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Coaxed to Cheat

“I’m nervous, though,” Courtney said to me over the phone. I knew she was cupping her hand over her mouth even though she was alone in her hotel room.
“It’s all colleagues there, isn’t it? Didn’t the conference book out the whole resort?” I leaned against the large condo window back home and stared down into the mesmerizing flurries of snow falling at night covering the city like a coroner pulling a sheet over a face.
“It looks like its one big hot spring-fed pool with lots of little side pools around it,” she said.
“Maybe if you describe the fear,” I suggested, falling onto the sectional and laying out my sore, stretched legs over the ottoman. I’d just got up from the gym when she called and I turned on a cycle of trailers in the eternal search for a new show to watch, volume off.
She exhaled with a shoulder-dropping sigh. “It’s not fear, I guess,” she said. “Just a sort of . . . “ she trailed off into thought. She was always too much in her own head.
It was her first invite to the big medical conference. She’d only become a doctor last year and started at the crazy-busy Cornel Clinic only a few months ago.
“You know how kids like it when they know the boundaries and know that they’re solid?”
We talked about that a lot. Her little terrier Mac was like that too — he wouldn’t settle down at night until, after he went into his cage, you closed his door and he could see you put the locking latch down.
“Yeah,” I laughed. “You’re feeling like that? Like you need boundaries?” I chuckled but she wasn’t laughing with me.
“It’s not funny. It’s like I don’t know who I am when I’m out like this.”
“Out like what?” I flicked through so many choices for a show but couldn’t find a single thing to watch.
She paused before answering. “Alone, without you.”
“You’re out a lot without me, what do you mean?”
“Not in a different city, not in a different state! Not with you nowhere around, not even at home. Not since we got married, anyway.”
“I am at home!” I laughed.
“You know what I mean.” She sounded so unsure of herself. “You’re not here to . . . “ she stopped herself again.
“Catch you?” I laughed out loud again and jiggled on the couch I thought I was so funny. But there was no reply. “Courtney?”
“I told you, it feels like I don’t know who I am when you’re not with me and there’s all these strange men around.”
“I’m not laughing at you, bae,” I pushed up straight.
“I feel like . . . “ she sighed. “ . . . like I might be someone else when I get out like this. When I’m far from home.”
“What do you mean?”
“Like a different person. Like a different woman. Other thoughts, other . . . I don’t know.”
“Urges?” I tried.
“Urges, yeah.” We both stayed quiet on the phone with each other for almost five seconds. “Desires?” she offered.
“Well that’s good, though, right?” I said, noting what word she used. She had been raised in a very non-curious, non-exploratory home, compared to how I was brought up, anyway. She told me so many cherished memories of growing up I couldn’t tell her how sad they all sounded — they were invariably completely imaginary worlds and people. She mostly played by herself it seemed and mostly read novels as a teen. We met at college and after a few years of her drawing toward me with new-found bravado, she’d recoil again in horror at my recklessness — what she took to be recklessness, anyway. We finally got married three years ago, on her 28th birthday. I was her gateway to the world of risk-taking, unexpected surprises, and strange new worlds to explore, like Vegas, Hawaii, eventually, even Mexico. She was drawn to the flame, but always afraid of getting too close. I promised to bring her along slowly.
“We talked about this,” I reminded her. “It’s safe to try new things, to get yourself out of your head. To ask yourself what you desire.”
“To experiment with different personalities,” she said finally in a more relaxed, nearly dreamy voice. She was calming down.
“To not be so locked up by rules,” I urged her on further in this direction.
“You keep saying rules are more about getting caught than about just doing them.”
I laughed and crossed my ankles and sank down again into the enveloping cushions. “I don’t know if I said that exactly,” I snickered.
“You did,” she nearly cooed over the phone. I could tell she was successfully changing her state and I was glad. She was so afraid of taking a chance at anything.
“Well if I did, I didn’t mean go and rob the nearest convenience store,” I snorted.
“What about . . . “ she stopped.
“What about what?”
“Nothing,” she whispered.
“Are you going to go down?”
“Well I tried on the bathing suit at least,” she said. We needed to shop for one after she noted that the conference was booked into a resort famous for its natural hot spring mineral pools and her old one wouldn’t do.
“Show me.”
“Ok,” she nearly whispered. A moment later a pic came. It was Courtney in a dimly lit hotel room with the curtains closed. She had taken a selfie in a full length mirror. I curled my bottom lip over my bottom teeth and inhaled sharply. Yeah, I thought, maybe I pushed the sexy styles on her too much.
It was a black bikini in a push-up sports bra style top and high-sitting thong style bottoms. But it was the feature element that brought the salivation. There was a decorative but fully functional big steel zipper all the way down the middle of the top between her rounded breasts pushing out over the top, and a matching big steel zipper from the waist all the way down nearly to the apex of her legs. The suggestion they made to pull made me squirm in my knees and ankles, and I was her husband hundreds of miles away. 
“It looks good,” I tried to say without sounding like I was nearly overcome with the raw sexiness of it — of her. She’d never go down to the pools if she knew she was so hot looking.
“Just good?” she said in that small, innocent, tempting voice. Was she trying to make me say it?
“Really good,” I hedged and evaded again.
“Don’t you wish you were here now?”
“Of course — if I could have gotten the days off, I’d have been there in a flash.”
“To keep an eye on your little hotty of a wife?”
I pulled the phone away from my cheek and stared at it like it was suddenly a foreign object. “Why would I need to keep on eye on you?” I replied, looking at the pic of her again. It was strange language for her to be using — it was not her to refer to herself as “a little hotty,” even if she most definitely was.
“Maybe putting on the bathing suit has made me feel exploratory. Curious. You know?”
“But you’re just going down to the pools, right?”
“I took another picture for you,” she said, now evading me.
“Show me.”
“I don’t know if I should.”
“Why’s that?”
“You might not recognize your wife.”
I swallowed hard. It was so not her, this kind of teasing talk. My phone notified me a pic came — she decided to send it, I guess.
I inhaled and squinted, unsure what I was about to see, and then clicked to open. She’d taken a close-up of just her breasts. Her thumb and finger had tugged the top zipper down half way. Her soft, full, golden-lit breasts were visible all the way down between. She was holding the tab with her long matte-pink painted long nails with her other three fingers spread widely as though she was in mid tug and ready to go further.
I stared at it as her voice crackled and I put her on speaker so I could keep staring at it.
“How’s that one?” she said coquettishly.
It was like she was begging me to say it was sexy.  And then, if I did, she would never go down. But I really wanted her to explore, to go to the pools, to feel free, a little at least.
“It’s not bad,” I replied.
She tittered and said, “Hang on then.” I heard rustling before another picture arrived. This one was shot with the phone evidently propped against the pillows of her bed. She was on her hands and knees looking up to the phone through her fallen hair and the tops of her eyes. She had dropped her subtly-toned lips open widely in a circle, and formed her hand around an invisible tube below her mouth. Her breasts hung from her completely opened top. Her ass poked up high behind her. She laughed when she knew I was taking a long time looking at it.
“You know I like that,” I said to her.
“Do other men like that?” she said with that infuriating innocence again.
“When you make eye contact like that, down there, doing that?”
“Uh-huh,” she breathed more than spoke.
She’d never sent sexy pics to me before. She’d never openly, or easily, discussed sexual preferences before. She did, but uneasily, shyly. We had good communication that way, it just wasn’t terribly verbal.
“How are you feeling right now?” she asked in a teasing voice. I knew she was grinning widely.
“How are you feeling right now?” I returned the question.
“I think you can tell,” she said in the tiniest voice.
“Why don’t you say it.”
“You know I can’t,” she almost whispered. I could hear her breath catch.
“What are you doing right now?”
“No!” she privately squealed.
“Tell me,” I insisted.
“You know,” she whispered and she exhaled so hard her voice broke through in a light groan.
“I order you to stop.”
“Not sure if I can,” she squeezed out.
“Zip up. I want you to go down now.”
“Don’t say that,” she whispered. Tiny, regular, high-pitched moans escaped her throat just loud enough to get picked up by her phone.
“Go now.”
“I can’t now!” she protested.
We had this thing — it was, in a way, the thing that turned the corner for us and made her want to marry me. Being ordered to take chances, being commanded to take risks, made her able to step forward in her life. I ordered her to apply for med school, and once she was so ordered, she said, it made the risk of failing no longer on her, it would be on me instead. I ordered her to book us trips to Mexico — a big deal for her, she’d never been out of country before, due more to fears than to lack of opportunity. She knew her fears were irrational, but they festered nonetheless.
“Courteney,” I said, using her full name — a cue that an order was on the table.
“Don’t make me go like this, please!” she breathed hard.
But I was becoming intoxicated by the strange power. I always did secretly like it. It felt manipulative, even a bit sick, to order her like that, a grown woman, a professional in her field, strong, smart, independent, and yet, burdened with that little secret glitch, that undeniable need to follow my orders when I gave them. But it was my own little thing too, as long as I didn’t abuse it. She’d never be able to verbalize it, but I felt that I wasn’t really controlling her as much as she let me think I was. I think she wanted me to think I had that power over her, and to use it, so she could do things she would never allow herself to do, without the responsibility for them. I had noticed before that it was those things she most begged me not to make her do, that were the things she really wanted to do.
“Is there a robe to wear?”
“Of course there is,” she huffed with a short, out of breath voice. “Big soft white one.”
“Is that what people do there, get in their bathing suits in their rooms and put on a robe and slippers, and go down to the pools like that?”
“Yeah,” she said still breathless. “The normal elevator, too, even with people just in their clothes. And you’re in your bathing suit and robe.”
“Should be a separate elevator if your undressed like that.”
“I know, right?”
“I have another order for you.”
“Please no,” she huffed, but it sounded like it was through a smile. It was like she knew, too, that begging me not to was her way of telling me she wanted to.
“Do something tonight that would shock me,” I said. I didn’t know what I was saying, I was just getting off on the power. I was feeling like some sort of character in a novel, like someone I wasn’t too, maybe, just like she said.
There was silence after that one. “Courtney?”
“What do you mean?”
“It’s something I won’t say, something you have to come up with on your own. I am ordering you to make yourself do something.”
“I can’t do that.”
“You will.”
“But you aways tell me what it is I have to do.”
“This time, I’m telling you the effect it has to have, it has to shock me, and this time you have to decide what it is.”
“I don’t know,” she said.
“I want you to go down without knowing, too. I want you to put on the robe and slippers, and go now, without knowing what’s going to happen.”
“You can’t make me do that.”
“I am making you do that.”
“But you don’t know what I might do.”
“You just have to tell me when you come back.”
“What sort of thing am I supposed to do? I don’t know what’s going to shock you.”
“Oh come on, I’m sure you can think of something.”
“I don’t like this.”
“Is it the uncertainty?”
There was a long pause. “Yes,” she finally replied. “I can’t figure out what to do.”
“You have to not know what it is until after you are in the pools.”
“Can it be anything?”
“Anything at all.”
“What if you get mad?”
“It won’t be on you, will it, because I told you to come up with something yourself, I ordered you to shock me.”
“What if you don’t like it?”
“That’s too bad for me, isn’t it.”
“What if I do something you completely didn’t expect?”
“Court,” I grinned down the phone. “People do things all the time that nobody expected. That’s what we’re trying to help you with — to take more risks, remember?”
She heaved with a big inhale and exhale. “What if it’s something I shouldn’t do?”
“There’s those pesky rules again.”
“What if . . . “ she started again but I talked on top of her.
“ . . . stop it!” I laughed. “No more wondering what I might think about it, you’re completely free to do whatever occurs to you, even if it’s something I would never think you could do. You’re free, Court. Go down there and let it come to you. And whatever comes to you, that’s what you must do.”
“I think you’re crazy,” she said.
“Do you know that’s one of the first things you ever said to me, back in college?”
“Of course I do. That’s why I said it. You made me feel wild, you made me feel like anything was possible. I loved that about you, about us. You make me imagine things I couldn’t possibly do.”
“You must stop imagining them,” I said. “Tonight, whatever comes up in your imagination, you must make it real.”
“When do I have to call you?”
“It might be late, it might be middle of the night, hell, Court, I have no idea, it might not be until morning!” I laughed. Her idea of a crazy night was a bottle of Prosecco and binge watching with a friend some show to the last episode. It was about seven in the evening. I fully expected her to call by nine, from bed, already tucked in and ready to read a bit and go to sleep. That was Courtney.
“Okay,” she said.
“Okay what?”
“Okay, already, I’m putting on the robe and slippers and I’ll go down.” She was laughing nervously. We both knew she loved it — doing things for me that she’d never do herself.
“Remember, it has to shock me — no stories about something you thought. It’s got to be something you did.” I really did get off on pushing her way out past her comfort zone.
“Fine,” she replied with exasperation. “Going now. Wish me luck.”
“Luck, Courtney, luck.”
I heard her inhale and exhale and then I heard the phone go off.
Nine came and went with no word from Courtney. I was duly impressed. When ten came and went, I was mildly intrigued. Eleven came and went and I was wondering about her. When midnight came, I was pacing the condo. At one o’clock I was holding my phone with her number entered and my thumb hovering over the call button. It was a private, gated resort, I reminded myself — it was safe. If she got hurt I would have been called by staff. If something went wrong, she would have called. If she had a medical emergency, the place was filled with doctors. She must have been enjoying herself, I thought, so it would be wrong to disturb her. But what could she be enjoying for so many hours — especially if it was something she was ordered to do to shock me? How could she shock me with for so many hours?
Now it was my turn to worry, to imagine things, to be scared. That was it! She was playing a joke on me! She knew I would be shocked by her not calling until so late, and meanwhile, she was sleeping the whole time, maybe with her alarm set for some time to call me and have her laugh knowing I would have imagined all sorts of things. I smirked. She thought she was really going to get me good. Well-played, Courtney, I grinned, but it wasn’t going to count.
I sighed deeply when the phone finally buzzed at 1:35. I shook my head and rolled my eyes and got ready for her to pretend she was out all night just to get her laugh and to tease me.
“Hello!” I sang into the phone.
There was a long pause. She was such a joker!
“So you finally just got in, huh?” I asked her with a very wide grin.
“You said anything, right?” she said in a voice so tiny and quiet I could barely hear her.
I shook my head and sighed again. “That’s right,” I grinned even wider. She was such a tease, such a joker. “So let’s hear it.”
“Promise you won’t be mad?”
She concerned me with that. She wouldn’t keep teasing me so long — she didn’t have that kind of sense of humor to drag out a prank like that, it wasn’t like her.
“I promise,” I said, sitting up in bed and putting away my book ready to hear something real.
“So,” she began. “I went down to the pools like you said.”
“In that bathing suit,” I grinned again thinking about it. Fuck me she looked hot in that thing.
“Uh-huh,” she said, “and I took my robe off and slippers and got in.”
“Were there people around?”
“A lot of people,” she said. “But it was outside and kind of dark, and there were lots of little pools all around the big main pool, with little bridges and little canals joining them. It was like a different world, it felt like a different place.”
“Good,” I said. “So you swam around?”
“You don’t swim so much, but sort of walk — it’s deep enough like up to your chest, so everybody’s kind of wading around like that and talking and there’s drinks and stuff.”
“Okay.”
“So I found this sort of smaller pool that was off by itself and more in the dark — you know me, right?” she laughed. “So I’m in there sort of under these low hanging palm branches and the water is so warm and relaxing and I’m trying to think of what to do that would shock you.”
“Uh huh,” I replied. Something about the way she was talking, her low, private, breathy voice, aroused me. I brought out my cock and just slowly dragged my hand up and down as she talked. “I’m stroking myself right now a bit,” I told her. I loved shocking her like that — it was the sort of thing that I did to bring her out of her shell. It shocked her.
But this time she didn’t react like she normally would. “Maybe you shouldn’t,” she said.
“Why’s that?” She always amused me with her worries and concerns.
She ignored my question. “So I’m looking out at the main pool through a canal and under a bridge and all the fronds and I can’t think of anything, right?”
“Okay,” I said. I was ready to laugh at what she came up with — laugh to myself, because it would hurt her if I laughed at her.
“And just as I’m deciding to push myself out there and at least say hello to some of the people, I hear this voice coming from a completely black shadow on the other side of the little pool.”
“Okay,” I replied, intrigued. I stopped stroking a moment.
“So it’s a guy,” she informed me. “Owen,” she said.
