, whistled, and slapped their tables. It was apparently “his” place, where he always came home to, and they were used to him in there. No one in the hood was a stranger to him either, so his appearance was no big thing to them. Nobody seemed overly wild to see him, in fact, other than Lola. He looked around appreciatively, nodding at people the way you do when you know them but appreciate them anyway. I thought to myself, “Huh, some fan base.”
But he stopped his rotating head when he got to Lola. She stood out being the only blonde in the place. She was also easily the youngest in there. But I think she was also, besides me, unseen in the back, the only person he didn’t know.
He pushed up from his chair, put his guitar in the stand beside him, and came down off the stage, directly to Lola’s table. That made it awkward for me, already up myself and halfway across the floor. I turned around and slinked back to my stool. The guy guarding the door watched me through sunglasses of his own, and I thought I saw him smirk. She and I were the only strangers in there. He must have known we were somehow related. And seeing me abort my walk across the floor when the great Jerome something or other sat at her table made him laugh at me.
No matter. It wasn’t anything I wasn’t used to.
Lola sat back trying to exude her confidence, letting her leather jacket drape over the back of her chair and her small round shoulders to lift up. But she crossed her thin arms over her small chest and crossed her legs under the table. I could see the bottom edge of he dress had floated up to nearly the top of her thighs. She looked so tiny next to the big man. She contrasted with him in so many ways.
Jerome reclined in his chair and draped his massive arm over the back of her chair. She didn’t seem to mind the invasion of her space, not like she normally would in any other situation. She took her glasses off and was unable, it appeared, to stop smiling. Every time he looked away to slowly scan the room, she swung her interested face to his and stared at him. And when he looked back at her, she darted her glance to her lap, to the far wall, to her drink, anywhere but his eyes.
She laughed at everything he said. She leaned close when he beckoned with his curling finger. And when he placed his massive and muscled hand over her bare back — the dress dipped almost down to where the curve of her ass sets out — she drew closer to him. I sipped my drink hard and gripped my glass when I saw her lean over close to him and whisper something of her own into his ear. I also saw, barely visible under the table, that she placed her hand on his thigh. And that she pinched him.
My heart began to pound and my throat began to constrict. I get the thing with real experiences “out there.” More than any of her friends, I understood it and I supported it. But seeing what shape it could take was a challenge to me. I knew I had to let her do whatever she determined she had to do, but watching her little fingers twist the fabric of the man’s pants under the table was too much.
I turned away and hid my face when she suddenly spun around and got up. She went the other way though — down a dark hallway so narrow I didn’t see it before, running beside the stage. I saw the bathroom signs above the hallway and nodded to myself. “Easy Dillon,” I said to myself. I forced my shoulders down and made my breath deep and slow. There was no need to get paranoid and worked up.
After a few moments, the big guy also causally pushed up, picked up his guitar on stage and laid it into his case, closed it, and carried it down the same hallway. I saw him distinctly turn and look back over his shoulder as he disappeared into the shadows of the hallway.
I glanced at the doorman who I caught looking at me — I knew because he was spinning away. I curled myself over my drink down low to the bar and made myself as invisible as possible. A few minutes passed before I saw three guys come out of the shadows of the hallway and begin to set up on stage.
More time passed and still Lola had not come back from the bathroom. I glanced at her table. She had taken her jacket with her and the man’s drink, as well as Lola’s, had already been cleared from the table. I was upset for her — I knew she she wasn’t done and I was going to wait for her to come back before telling the server she obviously hadn’t left. But more time passed and still no Lola came back out.
The guy at the door kept glancing and looking away from me. The band got set up and began playing. I don’t know how long Lola had been gone but I had the feeling the guy at the door was watching me the whole time. I tested him by suddenly getting up and going straight down the hallway too, to the bathroom. Sure enough, he had moved across the floor away from the stairs to watch where I went. I came back out and went back to my stool. Still no Lola.
More people came through the tiny door and up the steps and I used the distraction to quickly make my way back to the washrooms. That’s when I noticed another narrow stair case, just past the two washroom doors.
I looked over my shoulder and caught sight of the doorman who was talking and laughing and slapping the backs of the new arrivals — he obviously knew them — and he had forgotten about me. I stepped up the worn wooden stairs and pressed my back hard to the wall. There was a door at the top, sideways to the steps around a tight bend at the top, and dim light poured out. I got to the top and tried to control my breathing and my heart rate. It felt all over like the kind of place I could die in, and never be found. I certainly didn’t tell anyone where I was going.
I darted my face around the edge for a quick special forces type glimpse and then absorbed what I registered on my eyes back in the safety of the shadows along the wall of the narrow staircase. What I saw shook me from my neck to my tailbone.
It was the backstage room. Instruments and empty cases were strewn around, signed headshots  were all over the walls, there was a fridge and table and counter and a bar. There were half-drunk beers on the main table and chairs pulled out and left in disarray. Only one chair was occupied and I saw it from the side. It was the Jerome guy. And Lola was sitting in his lap dangling her legs between his huge thighs with her arms around his massive neck like it was some sort of twisted anti-Santa visit.
Her jacket was off again and hung from the back of his chair. In her short and tight sequined dress sparkling in the dim Christmas lights that filled the place, she looked utterly sexual. She was laughing and tugging her hair and swinging her legs telling him things, I couldn’t tell what. His hand was on her bare back, his other hand, I noticed, when I peeked around again, was wrapped around her bare thigh.
