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“Look,” I said to my wife Jaden. I looked over at my hockey-team buddy Isaac who was sitting beside her on the couch. “I’m going to go out to the pub, you two stay here.” I nodded at my wife. “It’s just an experiment, right?”
“No!” my wife cried, but she was too shy to make too big a show of it. She held my wrist but let me slip away without gripping me too tight. She pleaded with her eyes, but her constrained grin gave her away.
“You sure, bud?” Isaac said with a half-grin of his own. “Could be a ‘careful what you wish for’ type of thing.”
“I’m going to text to make sure what’s going on,” I said. “Don’t worry about me.”
Unbeknownst to them, I was also going to be watching. Up a back staircase from the parking levels below was our top-floor patio, inside which was our loft, and my office. And under my desk was a secret spying spot through the glass railing that looked down over most of our condo, including the couch.
I thought the whole thing would be a hilarious lark. My wife left alone at home with the kind of guy she clammed up around, and my friend left alone with my wife, the kind of girl that made him grit his teeth and paw the ground. It would be good for my wife to gain some self-confidence around guys like that. And it would be hilarious for my friend to get back-stepped by a hot chick once in a while!
“You both check in every half hour,” I said with a nod. “And I’ll text back what you are allowed or not allowed to do.”
“Buddy . . . “ Isaac said, turning his grin half away from me. He couldn’t decide if he liked that or not — getting alone with my wife, which was good, obviously, but me telling him what he could or could not do? That was “supremely fucked!” as he liked to say about most things.
“This is wrong,” my wife said. But she couldn’t wipe the tiny grin from the corners of her mouth. She had a love-hate relationship with all of my ideas about pushing her out of her comfort zones. She was nervous about being left alone with Isaac, but she was clearly intrigued by it, too. She knew what I was trying to do — she  knew it was good for her.
I went out the door giving them no further chance to argue with me about it. But I ran through the dark parking lot below the building and up the cement and blinking fluorescent-lit back stairs. My problem, I figured, was keeping myself from bursting out laughing. I was already snickering to myself all the way up the six floors.
I’d smartly left the top patio door unlocked and slipped inside unnoticed. I left the lights in the loft off, of course. I crawled silently under my desk and came up to the smoked glass of the railing slowly and carefully.
Jaden and Isaac were still sitting on opposite ends of the couch where I left them. Jaden was half-bent over with her hands pressed together and squeezed between her knees. She had ducked her head forward and let her hair fall over her face. She was laughing.
She didn’t even know when she was flirting.
Isaac was being his normal cool-headed self, but even he was showing subtle signs of getting caught off guard. He seemed tentative, unsure of himself. I’ve seen the guy walk up to a party of five girls and without breaking stride walk away with any one of them that he wanted. On our couch, with my wife alone, he looked and sounded off-balance.
It was perfect. I loved it.
They talked and laughed. They put a show on but they weren’t watching it much. Everything Isaac said, my wife laughed too hard at, falling forward, hiding her face in her hands, trying to stop beaming at him. Everything she did, Isaac was watching her like he was studying her, his eyes popping wide open, his gaze flowing around her body, his tongue licking his lips like a dog eyeing a steak on the counter.
I texted my wife. I peered over the edge of the loft and grinned like an idiot when I saw her notice her phone vibrating on the table in front of them. She picked it up and held it close to her face.
“It’s Vince, of course,” she said to Isaac and rolled her eyes and half-grinned. Isaac leaned over and tried to twist around to see her screen, but she lifted her foot and pushed her sole into his chest, falling back against the arm of the couch behind her. “No!” she said through a snicker. “Mind you’re own bees-wax!”
I noted that she left her foot pushing on his chest longer than she strictly needed to merely to push him back. I noted as well that Isaac pushed his chest against her foot and wrapped his hand around her ankle. She behaved as though she didn’t notice his hand on her there.
“How are things going? Is he still there?” I wrote.
“He’s being a gentleman,” my wife wrote back.
“Very unlike Isaac!” I wrote. I peered over at them. He was massaging her calf. Her foot remained pressed into his chest. Her toes scrunched and released, scrunched and released. “Is he touching you?” I wrote. I had to test her honesty, didn’t I . . . .
She squinted at him and pursed her lips with a restrained grin.
“What is he saying?” Isaac said.
“Mind. Your own. Business, I said,” my wife glared her widened eyes at him. But she also put her other foot up on his chest, sole first. She bumped his hand with it, and smirked when he understood to massage her other calf.
“Just a friendly little massage,” she wrote me.
I was impressed with her admission. “Where?” I wrote her, pushing things further.