“Hm,” I said. She got his name. “Did you know him?”
“No,” she replied. “But he said ‘Hi,’ and so I said ‘Oh hi!’ back and I laughed you know the way I do when I get nervous, and he comes out of his shadow and he’s smiling. He’s a nice looking guy, probably younger than most of the others. More like our age,” she said.
“So you talked with him before going out to the main pool?”
“I talked with him, yeah,” she said. “But just him.”
“All night?” I screwed up my face and squinted.
There was a long pause again. “Not talking all night, no,” she said. I stared at the phone and decided to put it on speaker on the side table. Damn but if her voice wasn’t making me hard again.
“Doing what then?” I asked trying hard to remain calm-sounding and just intellectually interested.
“Well,” she sighed. “So it was his first time too and he was really nervous about everybody there and he said he was going to just keep hiding when he realized I didn’t see him in that small little private pool. But I told him that I was probably more nervous than he was!”
“Where is he from?”
“Um,” she began, “south of us,” she finally replied, cryptically.
“Tell me how it went,” I said to her.
“Everything?” she said with a strange sort of trepidation — with a bigger waver in her voice that was there for the whole call.
“Everything,” I said gritting my teeth and bracing for what, I didn’t know.
“Are you in bed?” she asked me.
“I am. Are you?”
“No,” she replied. “Not yet.”
I wondered why not. We always talked in bed when I was out of town for work. “Tell me what happened, Court.” 
She took a big breath in and let it out slowly. “Okay,” she said. “So I told him that when he was under the branches, I couldn’t see him at all — I told him what a perfect hiding place he found. So he said, come in with me, it’s cool, nobody can see you in there.”
“So you went to that end of the pool with him?”
“Yeah, uh-huh.” She breathed so heavily it made me wonder what she was doing. “So I go under there with him — it’s a lot bigger than I thought it was, it was like this whole other pool sort of. But it was completely dark — I couldn’t see anything. So he like takes my hand to show me — there’s a ledge to sit on.”
“So he takes you by the hand in the dark?”
“Uh-huh,” she replied. “So he shows me where the ledge is and we sit down and it’s just so incredible, I mean you had to see it, it was magical feeling. We could see everyone in the big pool, and we could even hear people walking on a bridge nearly right over top of us, but they couldn’t see us at all. He showed me how they couldn’t see.”
“How did he do that?”
“It was funny, really.”
“What did he do?”
“Well he shouldn’t have, of course. But he wanted to prove it to me.”
“What did he do, Court?”
“So, he just sort of whips off his bathing suit, right? And stands up on the ledge, I mean, crazy! right?” She laughed, but it was not her usual easy laugh.
“So the guy’s naked out of the water?”
“Yeah, uh-huh, just to prove to me that nobody can see. There were people right over him on the bridge, and he even made a funny sound. God he made me laugh, he made such a funny sound, like a frog!” she laughed.
“While he’s standing there naked?”
“Yeah,” she said, brushing past the point that I was getting hung up on. “So he’s making this silly frog sound and he’s making me laugh because these people, they stop and bend over and try to see down into the dark pool under the branches, because they think there’s some strange frog down there, but they can’t see him!” She laughed and sighed.
“That’s pretty crazy,” I chuckled with her.
“That’s what I was thinking, too, right? So I was still trying to think of something that would shock you. So Owen sits down again and I guess I had to agree with him that he proved his point — nobody could see us. And that’s when I got the idea.”
“The idea to shock me.”
“Uh-huh, but . . “ she trailed off.
“But what?”
“I probably have to tell you the whole story.”
“I would like that, yes,” I screwed up my face wondering what more there was, until I remembered that so far, she was telling me about one hour into a six hour night.
“So, I told him that I wanted to try it too. He said that he would guard my bathing suit. And I looked around and it was really private, it was really safe, and I kept thinking, I needed to do something that would shock you. So, I sort of took off my bathing suit. I told him to turn around and he said he did, but I knew he didn’t, the little rascal.”
“A real trickster,” I nodded.
“He was! A lot like you, as a matter of fact. Getting me to do things I would never do.”
“So then what?”
“So, I was still in the water but . . . “
“But you were naked.”
“I was naked. And he held out his hand to help me step up onto the ledge beside him. And so I did.”
“You stood out of the water with nothing on.”
“I did, uh-huh,” she said. “But I was too afraid to make any sounds like he did and he kept whispering at me to do something so much I had to cover his mouth with my hand or people up there would have looked. And then, just as they’re crossing the little bridge up there, the little rascal starts tickling me!” She chuckled for my benefit. An innocent thing, she wanted to convey — stripping naked with a stranger in a dark pool and he starts tickling you.
“That sounds crazy,” I said, but in a serious tone.
“But he won’t stop! He keeps tickling me and the people up there are staring down trying to see me and he’s making me squirm and everything, you know how ticklish I am!”
“I do,” I agreed stoically.
“Then he starts making his stupid frog sound again and the people up there are really trying to look now, so I had to shush him and meanwhile he won’t stop tickling me and he’s getting me all over too!”
“Like your sides and your ribs and your armpits?”
“Yeah, sort of. And other places too, he was really taking chances!”
“Like where?”
“Just sort of all over,” she replied. “And he won’t shut up, he keeps doing that silly frog and when I covered his mouth with my hand we started struggling because I was trying to get him back, tickling him too to make him stop.”
“The best way I guess.”
“I thought so. Anyway, we’re tickling each other and laughing and I can’t control myself and it’s all dark and nobody can see and I guess he just starts grabbing me everywhere and when I tried to stop him he just tickled me more and then when I fell down onto the ledge again . . . “
“ . . . beside him?”
“Beside him, yeah, he started to, like, touch me all over . . . “ she paused. “Sort of like places he shouldn’t. But I remembered what you said, it had to be something that shocked you, right?”
“I did say that, yeah.”
“It was so warm and so dark and we were both up to our chins in the water and I sort of ended up sitting on the ledge leaning against him and I guess we weren’t really tickling each other so much anymore.”
“What happened?”
“Well I remembered you telling me about girls you had in college before we met, and even in high school. Remember telling me? And I was always so stunned when I would ask you how it started and you would always say, ‘It just sort of happened,’ and I was always like, ‘What? How does something like that just sort of happen?’ And I could never picture it.”
“So you weren’t tickling anymore?”
“Not exactly, no.”
“What were you doing?”
“I guess he touched my breasts. And you know how sensitive I am there.”
“I do.”
“And then he just sort of began touching me all over. I couldn’t see. He was touching me under the water and sort of between my legs and it was just so, I don’t know, beautiful and warm and dark and I just starting feeling like a different person again. It felt risky. It felt different. And he was doing things, I don’t know, I was feeling so wild. So I guess I just started touching him too. It felt different, under the water and totally invisible in the pitch-black shadows. He was just freely helping himself to my body touching me wherever he wanted to, and so I thought, well, I can do that too, and I started touching him all over. And I guess I found his cock because he was all hard and everything.”
“You stroked the guy’s cock?” I was stroking mine the whole time she talked. I was well past the point of disbelief. When I imagined her getting carried away and doing something beyond her limits, I had in mind nothing like that.
“I did,” she said in a tiny voice. “And then he said I should sit on the edge of the pool and so I did because I just felt like doing everything risky and wrong by that point. Because of what you made me do up in the hotel room earlier and what you said to me up there. I just felt like, if I was ever going to do something like what you used to do, there was never going to be a better time. And I guess, the way you said things just happen, I guess that’s what happened to me: they just happened.”
“You sat on the edge?”
“You said you had to be shocked. He made me.”
“You chose to.”
“Okay, yes, I chose to. I sat on the edge for him because I wanted to.”
“For him to do what?”
She paused before answering. “I think you know.”
“Tell me.”
“It’s embarrassing.”
“You have to tell me, that was the order.”
She paused a long while again. Finally, she started telling me. “He made me lie back and then he put my feet on his shoulders. I tried to stop his head when he leaned down, but he was sort of insisting and also . . . “ she stopped again.
“. . . also what?”
“I’m too embarrassed!” she chuckled.
“Tell me anyway.”
“Well he kissed me on the stomach and then he kissed me sort of on my inner thighs and it felt kind of good, you know how I get. And he kissed me there between my legs too, and he was just, I don’t know, he wasn’t pushy or rushed, he was just really gentle and slow and easy and it was like he wasn’t really doing it until I guess he was.”
“Doing what?”
“You know.”
“You have to say it.”
She exhaled with an obvious exasperation. “He was going down on me.”
“He was eating out your pussy?”
“Yeah, uh-huh.” Her voice was wavering. “He was good at it too,” she snuck in with a low, quick voice.
I took a deep breath. “You cum pretty easily when I do that to you.”
“I’m sensitive,” she said squeamishly.
“So did you?”
“I did. I had too. I kind of made a lot of noise too. I could hear people over us on the bridge laughing — I guess they could tell.”
“Okay well that’s pretty out there for you, no doubt,” I said.
But she wasn’t finished. “So I guess I was feeling like we’d already done that much, and his cock — he was really hard, and I just, I tried to stop but my hand was wrapped around it and I just kept going up and down on him and couldn’t help it, and when he pulled himself up on the ledge like I was, I didn’t want to, but I was sort of kneeling on the ledge between his legs and I just wanted to see because I had never done that before, like outside, with a man who was not you, and you kept saying I had to do something I wouldn’t do, and I tried to make myself stop, but I went down on him too. I guess.”
“Jesus, Courtney!”
“I took him in my mouth,” she said.
“Yeah, I know what it means!”
“I wrapped my lips around his cock and I wrapped both hands around it too.
“I get the picture, Court!”
“And I pushed my mouth down on him. I began to blow him.”
“I get it!”
“I sucked him off. Outside. With people around.”
“Okay, well, I guess I deserved that.”
“It felt good — too good,” she said. “His cock was so hard, it was so hot, and he made me feel so sexy.”
“Message received.”
“I stood up between his legs,” she kept going, “and we kissed and I pushed his cock up and down between my breasts.”
“Fuck me, Court.”
“When he fingered me it felt electric between my legs.”
“Right. Okay.”
“And so . . . “ I could hear her breathing hard. “We got our bathing suits on again and our robes.”
“You got out of the pool at that point.”
“Uh-huh.”
I sighed a big phew. I wasn’t sure where she was going with it. I was shocked alright, she did as she was told. “That was crazy, babe,” I breathed finally.
But it was like she couldn’t hear me. “He showed me his room. And we locked the door.”
“Courtney?”
“We kissed again when he leaned me against the back of his door.”
“Courts!” I shouted. But she was oblivious to me.
“He unzipped my top and when he wasn’t fast enough?”
“What the fuck?”
“I unzipped my bottom and then I pulled his suit off too.”
“Courtney tell me you’re lying.”
“It was just happening, just like you said with all your girls. I couldn’t stop!”
“Courtney what are you telling me?”
“So, we were naked again, and he took me to his bed. At first we just laid down together and put a show on and we were just kind of making out.”
“You were making out naked on top of his bed?”
“He opened the sheets and we got under them and I guess I rubbed his cock again — it was all hard and hot and smooth and everything. And he started touching me all over again. Your words kept playing in my mind: I had to be free.”
“What did you do, Courtney?”
“He was gentle and so easy-going. He let me sort of lead the way — he waited until I was ready. You were right, it was so exciting to just be someone else, to just let things happen, to take a chance like that.”
I stroked my cock because hearing my formerly reticent wife tell me about being overcome with her sexual urges was too much to not stroke myself, however over-the-top she had gone with the commands I myself gave her. It was the way she breathed, the way she spoke like in a dream, it was almost more than I could stand.
“What did you do, Court?” I breathed hard back at her own deep and sharp breathing.
“I rolled over on my side and I sort of stuck my bum out,” she said. “He was so warm and gentle, it was like hardly anything at first, when he . .  .“
I gulped. “When he?”
“ . . . when his . . . “
“What!? When his what!?”
“ . . . when his cock entered me,” she whispered through her hand cupped over her phone and mouth.
“Jesus,” I said to myself loud enough for her.
“It went in just so easy,” her voice wavered. “I guess I was really wet because of what he had been doing to me all night.”
We both remained silently breathing at each other for several long moments.
“And then he kept pushing himself deeper inside me,” she squeezed out suddenly before we remained silent again for another long while, both of our breaths short and sharp.
She broke the silence and went further. “He wrapped his hands around my hips and pulled my leg back and he pushed inside me deeper and deeper so hard I thought I was going to burst and then his cock started hitting something in there.”
I was speechless. I could hear moans from deep in her throat.
“It was so good,” she said in a grimaced-sounding moan. She whispered hoarsely, “He made me feel so fucking horny!”
It was so not her to talk like that and I was stunned. I was also crazy with arousal myself.
“So, I rolled him over and I had to climb on top of him because he was pushing and pulling on my tits,” as she called them now. “I just wanted to slow him down a bit but I held his cock and I just . . .  I didn’t want to, I tried to stop again and again, but he made me need,” saying “need” in a whisper, “to get him inside me again. Ans so I did and I rode him and I wanted to be gentle like he was when he was pushing into me from behind but I couldn’t and I just started bucking on him like I was some other woman!”
“Courtney,” I said. But I couldn’t say anything more. I was nearly about to shoot in my hand.
“He made me cum again, even though I tried so hard not to! But he made me want to fuck him so crazy bad — so hard!” She began to speak in little cries.
I held my cock tight and perfectly still.
“I could feel it in his body. He was all rigid under me but I couldn’t stop!” Her breath was catching and stopping. I squeezed harder and held my breath.
“I could feel his cum spurt deep inside me,” she whispered. “I kept fucking him though. I couldn’t stop. I came at the same time he did. I never came that hard in my life.”
I was unable to stop myself and my cum shot from my cock and I stroked it, I had to, and I made a huge mess of our bed, alone.
“So then,” she began again, and I fell onto my knees on the floor. “I guess we fell asleep a little bit. And when I woke up, I was just going to wipe him up a little, and myself, but when I wiped him with a warm cloth down there, I guess I just started sucking on him again too, and,” she laughed a little titter, “he got all hard again!”
I only groaned, lying on the floor and pulling up my knees.
“And so we laughed a little and kissed again and then he took me from behind. He was too hard and rough with me — it hurt but I came again too.”
“Tell me you just made that all up,” I cried out.
“We fucked over and over for hours. On the floor, over the table, in the chair, even on the balcony.”
“Courtney, you got me, you win.”
“I came back down to my room,” she said, “but just to get my clothes and things.”
“Courtney, no more, please stop.”
“And to call you.”
“No Courtney!”
“To tell you . . .”
“Tell me you never left your room, please!”
“ . . . that I’m going back up to his room . . . ”
“No!”
“ . . . to sleep with him.”
I couldn’t talk anymore, I could barely even breathe.
“And probably to fuck him again.”
I only groaned in response.
“But I can call you in the morning, okay?”
“Courtney, no, don’t.”
“But you should wait for my call, okay? Because if you call me first, I might not be able to get the phone . . . “
“Please Court.”
“We might play hooky for the first session . . . “ she tittered. “Too busy, you know?” she almost whispered.
“Don’t do this.”
“Bye bye,” she said softly. “Sweet dreams. And see you tomorrow, okay?
I couldn’t say anything.
Her car just pulled up in the condo driveway. Her keys have just rattled in the door. I am on the living room sectional breathing, counting, steadying myself.
I have no idea if she is going to come through the door with the biggest “Got you good!” grin and laugh harder than she ever has before, or if she was going to come in with the biggest “We need to talk” expression of all time.




Wife up for Grabs

“It sucks I can’t make it,” I groaned to Mandy. It was my wife’s 30th birthday party. “Looks like nobody can spell me off for emerg duty at St. Albans.”
“Babe!” she moaned. “They’re shutting down the whole place early for me, too.” She manages one of the hottest spots downtown, Sky High. It’s on a high-rise rooftop and comes with it’s own mini-putt golf course. The owners wanted to give her one for the ages. “And Curt’s going to be there, too! You’re going to miss him.”
Curt was a guy we both knew in high school. I played a lot of sports with him — and against him — but he was also Mandy’s boyfriend back then. He’d been gone since the day we graduated and had since become a sports agent. Now he was back in town for meetings.
“Yeah, sucks,” I repeated. But halfway through my shift, a work buddy came through and I was able to peel out of there.  I raced over to Mandy’s party hoping to at least get there in time to drive her home.