Neither of them were facing the doorway where I cowered and I was able to peek around and stare without being noticed. My face was at about floor level, the steps were so steep. I had watched before when Lola flirted with guys at parties. I knew she loved dipping herself in front of them to catch them glancing down her top to her perfectly round small breasts. She loved teasing and using words in double entendres to make guys wonder what she was really saying. I went along with it because it was Lola, she was fun like that at parties, and everybody loved her. She was slinky and sensual and she lived like a real artist, taking chances and being experimental in everything.
But this was something else. I ducked but edged my face back out when she got off his lap. But that was only to reach her arm out to hold his hand and pretend, under exaggerated effort, to haul him up from his chair, both of them laughing, he pretending it was far harder than it was to stand up, and she lead him over to the couch I just noticed in the darker part of the room against the wall. The band below played rhythmically and the crying guitar filled the space. Lola pulled up a leg to fold and sit on, and beckoned for Jerome to sit beside her. Her dress hiked up further, showing her whole bare leg. It was too much. She wasn’t just meeting the guy, she wasn’t just hanging out. More was happening than I was ever prepared for.
When he sat down she barley let him settle against the back of the couch before she leaned forward, wrapped her arms around his neck and planted her beautiful, small face in front of his. I could only see the back of her blonde head but it twisted slowly back and forth into his. Jerome’s one big hand rode up her bare back and under her blonde hair to grab the whole back of her head and that’s when I realized, when I knew it must be, that she was necking with him. His other hand traveled down her body, over her dress, and cupped her ass entirely in his massive palm.
The bass drum made the floor bounce it was so heavy below. The stench of sweat, sex, and beer stung my nostrils. The dim points of light hanging chaotically across the ceiling of the greenroom gave warped impressions of the height, depth, and width of the space. My girlfriend arched her body and snaked her limbs around his as they kissed. Her hand moved over his chest and down his stomach, and his hands covered her head, and her back, and her ass.
She writhed against him, even as his huge fingers found the tiny zipper at the bottom of the dip of the back of her dress. She pushed and contorted on him in time with the beat filling the room from the below the floor up through the couch and the walls, making the tiny beads of light vibrate.
She merely shrugged and the tiny straps of her thin dress fell from the orbs of her shoulders and slackened over her biceps. She cradled his face in her hands and slid a bare leg over his lap. The bottom of her dress rode up to her hips even as the top of her dress fell down from her chest. She hadn’t worn a bra and her small, shapely breasts, young and upward, pressed lightly into his shirt. Still she moved on him in time to the music, even as the back of her head swam and ducked throughout the long, slow kiss.
Her body, now naked entirely but for the dress like a stretch of fabric pulled and tightened in a bunch around her waist, looked tiny and vulnerable against the mass that Jerome was, still sitting, relaxed, at ease in the couch with that toy in his lap. His huge hands and massive fingers played in her hair, he touched her back, touched her nipples, and wrapped them possessively around her waist. She stretched up and pulled the dress off her body and sank back down against him. When his fingers touched the waist of her pretty black panties, she quickly rolled off him, kicked her thin legs in the air, and slid them up and off. She flung herself back into his lap, clenching her knees into his hips and her chest into his face.
I couldn’t move and I couldn’t speak, both because it would be dangerous for me to appear where I was at that moment, but also because I was paralyzed by the vision of my girlfriend stripping herself naked for him, torquing and undulating in the huge man’s lap, writhing on him in time with the music in a vision both horrifying to me, as her boyfriend, and pornographic as a lover of voyeuristic clips.
His hands looked too big on her tiny breakable body, and his lap looked massive under her slim hips and legs. Her arms busied and her hands worked at something down below between them. My breath failed and my limbs quaked. I was unable to keep my eyes focused through the beat and the tiny points of light and my girlfriend getting it on with the big man. She slipped down like water from his lap and poured herself onto her knees between his legs. Her pretty head, short blonde hair and thin neck, began to bob in his lap and her fingers spread out over his stomach and chest, reaching up even to his mouth, to press fingers inside his lips.
If there was any doubt that my girlfriend was sucking him off, she laid those to rest when she crawled back up into his lap. She tugged on his cock like it was an object she craved to hold, like something she needed in her more than wanted, like an object of lust incarnate. And in that light, it glistened from the saliva from her mouth.
Though it looked impossible, though her body seemed the wrong thing to go on his, she straddled him, she lifted up on him, and I could see her little long fingers grip him between her legs, and steady him, steer him, and let go of him when her pussy lips, clearly visible to my adjusted eyes, fit tightly over him. She draped her arms around his neck and folded her knees to sink her hips. She kissed him hard as her pussy lips dragged down wet and hot, as I well knew, over the length of the man’s rigid cock.
I watched, I forced myself to watch in fact, with my chin bouncing on the dive-bar greenroom floor as my slim, young and hot artsy girlfriend, naked and exposed, fucked the big blues man on the warm-up couch. She stuck her ass out and curved her spine and drove him deeper inside her. She uncurled and rose up and let her lips nearly come untouched from the head of his cock, before, grinning, chuckling, and kissing, she plunged back down again. His hands, so huge on her body, wrapped around her back, covered her small chest, and owned her. She cried out and squealed and draped her head over his shoulder as she settled into a nice, slow, rocking fuck, her toes curling backward where her little feet wrapped around his thighs. It didn’t look possible for a cock like that to go in a pussy like hers. I guess lubrication solves most problems.
I heard the music stop and people cheering below and someone on the microphone say they’d be back down for the second set soon. It sounded a lot more crowded below, but also, the band was coming up behind me. Trapped I had nowhere to go but up.