Isaac stroked the back of her calf to behind her knee, and then further up, under the back of her thigh. My wife was dressed in jeans and a French-tucked translucent wide-long-sleeve white top with buttons only starting half way down the front. “Elegant chic” is what I think she’d call it. She snuggled down further against the arm of the couch under her and tittered without looking at him, her eyes being centred squarely on her phone held closely in front of her face.
“Calves,” she said to me. It had been just the calves, so that was true, but it was now her thighs.
He moved to her other thigh and pulled a pillow behind his back to lean sideways facing her — to enable his reach further up the back of her raised legs.
It was a bit of a lie, wasn’t it. A lie of omission. It was the first crack. My heart pounded at the thought of it. It was unexpected. But her lying to me — it suggested that she knew that what she was doing, or allowing Isaac to do, was wrong, and that told me it was something that she secretly liked. She wasn’t stopping him from doing that little something wrong to her body, was she.
If I wanted my wife to be more self-confident around that kind of man, doing something wrong with Isaac and not telling me seemed a step in that direction. She was taking control of herself, it seemed to me. I kind of liked it, I found.
No, it wasn’t something I kind of liked. I liked it a lot.
I texted Isaac. “How’s it going?” I said.
His phone sounded in his pocket. My wife squealed and tried to snatch at his phone but he pulled it away. “Is it stupid Vince?” she said.
“Yeah!” Isaac snorted.
“This is stupid!” she said.
“Just hanging out,” he wrote me back.
“Anything going on?” I wrote.
“What did Jaden tell you?” he said.
Smart, I thought. Find out first, get the stories straight. “She said you were massaging her calves.”
“She told you that, huh?” he wrote back. Then he looked over his phone at my wife. “You told him I was rubbing your legs?” he said with a chuckle.
“I tell my husband everything, you should be forewarned,” she nodded sternly at him. Her one foot, the unattended one, slipped down his chest and over his stomach and landed — unless my eyes deceived me — in his crotch. Neither she nor him gave it notice.
“Going to tell him about this?” he said, and he reached down and pressed the top of her foot harder into his groin. “Oh yeah!” he groaned with comical exaggeration, dropping his head back as though overcome with deep pleasure.
“So rude!” she said, but she didn’t pull her foot away. She shook her head at him. She even pushed her foot harder into his crotch as though to hurt him. But she was careful not to push too hard, I could tell.
“Just a little massage,” Isaac wrote me.
“You should take your jeans off,” I wrote to my wife.  “He’s a good massager, athletes usually are, they get a lot of professional massages,” I said.
She squealed at her phone. Isaac absently massaged her whole raised leg while she pushed and scrunched her other foot in his groin like it was nothing. Maybe she wasn’t aware of what she was doing to him.
He leaned forward and hooked her ankle over his shoulder and used both hands to start vigorously massaging her whole leg from very the top, down both the front and back to the bottom of her calf, and then back up again, all the way.
“Be better with her jeans off, I just think,” I wrote to Isaac and I smirked to myself. I peeked over the loft.
He let her foot dangle over his shoulder as he twisted to reach his phone. He snorted when he read what I wrote.
“He said the same thing to you?” my wife said, looking around her phone at him like it was some sort of protective shield.
“What did he say to you?” Isaac asked with a smirk.
“You know what he said!” she said to him and she shook her head. “I just don’t know if you’re going to be able to control yourself.”
“Not my first time,” he said dropping his face in a tilt to her.
“That’s what I’m worried about,” my wife said. But then she surprised me. She put her phone down on the table behind her head and pressed both of her feet into the cushion between his legs to raise her hips off the couch. She twisted her fingers in her waist and popped free the button of her jeans. She hung her finger and thumb on the tag of her zipper and stopped.
“Don’t get any funny ideas!” she said, but she also bit the corner of her lip.
I gaped through the smokey glass in the loft above them. I was teasing her when I said it. I didn’t actually mean that she should whip her jeans off forthwith.
But I squinted through the glass. It was what I told her to do. And she did it. It made me wonder — how far did that power go?
“I can take mine off too, if that makes it less weird,” Isaac said.
I knew he was kidding. He knew it was a joke. But I had to drop my jaw wide open. Jaden didn’t seem to take it like that.
“Yes please,” she said. She also peeled the waist of her jeans over and wriggled in her hips to pull them down over her thighs where they stretched between her legs. She lowered her bared hips to the couch and kicked her straight legs at Isaac, telling him with her little swimming motions to help her get them the rest of the way off her legs.
He did, leaning back until he was nearly lying on his back, and he pulled the bottoms of the legs of her jeans until they slid off her legs. He ended up yanking them over his head and laughed.