Staff were leaving but they knew me and let me in.
“Party’s pretty much done,” one of the hot young servers said to me going out the front door. “But I think Mandy’s still up there somewhere,” she added hopefully with a cute smile. I wanted to surprise Mandy and not text her that I was able to come. There were a lot of sections to the bar and it was dark except for table candles and strings of point lights. A few people were still lingering and talking quietly, but no Mandy. I climbed the steps to the higher level where the mini-putt was. And that’s where I found her.
I heard her before I saw her. It was a bigger mini-putt than you normally find with a windmill on the 18th that was at least 20ft tall that you could see from almost anywhere in the city. It was a famous landmark. You had to go through low arches to get inside it to hit your ball out. It was dark inside except for high sparkling lights that gave it a dim golden glow.
Mandy had worn a high-waist shiny-black leather-texture skirt with a big zipper down the front, and a silver vest with a tight, white high-neck shirt. With her white-blonde hair and dark blood lips, especially the way she did her eyes kohl black, she looked devastating. But that was usual for that girl of mine.
I heard her voice, or more accurately, her muffled squeal and excited murmuring that echoed from inside the tall white windmill. I called her name softly but she didn’t hear me and I walked over the laneways of the course and leaned through the low archway.
I chuckled because I didn’t know what she could be doing in there just hanging out and because I knew I’d be startling her. But she didn’t hear me even then. That’s because she was on her knees and elbows with her head on the green and her cheek lying on her arm and turned around so she could see up and behind herself. And up and behind her was Curt on his knees, with his hands wrapped firmly around her hips. Her skirt was flipped upside down and up over her waist, and her panties, red and lacy the way she likes them, were stretched between her legs halfway down her thighs. His pants were open too and pulled down around his thighs.
I was not comprehending the scene at first. I was unable to put together the puzzle of images of bared limbs and faces and heads all in the wrong places. The sounds too were incongruous — they were not two people talking and laughing, and nor could I at first place the origin of the repeated slapping sound. But the confusion really only lasted a second or a second and a half — a long second and a half, but nonetheless, I clued in rapidly.
I stepped back and stared at the dark enlarged mouse hole with my hands on my hips snorting to myself with a wry grin and a shake and nod of my head. I twisted around on my hips and gestured with my hand toward the windmill and shrugged with a crooked grin as if to say, “Figures, doesn’t it?” But nobody was up on that level. Nobody else was aware of what was going on in the mini-putt windmill.
I thought about pulling Curt off her, but I had to be careful. He was the bigger and stronger man. I thought about yelling at her, but I had to be careful there too. This was her territory and she had her people all around, or at least a few of them a level down, and they were a loyal bunch. I went back over the Jimi Hendrix electric guitar, around the Sphinx, and through the loops of the Hotwheels race course to the archway into the windmill and pressed my hands on the top and leaned my face through again.
By then, Curt had rolled over onto his back and Mandy had climbed onto him and, with her bare knees straddling his hips and her hands with her long and filed silver nails clutching at his chest, she bucked on him and cried out to the dark, spiraling ceiling of the windmill above her. His hands yanked up her skirt again as though to show me my own wife’s bare ass and he slapped it and grabbed it roughly. I noticed her panties lying beside his head twisted up and discarded on top of his black leather jacket. He yanked up her top and vest and reached under to pull her bra up over her breasts so he could squeeze and tug her there too. His hands were all over her body and she groaned and moaned like she was re-experiencing the wild freedoms of youth up there on top of the city at night.
I had never seen people fuck in real life before and I couldn’t believe I was seeing it now. My mind became clouded with the competing clash of visions, one of my wife cheating on me with her high school flame, and the other of two young, hot, fit people fucking up a storm for my eyes only. It was the sound and the smell that gave me pause even more then the sight of it. She inhaled noisily like a respiratory patient sucking for breath. And the odor was of sweat, musk, cut grass, and running pussy.
I half-heartedly said her name again but softly, the way you do in a dream when you try to scream but can’t breath. I felt delirious and wobbly on my legs and I swallowed hard. They were so lost in the throes of passion, they wouldn’t have noticed me if I walked through dressed in a gorilla suit. I backed away a second time unable to respond, unable to react.
I was confused. If there was anyone else there to witness it or if Curt or Mandy noticed me, I would beat my chest and howl and storm away, vowing that it was over and we were done. But no one was there to judge me, and besides, my cock was raging inexplicably hard. If exposed, I would be outraged, but in private, I was aroused. I didn’t just have Mandy and her unexpected actions to consider, I had my own ineluctable reactions to contemplate too.
I went home. Mandy came creeping through the door an hour later and tiptoed around, first to her closet, then naked across the room to the shower, and finally to bed. I tried to hate her, but the sight of her lithe naked body in the dim yellow light from the slightly open bedroom curtains reminded me of what I had witnessed earlier atop the high-rise peering through the incongruous windmill archway. I kissed the back of her neck, I said in her ear, “Glad you're home,” and I rolled over. There would be plenty of time in the light of day to bring up the matter of her infidelity.
“Curt show up?” I said when she finally struggled out of bed and down the hall in her satiny black robe.
“Uh-huh,” she affirmed without offering me more than was asked for.
“How’s he looking?”
“He’s doing really well, I guess. He’s building up quite a roster.”
“You get to talk much?”
“Yeah, uh-huh,” she said non-committally again.
“How long is he in town for?”
“Couple days.”
I rolled around in my mind looking for the opening. Blurting out what I’d seen felt crass. How does one tell one’s wife you witnessed her fucking her old boyfriend? Do you start, “Oh by the way . . . “ or do you start, “Hey, so, I saw something . . . . “? The truth was, once I decided it was what it was, to use an old sports aphorism, there didn’t seem the rush to address it. I knew what I saw and she knew what she did, and it would be just as true whether it was the next day, the next week, or the next month. To be honest, I felt a kind of intoxication of power knowing I had that card in my hand. I watched her move around the kitchen sashaying in that glimmering robe knowing I was the only one with complete knowledge, and the only one with the power therefore, whatever power that was.
“You’re smiling a lot this morning,” I pointed out to her.
“It was a good party last night. So many friends!”
“Anything particularly good happen?” I was playing with her now, taunting her like a cat with captured prey, keeping it alive for mere amusement.
“I just feel, I don’t know, alive again, somehow!” she sat opposite me and blew on her coffee.
“You’re glowing.”
She blushed. “I know I am — not what I expected for turning 30.”
“Maybe you rediscovering your love of adventure.”
“I was just about to say that, but why would you say it?” she crooked her head at me and sipped.
“It’s an attitude, isn’t it, more than an actual going somewhere. One can have an adventure right in one’s own home.” I was cruel.
“Yes,” she grinned. “I believe that too.”
“Or even at work,” I shrugged with one shoulder. “Right?” I grinned and couldn’t manage to keep my glaring eyes on her, it was too rich. I sipped my coffee to hide my grin.
“At work, sure,” she looked at me with eyes narrowed as though struck by a dusty breeze.
“Are you feeling the need to try to rediscover your inner teenager again?” I posed to her.
“Why do you say that?” She was becoming more evasive and and even suspicious.
“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “That’s what I felt when I turned 30 last year. I wanted to go play video games in Howie’s basement again. I wanted to drink too much on top of Mount Hay. You remember that.”
“Of course I do, I took you there. I wanted you to relive it all!”
“It wasn’t the same, but it was still good. I loved it.”
“I feel like I want to relive parts of my youth, it’s true.” She looked down and away.
Curt and I competed in everything. So when he got with the hottest girl in school — Mandy — I challenged him. It was the only fair way to settle the issue. I called dibs on her, a tradition respected with honor between us since a way back. But there was a party, people were drinking, and he and Mandy ended up on the floor of an upstairs bedroom in someone’s parents’ house, which I found when I went looking for her, and opened the door against his feet that he kicked with to slam back in my face.
We decided on an epic game of 21 on the court to settle it. He was the stronger and faster of us, but I had the better shot. It was the only sport we both agreed we were evenly matched at. I won it on a tie-breaker and true to his word, he broke up with Mandy. She never knew why, but I was there to pick up her pieces, eventually living with her, and even marrying her.
Ever since that time, I knew she had a sense of unfinished business about her. The longer he and I kept the secret from her the more it felt unfair to her. But the longer it went, the more impossible it was to tell her. Who knew what a person’s reaction would be to that kind of revelation? To have something as consequential as your life’s content and direction decided so flippantly by a game of 21 by two other people, it gave me waves of shame when I recalled how it all played out.
So when I leaned my head through the archway of the windmill atop the high-rise downtown to see what I saw, it was not with a clear conscience that I would have been able to point an accusing finger.
Next day, Mandy had work at the bar starting at 6.
“Curt staying at a hotel downtown?” I asked her. I decided he and I had to work out a plan together. He might have fucked her the previous night at her 30th birthday party, but I was not without my guilt either.
“I think he said The Main, but he’s got meetings all day.” She was carefully considering her face in the mirror in the bathroom. I had a secret innocuous kink that felt hot more for her not knowing than for anything that it really was — watching her put on her makeup. I don’t know why it aroused me so much, but keeping it as a  secret was a big part of why it turned my crank.
She was in low-rise tiny-scallop-edged royal blue satin panties with a sort of Art Deco pattern to them. She also had on a matching full-cup bra with an exquisite swooping line cutting across the mounds of her breasts. She didn’t have a lot of expensive tastes, my wife, but where she did splurge was on lingerie and underwear.
She leaned carefully forward with her hips against the rounded edge of the counter over the sink and put her face close to the mirror to draw her nude matte lipstick around her mouth at a pace that made the act exquisitely sensual and erotic. She pulled back and turned around to face me. With her hands on the front of her thighs, she walked on the balls of her toes toward me where I sat on the edge of our bed. She bent over like a jackknife keeping her knees and elbows straight as she landed her hands on my knees. She lifted her face close to mine and in her low and sultry voice, she said softly to me, “Would you fuck this mouth?”
She gave me about two beats to swallow and gasp before she squealed with delight and popped off on her toes to her closet. “Cause you don’t get to!” she squealed through the open door.
She came out wearing black patterned tights and a long white shirt she buttoned up to the neck and finished off with a bolo tie. “How does this look?” she said, steadying herself with her hands on my shoulders as she dropped her flat bejeweled sandals on the floor and poked her toes through the straps.
“I would fuck that,” I said with a considered nod, as though it was something requiring care to conclude.
“I know you would,” she replied, punching the “you” like she had someone else in mind. I might have been angry, I might have been suspicious, or even paranoid. But if I was, it was blown away like wisps of smoke under the strong breath of arousal.
She tittered to herself and even squealed when she left the bedroom, all because I merely stood up. She was having so much fun. She was clearly alive in a way she hadn’t quite been lately. The last 6 months of her 20s had been, by contrast, one crisis after another floating haphazardly on a still and dull sea of boredom.
I had no trouble recollecting the same thing. And then, around my 30th, I happened to hear from an old band mate — we used to play a lot and even had access to a professional studio through his dad. We got the old band together again and jammed every now and then. I loved it — it brought back a taste of the wild freedom of youth. I recognized the same look in my wife’s eyes and in the step of her gait. She had found something that was taking her back too, that was rescuing her from the doldrums of turning 30. How could I begrudge her that?
So what if it was sex that was reinvigorating her? For me it was banging out on the guitar again. But unlike when I was a teen, I was not deluded into thinking I had a future in making music. I was not going to drop my career, my wife, our house or anything else just because I was occasionally dipping my foot into the mists of the past and the glory days of old — the dreams and the visions or rock stardom. But I sure loved life all over again, even if it was night shifts at the emerg.
For Mandy, playing around with sex was what she did in her teens, that was her revolt against her parents and their rules and expectations. There was no more sign that playing around now with Curt was leading to any doubts about her and I and our life together than my playing around with our old tunes in the resuscitated band in Howie’s dad’s old studio. Keeping it a secret was, I knew, a big part of what made it work back then as a revolt for her, and probably now too, as a nostalgic revisiting of it all.
The only stumbling block was that it wasn’t macramé or volleyball, it was illicit sex. My mind went back and forth. Illicit sex, yes. But with a guy I didn’t mind too much, a guy she already did it with back then, and a guy who wasn’t sticking around town for long. And it was secret from me, true, but it had to be or she wouldn’t bother with it — that was the adventure part — and I was not without sin when it came to secrets of the heart involving her, either. In fact, I wasn’t sure who had the bigger secret.
“Going to get a chance to see him again?” I asked her as she was checking herself in the mirror before going out to work.
“He might come by the bar tonight, we’ll see.” She kissed me goodbye.
My shift started at 10. I thought it best to go see Curt myself, have a drink with him, and maybe even tell him that I knew what they did on the mini-putt course, and that I didn’t mind as long as it remained a secret. In a way, it gave some sort of closure to the whole sordid game of 21 back then. But I didn’t want Mandy to know I was talking with Curt.
I slipped into her bar around 8:30. It was busy, but not crammed the way it gets around midnight. I couldn’t see Mandy which was good, at first, because it meant she didn’t see me, but I couldn’t see Curt either. Mandy often manned her station overlooking the scene at the side of the bar nearest a tiny door that lead to her office behind it. The first stool was not a good one to watch the live music from and was buried behind a pillar. It was the stool used by people who needed to talk with her, like suppliers trying to talk up a contract or off-duty staff going over something with the boss.
There was a jacket over the back of the stool and I recognized it right away. It’s the same jacket that was on the floor inside the windmill — I know because my wife’s twisted up and discarded red panties had landed on it. But the stool at the bar was vacated.
I went there and leaned over the bar, gawking with my head at the closed office door. The bartender glanced over but he knew me well and ignored me. I was often slipping in and out of her back office at odd hours.
Through the door was a dark narrow hallway that opened up into a tiny space directly behind the bar. The mirror behind all the bottles in front was one-way glass. Her desk was up a couple of steps and against the glass so she could work on her computer and paperwork while having a complete and hidden view of the bar.
I crept down the hallway not wanting to startle her, but if she was working, she would have seen me come in. I clung to the wall and steadied my breathing. Curt was there, the man I had come to see and talk things over with. But he wasn’t alone and he wasn’t free for a drink and convo. He was sitting on the edge of my wife’s desk with his back to the one-way glass and busy bar behind him, with his pants down — again — and his hands at his pelvis.
It was my wife’s head he was holding. She was in her office chair pushed back from the desk and she was bent over in her tights and white shirt with her hands scrambling all over Curt’s stomach and chest where she had pushed up his shirt and sweater. Her face bobbed between his legs and I saw, when my eyes adjusted, what she was doing to him as though it wasn’t already clear what was going on. His cock was shiny from her saliva spilled all over it — when it wasn’t entirely engulfed in her mouth. Again it was the sound that stabbed me: even above the din of the people out front and the music, I could hear her muffled moans that escaped from deep in the back of her throat where his cock penetrated her.
I stepped back and leaned against the black-matte painted wall and rolled my face up to the invisible ceiling. Still the tunes pounded out front and I could see enough of the office behind Curt to see the busy bartenders, the customers, the patrons sitting at the bar, all within easy reach of Curt and my wife, were it not for the glass, and in easy view were it not for the mirror on one side of it.
When I theorized about it all earlier in the day, it was so much more easier to abstract away the sight and sound of my adulterous wife as just a yearning for freedom and adventure slipping away with the years. But to once again unexpectedly come across it in real time threw up the same challenge again: could I really accept it? Could I really ignore it? Was it just her being like when I was jamming out with my friends in the studio he inherited?
I peeked around the edge of the wall again and saw them laugh together. My wife was stroking his cock and looking up at him with that wild-child grin of hers and her mouth all wet from his pre-cum. She gaped her mouth at him and darted a lick at his cock and I could tell, she was rollicking with sexuality, she was horny and high on it. She had that glow in her eyes and that sway to her head and neck that reminded me of when her and I were first sneaking off under the school stairs to get it on. It might have been a while for her, but when she was turned on, she still had that exhilarating loss of self-control that made my head spin. It might have been with another guy, with her old boyfriend and my old buddy and nemesis, but it was still that same intoxicating beauty that Mandy gave off back then. He and I agreed explicitly back in the day and I had since seen no reason to change my opinion: there was nothing nearly as erotic as Mandy wanting badly to fuck. It was like a drug to her. She loved fucking, and especially sneaking off to fuck.