Lola and Jerome were still so enraptured with each other they didn’t notice me in the room darting glances around everywhere for a place to hide. Behind the bar was a small door and I dove through it to find myself cramped between several large metal canisters of draft beer and sweating hoses going every which way. I curled my fingers around the edge of the door and pulled it closed on my folded up legs and prayed nobody ran out of beer below.
I could see through the seems around the edges of the door that Lola was still naked in Jerome’s lap. She was struggling to get off of him, laughing and squealing, even as the band was clomping loudly up the steps. The guys came bursting  in sweating and calling in loud voices, grabbing beers from the fridge and towels from a large hamper. Lola collapsed hard into Jeromes chest trying to hide her face and squeezing her body hard against his. I noticed he made himself decent, pulling out of her and pulling up his fly. The band sat around the kitchen-like table.
Jerome got up and came to the table to join them — even as tiny Lola hung from his neck with her legs and arms wrapped around his body. They didn’t seem to notice or didn’t want to draw attention to what he carried. He sat down and she remained on his lap, naked, hiding, as tight to him as a shirt.
Jerome turned to her where she pressed her head tightly down into his neck and he said something private in her ear. She grinned against him and shook her head “No,” but he smiled too, and he chuckled, and she began to chuckle as well. He said something again and she lifted her face and looked over her shoulder at the other men.
They remained talking loudly and slamming their beer bottles. The guy nearest nodded at her. “Hello sweetheart,” he said, and Jerome said something again close into her ear and she let go of him. With one arm Jerome lifted her around the side of the table and with all her limbs hanging freely, she was passed to the next man.
He took her and brought her to his chest like you would a baby or a kitten. He stroked her and she loosened up on him, pressing her nakedness against his sweat. He looked at Jerome and they exchanged dirty glances before the second guy reached down between his legs. I couldn’t see down there but Lola draped her chin over his shoulder, adjusted herself, and lifted up. She looked over her shoulder at Jerome and I knew she had taken his cock in her when I saw the expression on her face go from sheepish grinning to open-mouthed gasping.
She undulated on him, moving her back like waves breaking on a shore. Her little ass bucked in and spread out, and she stretched her arms out in front of her and pressed her forehead into his so they could both look down and watch his cock go in and come out of her already slick and reddened pussy.
The guy beside him, the drummer, laughed and nodded at Jerome. He stood up behind the guy and undid his fly. He pressed the head of his cock at my Lola’s face and she instinctively opened her mouth even before she opened her eyes, and he pushed his cock in her willing, open, and welcoming mouth.
They all began laughing and the second man lifted her from his lap, puling his cock out of her, and laying her on the table between all the men. She rolled around between them and their hands touched her everywhere. She leaned her head over the edge lying on her back and the drummer penetrated her to the throat so deeply, I could see the bulge of his cock in her throat.
Another man rolled her on her stomach and pulled her legs apart like she was a chicken, and standing, he entered her, deeply and slowly. They were all gentle, but they were all insistent. All four men fucked her mouth and pussy. The drummer pushed the other guys away and began to ejaculate over her tiny naked body. She just writhed in it and laughed and covered herself as best she could with her arms and legs all swimming in the air. The other two men came on her as well.
Then it was Jerome’s turn. He took her ankles in his hands and rolled her on to her stomach. She lifted herself on her elbows and rolled her head far back. With his huge hands wrapped around her small thighs, he spread her and he entered her again. This time he was not slow or gentle. I thought he was going to break her. He rammed her so hard, her whole body jolted over the table and she hung onto the edges with her knuckles turning white. The other men came on her body and face and hair and breasts and stomach, but Jerome came inside her pussy.
My Lola screamed, but it was not from pain.
The band went back down to play their second set and Jerome, I guess as much a gentlemen as there was there, helped her wipe herself up, but it was a lost cause. He helped her dress and did up the zipper on the back of her dress and guided her fragile body back downstairs.
I crept down after them and saw her go into the girls’ washroom. I took the chance to slip past the doors, through the hallway, and into the club. Jerome was at the bar with his back to the band. The band was delivering a great deal of music. And the place was so full, I could barely move through it. I found the steps and the tiny door, but the doorman waved me aside. He pointed to the side of the room — there was a larger door there. I made my way to it and found, when I came out, a line up behind a velvet rope all the way down the side, and above me a lit-up sign with the name of the band, and Jerome’s name too, all lit up. Of course I recognized the name of the band, who wouldn’t?
I went quickly around the corner to the much quieter street where my car was parked. I u-turned and stopped to stare again at the utterly different look of everything from the side, compared to the wrong way I had at first come in. I saw Jerome come out and flag a waiting taxi down. He put my Lola inside and pushed a bunch of cash through the window for the driver before slapping the top of the car. When the crowd in the line-up outside recognized him, they all cheered. I drove away watching him sign autographs and pose for selfies.
I beat Lola home.
“You have a good night with your friends?” I tested her.
She just hung her leather jacket and turned to face me.
“Music good?”
She tilted her head sideways at me.
“What’s up? Something wrong?” I narrowed my eyes at her unable to read her.
She curled her lips between her teeth. “Um,” she began. “I saw you there.”
I looked down and grinned. “Okay, busted. I had to check out the music.”
“No,” she stayed serious. “I mean, upstairs.”
I swallowed and grit my teeth. “What do you mean?” I tried to deflect.
“I saw you, upstairs, in the greenroom.”
I don’t know why I was the one feeling busted. But I was. “I honestly don’t know what you mean.” I was scrambling.
“You watched me.”
“It was too dark.”
“But you didn’t stop me or do anything.”
“In a place like that? And get killed?”
“That’s not the reason, though, is it.”