She laughed too. She curled her fists together under her chin and curled her feet over top of each other with her knees pulled up to her chest. She was embarrassed, but she was down to her top and panties with my friend on the couch. I was shocked. I wasn’t ready for that.
Isaac stood up and sneered down at her. My wife screwed up her tight lips and raised her eyebrows as though she was pleased as punch to watch the show. Isaac made a good show of it, too, pouting at her like a model and making her giggle at him. He opened the button of his jeans and dropped his arms and one shoulder and a knee to give her the classic catwalk pause.
Jaden tittered. “More,” she said in a tiny voice.
He began to undo the buttons of his shirt. “You too, then,” he said.
She pursed her lips and silently shook her head “No.”
I texted her. “Are you taking your top off as well?”
She picked up her phone and only reluctantly tore her eyes away from Isaac to look at what I texted her.
“Should I?” she wrote back with a titter.
“I think so,” I said.
“Okay, fine,” she said to Isaac, and she didn’t even take the time to unbutton her top, but rather leaned forward and tugged it over her head. She was wearing red thong panties and a matching red bra.
Her quick obedience to my commond intrigued me.
Isaac stood over her where she reclined back against the arm of the couch. “Can you handle it?” she said.
“Handle what exactly?” he said with a grin.
“I thought you were going to rub me down.”
“Is that what your husband said to do?”
“He said you’re a good massage therapist,” my wife said. She stuck her tongue out at him, and as slowly as a cat, she rolled over onto her stomach and lowered her the side of her face down onto her arms folded under her head. “So show me,” she said. She arched her back and lifted her hips up from the cushions and wriggled her bum up at him and she chuckled.
Isaac knelt on the couch with his knees straddling her thighs and he lowered himself onto her ankles. He began to rub the back of her thighs again, bare now.
“Wait a sec,” she said, and she tried to lift herself up from under him and push him off. She pulled her feet out from under his ass and crawled over the arm of the couch and laughed as she ran on her toes down to the bathroom.
She returned with a tube of oil. Before she handed it to his reaching hand, she grabbed her phone. Isaac sat slumped on the couch and she stood between his spread knees texting me.
I marvelled at how comfortable she was in just her underwear in front of the guy. It’s like she forgot that she was supposed to be intimidated by his type.
“Is it okay if he uses our massage oil to rub me?” she texted.
I stared at my phone. She wasn’t doing a thing that I didn’t tell her to do or give her permission to do, but things were much further advanced than I thought they’d ever get all night. 
“Of course,” I said. “But maybe you want to make sure not to get any on your underwear,” I said. “Which ones are you wearing?” I had to add that part to make sure she thought I wasn’t watching.
“Do you think I should take my bra off so he can do my back?” she typed.
I peered down over the edge of the loft. She was facing him with her phone in front of her face. He had closed his legs around her legs and pushed her side to side, making her smirk and giggle. She was allowing him to make her body sway, to make her dance. She moved her hips side to side for him waiting for me to reply and dragged the back of her fingernails over his bare thighs.
Isaac picked up his phone. He had texted me. They looked at each other and laughed at the situation. They were both texting me and they both knew the other was, too.
“What did she ask? What is she waiting an answer for?” he wrote.
“She wants to take her bra off for you,” I wrote him. I was leaving her hanging.
“Dude!” he wrote. “You better be careful.”
I wrote her and ignored him. “I think you should take it off,” I said to her. She snorted lightly and turned and bent with exaggeration where she stood trapped between his legs to put her phone gently down on the table. She purposefully stuck her ass out at him behind her.
Isaac pulled up his legs and laid sideways along the back of the couch. My wife crawled up onto the couch and knelt in front of him. “Can I trust you?” she said.
“What did Vince say?”
“He said he wanted me to take my bra off for you,” my wife said.
He picked up his phone again and texted me. “You told her to take her bra off?” he wrote.
It’s what I said,” I wrote him.
My wife bit her lip and dropped her head so her hair fell over her face. She arched her back and reached behind herself with both arms. She paused with her fingers at the clasp of her bra. “Can I?” she said again in a low, soft, and private voice.
I held my phone up to my face and took a picture. That’s her and Isaac on the cover of this story.
“Can you what?” he said.
I’d never seen Isaac like that — unsure, off guard, being lead instead of leading.
“Trust you,” she said in an even softer voice. She unhooked the clasp and let the slack straps fall down her arms. She held the cups of her bra to her chest with her hand while she withdrew her other arm from the strap. She changed her hands and pulled the other arm free, still holding the lace fabric to her breasts, awaiting his reply.