I watched her grip his cock in both her hands, stroke it, lick it, and dangle it around her jaw and neck. It affected me. She stood up and I stepped back. But they weren’t coming out. She pushed him away from her desk and bent over to pull her pants down and kick them off. She sat on her desk and kicked her legs up and peeled down the same royal blue panties I watched her get dressed in earlier. She draped herself over his shoulders and kissed him with a hunger you could feel in your own gut.
Curt dropped his pants to his ankles and faced her and the one-way glass. My wife squealed and pushed back until she leaned against the glass itself. She turned her hands upside down and pushed behind her head against the glass to brace herself. When he stepped up to the edge of her desk, she groaned out loud through a yawning mouth like a Chewbacca imitation, and she wrapped her long slender legs around his waist. He pushed her long white shirt up to her neck and exposed her entire body over her desk. Her hair spread over the glass and obscured the vision of customers laughing and talking behind her but a few feet away.
When he lifted his cock and poked the head at her spread and wetted petals she twisted and writhed and threw her head sideways. The first stab is always the greatest, she told me. She loved fucking, and the best part, she said to me, was when it began, was when the anticipation of it was first made real, “Like the realization that we are actually fucking is the thing that sends me over the most,” she said.
Curt told me back then she said the same thing to him. He wrapped his hands around her waist laid out before him and he jutted his hips forward in time with the beating tunes flowing through the one-way glass. The fucking was deep and solid and thorough and my wife, skewered on the end of his pole, winced and thrashed. You never saw a woman who enjoyed fucking more than Mandy. When she clenched her eyes and dug at the skin on his hips you could feel her pleasure coursing through her body.
I forced myself to look. I could see his rigid, smooth cock glistening from her dew when it withdrew fully and plunged back into her deeply. I could see her pussy lips grapple his cock and suction around it to pull him seductively back into her. I swear I could see her whole pelvis undulate and spasm as though her pussy milked his cock.
I was unable to control myself, either. Feeling my wife’s frantic pleasure course through my own body, I was unable to stop myself opening my own pants, tugging my own cock, and, watching her torque and writhe on him, I was overcome quickly and could not stop myself before shooting my cum over the opposite wall of the narrow hallway.
Full of shame and disgust I zipped up and struggled out of the back office and through the tiny door. I sat in the stool next to the one holding Curt’s jacket and I ordered a whiskey. As I dealt with my feelings and what I had seen and what it did to me, I looked up and saw, against the glass, the clear impressions of my wife’s hands, the back of her head, and the motion they showed of her still being fucked harder yet. I looked around but no one else noticed. The vision was too mixed up with reflections from the rest of the bar out front to make out what you were really seeing, if you didn’t know, as I did, what was going on the other side of that mirror.
I drank up and left. I was unable to stay and wait for them to come out, to sit down with Curt and go over what was happening, even if it was to tell him that I knew and it was actually okay. I wasn’t sure it was anymore. Shooting my cum watching him fuck my wife introduced a whole new element I hadn’t taken into account before.
The evening before he left in the morning, my wife wanted to have him and few others she still kept in touch with over to our house for a dinner party. I managed myself well enough, but I checked out early, said my goodbyes, and went to bed down the hall and around the corner from our living room. Before falling asleep I could vaguely hear the sounds of people leaving. But Mandy hand’t come to bed yet. I knew Curt was leaving early in the morning.
I carefully got up and slowly opened the bedroom door a crack. I could hear light music as though the party wasn’t completely done. I could also hear my wife’s light laughter and the low murmur of a couple of voices talking quietly. And then I heard nothing.
I crept out of the bedroom door and slid along the wall. I felt ridiculous creeping around like a spy in my own home. I rounded the corner and slid further up the wall until one end of the living couch came into view. She knew I was home and she knew I was just down the hallway. The idea that she would do something at home with me there too seemed beyond impossible. The risk was far too great.
I edged along the wall further. It was dark in the living room except for one dim lamp. The music was soft. And when I peered further, I could see the corner of the first back cushion of the couch. It was shifting back and forth rhythmically. I moved closer to the corner of the wall. I could see her leather pants on the floor inside out, her t-shirt abandoned on a chair, her lace white bra and panties on the floor. And his clothes too, all over the place. No one remained from the party, of course, except for Curt.
I edged up closer leaving the security of the wall and crossing the living room floor. If my wife felt she could take the risk of fucking Curt in our own home with me just down the hall, what, by comparison, was my risk sneaking up on them?
I was halfway there when I was forced to duck. It was the first body part I saw, but there was no need for me to scramble. It was my wife’s bare leg, thrust up and then draped down, hooked over the back of the couch. I crept closer yet and came into view of my friend’s bare ass rising and falling with deliberate intent between my wife’s widely spread legs. I moved closer yet and could see her silver-painted nails pawing at and digging into the skin of his shoulder blades and further down his back and over his ass.
He was holding himself up on his arms, his shoulders flaring with muscles, his thighs tensing, with my wife under him, all her limbs moving like smoke wrapping around him and pulling him down onto her. They were talking in low murmurs and chuckles while they fucked on our living room couch. I came closer yet and saw her hair spread over the cushion of the couch, waving with jarring shimmers as he thrust himself against her and banged her hips with his.
Again I lost my sense and my bearings and with my cock straining I took it out and could not help myself but needed to stroke it. It was the sound again that got me. She emitted high and short inhaled chirps that got higher and higher. The bliss she exuded made me shiver and I lost my knees and fell forward only to catch myself with my hand grabbing the back of the couch. My eyes were clenched shut but I knew what I had done. When I opened them, it was into my wife’s eyes I was staring.
We held each other’s gaze for a frozen three seconds. Curt didn’t know and he continued to pump himself into her blithely unaware. But Mandy as well continued to paw him and undulate below him even with her eyes locked to mine. And I, for my part, kept stroking my cock watching it all. So much was being communicated that words couldn’t show it.
I moved around the side of the couch. My wife’s head was propped on the arm. She watched me come around above her and leaned her head back to see me upside down. And when she opened her mouth with her eyes closing against mine, I eased my own rigid cock between her lips, and when she snaked her tongue around my shaft, I pushed myself into her deep enough to see her throat bulge with the head of my cock.
And so I fucked my wife’s mouth while my old friend and nemesis fucked her pussy. He opened his eyes and was startled to see me there, but I said to him “Fuck off, Curt,” and I shut my eyes and continued fucking my wife’s mouth just as he went on fucking her body.
Nobody was in the mood to talk when it was all done and Curt just left quietly for his hotel. Mandy and I left it unaddressed too. It was just a thing that happened.
Three weeks later, she pursed her lips at me when she sat down with me to empty out the take-out containers on our plates.
“Curt’s going to be back in town this week for a couple of nights.” She scrunched her shoulders down and clenched her eyes tightly shut, only lifting one to peek at me after I remained quiet.
But I surprised her, didn’t I. “Do you want to have a sleep over this time?”
She didn’t know what to make of me, but her eyes widened and her grin fought her resistance and spread over her face. There was little evidence that what had happened so far spelled any trouble between her and I. Why couldn’t I let her have her adventure and relive her time of freedom again? It was fun to fuck around back then, why couldn’t it be fun now?
“Are you serious?”
“Are you leaving me?”
“No!” she grasped my hand in hers.
I thought it was time to confess. “You know, Curt and I played a game to see who gets you back in the day.”
I explained it all to her. She was not as upset about it as I had all that time thought she would be. In fact, she seemed inspired by the tale.
“Maybe we can have Curt over, and you two can play a game again — something on the computer? — and we see who gets to fuck me in front of the other.”
“Jesus, Mandy,” I exhaled as though nearly expiring.
She squealed and clapped her hands and covered her mouth. “What? Doesn’t it sound like fun?”
Call me crazy, but she was right. It sounded like fun.




Careful What You Bet

We lived in an old converted stone church in a small town an hour or so out of the capital, Iris and I. Half the arching space flew high over the open living area and kitchen, while the other half enclosed an open two-story loft where our bedroom and offices were. Iris was only 31 but she already managed the small local branch of a national bank. She was a strong and self-assured professional woman.
She sat with her legs crossed, down one end of the long ruby-red sectional under the long-hanging cylindrical stained-glass luminaries we restored and retained from when it was a church, giving them much dimmer and softer bulbs inside. She was wearing her tan lazing-around cotton button-up sweater that she tied in a big knot at her waist, and loose Turkish-cut grey sweatpants cropped and cinched above her ankles. She dangled a flat leather sandal with red and blue stones sunk in the straps from her loose swaying foot and looked up at Randall through her splayed fingers that she pressed into her forehead and cheek. Her mouth had pulled into a sideways grin and her eyes squinted in their corners to glint at him skeptically.
“You’re completely serious, aren’t you,” she chuckled at him through loose strands of her dark ash-blonde hair.
I could see everything through the restored wrought iron railing — formerly a fire escape — that we installed around the edge of the loft. I even had binoculars to get the close-up effect, lying on my stomach and elbows with my feet splayed behind me as though I were a special forces dude casing the enemy position.
“I’m just saying,” Randall turned toward her and rested his face similarly with his fingers pressed to his forehead and cheek. He pulled up his leg to turn sideways toward her where he sat on the middle of the sectional.
“I’m not saying it hasn’t ever crossed my mind,” she raised her eyebrows and ducked her face with a sheepish grin. She leaned slightly in his direction and pulled her leg up to mirror him, turning her body toward his and pressing her elbow into the top of the back cushion. “But we don’t act on those thoughts, do we.”
“I guess I have to admit to more than it just crossing my mind, if we’re talking about that particular idea.”
She wisped air out her nose and grinned more widely than she wanted him to see, turning her face away and staring sideways across the vast space to the row of high, gothic stained-glass windows that showed the blackness of night and the empty, no-longer farmed fields that surrounded our-now capital-suburb town.
“Are we talking about the same idea?” she looked back at him through more tightly spaced fingers that still covered her eyes. She bit her bottom lip to keep from grinning too much, but she failed. She suddenly doubled over and laughed with full release before pulling herself back up to lean against the arm of the couch behind her and cross her arms over her chest, struggling to keep herself from an outburst like that again.
“What was that about?” he grinned sideways at her and poked the corner of his mouth with the tip of his tongue.
“You’re making me nervous. I’m not used to being nervous.”
“Nervous about what?” He was unforgiving, unrelenting.
“I think we should stop this now, we’re getting silly.” She curled her lips together and pursed her mouth. She tried to pull her gaze away from his eyes, but they fought their way back, and her chest heaved with a deep inhalation and a long sigh.
“It’s just you and me, no one else will ever know.”
“How do you know I won’t tell him?”
“Because you’re like me, I can tell.”
“Oh yeah?” she grinned defiantly back at him. “And how is that?”
He reached over toward her and gently pulled the knot of her arms free by the finger and guided her right arm to lay stretched out over the top of the back of the couch. He watched his own fingertips lightly flutter and flit up her bicep as though they didn’t belong to him. She watched too, without pulling her arm away.
“You know that phrase, a life unexamined is not worth living?”
She slowly, almost reluctantly, pulled her eyes away from where his fingers had been distracting her on her upper arm, to his face, but still through strands of blonde that fell so loosely over her eyes. “Of course,” she half-lidded her eyes and shook her head as though to taunt him with her boredom.
“I think you’re like me, you see it the other way around.” He walked his two fingers up her shoulder and into her fallen hair. She exhaled a long breath out her nose and tilted her head toward his encroaching fingers with her eyes fluttering unwillingly closed.
“How’s that?” she nearly whispered.
“A life without a couple of little unexamined dark corners is also not worth living.”
She grinned and snorted and captured his little walking man before he reached the bare skin of her upper chest and neck. She squeezed the little legs but she didn’t remove the man.
With her eyes still closed, she said, “I suppose you’re going to tell me that having a secret to keep is the key to a fulfilling life.” She held his hand in hers at the precipice of her top and slowly and lightly dragged her thumb side to side over the bumps and through the gullies of his knuckles.
“I see a lot from the top of those high voltage transmission towers.”
She laughed and shut her mouth to stifle it, but the grin was obvious. She plowed her hand through her hair and pushed it back over the top of her head. “I’m going to let you kiss me for that because it was pretty funny, but that’s all you’re going to get, okay?”
“We can start with that,” he grinned like a man dealt two aces in the second hit.
“That’s all!” she scolded him. “You have to promise.”
“Promise what?”
“You know what,” she replied with her eyes squinting distrustfully, but glinting too. She shook her head at him like he was such a bad boy, but she also released his hand, even after shifting it nearly imperceptibly over the edge of the neckline of her top and onto the bare skin of her upper chest. She pushed her hand down onto the top of his and caused his fingers to splay and his fist to spread so that his palm flattened on her skin.
She let go of him and pulled her other leg up to tuck it under like the first so that she was sitting sideways facing him crosslegged. She raised her face and eyes —smoldering now — up to his face. “You have to promise not to,” she whispered.
“Not to what?” he persisted, even as he slowly-as-molasses let his hand drift down and partially inside the top of her sweater.
“Exactly,” she murmured and she inadvertently licked her lips, but she quickly pulled her tongue back in. Her eyes became glassy and her breath drew short.
He slid his hand further down and further inside her top and she shut her eyes and seized his wrist. “It’s good, though, isn’t it,” he said.
She didn’t stop his advance into the shadows of her clothes. “Yes, but just a kiss, I said,” she seethed through her teeth in a barely controlled gasp.
“I’m just sitting here waiting for it.”
“You’re such a bad man,” she groaned. She flashed open her eyes and glowered at him, but she also didn’t let go of his wrist. With her eyebrows rising challengingly, she pushed his hand further down inside her top.
“And you’re so goody-two shoes, are you?”
“I told you I would let you have a kiss, and now look. Give you an inch . . . “ she shook her head at him with mock exhaustion.
“I was sort of thinking the other way around, but not just one.”
She sucked her bottom lip between her teeth and moved her mouth like she was sucking a candy vigorously. She slid her hand away from his and drew it up his wrist, up his forearm, and when he leaned over closer, up his bicep, too, and over his shoulder. “One what?” she asked with some minor confusion, but she also drew her hand further over his chest and to the top buttons of his shirt. She dexterously popped one and then the next one, going down his shirt. Her eyes were mesmerized by what her fingers were doing seemingly without her permission.
“Give you an inch — or a few, like half a dozen maybe,” he grinned. His hand moved over the top of her breast but she carried on to his third and fourth buttons as though no longer aware of what his hand was doing on her body under her top.
She suddenly yanked out his shirt and sank her face and snorted with a deep chuckle and a winced laugh.
“You finally got it,” he said, massaging her breast, moving to the other one, freely feeling my wife up as much as he wanted, having conquered, apparently, the top half of her body so far.
“You’re so bad,” she groaned at him before pulling his shirt up the rest of the way out of his pants and tugging it with still two or three buttons to go, up over his head so that it rolled inside out off of him, and she tugged laughing to pull the sleeves down his arms and off him entirely. She dangled his inside-out shirt over the back of the couch pincered between her finger and thumb before letting it float like a descending cloud onto the gleaming hardwood floor below.
She leaned forward on her waist and pressed her hands spread out onto his chest and kissed his nipple. She licked and bit and kissed a tiny meandering trail up over his pecs and into his jugular notch before centering her face with his, but an inch away in both eyes and mouths. “Do you want your kiss or not?” she said.
“We never said where,” he replied.
“It’s like you want to get into trouble, don’t you,” she breathed in a guttural tone, before falling up onto her knees and wrapping her arms around his neck.
When he merely pulled at the bottom of her sweater, she heaved with another exasperated sigh and pushed her arms straight up while still nearly falling against him. She was inviting him to remove her top, and so he did, pulling it off inside out the same way his shirt had come off him. When she sank back down to sit on her calves with her back arched forward and her elbows locked, her hands planted firmly into his thighs, he slid his hands around her neck, and under her hair, and he only barely tapped her there and she came to him tilting her head and arching her back further so that her bra, black, shimmering, and bursting, pressed into his bare chest before her lips, open, wet, and full, pressed against his.
She came off his mouth just a millimeter, and with her back contorting and her neck swaying so that her face and nose and cheeks and lips brushed slowly back and forth against his as lightly as a beech breeze, she said, “I never said where, you’re right.” Her fingers, long, agile, and nimble, with nails glossy white like marble, worked as though independent of each other to feed the tail of his belt through the square metal buckle, and to tug it until the tongue popped out of the punch hole. She fed the belt over the bar and a momentary shiver torqued her from the base of her neck to the small of her back. She set her fingers about the button of his jeans with frantic urgency that caused her to loose the cool efficiency with which she began to undress my friend on our couch at night with me apparently out of the house.