“Lola, what are you saying? You were the one doing things!”
“And there’s a reason you did nothing.”
She folded her arms and nailed me with her eyes.
“I was too afraid!”
“I’m pretty sure that’s not it.”
“Well what the fuck do you think then? What was it, then, according to you?”
She reached behind herself and unzipped her dress, not for the first time that night exposing her tiny, slim body. She had no bra and now no panties on either. “You liked watching me being taken by him, by all the guys, didn’t you.”
I swallowed hard. “That’s insane, are you kidding me?”
She dropped her dress and stepped toward me in her heeled sandals. “It’s okay if you did.”
“As if! You’re crazy. I couldn’t stop it, what was I even doing there?”
“Right?” she said, stepping between my legs. “You knew what you would see if you went up there.”
“That’s crazy!” I tried to recoil from her but she knelt on the edge of the couch and pinned me.
“You loved watching your little Lola get fucked by so many powerful men.”
“That’s fucked, that’s crazy, you’re insane, I’d never.”
She licked my lips and she undid my pants. “But you were so hard watching them fuck my pretty little body.”
“I wasn’t!”
She gripped my cock in her cool small hand. “Yes you were,” she whispered softly in my ear. “Just like you are now.”
She was right about that. I was aching I was so hard. And she was right about the rest of it too. “I wasn’t,” I tried again meekly.
She pressed the head of my cock against her pussy lips and she rotated her hips, sucking me into her pussy. “I was so turned on,” she said against my ear.
My mind swam and my eyes closed. “I wasn’t,” I said one more time.
But Lola sank down on me and ground her hips against mine, pressing and humping. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “Just say it.”
And I no longer was able to deny her. “I loved it,” I said. “It was incredible.”
She bucked hard against me and licked her wide, wet tongue up the whole of the side of my face. I grabbed her cute little body and I began to rock her from below. I fucked my Lola, didn’t I. Not like she’d been fucked earlier that night, that may be. But I was last man in . . . .
“Yes,” she whispered through a grin into my ear. 




Cucked in the Back of her Car

Gathering data is what I do all night, every night, high in the sky over Seattle   circling around and around unseen and unheard. So slouching low in my car seat to watch through my steering wheel and over my dash in the back of the AIT college campus parking lot just after 9 at night was not a stretch. Nor was managing my racing heart and short breath when Clara, my wife, came out, casually got in her car, and, rather than head to the exit and home, drove around to stop in front of the doors she’d just come out.
That’s where the student rushed out with his  head dropped down, scurrying to the passenger side, and in. When the interior light came on, I could see Clara laughing like a kid getting away with something. She jerked away from the curb so quick her tires squeaked.
I pulled my stick slowly and precisely down to D, eased my thumb off the lock, and lifted my foot gradually from the brake pedal. I rolled my pickup out of my slot noiselessly with my headlights off and coasted idling in the direction of my wife’s taillights where she impatiently waited for the green light to the main road.
Right was home; her left indicator was on. I sucked air like a cold re-filling propane tank and jutted my jaw sideways. I was paid to gather data, not interpret it, as my crew and I always reminded ourselves in the low-droning noise-cancelling and no-running lights fuselage every night, or to react to it. Observe and record, that was what we did best, and turning left as well to follow her wherever she was off to with her student, I would do just that, observe and record.
She drove fast and wavering along Lake Shore until she got to the far side where the houses fall away, the forest encroaches, and the long, narrow parking lots open up that gave a gorgeous view of the city high-rises reflected on the quiet, black water. She pulled into the farthest one. I pulled into the one before theirs, killed my lights, and drifted slowly to the far end, observing, recording.
A narrow stand of pines separated us. I gave it a few minutes to make sure the coast was clear before turning off my interior light, easing my door open, stepping out, and stopping it from closing behind me, letting it rest gently on the latch. It was a perfect night — cool, quiet, still and dark. I inhaled, checked my watch and held for five, and exhaled.
I scanned starting with my head twisted far right and rotating machine-like to the far left. I turned around and did the same thing, covering my entire 360. Nobody was out there. I turned my collar up and tucked my fists into my jacket pockets and turned again as though I was any other mid-thirties guy taking some fresh air and admiring the city in the peace and quiet of Bert Lake Park.
When I felt it was safe, I checked over my shoulder one more time before I shot into the blackened pine stand and ducked under the low branches. I let my eyes adjust to the dark so I wouldn’t poke myself on a branch or trip on a stump. I moved from trunk to trunk through the stand like a SWAT-wannabe until I drew close to the edge of the shadow on the other side, and close to the passenger side of my wife’s car.
I crouched and spied one more trunk I could get behind, and from there, one more, and then another, until I remained well hidden just 15 feet directly out from her side window. The student had rolled the window down halfway and it was so quiet, if I steadied my breath and focused, I could hear most of their words.
Clara was 31. She was a screenwriter with a TV production team but she also taught screenwriting part time at the college. People who knew her would have called her spirited. But to me, she was a deeply private person. She bordered on the type who just might have a secret life, the kind of girl who would be able to plan and execute it as well, given the kind of pilots she scripted and stuffed in the back of her drawer.
I chatted with a guy I’d been flying with for six months about how my wife lately started getting into more elaborate makeup and clothes just for school, and though he was joking, his comment stuck in my head like a song worm: “Maybe she’s seeing a guy.” It was an impossibility, of course, but like we always say in the data collection world, we may trust, but we must also verify.