“Trust me to what?” he said.
She pulled the bra away but wrapped her arm over her breasts, now naked, but still hidden. She twisted around and dropped it by the shoulder strap onto the table behind her. When she turned back, she uncovered her breasts and leaned over to him on her hands and knees. Her breasts hung down and her ass poked up. She let her hair fall over his face and neck. He ignored it, keeping his eyes locked on her eyes though I knew he was dying to look at her breasts. There were small and perfect.
“To not touch, of course,” she said in a near whisper, and she lowered her face to his, brought her lips close enough to his they breathed each other’s breath, and she nearly brushed his chest with her naked breasts. She snorted and grinned. “Good boy,” she said. “You passed the test.”
She made a long, slow show of it, laying her nearly nude body down beside his the opposite way to the way he was lying. She laid her face sideways on her arms so that she was facing his groin from mere inches away. The last part of her body that she lowered down to the cushions was the front of her hips. She made sure to stick her panties up in front of his face for as long as possible.
This was my wife when she didn’t know I was watching her. Yes, I told her to undress. Yes, I told her to take her bra off. But I didn’t expect her to do it. I didn’t expect her to let me go so easily when I said I’d go to the pub. I fully expected to sneak up to the loft, watch them fumble about nervously, and then come down and we’d all have a big laugh about it.
But something happened to me, as well. To see my wife become flirtatious, to see her skirt around cheating on me, to watch her become a sexy, playful kitten with my friend in my supposed absence — it was like nothing I’d remotely suspected was possible in her.
And my friend too. I knew he was a dawg. I knew he got around. Of course! But it took surprisingly little encouragement from me to enjoy my wife the way he was clearly doing so. How much would he do? He had so far done only what I told him to, just like my wife. But would he do more — if I told him to?
Would my wife? How much more?
My head was spinning. I was growing intoxicated on a heady mix of power over my friend and my wife, making them do what I told them to do, and with the voyeurism of it, watching my wife get naked with my friend, seeing her through his eyes.
And seeing my wife through my friend’s eyes. He had been with a lot of ladies. But he was downright nervous with my wife. I grinned. “Ha!” I wanted to shout. “And she’s all mine!”
My wife stuck her arm out at Isaac laying beside her the other way around. In her hand was the tube of oil and she wriggled it at him. “You better be careful,” she said.
He got back onto her shins.
Just before he oiled his hands, I texted him again. “Are your clothes off?” I said.
He picked up his phone, read my message, and smirked with his eyes bulging and his head shaking. “Not my shirt.”
“Take it off, and your shorts too,” I said.
“This is crazy,” he wrote back.
My wife kicked her legs up to bump his back with the back of her heels. “Hurry up,” she said in that soft, breathy voice.
“Experiment,” I said to him. It was the only thing I could think of to convince him.
He put his phone down. “You mind if I take my shorts off, so I don’t get oil on them?” he said.
My wife hesitated. “Did he say to?” she asked him.
“He did.”
“Then you better do it, right?”
“Are you okay with that?” he said.
I’d never known him to be so cautious, so obsequious.
“If my husband said to do it,” she said as though weary of explaining things to him, “then we have to do it.”
I didn’t remember making any such hard and fast rule. She was putting it on herself, making me the supreme commander of all that was going to take place that night on the couch. My lungs sank and my head swelled. The thought of having that kind of control over two people was filling my veins with a new sort of substance.
“Is that the way then?” Isaac said. He lifted himself up and peeled his shorts off. He was erect of course. A very hot lady was lying in only her red thong panties below him.
“Yes,” my wife said. “Now do as you were told and rub me,” she said, closing her eyes.
Isaac lowered himself onto my wife’s calves.
She tittered and spread her legs under him. “I can feel that you know!” she said. She spread her legs as though to get them out of the way of his cock. But I saw him look up at her pussy that she had exposed to him. He looked shaken. He looked nervous.
He squirted oil into his hands and rubbed them together to warm it up before he placed them on the backs of her thighs high up at the crease where he ass curved up and out.
My wife only smiled and moaned.
Isaac was right, I had no idea what I was playing with. My wife was not who I thought she was. But try as I might, looking secretly down form the loft as my wife, nearly nude, sprawled on the couch under my friend, fully nude, I could not bring up jealous, betrayed, or angry emotions. It’s one thing to discover your wife is cheating on you. It’s something entirely different when you’ve told her to.
It’s all about the control. And because I controlled them both, because I knew that with one text to either of them, they would instantly stop whatever they were doing, I wanted to see how far they would go for me. I wanted to see how far I could make them go and still stand it, still watch them. It was like having you’re own porn studio.