“Help me,” she grinned and groaned before covering his mouth with hers again more fully, more enthusiastically, and more sloppily.
He pressed his head forward and dropped his shoulders down and back to maintain the kiss even while lifting his hips and working his jeans down his thighs, and eventually off his legs and feet, leaving his pants to crumple on the floor where they fell in front of the couch.
My wife fell back like a someone falling into a warm swimming pool and she squirmed on her elbows and heels until, with a pillow she pulled under her neck, she came to rest with her head propped on the far arm of the couch with her knees pulled up. She pulled down her bottom lip with her index finger and tittered at him as he relaxed with his elbows on the top of her knees.
“Me now,” she said thoughtfully, and she raised her feet from the cushions and stretched her legs out straight down either side of him where he sat staring at her. He casually pulled on the wide, soft drawstring of her sweat pants and popped the loop from the knot. She watched his handiwork with passing interest and when he slipped his fingers inside the loosened waist of her pants, she pressed her shoulders and heels down to lift her butt from the couch to allow him to pull them down her legs, over her knees, and when she lifted her legs further up, off her feet.
She planted her feet down again and curled her toes in and out to pull at his underwear on both sides of his hips. “What are you planning on doing to me now, you very, very bad man?” she spoke softly and low with a devil’s grin.
“Nothing you didn’t think about before,” he said, pushing his hands down her bare thighs and gripping their tops where her skin folded at her abdomen. She was wearing black shimmering hipster panties.
She raised her foot and planted the sole against his chest as though to push him back. He pressed himself against her resistance and she bounced him there, balancing him between her defiance and her acquiescence. When he pushed harder she placed her other foot on his other pec with her knees now sinking into her chest. “You don’t know what I think, no one does,” she said up to him.
Still he came closer, pressing her thighs into her stomach with his hands planted into the arm of the couch to the sides of her propped-up head. “Your little secrets that no one knows,” he said softly to her.
Her feet slid up his chest and curled around his shoulders until her heels rested on his back, the backs of her knees hung at his neck, and the backs of her thighs pressed against his chest. She reached up to the sides of her head and wrapped her hands around his wrists there and rubbed him, squeezed him. “Do you promise?” she said in a barely audible whisper.
He leaned further down against her legs and, folded into an upside down crouch, she spread her fingers over his shoulder blades and pulled him tighter to her, to kiss him, to moan against him, and, when his groin pressed into her upturned inguen, to press her hips up against his.
He pressed his knees and hands down to lift his body off of hers, and reached down between himself and her body to slip his fingers under the waist of her panties.
Even as she lifted her hips, she murmured, “You know we can’t be doing this.” He pulled the waist over one hip and slid his fingers to the other side. She rolled slightly to the side to assist him, even while she said, in a whisper, “We have to stop now.” He worked them side to side tightly down her thighs and, even as she gently lifted her legs off his shoulders, straightened her knees, and pointed her toes directly at me watching silently through the cage of twisted wrought iron up high in the loft, she said, “I told you this can’t happen.”
He tugged them from her toes that curled to grasp them and give him one last token of resistance and she chuckled with her index finger lazily drawing across her slightly open and moist lips. She brought her silky legs together and let them fall to hook the backs of her knees over the top of the couch while he jackknifed his own body and quickly, less gently, yanked his own underwear down his legs and off his feet. He ducked under her one knee and picked up her other knee with his other shoulder to return them both to their previous positions, now with nothing on at all, except her with her bra.
He leaned down over her body pressing her knees to her shoulders and kissed her again. Her hands roamed freely and joyfully over his back and down over his butt that she playfully slapped. “How many times do I have to tell you, this is so wrong!” she groaned at him, but with a wide smile. “You just don’t listen, do you,” she groaned.
As he came in for another kiss, the head of his dangling and rigid cock touched the sensitive skin of her perineum. “Get out of there,” she breathed loudly, but her heels pressed down on his back and her fingers kneaded harder into his butt cheeks.
He lifted, he shifted, and he poked her again, slightly higher up. “Out of bounds,” she whispered softly and she pressed her knees apart to slide her legs down over his shoulders and his biceps until he stepped his hands out from around her legs, and she wrapped them over his hips and drove her heels down hard into his lower back.
He kissed her neck and the dip of her clavicle and pushed his hand into her bra to massage her breast. She arched her head back into the pillow behind her and raised her throat up to him. She groaned out loud and shoved her hand down between their bodies to clasp it tightly around his silken, hot cock. “I just can’t,” she exhaled into his skin as if more to herself more than to him, but she also relented with her forearm to lightly allow the tip of his quivering cock to lightly touch the fully engorged and lubricated lips of her labia.
He allowed his weight to sink his body down further down on her. She gripped his cock tight but she also smeared it against herself like someone trying to find a gear with the stick-shift. “This is so wrong,” she said, but the word “wrong” was more a loud groan than a word, and she released his cock from her grip when the head nestled between her lips.
She shivered again and draped her arms over his shoulders. She opened her eyes wide at his, though they were only an inch apart, and her jaw fell wide and grasping. She looked from his mouth to his eyes and to his mouth again. She pressed her lips together and twisted them and clenched her eyes and whimpered high and shakily from deep in the back of her throat. She inhaled deeply and let it out in short, sharp, catches of breath like someone testing coals to walk on. Her fingers curled at the back of his neck and she pulled painfully on his littlest hairs. “Fuck!” she whispered hoarsely.
“Just a kiss, I promise,” he whispered back.
She chuckled and sighed. “Okay, but no telling him, then,” she finally said up to him. “Or I swear,” she added, inhaling and tensing through her body, “I’ll fucking kill you,” she finally choked out, and her body spasmed, she arched high and deep in her back, and she inhaled like someone falling backward out of a plane.
“The problem for us single guys,” Randall looked over at me as we both lifted and fell in our seats in the cab of the utility bucket truck as it bounded noisily over the train tracks, “is that we never know where the next fuck is coming from!”
“Sucks to be you, I guess,” I looked away from him with my jaw set crookedly while I searched out my side window for a better come-back.
“Mind you,” he shrugged and grunted to shove a worn third gear into place with the long floor-stick, “keeps us in practice, out there scoring something new and different every time we step back into it.” He stared out the front window through the violent bounces knowing I was plotting murder in my mind.
“Every night is it?” I snorted. We had to yell to be heard with the equipment and hydro pole parts jangling and the bucket crane rearing against its cable stays over our heads. “That my friend is the married life, not the single life, and with a girl like Iris every time, too.” I raised my shoulders and chuckled at my own cleverness.
He lazily rolled his head over to me with one squinted eye. “I will give you that,” he let the bouncing truck nod his head for him. “She is one fucking hotty you took off the market the day you put a ring on that.”
“Buddy,” I slapped his shoulder and grinned. “Girl like that, she was never on your market. Fuck me, you wouldn’t even be allowed into the store that carries that level of merchandise.”
He grinned half way and kept one eye on the deteriorating road ahead and one eye on me lazily splayed in the other seat beside him. We were on our way to a pole down report where some hobby farmer snagged a line with his backhoe in the air “waving it around like his dick,” said the foreman who got to the scene first. “You seriously trying to say I couldn’t score with a girl like Iris?”
“I’m not trying to say it,” I shook my head and laughed. “I am straight up telling you, you could never score with Iris.”
We drove on a mile or two before he looked over his shoulder at me again. I knew what I said was a mistake. We slowed down to a jog and got tossed in our seats like jumping beans. “Lucky for you we’ll never know just how easy it would have been.”
“You want to bet?” I immediately replied.
I was feeling cocky, I was feeling defiant. He’d caught me earlier with no good come-back, and I was careless. Between Randall and me, that phrase, “You want to bet?” carried a little more force than it might with most other people. As two friends dedicated to poker, fantasy football, college basketball spreads, and even how many times anybody said “at the end of the day” at the mics at the union’s three-day annual general meeting, “You want to bet?” was not a phrase you threw around meaninglessly. If the other came back with “Yeah, I want to bet,” there was no way out, not with honor and self-respect at least. Between us, we had a rule: If you offer a bet and it’s taken up, it’s on.
“What did you say?” he shouted at me over the din.
He knew what I said, he was just making sure I understood what I said. “I said, you want to bet?” I repeated myself. There was no other way forward for me.
“Bet what?” he said leaning over the large steering wheel and guiding the truck with his pivoting hips as much as with his hands.
“You know what,” I said, staring him down with as much hairy eyeball as he gave me. The truth was, I wasn’t sure what I bet — I was hoping he would say it, not me.
He kept staring at me and not the road that I glanced at for him. “You know what I think? I think you slipped and made a mistake and didn’t mean to say that,” he said with his head bouncing on his neck like those toy dogs in the backs of car windows.
“I fucking meant it,” I doubled down. “You could never score with Iris.” I could have said that time, “with a girl like Iris,” but I didn’t. I said, “with Iris.”
He stared ahead as we came into the line of sight with the sagging wires and dead broken pole laying over the still idling backhoe. “How are we supposed to settle this one?” he said, slowing down and edging up closer to the scene of the crime.
He twisted the key and the diesel engine shuddered to a groaning halt. We sat there in the sudden still and quietness staring at each other like two brothers at a funeral. “I guess you try to get with my wife,” I shrugged.
“How the fuck is that supposed to play out?”
“Well you’re never actually going to do be able to do it, so we don’t have to worry about that.”
“That’s what we’re going to be settling, so you would have to be prepared for losing this. And you aren’t allowed to shoot the kitty.”
He meant by that a phrase, popular among dedicated bettors and pulled from quantum physics, that you couldn’t shoot Schrodinger’s cat to decide the issue if it was alive or dead inside that box. “What do you mean by that?” I said.
“I need a fair shot. Like, you need to give me a good reason to be over there, and you need to be out of town and far away and no chance of catching her fooling around behind your back.”
“You got your household electrical ticket,” I said to him. “I don’t.”
“What, so you have a problem with your fusebox at that fucking church of yours?”
“And I’m out of town overnight for union meetings — she’s used to those, happens a lot.”
“Makes sense,” he nodded looking out his front window. The hobby farmer, his wife and kid, and our supervisor, were all standing there wondering what was taking us so long to come down and out of our truck. It was easy to explain that we were talking strategy with the repair. You had to be careful around power lines. “I don’t go to those meetings like you do.”
“I’ll take off a lead in the fuse box Saturday and tell her I’ll call you over to fix it while I’m gone downtown for the meeting. That a fair enough shot for you?”
He pulled the latch on his door but didn’t swing it open yet. “You realize what you’re setting up here?”
“Nothing, Randy,” I whined his name like Bubbles. “Because I’m going to win this.”
“Where do we say I won? What’s the threshold I have to cross?”
“You said score with my wife. You need to score.”
“I’m not going to fuck your wife just to win a bet, buddy!”
“I know that. You can just pay me now.” It was always a token $100.
“I mean, where do I stop?”
“There is no stop,” I shook my head. “There is no need for a stop.”
“There is always the need for a stop on a bet like this.” He opened his door but didn’t step down.
“Nope,” I said.“We jump right into the middle of the live fucking field.” I flung my door open and hopped down to pull on my thick gloves.
We climbed up the back of the truck and I loaded some hardware while Randall hooked up his harness and stepped into the bucket. The first thing was to pick the pole up and let the backhoe get out of the way. Just before he pushed the lever to swing himself up high and away, he said, “How you going to know if I did it?”
I pondered that a moment as we both squinted at each other for three full beats. Finally, I made my determination. “I’ll be watching,” I announced, and I slapped the side of his fiberglass box and leapt down to the gravel road and up to the scene.
Even I could hear him say to himself, “Fuck me,” so I knew the farmer, the wife, the kid, and the supervisor all heard it too.
“You got to use your eyes,” I said to the farmer to shame him. I tsk’d-tsk’d and looked up at the pole and spaghetti plate of wires draped over his adult toy. “Gonna cost him, Bert,” I said to the supervisor. His name wasn’t Bert, but I called him something new and stupid every time civilians were around. It was to trip him up and make him laugh.
He held his face stoically this time though, but barely. “Gonna cost him good,” he agreed with me, and he joined me in looking up at Randall in his bucket swinging out over the scene.
“Gonna cost you good,” Randall shouted down at me, punching the “you” and grinning like a maniac up there.
Saturday came faster than any week anybody ever experienced and I had no chance to plot any means of escaping my fate. The truth was, I wasn’t sure about Iris at all. We’d talked in bed about our lives previous to getting with each other and she seemed to take delight in hearing about my years of making conquests. At first I thought it was her checking up on me and testing me, but I soon cottoned onto the reality. She got sexually aroused hearing me tell stories about different girls I’d been with, especially the parts about who lead who on and who made the first move.
“When did you know it was going to happen?” she asked one time. Something in the way she asked, low and with eyes flaring, told me she wanted a story with details. I drew it out for her long and slow-burning like, and before I even got to the part where the girl — some college chick with a thing for the working man — Iris was throwing her legs over me and bucking herself against whatever she could find with her throttling hips.
After a few of these kinds of episodes in our sex life, I asked her straight up what was going on with that.
“Do you think you vanquished your desire for other girls, when you married me?” she came back at me with.
“Well I better have,” I replied, sniffing out a trap.
“I don’t think people really can, I mean, it’s a marriage, it’s not a frontal lobotomy. You don’t change who you fundamentally are one day to the next just because you got married the previous afternoon.”
I stroked her shoulder where she laid on my chest after we had had a particular rambunctious session. “Did you vanquish yours?” I asked her back.
There was a long time before she answered. At the time I thought it was all about me, that she was probing my thoughts and my attitudes and my actions and my dreams and fantasies. I since realized she was talking about herself. She finally answered that night, “I guess so,” but then she kissed my chest, she patted my shoulder, and got out of bed to clean herself up and write in her journal —something she often did late at night.
I never cheated on her in our two years of marriage, but I nearly did on two occasions and I wanted to on quite a few more, and I definitely did in my imagination a great many times. Every time that I imagined doing it, or nearly did it, I thought about getting caught or pre-empting that by confessing to her, and I thought about how I would frame it. It was always to be in the “it’s not about you, it’s not about us, it’s just me,” a pat, corny, cliched frame, and one I knew wouldn’t fly no matter how much I couldn’t think of a more accurate and truthful phrase. I knew for sure that if I went through with it at any one of those union meetings, for example, where the opportunity was plentiful, it would mean nothing between her and I, it would mean zero judgement on her, and would be no more meaningful than not telling her I bought a lottery ticket.
Clutching the wrought iron bars and staring with bulging eyes down into our sectional and the hot and heavy action going on down there, I was reminded of how I would have explained myself to Iris were it the other way around. But it would never be, because she was never so craven as to bet a girlfriend of hers I wouldn’t fuck her and then hide upstairs to watch exactly that take place. There was certainly another element to things the way they came about. I didn’t think Iris would go for it, but I wanted her to. I didn’t think I’d lose the bet, but I wanted to. There was a part of me who rubbed his hands together when Randall pointed out we needed a means to verify the settlement.
“I’ll be watching,” I said to Randall. Watching and maybe jerking off, too. When Iris spoke intimately in bed about how we don’t exactly vanquish our desire for others the day we get married, I had a secret in mind that I didn’t even tell her or anyone about, and it didn’t change the day I got married either. I loved to watch. It’s just, you don’t get to, when you’re not a kid anymore. There’s only really one situation where you can, it came to me bouncing in the truck with Randall that day. You can watch if it’s your wife with another man. Because then you’re only the second-most guilty person in the room.
It’d been a long time, I silently chuckled. I eased my cock out of my pants and sat with my knees up with the binoculars up to my eyes just the way I used to, back in the day, living downtown in the forest of high-rises, before we got married and moved to the church. The woman down there was slim, fit, hot and young. The guy was built, trim, and something of a legend with the ladies, and that was the ladies talking, not the guys. Sure, that was my wife down there, and sure that was my friend from work. But those were small details, just facts quite incidental to the scene.
She stretched her body out like a cat angling for a stomach rub, and her head pushed over the arm of the couch so that her hair shimmered and waved like a curtain falling down over the side. He reared up over her on his knees and fists, and with a clenched butt and a rippling back, he torqued himself against her with power in his intent. I was able to see his cock, wet already from her lips and fingers, penetrate her little pillows and disappear in one stroke deep inside her.