She gets a lot of lewd comments at online teacher-rating sites. Long, wavy brunette hair, large and deep brown eyes, and a body like an athlete’s will get you that. She’d roll her eyes and shake her head each year she was voted “hottest teacher” but more than once I caught her grinning to herself before she turned all the way away from me. And like my friend had noticed too, she really was paying more attention than usual to her make up and clothes lately. She went out to the college that night in a cut-out shoulder grey turtleneck and tight blue jeans with platform sandals. She looked especially good.
I crouched and spied. She was still holding the steering wheel, but she’d dropped her head down and turned her face sideways facing the student, and me, with a grin, but I knew she couldn’t see me. She’d pulled her hair into a cord and brought it over her far shoulder to pull on it with her hands stroke-over-stroke thoughtfully. The lights of the city glinted in her eyes.
Suddenly she squealed and threw open her door. I hugged the tree and retracted my head behind the trunk. I heard shrieking laughter and then four car doors closing. When I peeked again, her and the student had dived into the back seat of her spacious SUV. Clara had slumped down on her side far enough to dangle her legs by her knees planted into the head-rest of the driver’s seat in front of her with her head sunk into the middle of the back seat, turned to look pensively at her student. The student, I realized after craning my neck dangerously out from the trunk to see down and in, was in the same position on his side, facing her. He’d left his front passenger window open. When I moved like a stalking cat to the tree nearest her car, I was still able to hear them talk.
“I think a couple of people are getting suspicious,” Clara said.
“Nobody notices anything. If they don’t expect to see it, they don’t see it, even if it’s right in front of them.”
“Come on, Cody! I come out of the paper room and two seconds later you come out!” She laughed. “You’re such a risk taker!” She leaned her face close to his and shook it disbelievingly at him.
So it was Cody, was it? Duly recorded.
“If perception is an aspect of language, how did that philosopher put it? And they don’t have a word for it, they can’t perceive it. Isn’t’ that how he said it?” He smiled at her full of self-admiration and wrapped his fingers up in hers to bring the back of her hand to his lips.
“Such big words for such a young man.” She pursed her lips in jest.
“I’m, what, six years younger than you? Is that enough for you to call me a young man?”
She scoffed. “I think so!” She brought their hands up together to his mouth. “Again,” she said softly with a entranced smile. He kissed her hand longer the second time. “How old are you again?”
“23.”
“Eight years!” she shrieked like she had trapped him. She pushed up with her face in mock surprise and she snatched up his other hand in hers, entwining their fingers left and right. She threw her leg over his lap and they struggled against each other with their hands, Clara pushing him down. Her luscious silken hair fell all around his face. She pinned his hands to the top of the back seat above his head and leaned far down between her shoulders poking through her turtle neck sweater. I heard more than saw my wife kiss her student.
She shrieked and darted an alarmed look out the side window directly toward me. Cody had freed his hands and grabbed her by the waist and tugged up on the bottom of her sweater.
“We can’t here!” she cried out and attempted to pull her sweater down again over her stomach.
“It’s a lot safer than the paper room!”
“We had a lock!” She pushed her sweater down following his hands around her body where he continued to try to push it up her body.
“Nobody’s here,” he said.
“Still,” Clara said, not pushing her sweater down anymore. He lifted it over her breasts and she only protested any further by shaking her head with grinning exasperation. She sat back on his knees and crossed her arms over her chest and pulled the sweater inside out over her head and off. “Happy now?” She was wearing a pristine white satin full cup bra beneath.
“For the moment,” he said.
“You sure no one’s out there?”
“We looked when we came in. And we haven’t seen any headlights the whole time we’ve been here.”
“Then take yours off too,” she said, and she sniggered. He stuck his arms straight up expecting her to lift his t-shirt off for him, which she did. She did not explore him as one would if it was a first time being topless together. There was plainly evident familiarity, at least for these early steps into the tango of infidelity. They’d been this far before.
I could see through back side window my wife’s curved-over back and her hair hanging down obscuring both their faces that were, I could tell by the slow contortions in her shoulders, kissing. Her skin glowed like the reflection of the city in the water, golden and shimmering. I emerged a few inches forward now clear of the trees forgetting how hidden I needed to remain. Cody’s hands wrapped around my wife’s waist and she twisted and pressed down further in reply. He stroked her sides and she threw her head back a moment and pulled her hair over one shoulder and took hold of his jaw to kiss him all the more voraciously. His fingers busied themselves at the back of her bra and she broke the kiss again only long enough to shake her arms to drop the straps down and off.
I crept up closer. If I was to be busted, who would be in the worse position, me or her? Clara gripped the headrest above where Cody slumped below her and arched her slender back so her bare breasts brushed his face. He caught her and squeezed her and fed her nipples into his mouth.
I was nearly looking through the front side window when my wife rolled her head back far enough to face the ceiling of the car. Her hair fell back down her bare, undulating back to brush his legs and her back arched deep enough to cause her to nearly fall backward into the back of the passenger seat behind her. Her knees spread wider and her pelvis ground down into his. She pushed the fingers of both her hands through her hair from the forehead to the back of her head and tussled it, fluffed it, threw it up and let it fall. She began to wriggle and push her breasts all over his face and reached around the back of his head to bury her fingers into his hair and yank his face forward harder onto her open chest.
“I don’t know, Cody,” she exhaled breathlessly.
“What is it baby?” he said, pulling his mouth off her breasts barely enough to talk.
“I can’t keep doing this and not . . .
“Not what?”
“You know what!” she exhaled sharply with exasperation. She looked down where she cradled the back of his head to her chest.
“You know I won’t stop you.”
“That’s what I’m afraid of.” She twisted and torqued on him. The car moved on its springs. She pulled herself away from him but only to push her hair back from her face and catch her breath.