Isaac rubbed the back of her thighs down to her shins and back up again. When he pushed his hands further up and over the round, tight and jiggling flesh of her ass, when he pushed her buttocks around, my wife gasped under him.
“Careful,” she said.
“Is this okay?” he checked with her. His fingers wrapped around the inside of the very top of her thighs.
“Uh-huh,” she breathed more than spoke. “I guess so.”
She reached over to the table and grabbed her phone. She held it under her face. I was surprised she could see it, she held it so close to her eyes.
Isaac continued rubbing her all over the inside of her thighs and over her ass and around her hips.
“Babe,” she wrote me, “he’s massaging the inside of my thighs, are you okay with this?”
I swallowed. “Does it feel good?” I wrote back. My fingers shook. My heart was pounding.
“Yes,” she wrote back. “But he’s coming too close.”
“To what?” I said.
“Still okay?” Isaac said in a quiet voice. His fingers were touching the narrow strip of fabric on the bottom of her thongs.
My wife said “Uh-huh,” but it sounded pained. She chuckled lightly too.
“I think you know,” my wife wrote me.
“Do you want him to touch you there?”
I could hear her breath from up in the loft. “Yes, I think so. But you shouldn’t let him, should you?” she wrote me. She was having trouble writing.
I texted Isaac. “Take her panties off,” I said.
He reached over and picked up his phone. He sagged in his shoulders and stared off sideways into the dark kitchen.
“Dude, she’s your wife, are you serious?” he wrote.
“I told him to take your panties off,” I wrote my wife.
“Babe, I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she wrote back.
“Do it,” I wrote Issac.
He rolled his head back and stared at the ceiling. I ducked. He almost looked right at me. He put his phone back on the table.
“You okay if I just get these down a bit, don’t want to get oil on them,” he said.
I didn’t write my wife back. But she didn’t need me to.
“Okay, good idea,” she said, and she lifted her hips from the couch cushions to let him peel them off her ass. They stretched between her thighs.
He looked up at the ceiling again. “I guess we should just get them out of the way,” he said.
“I guess so,” she said, tittering.
He rolled back onto his heels and pulled her thong panties the rest of the way down her legs. When he climbed back up onto her legs, I noticed what he noticed too. She had spread them wider.
“Is this okay?” he said. He re-oiled his hands and fingers and this time, he was touching her directly between her legs. I couldn’t see exactly where, but I could tell. Her hips lifted up from the couch and her back arched into it more deeply. By the way his arm moved, I knew my friend was rubbing my wife’s pussy. By the way her hips rotated in response, as though chasing his oily touch, I could tell she was loving it.
She never got to play around much in college and certainly after we married, right after college, she didn’t, as far as I knew. It was impossible to imagine her cheating on me, though. She was far too cautious and quiet. She was especially reticent to even be around men like Isaac. I knew she was intrigued by them, though. She often asked me how they could be that way, so loose and gregarious around women, so selfish and pushy with them, as she called it.
That was the idea that I had earlier that night. Let her have some time alone safely at home with a man like Isaac, talking and laughing on the couch. I wanted her to start to feel more comfortable about them. She had to be around them for work. I thought it would be good to learn about them through Isaac at home.
“Little tension there, isn’t there,” Isaac said, carrying on with the pretence that he was still massaging her muscles, helping her relax.
She was willing to play along. “Uh-huh,” she exhaled in a harsh breath. “A lot of tension,” she said, and she tittered again in that half-shy, half-coquette way of hers. He must have moved his finger inside her because she lifted her head from her hands and went “nnn-nah!” out loud with her eyes clamped shut.
“Still okay?” he said.
She suddenly rolled over under his legs so that her nude body was fully exposed to him. He remained straddled over her hips, until she pushed hard with her legs and struggled to get them out from under him. She pulled her knees up and flopped her legs wide open around him.
“You better be careful or something is going to happen,” she said. She reached down with her eyes locked on his eyes, and she wrapped both her hands around his enormous and thick cock. She pulled it and lightly scratched it and rubbed her palm over the head of it and tickled it.
Isaac picked up his phone and typed on it with one hand. His other hand was between my wife’s legs. When he put his thumb on her pussy, she gasped, she thrashed her head side to side, and she squeezed her knees together against his waist.
“I am rubbing your wife’s pussy,” he wrote me.
I stared at it, shocked by the words, even though I was watching him do exactly that below me.
“Are we stopping this now or are we letting things keep going?” he wrote.
“Keep going,” I said.
He rubbed my wife to the point she was oblivious to him texting me. She squeezed her breasts together and rolled her head side to side, flinging her hair all over her face. “Oh shit,” she cried out loud.