“Holy fuck,” I said, just like I always said when I saw a couple at first penetration.
She convulsed and her stomach muscles grew pronounced below her raised rib cage and she pulled herself up to hang her body from her clasped fingers wrapped around his neck. She bellowed like some animal crying her call in the night, and pushed her face at his in a half-kiss, half-sloppy-as-fuck lick. He retracted his hips from hers and his cock emerged nearly all the way out, glistening with a thick coat of her sputum, before he rammed himself back down her clough. 
Whatever reticence she showed before he invaded her was now gone. She laughed with him and sat up and fought with him to get him to fall back and under her. Subdued, she rode him frantically, building up her panting, her sweat, and her laughter, and shrieking. She popped off and yelped and ran on the balls of her toes and shrieked when he got up and took off after her. There were tall roof pillars down both sides of the old church, and she ran from one to the next, playing a naked game of catch-me-if-you-can. He did, at the island of our kitchen, whereupon he hoisted her body up onto it for them to kiss, to touch, to settle down, and to fuck again.
He bent her over the back of the couch, she twerked against him in the big reading chair, he took her against the wall and on the floor, and when she decided it was enough, she lead him by hand back to the sectional where she climbed up, lowered herself to her knees and elbows in front of him, and enticed him with an inviting wiggle of her butt and a teasing chuckle of a laugh.
“You can cum inside me,” she told him. “I want you to.”
Her high-pitched breathy cries, repeated and jostled by his thrusting hips smacking her butt from behind, were more than I was able to take, and I knelt and crunched in my stomach. I came all over the floor and wrought iron at the same time my friend came into my wife directly below me.
In bed days later, I was unable to keep it inside me any longer and I turned to Iris. “I know you were with Randall last weekend,” I said.
She didn’t give me the reaction I expected. She didn’t seem surprised or worried in the least. She only rubbed my hands in hers and turned to me with a sympathetic look, catching me off guard.
“I was wondering when you were going to bring it up.”
“You knew that I knew?”
She pursed her lips and twisted them together. “You put your friend in a bad spot, you know.”
I squinted at her. I hadn’t thought about Randall in all of this.
“He told me after that there was a bet.”
“He told you about it?”
“He told me you were watching, too.”
I breathed in deeply and chewed the inside of my cheek. It was about exactly opposite to the kind of discussion I thought we were going to have. But her thumb rubbed my knuckles where we held hands under the sheet and all I had in me was a shrug. She had a point: it was unclear who between the two of us was guilty of the worse sin. We both laughed and put our foreheads together. It was weird, but in bed that night, between Iris and I, it felt like the only way to react.
“Anyway,” she said, rolling over to me and kissing my neck and nuzzling my hair. She nibbled my ear and said in a soft, sultry voice, “Randall’s coming over Saturday if that’s alright with you,” she reached down and squeezed my cock and balls tight before I had a chance to say anything. “And I think you’re going to lose the bet again,” she said, before laughing and sliding her body over top of mine.
She knew I’d get hard at the thought of it. She chuckled languidly when she found me stiff and she pushed herself over me and drove her pussy down my shaft with a gasp and a groan. “He doesn’t have to know you’re watching if you don’t want him to,” she said, while she rolled her head back and sighed up to the high arching ceiling. 




Powerless

By the time the first glow of morning light breached the horizon, our epic party had dwindled down to just us on the porch: me, my wife Gina, and her old friend Denny. Her and Denny rocked silently on the swinging love seat with their eyes closed, deep contented smiles on their faces, and holding hands. They’d known each other from back in Russia since before she came over, and from way before my time. He had shown up about a month ago. Gina and I had been married 6 months already by then.
I sat slumped deep down in the big old couch under the strings of point lights being slowly swept out to sea on a raft of tunes that droned as softly and rhythmically as lazily falling waves rolling up a stony sea shore.
“I love you,” my wife burbled without opening her eyes. She pulled Denny’s hand that was clasped in hers, fingers entwined, up to her mouth and she kissed his knuckles. She inhaled long and deeply through her nose and softly moaned her exhalation out and dropped her head against his shoulder and their entwined hands into her lap.
I shifted my one open eye over toward them a moment and back again to the horizon.
Denny sank further down in the seat and reached over my wife’s face with his far arm and combed and stroked her messy wild strands of straw blonde hair through his fingers. When he sculpted his fingertips lightly along her jaw, she twisted on her waist as a cat might respond to a touch, and she parted her lips and rolled back her face.
“Not yet,” I heard her whisper for his ears only.
I kept my eyes nearly closed.
He didn’t stop, though. He continued to drag his fingers lightly as feathers across her chin. She jutted her head up to him and, with her other hand wrapping around their two hands clasped in her lap, she pressed down. She closed the gap between their lips and kissed him slightly longer than the usual friendly peck she had given him in front of me thus far.
Her eyes shot instantly toward me but I appeared to be sleeping to her or at least resting my eyes.  I remained perfectly still.
My wife pushed herself up and more tightly against him and lifted her lips to his ear. She reached over his face the way he had reached over hers, and her long, agile fingers scrunched and released in the hair on the side of his head. I could hear whispering and I could see her chest and shoulders heave with stifled chuckling as she struggled to say something without laughing. Her eyes darted to their corners to watch me carefully as she held him to quell her own jiggling.
I steadied my breathing and executed a slow swallow so as not to give away the fact I wasn’t sleeping.
Denny turned his face to nuzzle it into her hair and my wife bit her lip and ducked to twist her head under his chin so she could keep her eyes on me. She pulled up a leg and dug her bare heel into the edge of the swing seat cushion and leaned her knee over against his ribs. She slowly turned her face to his so they were an inch apart and she grinned and brought her eyes down into half-lidded slits. She used her free hand to slowly, carefully, lift free the waist of her blue baggy pants, and she moved their clasped hands together underneath and let the waist go on their wrists.
I controlled my breathing and my pulse and I moved nothing. I kept my eyes open a millimeter and let my limbs drain of all tension.
I saw my wife’s mouth drop open with a silent gasp and then her eyes shoot over toward me again. She smiled up at him with a grimace and then reached over his face again to tug at his hair more needfully and to push her chest against him. He was touching her under her pants and her body began to squirm harder against him. She carefully withdrew her own hand from inside the waist of her pants, leaving his hand alone inside, and she slowly, delicately, scrunched her fingers together in his groin.
My heart began to pound harder and my mouth grew dry. But I remained still as a tree trunk.
My wife adroitly rolled on her hip and brought her far leg up and over his legs that remained stretched out resting on our low wicker table. She lifted her face to his ear again and murmured something more before kissing and biting him. She tugged the waist of his jeans away from his stomach to allow her other hand to slip down inside his pants. She again glanced over her shoulder to me, and satisfied that I was still aware of nothing, she smiled with her lips against his lips, and she reached between her legs to pull out the drawstring of her pants and undo the knot.
I could see through the narrow slits of my eyes my wife’s body torque and thrust in slow motion against Denny’s hand. And I could see the lump her hand made inside his pants, moving up toward his stomach and back down in a slow rhythm. She began to kiss him without caution, to cover his mouth entirely with hers, and to pull at his hair and his neck. I could hear tiny chirps of high-pitched breathy inhalations escape from deep in her throat. He body undulate with a rhythm.
She murmured again to Denny and shot her glance toward me. This time, Denny looked over too. They intoned to each other softly and too quietly for me to hear any specific words. But with his eyes staring at my narrowly-held slits, he undid his fly and peeled open the panels of his pants.
Gina giggled and widened her eyes and fought briefly with him to close his pants again and to tug at his fly, but he seized her wrist and she relented with a clenched-eyes, shoulder-heaving giggle. She looked at him with a scolding expression and shook her head, but she also stroked his exposed cock and dragged her palm over the head.
She slid her folded leg up and down over his thighs and glanced over toward me again before looking up into Denny’s eyes from below. She raised herself from his stomach to kiss him briefly and passionately, before dropping her head down into his lap. I could see her mouth open and her tongue play out over her bottom lip just before she engulfed the head of his cock and pushed her soft, full lips down the gleaming, rigid shaft.
With his cock pumping into her mouth, she glared up through the tops of her eyes at me. I could see his cock glisten in the light of points above us, and her hand pump alongside her mouth as she consumed him over and over.
I knew they were close back in Russia. He meant a lot to her, apparently, in ways she didn't fully explicated to me.
“Were you two, like, dating?” I asked her one day after he stayed over in one of our guest rooms — we had a large old farmhouse surrounded by protected, preserved land, far from any neighbors.
“It was off and on,” she scrunched up her nose at me. “It was stormy, you know?” We were having late morning coffees outside on the large wrap-around porch gazing at the fog lingering over the still glassy pond while Denny slept in.
“But, dating, like, together?”
“I guess,” she shook her head like she didn’t know quite what it was either.
“Well you had sex, right?” I hushed my voice, trying to pin her down on something.
“Obviously,” she squirmed and lowered her chin to her chest with a tight grin.
“Why was it so stormy?”
“It’s all ancient history now.”
“Why did it end?”
“Don’t all things end?” she shrugged one shoulder and pulled her mouth crooked.
He appeared at all our parties and lots of times between parties, unannounced usually, and often with something private to take up with my wife.
I came home from work early one day. Normally I was as punctual as a clock. I called up from the kitchen thinking she must be up there in her office or the bedroom — she worked from home because her clients were all “in the motherland.” She was a private accountant. All her work was online. She emerged instead into the hall coming from the large, lavish living room.
“What are you doing home?” she chirped, tucking her hair behind her ear and tucking her t-shirt into her joggers.
Denny came into the hall a few feet behind her. “Cam,” he said.
“I was owed a couple of hours —- no budget to pay overtime, so . . . “ I trailed off.
“Denny was just going, weren’t you, Denny,” she said, turning to grin at him over her shoulder. He squeezed past her in the hall brushing his body unnecessarily against hers, and ducking his face when he passed by me. He skipped down the steps to his truck and peeled out to the road in some kind of hurry.
One time, she was delayed over an hour coming back from a simple shopping trip to get some necessary ingredient or two that she just had to have right then and there for something she was planning on baking.
Only she came back with nothing.
“It thought you were out getting nutmeg and saffron.”
“Oh, right,” she said, easing off her tall platform sandals with the peek-a-boo toes. “Would you believe how impossible it is to find those?” It was odd shoes to wear for a quick shopping trip. Her whole outfit in fact was odd.
“Not the normal place?” She had a go-to spice store.
“Out!” she gestured helplessness with her outstretched hands. “Anyway, now I feel like a shower,” she said, and she began to undo the big white buttons down the low plunging front of a red and white polka dot sundress. I wasn’t sure if I recognized it and, walking past the stairs to my work shop, I glanced around the wall to get another look at it. By the top of the stairs, she had had it up and over her head already. She had no panties on.
She often held his hand in front of me when he was over for dinner or we were all out for a show or a walk or something, and she often kissed him hello or goodbye or thank you, those sorts of things — which I had always chalked up to her being Russian originally. One time, after we’d come out of the big box hardware place, I heard her shriek behind me while I was pushing the cart of lumber, and I spun around to see his hands grabbing her butt cheeks hard, just before she spun around and slapped him on the face. Then she laughed uncontrollably and held his face in her hands and kissed him all over. “I didn’t mean it that hard!” she squealed and laughed.
“You know Denny,” she said to me at home. “He’s just expressive with his hands. He’s a toucher.”
“He was grabbing your ass in public,” I frowned at her.
“Like you haven’t done that yourself,” she scolded me playfully.
“You’re my wife,” I said with my eyes squinting.
“He can’t help it,” she shrugged.
“You could tell him not to.”
She inhaled and looked down sideways at the floor of the kitchen. “It’s a kind of powerlessness, maybe,” she said.
“What is that supposed to mean?”
She raised her eyes back up to mine and gazed sheepishly through fallen strands of hair. “It’s always been like that for me. With him.” She looked at me with a drained, helpless expression. “It’s just Denny,” she said again. “He’s like that.”
I was in my workshop and came into the kitchen to make a fresh coffee. I knew Denny was over — they were hanging out. I called around the house looking for her to see if she wanted a coffee too, or if Denny did. Unable to find them, I went upstairs and looked in the various doors of the spare rooms.
She suddenly came out of our bedroom, quickly shutting the door behind her. She was wearing her long, soft, sky-blue bathrobe.
“Denny was just looking over a thing I was writing,” she suddenly announced even before I asked.
Denny had some vague background as an author or an editor or a publisher — it was hard to pin it down, it seemed to change every time I asked.
“What is it?” I said.
“Oh,” she pulled the collar of her robe up around her ears. “I had to write a note to a client and I just wanted him to check over the tone of it, you know? Make sure I wasn’t going to stir up trouble with it.” She floated past me and into the room she used as her office. It’s when I noticed her hair wasn’t wet.
Denny came out of our bedroom a few moments later. “Just going over things, like she said,” he said to me, and he saluted me with two fingers — a little habit of his I detested. He went down the hall and tapped with his knuckle on the door behind which my wife had disappeared.
“So you got that thing downloaded yet?” he said through the door.
“Just a second,” I heard my wife’s voice from inside the room. I went into our bedroom and looked around with dark clouds encroaching my eyes. I heard her office door open and glanced behind my back out the bedroom door to see her office door open as though she were hiding behind it, and to see Denny step inside before it shut again straight away. I may or may not have seen her robe over the back of her chair, and if I did, that was odd. I hesitated at her door when I went past on my way back down but I heard nothing behind the door — not even talking.
Denny came down about 20 minutes later and said nothing as he turned the corner and shot out the front door. His truck was up and out of the driveway before I even came to the door of the kitchen. Gina stayed upstairs and I heard the shower go on a few moments later.
When she finally came down, I confronted her about what I’d witnessed and what I suspected. “Are you two, you know,” I turned my face sideways and pulled a tight expression.
“He was helping me with a note!” she cried.
“But you’re in our bedroom with him and you’re wearing your bathrobe.”
“I was getting ready for a shower.”
“Why is he in our bedroom?”
“It’s just Denny, don’t be silly! Denny, he’s like the house-pet, isn’t he. You don’t ask why the cat was in our bedroom.”
“And he’s always grabbing you and pushing you and tickling you when we’re out in public.”
“Denny and I go a way back.”
“Why does he always need to be touching you like that?”
“We tease each other. We’re just friends like that.”
“I want you to stop it,” I said, putting my foot down so to speak.
She turned to me and pursed her lips. “It’s not that easy,” she whined and tilted her head sideways.
“Just tell him to stop.”
She bit her bottom lip and shook her head side to side and crossed her arms over her chest. “I don’t think I can do that.”
“But I’m asking you to.”
“He makes me . . . “ she searched the floor around her for words. “. . . powerless.”
“I think you like it, if you ask me.”
She stepped up to me and draped her arms over my shoulders. She attempted to kiss me, but I held her off.
“I think you really like it when he does that to you, I really do.”
She stepped back again and twisted her lips up like she was fighting off on-rushing words. “A bit, yeah,” she tried not to chuckle. “But it’s who we are, it’s what we do.”
“It’s embarrassing,” I said.
“Nobody notices.”
“I notice.”
“You know I can’t stop him.”
“You don’t want to stop him, do you.”
She bopped her head and chewed her cheek. Finally, she said, “No.”
On the porch after the party with morning light coming up, I slowly pivoted my face toward the swing seat where my wife had gone down on Denny with complete abandon. She was pumping his cock with her tight fist and I could even see her tongue snake out and lap up the bottom of his cock as she plunged up and down on him.
His eyes were closed. His fingers massaged her hair. His hips began to jerk up toward her face. I could hear tiny high-pitched and muffled moans. I gasped with disbelief when I saw his body go rigid and shudder, and her mouth close around the base of his cock and her cheeks bulge and her throat swell. Rivulets of cum dribbled from the corners of her mouth and she pulled up and off him grinning widely and cupping her palm under her chin that dripped with more cum. She pressed her face close to his and said, “Almost all of it this time, baby,” and she made a show of running her tongue all the way around her despoiled lips.
As though only then remembering me sitting across the porch, with his cock still in her wet hand and her tongue still catching the drops around her mouth, she turned over her shoulder and gazed at me. This time, I wasn’t going to close my eyes and pretend. Even though my heart pounded out of my chest and my throat constricted and dried, I zeroed my gaze right back at her.