“We don’t have to.”
“Not sure I can help it,” she dropped her head sideways and touched her bottom lip with her index finger looking down at him with her big clear eyes.
“I don’t know if I’m the one to depend on to stop you.”
She laughed. “It’s all your fault, isn’t it.” She leaned over him and came down slowly to kiss the top of his head, his forehead, his nose, and finally his lips. “Don’t get the wrong idea, but my jeans are killing me, I’m just going to take them off, okay?” She gripped his jaw in her hand. “Okay? I’m just feeling constricted — no touching down there, you got it?”
“Got it.”
“Okay. You sure?”
“Scouts honor.”
“You weren’t a scout and you have no honor.”
“Busted.”
She giggled and rolled off of him. “Help me,” she said, leaning her head against the far door and lifting her hips to undo her jeans button and zipper. “Shoes,” she said, dangling her platforms into his crotch that showed a lump where she had been grinding on him a moment earlier. She liked that pose — watchful of his actions on her body with her index finger pulling her bottom lip. I kept low but nearly close enough to fog the bottom of the window.
She laughed and pointed both her legs and feet straight out as Cody struggled to tug and yank the bottom of her jeans. She wriggled and twisted until he worked them off her ass and down her legs. He tossed them over the back of the driver seat. She was wearing similar immaculate white shimmering satin thong panties.
“Do you like?” she said, letting her legs fall over his lap high up over his crotch. His hands smoothed over her calves and up over her thighs.
“Very,” he said low and deep.
She grinned and brought her knee up to plant her bare foot in his crotch and scrunch her toes on him there. “You should make it even at least, so a girl doesn’t get uncomfortable.”
He took a second to understand, then with mock urgency, rushed to undo and remove his own pants. She laughed. When he accidentally caught his underwear at the same time and fully exposed himself to her, she squealed, covered her face with her hands, and then peeked through her spread fingers.
When he panicked to tug his boxers back up over his raised ass, she shoved her foot in his way. “Not so fast,” she said softly full of breath. “It’s okay,” she said. She watched down her sleek body to where her bare foot slid down his chest and stomach and into his lap. She toyed with his full erection with her toes. She wrapped the bottoms of both feet around both sides of his cock and stroked him up and down and laughed and rolled over to hide her face, pulling her feet away.
“Do you like that?” she said a moment later, releasing her retracted knees and stretching her feet out again to wrap around his cock.
“What do you think?” he said looking over at her, dragging his fingertips further up her thighs, getting dangerously close to the edge of her white satin.
“If I join you, just to keep things even, you’re not to touch. Okay? We’re not allowed. I’m married.”
“I could say scout’s honor again, but that didn’t do much good last time.”
She laughed, pulled her knees up to her chest and rolled back to raise her hips. She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and pulled them down her hips. She stopped with her panties at her knees and froze. Cody stared. After three beats she laughed and poked her legs straight out over his lap and nodded at him with a grin. She wanted him to take her panties off the rest of the way. He tossed them over the front seat too, into the shadows on the floor of the car.
She lowered her legs gently into his lap again. They were both completely naked. She languidly dragged her toes up and over the length of his cock and his hands traveled over her thighs, her stomach, and down the crevice between her leg and her pelvis.
“Careful,” she intoned darkly.
“But you’re all over me.”
“Girl’s first, don’t you know that?”
“You’re making it really hard to obey.”
“You’re such a bad student,” she tittered. “But since you’re making such a good effort, teacher thinks you deserve a little positive reinforcement. Do you think you can handle that?”
“Depends on what it is, I guess.”
She bolted up to sit with her bare ass pressed against the side of his thigh and her knees pulled up to his chin. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his ear close to her mouth. I couldn’t hear what she whispered but she laughed mischievously and said, “Okay?” and pulled off of him to crouch on her hands and knees sideways on her seat.
Cody moved till he was in the mirror position she was in earlier, his head propped against his door, his body flat across the back seats, his legs spread wide enough to fit down both sides of my wife’s crouching body.
She gently twisted her long silky hair into a rope and pulled it over the far side. She came down on her knees and elbows, her ass rising up behind her over the edge of the far back window. Her back arched down and she crept forward. She made big, brown, glassy eyes at him from between his legs and blew through a tiny mouth on his trembling member. She snickered. “Just one kiss,” she said. “That’s all, okay?”
“A’right,” he nodded down to her. He plunged his hand and fingers into her hair and she reacted like a responsive affectionate kitten, twisting and purring to his touch. She wrapped her hand around his cock and grinned up at him with a puff of air out her nose, but she quickly wiped the grin and focused her eyes on what was right in front of her face, his hard, thick cock, and she bit her lip and emitted a tiny whimper.
“It’s so hard.” She pulled her palm up and plunged it back down, her mouth dropping open, her eyes widening.
“You better kiss it before I push myself in that pretty mouth of yours.”
“You better not,” she whispered. She darted her tongue out and touched his cock with just the tip and she grinned at him.
He pushed on the back of her head.
“Hey!” she protested. But he pushed harder and she squealed with her lips pursed. He pushed harder and his cock touched her lips. She waved her head back and forth and planted her hands on his abdomen. He raised his hips and she tried to push him down. She pressed her lips tight together but he only pushed her head down more.
When his cock popped into her mouth she groaned and wrapped her hand tightly around him and immediately devoured him, lifting up and plunging her mouth down on him, forcing him deeper into her throat with each stroke. She whimpered and sucked so hard she caused vacuum sounds when she came up.