He put his phone down on the couch behind him and walked back on his knees and came down on his elbows between my wife’s legs.
She arched in her back further than before and pinched and pulled her nipples. It was like she knew what he was coming. She grabbed at her phone but knocked it on the floor. He leaned over and picked it up for her. She laughed and held it in front of her face, panting. As she typed to me, Isaac kissed a path down the inside of her thigh, touched her abdomen with his lips, and poked his stiff-pointed tongue to play around the sides of her pussy.
“Babe,” she wrote me. “I think he’s going to go down on me.”
“Do you want him to?” I wrote back. Her passion was like a drug in my veins. It was like I could feel everything she was feeling.
“Do you want him to?” she wrote me, panting and moaning.
Isaac wrapped his arms and hands around her legs and lowered his face to her pussy.
“Tell me you want it,” I wrote her, “and I will tell you to let him.”
“Why do you want me to do this with him?” she wrote.
He began to lick her — I knew because she emitted a series of high-pitched, short gasps. She was barely able to hang onto the phone.
“Tell him I want you both to do 69,” I said by way of reply to her.
I could see her stretch under him and arch her back up so high, her face pushed upside down into the arm of the couch. She dropped her phone on the floor. She pushed Isaac off her without saying anything and she reached down and picked up her phone, but all she was able to type before sending to me was, “Babe . . . . “
She pushed and pulled and laughed and whined until Isaac, confused, ended up on his back along the couch. My wife turned herself around over him and laughed as she looked under her body on her hands and knees and gently threaded her knee down between his ribs and the side of the couch. She lowered her pussy down over his face.
I texted Isaac. “I told her to suck your cock. I want you to make her cum with your mouth,” I wrote him.
He looked at his phone and didn’t reply. His arms wrapped around her hips and his hands held her ass hard. She lowered her face to his groin and kissed and licked his cock and she laughed and shivered. When he seized her pussy lips in his mouth, she groaned loudly and sank her mouth over the head of his cock. When he licked her clit, she moaned deeply and loudly, and pushed her lips to the base of his cock, burying him inside her mouth. When he moved on her, she moaned loudly, frantically, but it was muffled.
My wife began to bob her head up and down, sliding her soft, puffy lips over the length of his shining, glistening cock. When she pulled off him for breath, strings of saliva stretched from her lips to his cock. When she pushed her mouth back over his cock, she looked greedy, hungry. Her hips twisted and her spine curled up. Her stomach muscles clenched and her fingernails dug deeply into the skin of his ass. She sounded like she was crying. Like she was whimpering. Like she wanted more . . . .
I stood up and leaned over the glass railing. I was ready to shout “stop.” I had seen enough — I had seen too much.
But my wife tittered and delicately turned herself around over top of Isaac’s prone body, squealing lightly as she place her hands and knees around his sides. She leaned her head down between her high-poking shoulders and pushed her hair up around his face where he leaned his head back on the arm of the couch.
I couldn’t help admiring her perfectly orbital and shiny shoulders that lifted high over the back of her head, her slender back the way she contorted it over his body, her round, toned ass the way she wriggled it and curled it over his groin, her feet, the way her toes scrunched together.
I opened my mouth but no sound came out.
My wife arched deeply in her back and chuckled before licking Isaac’s mouth, and kissing him. Her hand appeared between her legs spread over his hips. It pushed through and her fingers, long and searching, found what they were grasping for: his cock, around which they wrapped. She stroked him and lightly scratched him and tickled her long nails in his balls, and she smirked within their kiss and lashed his tongue with her tongue.
I held my phone but my fingers shook too much to type and my eyes fogged over too much to see my screen.
My wife dragged her fingertips up the underside of Isaac’s cock and wrapped her hand around the middle of the shaft. She wrote on her pussy lips with the tip of his cock, but she chuckled with her mouth against his mouth, and she said with a shaking head and a sideways grin, “No, no no!”
Isaac gripped her round ass hard in his hands. He slapped her and she squealed and laughed. He lifted his hips off the couch and pushed his pelvis up to her hips, but she curled her back and pulled her engorged, glistening pussy away from the head of his stiff, full cock.
“Bad boy!” she said and she gasped with exaggeration down at his smirking face. “Simon did not say!” she said, half turning her face away from him and glaring at him with her wide eyes. But her pursed grin spread over her mouth. “I told you you would’t be able to!” she said in a scolding tone — but playfully. She let go of his cock and licked her pointed, stiff tongue all over his mouth and chin and she laughed.