She only lazily and languidly turned her face back to Denny’s. She kissed him on the mouth and said, “You better go.” She walked him down to his truck and spent a while saying goodbye to him at his rolled-down window. I kept watching. Finally, she leaned through the window and kissed him a long time before he finally started his engine and drove out.
Gina took her time coming back up the steps and over the porch. She held the squeaky door open for me, indicating it was time for me to come inside too.
“We have to talk,” I said.
“Not tonight, look, it’s almost morning. Later, okay? I promise. We’ll get it all out between us later.”
I could only shake my head and sigh. But I had facts on my side, and the facts would’t change overnight, I knew that.
The next day I was in my workshop again while Gina slept in late. She came out onto the porch with her phone and a coffee and I want up to join her.
“Time to talk?”
“Oh,” she moaned, showing me her phone. “Just catching up, can we do it later?”
I shook my head and went back to the shop. I leaned against my workbench and stared out the bank of windows making up my mind about what I had to do. Denny’s truck then pulled in the driveway. As I squinted disbelievingly out my windows, Gina squealed from the porch and dashed down toward him. While my jaw fell open and my shoulders fell down, I watched as she threw her arms around his neck and he wrapped his arms around her lower back. When he lifted her off the ground, she came up his body, wrapped her legs around his waist to lock her ankles together behind his butt, and necked with him even as he walked up the stairs, across the porch and into our house, carrying her all the way.
I was stunned. She was dressed in her short denim cutoffs and sharp pink hoody. I decided it was time to put an end to it. I came out of the shed, up the steps, and into the house. I could hear squealing and laughing and followed the sound to our living room. The first thing I saw coming up behind the back of the big old couch was Gina’s pink-painted fingernails reaching backward over the top of the couch. When I came closer, I said her name louder and louder hoping she was going to hear me. I saw the top of Denny’s head facing me. I puzzled about that a moment until I realized he must have been kneeling on the floor in front of the couch, in front of her.
As I came closer, I saw my wife’s legs rise up from below and her ankles drape over his shoulders. I came closer still, calling her name out louder, but she wouldn’t respond and Denny wouldn’t look up either. I came closer and could see down into the couch and the top of my wife’s head from behind. That’s when I noticed on the floor at my feet her shorts and her twisted up black panties. I came up to the back of the couch and looked straight down. She was nude from the bottom of her pink crop-cut hoody to the tips of her pink-painted toes. Denny’s pants and shorts were pulled down to his thighs. His hands were pushed up under her pink hoody and I could see the bare bottoms of Gina’s breasts where he rubbed them.
“Gina!” I shouted directly over her head. She shot her face up and backward in shock and locked her gaze with mine. I looked down at her body and saw Denny’s cock, wet and hard and rather huge, withdraw from her grasping, soaking pussy lips, and plunge back into her hard enough to skid the couch’s legs on the floor.
“Not now,” Gina said to me breathlessly. Her voice was jolted by Denny’s heavy whole-body thrusts into her.
I looked at Denny just as he raised his panting, sweating face to me. “Dude,” he said between grunts and winces, “she’s a bit busy at the moment, please leave a message,” and he laughed, as did my wife, for a moment, anyway, before she devolved into more moans deeper and longer.
“Fuck, baby,” she said to him and she pulled at the back of his thighs with her grasping fingers and she growled at him.
I went to the kitchen and paced around unsure how to respond, what to think, where to go, or what to do. I plugged my ears and sang to myself to block the sound of the couch legs bounding over the hardwood floor, the deep tones of Denny grunting like a man dying, and my wife crying in ever higher and jagged whimpers.
When they sounded finished I got ready to confront her. And him, too. But they sped through the kitchen naked holding their clothes running hand in hand, she laughing, and they dove upstairs. I heard the shower come on. And when time had passed and still it was on, I went up to check if she forgot it. I tapped on the door and it swung open. The bathroom was nearly invisible for the steam. I shook my head and came in squinting to see the handle of the shower door. I was stopped by the slap of my wife’s hand flat against the glass on the inside. I peered through the steam and saw her bent over standing on her toes. Denny was behind her with his hands all over her hips and waist. He was fucking her hard — I could hear the slap of his hips against her ass. Water ran in rivulets off both their shiny, red bodies.
Denny and I met eyes through the steam and the noise. He rolled his head back and laughed, even as my wife’s head rolled back to face the ceiling. He had wrapped his hand in her hair like a reign and tugged it hard. It made her cry out and I felt a rage rise in me. But my wife suddenly twisted her face sideways, saw me when her eyes popped open, and she shouted at me. “Get out of here, you  perv!” she cried, before she groaned as though in pain from multiple stabbings, and she hung her head, reached down between her legs, and rubbed herself frantically.
Finally he left and Gina came downstairs. “I didn’t want you to have to see that,” she said. “I’m sorry that you had to watch.”
“Is that all you’re sorry for?” I said indignantly. I crossed my arms over my chest to demonstrate to her just how enraged and bitter I felt.
“I told you, though, that’s just Denny, he does that.” She shrugged and half-lidded her eyes.
“It looked like you were doing it just as much,” I pointed out sharply.
She grinned and rolled her eyes with guilt. “I tried not to,” she offered.
“You didn’t look like you were trying very hard.”
“Well what about you, how long were you watching, anyway? Every time I look up, I keep seeing you just leering down at me!”
“Because you’re fucking the guy. It’s because I am catching you fucking him!”
“I don’t know if I would call it catching exactly, I mean, doesn’t someone have to be hiding something to be caught?”
“I found you fucking him!”
“Well what is it, catching or finding? Because I can’t answer your questions if you keep changing what it is you’re asking.”
“What difference does it make if I caught you or I found you?!”
“You’re yelling now!” she replied. “If you want to talk, we can talk, but if you’re going to yell, no thank you!”
“Fine,” I said, regaining control of my voice.
“And now I don’t even know what you were asking or what you want for an answer.”
“What do you feel sorry about?” I repeated to her.
“You knew what we were doing.”
“That doesn’t excuse it.”
“Well if you wanted me to stop, you should have said so.”
“I did.”
“No, you just kept saying we have to talk, we have to talk, and you know I don’t do talking very well.”
“I can’t keep doing this,” I finally said to her.
She stepped up to me and worked her hands around my waist until she was hugging my torso tightly to hers. She leaned her head back and looked up into my face. “It’s not that bad, is it?” she said. “It’s not all the time.”
She wiggled back and forth and moved my body with hers. “Come on,” she said softly with a slight smile. “I think you like to watch, too, don’t you,” she said.
When I looked down at her with a shocked expression, she looked back up at me mocking my expression with an exaggerated look of indignity, and with her mouth wide open in a smile.
“He does I think!” she said and she reached between my legs and clamped her fist around my balls. She smirked and squealed against my chest. “If you can be good about it,” she murmured darkly into my shirt, “everything can keep going the way they have been going.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” I pushed her an arm’s length back from me and held her by her biceps.
“Do you like this house?” She gestured with her arm outstretched, struggling to pull it free of my grasp. I didn’t have to answer, she knew I loved it. It’s true, she bought it — a wedding present, she said, from her parents, parents I never met because they lived in Moscow. “Do you like our big parties and all the booze and all the food and all the fun we have?” True, the parties, though big and raucous, were mostly her friends, and mostly Russians. But they were fun, there was no doubt about that. “Do you like,” she said, stepping back into me to nuzzle her face into my chest, “all your tools in your workshop?” I did have an incredible set up in there, and when I needed to totally upgrade the power supply and build a room for storage, she didn’t blink an eye at the cost.
She made sure we paid the builders in cash. “We don’t need receipts” she snickered to me. She was the only accountant I ever knew who laughed at the idea of receipts.
“Of course I love it,” I had to agree.
“And do you love me?” she grinned deeply and bit her tongue with her eyes half-lidded, sleepily looking up into mine.
“You know I do.”
She pulled on the back of my neck until I bent over and she strained with her neck until her mouth was touching my ear. “You love me,” she whispered, “but Denny owns me.”
She stepped back and half turned her face with her eyes still locked skeptically on mine. “Do you understand?” she said across a distance from me.
I searched as though unable to decipher the rosetta code hanging in the air between us. She pursed her lips sympathetically and seemed to take a moment to judge whether I was safe for the telling. Finally, apparently deciding I was, she smiled softly, she took my hands in hers across our outstretched arms, and she said, “It is he who has been letting you fuck me, not the other way around. He wanted to make sure you knew that, but I told him you weren’t ready. I am sorry that you didn’t know, but there was no other way. Would you have married me knowing this?”
“What, is he your husband?”
“No,” she shook her head but not convincingly. “It’s not like that back in Russia. But . . . “ she tilted her head like she was struggling to stitch the right words together. She wavered her hand flat between us and shrugged. “Maybe that is a way to think about it, because in a sense, that is how it is.”
“This is hard to understand,” I said.
“But it’s important that you do,” she held my arm and leaned close. Seriousness came down over her expression like blinds dropped in front of a bright window. “He will be coming back now and then. I can’t say when.”
“And when he comes here, he’s what, he’s going to be like a husband with you?”
She nodded firmly with her lips pulled tight. “You know what? That’s a perfect way to think about it. When he comes over, he is my husband. And when he’s not here,” she shrugged and raised her eyebrows hopefully at me, “I am all yours!” She said it the way you would tell a child they get to go to MacDs if they behave.
“I can’t live like that.”
She smiled looking down and then she wiped the grin from her face knowing that I was not in a state to be laughed at. “I am not asking you to,” she said slowly and carefully as though I was from a different place or spoke a different language. “I am telling you that you will, that you must.”
“What does he have over you?”
She grinned and bulged her eyes. “Don’t start thinking, it’s not good in this case. It’s not good to inquire,” she squinted and nodded. “And if he,” she shrugged and looked around the floor like she was on a little melting island “gets a little carried away with me, you can also ignore that too. He doesn’t really hurt me,” she said, emphasizing “hurt” again like I might be a child. “And,” she grinned, “he sometimes might just,” she shrugged, “want to whenever, and . . . “ she trailed off.
“Want to what whenever?”
She nodded her head at me holding back words that forced themselves against the back of her tightly pursed lips. “Have me. Take me. Do me,” she shook her head checking if she was getting through to me. “You should just do what you’re been doing — you should let him. Ignore him.”
“Let him fuck you,” I said, struggling to understand, struggling to spell things out clearly.
“Yeah,” she rolled her face around, “let him fuck me. Whenever and wherever he decides he wants to.”
“Shouldn’t you be calling the police on this guy?”
“No, no,” she chuckled and poked the tight tip of her tongue at the middle of her top lip. “That wouldn’t be right.”
“You say it as though you like it, the way he treats you.”
She exhaled in a quavering jaggedness when I said that. She eventually looked up to me apologetically and shrugged. “What can I say?”
“It’s weird, is what you can say.”
“Ok, it’s weird, there, now does that change anything? You don’t have to watch, I tried to do things without you watching, it was you who followed us around, or who stayed when he was needing to do me.”
“So I’m supposed to just get up and leave the room when he starts feeling you up?” I was feeling outraged all over again.
She shrugged lackadaisically. “You can stay or you can go, I don’t think he really cares,” she chuckled to herself thinking about him.
“What about you? Do you care if your husband is sitting there when he’s touching you all over?”
“It doesn’t bother me to be watched, if that’s what you’re asking.”
“What the hell are you saying? Did people watch you before?”
She pursed her lips and chewed her cheek.
“You used to let people watch you fuck?”
“It’s different there,” she said in a small voice.
“This is too much,” I said.
“But he’s coming over,” she replied, shaking her phone at me. “You have to be cool with it.”
I was speechless and livid and I slammed the front door and went to my workshop. It was beautiful — bright lighting, lots of power, every tool and machine you could dream of, including a metal lathe and pipe bender. I had it all. I’d also been looking at bronze forges. It would need it’s own out-building, and lots of power, lots of equipment.
Denny’s truck rolled into the driveway. I stood at my open door where I held a stone in one hand and slowly, menacingly, dragged the blade of my knife up and down with the other. He just saluted me with his two fingers and went in our front door without knocking.
I stared out my windows for a good 20 minutes thinking a range of evil thoughts, but in the end, I decided that maybe I did want that new forge, and more things, too. I crept in the front door and followed, once again, the tell-tale sounds of my wife’s squeals and laughs. They weren’t in the living room this time, they were in the kitchen.
I leaned against the doorway and shoved my hands in the deep front pockets of my workshop apron. My wife’s back was to me where she sat, completely naked, on the edge of the island counter. Denny’s pants were down around his knees — didn’t he ever take his clothes off? It didn’t take long for him to get his dick into my wife again. He saluted me where he bounded his hips up to the edge of the counter, and I could tell without seeing it that his cock was ramming to the hilt of my wife’s pussy. The sloshing sounds told me just how wet she was, too.
When he grinned, my wife leaned her head back and upside down to see me standing behind her. Her hair fell from her head in a wavering curtain of blonde and her body, cute, toned, tight and smooth, jolted over the counter with each smash of his hips into hers. She inhaled when she saw me and closed her eyes nearly but not completely; I could see through her narrow slits that she was looking at me still.
I turned away and went down the hall.
“Hey buddy,” Denny called.
I heard my wife go “Shh!” but also chuckle.
“Come back, buddy. Please.”
I turned around and stood in the doorway to the kitchen again. “She wants to be spit roasted!”
“Stop it, no I don’t,” she leaned her head back to see me.
“Come on buddy, get your cock out, she wants it.”
“No I don’t,” she laughed.
“Don’t say that to your husband!” he said and he slapped her face.
She groaned like he’d kissed her clit instead. “He doesn’t want to,” she said to him, pulling his hand back to her face, to her mouth, and sucking his fingers. He continued to fuck her with his hands on his hips looking at me.
“Lay down,” he said, “put your head over the other side.”
“Look at him,” she pleaded with Denny. “He’s not into it.”
“Buddy, do you want to fuck your wife’s mouth or not?”
She leaned back to look at me upside down again and rolled her eyes. He pushed her naked chest and with resignation she fell back under his pressure and squirmed to pull herself toward the edge closer to me.
“Come on,” she said softly to me. And she opened her mouth invitingly.
“Go for it,” he said, and he ground his pelvis hard into hers and laughed. “Tell him how much you want his little dick in your mouth.”
“Come on,” she repeated to me.
“Tell him how badly you want it.”
She reached over her head toward me with both arms and fluttered her fingers at me beckoning me forward.
“Tell him!” he raised his voice.
“Bring it here,” she said to me quietly and she pointed her finger at her soft, full lips.
“Come on buddy, we don’t have all day,” he laughed again. “She wants it bad, believe me.”
“Stop it,” she said to him without taking her upside down eyes from mine. She flicked her tongue at me and smiled encouragingly.
I stared at my wife naked and spread over our kitchen island, her body jolting with the thrusts of the man pounding himself between her legs, and I was glued to the floor, able neither to leave not approach, unable to say anything, unable even to decide if I was outraged or if I was enticed.
“Put it in her!” Denny suddenly yelled, and I stumbled forward, I pulled down my fly, and I brought my cock out.
“Come on,” my wive said to me with her voice jolted again and again by his thrusts. “Bring it to me,” she said, pointing at her open lips.
And I did. I stepped up to the edge of the counter and I pointed my now-stiff cock at her mouth. When she closed her eyes and laid her tongue out flat and wet, I pushed my cock into her mouth. When she closed her lips around me and reached over her head to dig her fingernails into my ass and pull me harder into her, I relaxed, my knees buckled, and I jutted my hips forward until my cock shoved all the way into my wife’s mouth so far I saw her throat bulge with my cock.
When we were done, Denny threw his arm around my wife’s shoulders and turned her away toward the stairs. She turned to me and said, “Why don’t you use the spare room tonight?” She said it in a voice like you would use on a child who should be excited by the prospect.
“Wait,” she said to Denny, and she extricated herself from his arm and came back down the steps to me. She threw her arms around my neck and lifted herself on her toes to kiss my mouth. In my ear, she whispered, “I’ll try to keep the noise down, okay?” She kissed my ear and floated away, pulling his arm around her shoulders. They disappeared together up the stairs to our bedroom and shut the door.