She rested her elbows on his legs and gripped both hands around his cock and pulled up and down on him, pulling her mouth off and letting his cock poke her in the eye, drag over her cheeks and chin, and into her neck. She frolicked with his cock like a toy. “You bastard,” she said in a gravelly voice and through a grin. “I told you just a kiss.”
“A French kiss.”
“Yeah right,” she said. She lifted up and took him into her mouth again and pressed her lips tightly around his shaft as she pushed down and pulled up. I could see over the edge of the window strings of her saliva stretch from his head to her lips when she came off him and smiled at him and moaned and teased.
“Maybe we should put the seats down,” she said. “More space.”
They struggled and the car rocked and I ducked down and scrambled back to the nearest trunk. When things sounded settled down again, I crept back out on hands and knees and lifted myself up against the side of the car.
Clara had resumed sucking Cody’s cock with determination. In the glow of the city across the lake, her body looked slitherine, twisting and contorting over top of him. She pulled off and breathed so hard she looked like a panther in the back of the SUV. She crawled over him on her hands and knees and drooped her head down to kiss him where he lay under her.
“I told you we shouldn’t do that,” she said.
“I tried to stop you,” he protested.
“Oh yeah, right, sure you did,” she shook her head and reached between her legs to his cock that stood up behind her ass. “And I know what you’re thinking now too, but you can just forget it.” She stroked his cock behind and beneath her. He grasped her breasts and rubbed them, fondled them, caressed them. She breathed so hard I thought she was going to hyperventilate.
“I’m glad we set up this after-class meeting,” he said up to her.
She laughed and teased him, lowering her hips and touching his cock to her pussy. “Maybe just a kiss,” she said.
“Just a kiss.”
“I don’t trust you though.” She dragged the head of his cock through the furrow of her puffy and moist pussy lips.
“Swear to god,” he said.
“You don’t believe in god,” she shook her head and tsked-tsked down at him. She continued to push and pull the head of his cock through her lips, lowering herself further down over him by increments.
His hands wondered over her back and dug into her ass.
“Careful,” she whispered. She laid her face down beside his and licked and bit on his ear and neck. Her breasts brushed his chest and the only thing keeping her pussy from engulfing his cock were her knees that looked increasingly weak.
“Would it be so wrong?”
“Yes!” she gaped her mouth and widened her eyes. But she also released his cock from her grip and pulled her hand up to his face to cradle his cheek. I could see from the front of the car that her back was curled and her pussy lips had captured the very tip of his cock enough that she used a little pressure to keep him standing up at her entrance.
“He would never know.”
“I would know!” She curled her hips slightly and more of the head of his cock disappeared between her slippery lips.
“We’re practically doing it already.”
“It’s just a long kiss,” she giggled into his ear.
“What if I just pushed a bit here?” he said, pressing his palms into the small of her back.
“Then you would be directly disobeying your teacher.” Her hips rotated over his hips, and she curled them in and out slightly, just enough that the head of his cock entirely disappeared between her pussy lips and reemerged, glistening from her.
Was it fucking? It wasn’t full on, but what else do you call it when a guy’s cock is going into your wife’s pussy? I could see through the gap between the two front seats as my wife kissed Cody and rubbed his body all over.
“Maybe just once, then,” she said to him. He snickered. “Don’t laugh! I’m serious, we should not be doing this. Can you stop at just one? Promise me.”
“Okay, no problem,” he sniggered.
“Promise!” She lowered her hips and her pussy enveloped the entire head of his cock.
“What do I get?”
“I’ll make it your best one.”
Cody tried to hold her hips and raise himself into her, but she lifted herself from him. “Nuh-uh-uh!” she grinned and kissed his mouth. She reached down between her legs again and grasped his cock and squeezed hard enough for him to yelp. “Play fair,” she said softly. She dragged the head of his cock all around her pussy lips again and sank herself down over him. This time she didn’t stop at the head. She pulled her hand up and held his face. When her hips bumped into his and his cock disappeared entirely inside her grasping and soaking pussy, she said into his ear, “Oops.”
That was more than I was willing to take and I stood up and put my hand on the car door. Clara began to raise and lower herself on Cody with such wild abandon I had to pause and, at least a part of me, admire it. Besides the fact that was my wife, it was also a strikingly beautiful naked woman thrashing herself on a young guy, her hair flying and her back writhing, making sounds from deep in the back of her throat that crippled me with their unabashed, unleashed, passion.
I chose to duck back down and listen to my wife fuck and be fucked like she had never before. I stuck my head up slowly now and then to find they’d changed positions, Clara riding him backward, Cody missionary between her legs poking straight up, and then Cody lying on her where she laid flat on her stomach except for her hips that she curled up to receive him in her. They even orgasmed together.
I crept back into the shadows and moved a few trees in. They laid in the back a long time before they finally came out and climbed back into their own front seats, dressed again. They kissed and Clara started her motor and backed out. I watched from the place they parked as her taillights dimmed climbing up the hill and back toward Lake Shore and the road home.
It was not entirely a surprise to find she was cheating. I’d suspected it — that’s why I left home like normal for my usual overnight shift, only I didn’t tell her I switched off with another guy and got the night off. My buddy’s words — “Maybe she’s seeing another guy” — would not abate any other way.
But now, in place of mind-wracking suspicions, I had what was even worse: real images, real sounds. The sight of my wife’s cute small ass rising up and plunging down, engulfing Cody’s rigid cock in her puffy wet pussy lips was enough to make me both angry like I was supposed to be, but also aroused beyond anything I’d experienced before. I looked it up. I was hardly alone in being a cuck who liked to watch his wife fuck, even when she thought she was secretly cheating.