Isaac’s cock poked and stabbed at her nearly dripping pussy. She pulled it away from his cock but when he sank back down into the cushions, she followed his cock with her hips and touched her lips to his head, dragged them around it, and chuckled, enticing him to try again.
“Oh no you don’t,” she said privately to him inside the tent her hair made around their faces.
He held her hips tightly in her hands and jolted his hips up. She squealed and pushed her body up to kneel on his thighs. She tilted her head sympathetically at him and shook it side to side with raised and curving eyebrows. And a pursed grin. She was stroking his cock in both hands against her tummy.
“You’re making it hard to trust you,” she said.
“You’re making it hard, period,” he replied.
She snickered down at him and bit her lip and raised her body on her knees as she pressed the top of his cock against her abdomen. She raised and lowered herself to slide the bottom side of his cock over and into the cleft of her pussy lips. I could see his cock glisten with her juices pouring all over it.
“I’ll let you touch,” she said in a stern voice, “but if you try to fuck me again,” she said, not finishing her sentence but shaking her head down at him.
She raised herself on her knees high over his hips and reached behind her body to find his cock with her hand. She arched her body back and he reached up and clasped her bare breasts in his hands. She chuckled and dropped her mouth wide open and shut her eyes. She steered his cock straight up below her spread thighs and dangled her pussy over the head of his cock.
“No fucking me!” she said in a shaking, weak voice, and she pushed herself down over the head of his cock. She let go and collapsed forward over his body and caught herself on her straight arms with her hands landing on the pillow to either side of his head.
Isaac dragged his hands all over my wife’s nude body. It squirmed and writhed in response to his touch. She lowered her hips and the head of his cock disappeared inside her grasping, sucking pussy lips.
“Don’t!” she said to him, but she kissed him sloppily and noisily. He wasn’t pushing up into her. She sank further down his cock. “Stop it,” she whispered, lifting her lips from his mouth. “You’re not allowed to until he says to!” she said trying to shake he head “No” at him, but she was breathing too hard. Her pussy lips folded down around the shaft of his cock. “It’s not allowed!” she groaned. But she knelt up high over his hips again and clasped his hands hard to her breasts.
Her thighs shook like an Earthquake and her head flung backward. If she opened her eyes, she would have seen me glaring down from above. But she didn’t. She clenched them tighter, she dropped her mouth wide open, and she cried in a tone of deep surrender. I watched as my wife’s body sank down over my friend’s cock. Her peach-like ass landed on his thighs.
“I told you not to!” she groaned, but she fell forward again and landed her hands splayed on his chest. She lifted her hips and dropped them again over his hips. The smack of her flesh on his flesh rose to the loft and I sank my chest over the top of the railing.
Isaac began to buck up into her from below. She met his thrusts with her own. “You’re fucking me too hard!” she groaned down at him and bit his bottom lip.
He rolled her over under him and began to pummel her so hard into the couch, the feet skidded back and forth on the floor. She raised her legs around his body and pointed her stretched toes up to the ceiling, up to me, leaning over the railing with dry eyes and open mouth. I saw her hands grapple around his shoulders and her fingers curl, her nails dig into his flesh.
They laughed and kissed and murmured and fucked. She pushed up and turned around to lean her hands into the top of the back of the couch, bent over at her waist. She looked over her shoulder at him behind her and she spread her feet and lifted her ass.
“You better not!” she said, and she dropped her mouth wide open and chuckled. He rammed her so hard, she shot her face to the ceiling and curled her back nearly doubled over. She knelt on the edge of the couch and he wrapped his hands around her waist. He jolted her body so hard, her cries were hiccuped.
My eyes felt like they were receding into my head and my throat felt like it was on fire. I reminded myself to breathe — I think I had stopped for minutes.
They laughed and kissed and squealed and moaned. They fucked all over the couch. Isaac laid her on the edge and leaned his hands into the top of the back of the couch and drove his hips against hers. Her legs dangled over his back. Her arms stretched out to her sides. Her fingers twisted in the fabric of the cushions of the couch. She spread her legs wider than I’d known she could.
Then he knelt on the edge of the couch and twisted his hand up in her hair. She groaned her disapproval, but he muted her voice with his cock in her mouth. She wasn’t expecting it and she thrashed under him. He held her by the hair hard and fucked her face. She cried out loud and curled her hands into fists that she pounded all over this back.
Her muffled cries suddenly erupted with gurgles. He held her head by the hair and drilled his hips into her face hard enough to sink her head into the cushions of the back of the couch. When he finally relented and stepped back, staggering, my wife squealed, she leapt up, she cupped her hand under her chin, and she danced on raised toes to the kitchen. I couldn’t see but I could hear her spit his cum out of her mouth into the sink.