I came home just in the first crack of dawn as per normal. I walked up the driveway between our cars and peered in. Her back seats were still down, she’d forgotten to put them up. I slipped in the front door and found her car key and came back out. I was compelled to absorb the scene again. I climbed in the front and sat where Cody had sat. I immediately noticed her panties on the floor poking out from under her driver’s seat. I looked into the back and saw tissues bunched up where they had wiped themselves, and left them. I was amazed that she’d cheated, but I was even more stunned that she did not bother to clean up and hide anything from me.
Still, I was unable to stop myself from lying on my back the way Cody had been lying when she went reverse cowgirl all over him, and I was also unable to stop myself from taking my cock out from inside my pants and stroking myself. It was still dark enough. I caught my ejaculate in tissues and left them in the back of her car too, with all the others they used.
I was up around 11. She was working at home that day. I stood in the doorway to her office with my coffee. “Talk?”
“Sure!” she spun around in her swivel chair to face me. God she was cute and hot! More so than usual, I thought.
I came in and settled on her couch, my elbows on my knees, leaning over my cup on her table. “You do anything after college last night?” I tried to sound as casual as possible, like this wasn’t actually the point of what I’d come to talk about.
She looked down and aside. She sucked at cheating, and she sucked at lying. “I did a very stupid thing, Daryl.”
I had no plan for what to say or how to approach the topic. Given that she broached it first, I thought, why not sit back and see where it goes? “What happened?”
She took a big breath and exhaled so long I thought she was going to eject her lungs. She took a long time to start. But when she did, she shocked me. “I fucked a student last night, Daryl.” She zeroed in so hard on my eyes with her own big browns I was nailed to the couch.
My mind raced. Do I tell her I knew, that I followed her and that I watched? Do I tell her I laid in the back of her car and made myself cum thinking about it when I got home that morning? Do I tell her I tried to get angry but I couldn’t find it?
“I shouldn’t have,” she added.
“How did it happen?” I asked as if it was a scratch she put in my car or something.
She clasped her hands together and pressed them between her thighs. “It just did. I tried to stop it.”
“Where?” I asked, knowing that that is what a husband would ask. I knew where it happened.
“My car.”
“Where?”
“Bert Lake Park.”
I had stalled for time but I still had nothing to say.
“If you want to leave, or you want me to leave, I think that’s fair. I’ll go — I’ll get my stuff. I regret it.”
“Do you?”
Now it was her turn to pause. Her eyes searched the floor and the walls and the ceiling. Finally, she came back to my eyes. “Actually, no, I don’t. And it was actually a lie to say I tried to stop it, I didn’t do that either. If we’re going to be honest, if this is over and there is nothing left to bother hiding, then I’ll come out and say it. I loved it. It meant nothing — I don’t love him, I’m not leaving you for him, I have no interest in him really beyond being the young stud.”
She shook her head looking at me and went on. “I wanted to and I did. It was nothing about you either. I’m not lonely or frustrated. I’m not bored with our sex life. I don’t have a reason to do it. I just did it, because . . . . “ She searched for the answer in the ceiling. “Because I could, he was there, he was hot for me all year, and I just thought, fuck it, it means nothing to me or us, it’s just purely a fuck for sport.”
She looked at me and shook her head with a crooked smile and she raised her arms and shrugged. “It happened because it was fun.”
It didn’t seem fair with her telling me so much truth, to sit there silently pretending I didn’t already know, that I didn’t watch her, and that I didn’t get turned on by it.
“I saw you last night.”
“What? From the sky?!”
“No, from the trees. I followed you.”
“You were working.”
“I switched off with Pete.”
“What do you mean you followed me?”
“In my car. When you came out from class at college.”
“Oh god, Daryl!”
“It’s okay. I watched, I saw it all. If I had such a big problem with it, don’t you think I would have stopped you last night?”
She only stared at me skeptically. “But you didn’t,” she finally nodded.
“I didn’t. I let you do it. I actually . . . . “
“You actually what?”
I inhaled deeply and let it out slowly. “I got turned on watching you do it.”
She came over to the couch and sat beside me, taking my hand in hers and rubbing my thumb in her lap. “You liked it, you mean?”
I had to be careful how I answered. I wasn’t sure yet that I liked the fact she cheated on me, I was only saying that I liked watching her. “Yeah,” I blurted, ignoring my own advice. “Does that make me weird?”
She leaned over to me and kissed me on my mouth. “I don’t think so. Maybe a little, but not much, she corrected herself.”
The following week happened to be my usual day off. “Do we tell Cody?” she asked.
“No, no,” I said. “That would be too weird.”
“You’re just going to stay in the closet the whole time?”
“I’ll text you and you can take him somewhere else so I can get out.”
“Like the bedroom?”
“I meant out to eat or something. But . . . “
“Oh, sorry, you didn’t mean the bedroom.”
“If you want to go there with him, I guess that’s fine.”
She stopped me and held my upper arms in her hands and pressed me to the wall. “Tell me for sure. Are you okay with this, really?”
“I am,” I said. “If no one ever knows about it.”
She stared into my eyes, one after the other, as though truth could be discerned there. “He’s going to be here in a few minutes, I’m very excited.”
“Me too,” I said.
“Daryl,” she called me before I got away to the closet. She stepped up against me dressed in her pale blue hoody and her pleated white skirt. “I love you,” she said, and she kissed me deeply on the mouth.
“Don’t mess your lipstick on me,” I pressed her back. “You look too fucking hot.”
She smiled, bit her lip and widened her eyes. Her phone buzzed. Cody was downstairs.
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