She came back to find him still standing, still dazed, huffing and puffing, standing in front of the messed-up couch. She threw her arms around his neck, pressed her nude body against his nude body, and kissed him and smirked and chuckled and moaned.
“I think we’re in trouble,” she said to him, and she licked his lips and buried her face in his neck. They both plopped down on the couch together and pulled the blanket there over their bodies. My wife grimaced at Isaac, and he returned the wide-eyed, clenched-teeth glare as they both reached for their phones.
I watched as both their faces lit up bathed in the blue light of their phones.
“Oh!” my wife chirped, and she raised her eyebrows and leaned over Isaac’s chest to sneak a peak at his phone.
He let her. He wore a stunned expression on his face and pulled his chin into his neck. “What do you know,” he said.
She giggled and put her phone down and rolled her body over his and kissed him and murmured in his ear and laughed.
In the throws of their fucking, I had written to both of their phones, knowing they wouldn’t be aware, but that they would find it afterword and think I’d written it before.
“I want you to fuck my wife,” I wrote to Isaac. “I want you to fuck my friend,” I wrote to my wife.
They were already fucking like animals by the time I wrote the instructions. I didn’t want to give up my control over their bodies, even if it was by then purely illusory.
I wrote again. “Staying at Crossroads Motel tonight. Have fun,” I wrote her.
“Are you sure?” she wrote back.
“Enjoy,” was all I said.
She showed her phone to Isaac before dropping it. She pushed up, trailed her arm behind her back until he grasped her waving fingers in his, and she pulled him up behind her and tittered. She poked her other arm straight back behind her and pulled on two of his fingers with both of her tiny fists and lead him down the hallway to our bedroom on her toes, chuckling, but not nervously. It was with excitement, it was with joy.
My office loft was directly above our bedroom. I had a couch up there that I napped on often, and I had a blanket and pillows, too. It would do.
They fucked again in our bed. I could plainly hear through the floor my wife’s high-pitched gasps and the banging of their flesh starting and stopping, and her laughter, their murmurs, and her cries when she climaxed.
When they finally settled down, I fell asleep too. But three hours later, I was awoken again by the sound of my wife’s cries and moans and the rapid slapping of flesh, the bed hitting the wall. They did it in the morning as well.
He finally left. I went out to the patio and down the back stairs, and came up again, on the elevator.
“We did what you said to do,” my wife confessed with her face down and her eyes scanning the countertop between us in the kitchen. “All of it,” she said. She left out how she did the last bit before I said to.
“I have something to confess,” I said.
“You do?” she half laughed and she widened her eyes at me.
“I watched it all.”
“Oh my god!” my wife said, burying her face in her arms folded over the counter. She lifted her face. “How? Where?”
I gestured with my eyes up to the loft.
She shut her eyes and bit her bottom lip. “All of it?” she groaned as though in pain.
“That’s not really my confession,” I said.
She opened her eyes and half turned her face and squinted. One corner of her mouth turned up.
“I got off on it,” I told her.
She reached over the counter and seized my forearm in her grip. She dropped her mouth wide open and retracted her chin. “You liked watching?” she said with a grin.
“Watching, but . . . “ I started.
She squinted.
“Controlling,” I said and I nodded. “Telling you what to do.”
“Are you saying you want to do it again?” my wife said, twisting her fingers in my fingers. She bit her lip and couldn’t stop herself from squealing.
“But this time, just telling you what to do, not him,” I said.
“Is he going to know, though?” she said, squeezing the words out, twisting on her stool, jutting her chest.
“No,” I said. “He’s going to think I had to leave town overnight for meetings.”
She squirmed and rolled her face on the counter and bit and chewed on my hand and fingers. “So he’s going to think I’m cheating with him?” she said in a high voice.
“Only I’m going to control your every move,” I said.
“Like a puppet,” she said, and she crossed her legs and arched her back. Her breath was jagged.
“Like it’s my body,” I said. “Fucking him.”
My wife gasped and inhaled sharply. She tugged me and ran down the hallway dragging me to bed. She fucked me with a selfishness and energy I’d never seen before.
A few nights later, she was in the bathroom getting ready. I told her which lipstick. I insisted on heavier eye liner. I picked out her sluttiest dress and decided I’d have to buy her some new ones. I made her wear her tallest most wobbly high heels. I insisted on the sexiest underwear, the items we bought just for us back on our last holiday.
And I said to her, “Bring him back here.”
“I’m so wet,” she said to me, lifting herself on her toes to throw her arms around my neck and kiss me.
Her phone buzzed. Her date was downstairs waiting.
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