My forge got delivered a couple weeks later. We had another big party a little while later, and this time, when Denny arrived, he immediately wrapped his arm possessively around my wife’s shoulders and never let her go all night, in full view of everyone and without even acknowledging me. When things quieted down and there were only a dozen people left circled around the fire pit, he even necked with her without hiding it. And even with people still there, he said his goodnights and took my wife inside our house with him, leaving me outside with the others. We all saw the master bedroom light come one a moment later, and dim.
It was a summer night and warm out. We didn’t have ac in the house — it was too old to work any good. When she opened the window up there, we all darted a glance and we all caught a glimpse of my wife’s naked back. A little later, with the embers dying down and conversation drifting away into long spells of thoughtful silence, the high-pitched inhaled weeps began. I stared into the pocket of glowing red under the charred logs and everyone else stared at me, even while my wife’s cries rose in tempo and pitch, and even when her voice ceased altogether for a moment, and all we heard was the bang of the bed against the wall, before her long, drawn out, fall off a cliff, followed by her inevitable laughter.
If that wasn’t bad enough, they came down again and rejoined us for a drink, Denny holding forth with the other guys, and my freshly fucked and glowing wife laughing and murmuring in secret tones with the other women.
“Let’s go inside,” Denny announced suddenly, and when the other people stooped to pick up their cans and plates, Denny stopped them. “Don’t worry, he’s got that,” he said, not even bothering to gesture to me, because everyone already knew who he meant. My wife pulled on his fingers with her hand where it curled around her neck and shoulder, and she turned to me and mouthed the words “Thank you.” She blew me a kiss, and Denny pulled her away and back in the house.
I made my way up to my room later on and needed to put the fan on high, not for the heat, but to cover the sounds coming from down the hall. 




Her Alter Ego Made Her Do It

“I told him he was crazy of course,” Ashley shook her head at me. But she also grinned. It was a tiny grin and she struggled to erase it and even half-turned her face away from me to hide it, but I caught it anyway. We were in a noisy Spanish bistro over in Old Town where we stopped for some tapas after a very strange movie.
It was about a man who is cuckolded by his wife, but who didn’t get mad — he only watched. It was a French film, part of the local film festival, something Ashley had to know a few things about so she had a clue for her live TV show the next morning interviewing the executive director of the festival. But what she was telling me about instead was her guest the previous morning — the famous Mountain Man whose captivating clips of survival in the wild had become a sensation around the world. He had apparently invited her to his cabin after the appearance.
“Seriously,” I half squinted at her and slowly, thoughtfully, pulled a chunk of pork off a skewer with my greasy lips closed around it. She always had to dress to the nines in public because of her profile and that night was no exception. She was wearing a pale blue Marilyn-Munroe-esque dress — shoulderless and draped around her neck to swoop down over her breasts and cinched at the waist. With her blue sapphire earrings and wavy caramel-blonde hair, she had to know she was drawing leering looks. She was used to it.
“Seriously,” she replied, leaning her chin on her thumb to half-cover her mouth. She spoke with her eyes pulled sideways and her mouth too. “He never invites anyone up, they say. Nobody even knows where it is.”
I sat back and tilted my stemless glass of wine to my mouth but I kept my lawyerly eyes on hers. “Do you think it’s safe?”
“I can’t imagine being in the wild like that with anyone else yet still feel safer,” she nodded.
“I meant compared to being out there at all.”
She sagged one shoulder and tilted her head with a knowing smile at me. “I’m a journalist at heart, Drew. You know me.” Her sparkling eyes flashed. I always chase the story.”
“This is something different though — normally you’re in the studio chasing celebrity’s thoughts, in the city.”
“But I need something different,” she reached out and stroked my arm with her deep brown-painted nails. “There’s a part of me . . . “ she trailed off and scanned blankly around the tables of the crowded bistro.
“ . . . that?” I urged her to finish her sentence.
She inhaled deeply and slumped back in her chair. “A part of me that thinks I’m also an outdoor girl, a survivor, a trooper.”
I had to laugh. Her idea of camping, last time we even tried, was a rented full-on luxury home on wheels that barely squeezed between the trees at the lake. And even then she needed encouragement to walk around the campground, let alone take hikes in the hills the place was famous for.
“You always take on some of the personality of the people you interview. The one’s you like, anyway,” I said. She interviewed the man in nature, and now she was pretending to be an outdoor girl. Her, with nails and hair like that.
She turned sideways and down and broadened her grin. “I don’t always,” she demure. “Do I?”
“Look, I mean, if you feel safe, I guess you should go.”
“Are you sure?” she suddenly turned to me square on like she didn’t expect it from me.
“Well you’re just, what, going up for an hour type of thing, with the crew?”
“No, no,” she looked at me with slight horror, realizing I misunderstood. “Just me, alone. Well, with Clint. But no crew. And . . . overnight. A weekend. Two nights he thought.”
“You alone with the guy for a whole weekend?” I was incredulous. I guess I did misunderstand. The way she slowly nodded at me with her eyes bugging out, I realized in a flash the strange cuckolding movie I thought we had just randomly picked was maybe intentional and not random at all. “What aren’t you telling me, Ashley?”
She reached over the table and took my hand in both of hers and squeezed tightly. She spoke quietly to avoid anyone overhearing. “I thought you would understand. The way the husband in the movie did.”
I leaned closer to her as well, over the table. “I didn’t think you meant all that!” I groaned through my tight lips.
“I was asking permission I guess. Maybe I didn’t make it clear — it’s hard to just come out and say things sometimes.”
It was my turn now to scan around the bistro before coming back to her. I pulled my hands out of hers. “You want my permission to have a . . . to have a . . . “ I swallowed and looked at the ceiling as though the word was up there. “ . . . to have an affair?!”
“Shh,” she glanced sideways. “Not an affair. Just a, I don’t know, a fling, an indulgence. It has to be totally secret. I mean, given who I am.”
“What made you think I would ever agree to something like that?” It was hard to keep my voice down.
She shrugged with her big eyes bulging. “I don’t know. The way you thought the movie was good?”
“That’s fiction!”
“But it can be real . . . “ she said in a small, beseeching voice. She squeezed my arm again.
“You want me to let you go up to some remote cabin in the mountains and . . . “ I couldn’t say it. I pursed my lips and bit the side of my cheek. Finally I clenched my eyes and opened them again afresh. “. . . and fuck the guy?” I said, whispering the word “fuck.”
She didn’t flinch and she didn’t correct me. She only swept her gaze around the table and the half eaten plates neither of us were anymore ravenous about. “If it comes to that, I mean, it might not, too. You know? But yeah, I think.”
“I can’t believe this.”
“It’s not cheating if you ask,” she said.
“It might as well be, just the asking!”
“Does that mean you never, ever even once take a look at a woman, someone passing you by or someone you know, and never wanted to?”
“Wanting to and actually doing it are two different things!” It was difficult to keep calm.
“But maybe like in the movie, the only difference is whether the partner knows and agrees. I mean, we both want to, let’s be adults about it. You want to with different women you see. I want to with different men I see. Can we start with that at least?”
Though it was difficult to hear her say she wanted to fuck guys she sees, she had a point. I could not deny that I also constantly imagined getting it on with women on TV, women at work, looking at porn, hell, even with anime characters. “How many times?” I had to ask her.
She grinned like it was the most ridiculous conversation a couple could be having, and it was. She pursed her lips to keep from laughing out loud. “A few, here and there, but probably not nearly as much as you. But yeah, I am human just like you.”
I nodded, taking in what she was saying. “Okay, agreed. We both want to.”
“It’s not cheating if the other knows about it and approves of it. Can we agree on that?”
“That’s a big if.”
“We can circle back to that in a moment, but let’s just see how far we already agree.”
“If the other person knows about it and says it’s okay?”
“Yeah. It’s not cheating then, right?”
“So long as the approval is not coerced.”
“Of course. It has to be a genuine approval.”
“Then okay, it’s not cheating.”
“And then,” she pressed on. In the back of my mind I began to appreciate just how much thinking she had put into this. “If it’s not cheating, is there anything wrong about it? Consenting adults, nobody is embarrassed or duped.”
I stared at her slightly rocking in my chair but unable to reply.
“Is there anything wrong?”
“The intention has to be clear,” I suddenly blurted. “It has to be transparent.”
“What do you mean?” she replied with carefully squinting eyes.
“It can’t be to find a new mate.”
“Oh my god, of course not! Can you just imagine, me with mountain man!” She blurted out laughing. “It’s just a fling. It’s just a weekend of being someone else.”
“And then you come back and everything’s the same.”
“I don’t know if everything’s the same . . . “ she grinned.
I don’t know if it was the movie, the way she looked, the idea of the lost cabin and the wilderness survival dude, or thinking about her in a camping-like mode, but I was unable to find a reason to oppose her request. Maybe the biggest reason I finally said, “Okay,” was because, as much as she was intrigued by this new and different identity she discovered in her, I was fascinated by it just as much.
“Are you serious?”
For a second I thought the whole thing might have been a gag just to see if I’d agree to such a ridiculous idea. But when I tentatively nodded, she beamed with excitement and clenched my hands in hers and widened her eyes close to mine. “I can’t believe we’re going to do it!”
“One request,” I said.
“Anything!”
“You have to tell me everything.”
She looked both ways and fanned her face and exhaled deeply. “You don’t have to request that, I thought it was part of the fun!”
She was going to get picked up by this Clint guy at our condo. She had hiking boots from when we tried camping that once, and denim cutoffs, a blue t-shirt, and a plaid flannel shirt she tied around her waist.
“You actually can at least look the part,” I said to her. “I’m impressed.”
She topped it off with a baseball cap. “I look like I fit in?”
“The winter wool socks is what seals it,” I nodded.
She gleamed and stood on her toes to kiss me at our door. The transformation between how she normally goes to work, ready for the harsh TV camera, and how she left the condo that day was dramatic. If she wanted to try-on being a different woman, she was well on her way before she even climbed into the guy’s old pickup truck.
I heard nothing for the next 48 hours, other than the most perfunctory checking in to let me know she was alive. But as per our agreement, there would be no details until she returned. It was also a compromise she reached with Clint that she bring her phone at all. He might make very popular video clips of life on the mountain, but he was no big fan of spending time on the phone looking at videos despite the fact everyone else was watching his.
The weekend was challenging for me. My imagination spun out of control a few times and waves of deep regret washed over me. But I hung on. She texted me when they got back on the periphery of town, but only to say she was 30 minutes out. She held fast to the rule of no texting or phoning all the way.
I sat in the stool in our kitchen counting the minutes off like they were hours. Finally I heard her key rattle in the door. I nearly fell off the stool I was in such a rush to welcome her home. It was the most radical experiment any couple could conduct.
She dropped her backpack inside the front door and held me off with a deep smile and stop-sign hand. “Shower first. Seriously.”
I paced the hallway and kitchen waiting for her. Finally she came out wrapped in her thick and long white bath robe. “Make me coffee?” she grinned passing me by in the hall. She knew how to drive a man crazy in more ways than one.
She pulled up her stool, held her face over the steam rising from her cup, and said, “About time,” before sipping some.
“No coffee up there?”
“Coffee is great up there, he really knows how to make a cup. But we had to have gas station coffee on the way back.”
“No showers?”
“He’s got the most romantic shower in the world. It was just the long drive back.”
“So starting at the top . . .” I couldn’t wait and tried to rush her.
“Just relax, I’m going to get to it. Just need to . . . “ she rolled her head and her eyes. “ . . . get into the right mode here.”
I fumed and I harrumphed. She couldn’t stop herself grinning knowing she was killing me. “Maybe we should, I don’t know,” she glanced past my shoulder and down the hall to our bedroom. It took me two beats to explode off my stool and run.
She squealed and leapt in the bed after me, letting her bathrobe fly. Up against the pillows in the middle of the day, she laid sideways against me and dragged her hand down my chest, over my stomach, and around my balls and my cock.
“So,” she began in a soft, quiet, and barely contained voice. “All the way out there, we’re having the most normal conversation to the point I’m wondering if maybe I misread the whole situation.”
“It’s just a never-ending branching of roads that are getting narrower and rougher the further in we go. Finally he’s driving about as fast as walking and the truck is groaning and grinding over boulders and through rivulets and he can tell I’m getting scared. But he just snorts and assures me he comes in and out several times a month.
“Yeah but, if you get stuck, you can just walk. I couldn’t even climb over those logs!”
“I wouldn’t just leave you out here.”
“Just don’t get stuck.”
“Almost there, you should be able to see the corner of the roof if you look out really high out your side.”
I could see it through the leaves and branches. “Oh my god, there it is!”
“There it is, the famous and secluded Clint’s Cabin.”
That was the name of his channel, though to be honest, for me and I’m guessing for most other female fans, it was far more about Clint than about a cabin.
“Just hang on,” he said, as though I hadn’t been doing that since we first left the freeway. “Bit of a rough and tight corner we need to swing fast through coming up here.”
By “coming up” he meant “now,” and the truck slid and shuddered as he yanked the wheel and stomped the pedal. In a flash of stones and mud, we came to a sudden halt right beside the wide wooden stairs up to the wrap-around porch and front door of the cabin. I squealed in delight as if I was a little girl. But it was truly exciting to be in real time and in 3D stepping out of his pickup truck and onto the bottom stair of the actual, real, true-tolife Clint’s Cabin. It looked just like the video clips that always ended with him hauling himself up those same stairs.
He shows me around. I notice there’s one bed only. Then he says we should go out to the rocks while there’s still lots of sun.
“I know the rocks!” I laughed. On the way through the trail he cut, he took my hand to help me over a fallen tree and didn’t let go again the rest of the way. I kept thinking of you at home, and how it felt like such a different world, knowing you were here in this life and I was up there in that life, holding the hand of a man I was ready to do anything with — and knowing you allowed me to, knowing you are aware of what I was going to do, and approved of it.
She kissed my skin and continued.
We got to the clearing by the small lake and it was even more beautiful than in his clips. There was the big flat rock — easily the size of a kingsize bed. He had in his bag a soft, thick blanket and he unfurled it over the rock. I was just about to step onto it and he stops me. He says, “no clothes can touch the blanket. Especially after walking through the bush.”
“Are you serious?”
“Can’t have contamination.” And just like that he starts pulling off his sweater and yanking his t-shirt over his head. I’m just standing there dumbfounded but he keeps going like it’s the most natural thing. Pretty soon he’s standing there completely naked. I mean, down to nothing, stripped clean.
“Did you, like, think he expected you to do the same?” I said.
She squeezed my cock and rubbed me slowly. “I knew that he did. And I knew that you wanted me to, as well.”
“Wait a minute, not sure I wanted you to, only that I allowed you to.”
She stretched up and kissed me and giggled with her thumb rubbing over the top of my cock. “I know you wanted me to, you don’t have to lie.”
She was shy. It was out in the middle of nowhere, but there was no shelter, nothing to hide behind. The rock is exposed to the sun and the lake. He says, “Look around, nobody up here at all.” And so I did it, I pulled off my t-shirt, and then squirmed out of my shorts, and then, just like him, I took my underwear off too. It just felt natural. It felt okay.
“So you’re both naked now.”
“Uh-huh,” she says, we’re both naked. And he takes my hand again and I felt so many things. But he says, “Ready?" and I don’t know what I’m supposed to be ready for, but I feel like trusting him completely, and he leaps and I follow and we plunge into the softest, warmest water you ever felt. It was incredible.
He came up beside me. The water was very buoyant. He wrapped his arms around me and when he kissed me, I don’t know, Drew, it just felt like the most normal thing. We helped each other out of the water and we were laughing and kissing. I laid down on the blanket and he shielded his eyes from the sun looking back up at me and he just held out his arms like he expected me to lay down on top of him.
“Did you?” I asked her.
I did. The sun was so warm. The air was cold by contrast, but it was strange, it was like you knew it was cold but there was nothing uncomfortable about it. I took his cock in my mouth. And then I crawled up his body and, I don’t know Drew, it was really and truly like I was a different person. I knew you were at home, I knew I was married to you, but it felt like that was a different person, a person I knew very well, but it was not me.
“Did you fuck him?” I put it out there plain and simple. I had to know.
She bit her lip and looked down at her hand where it still stroked my cock.
I did. I crawled up over him and I held him up under me and when he entered me, it felt so good and right. I took him all the way into me. And then he massaged my breasts and I threw my head back because it felt so incredible out there in the sun on the rock by the lake, and I made love to him like he was my lover. He was my lover, out in nature like that.
She kept stroking me telling me and maybe not noticing that I was getting harder. Her voice was soft and pure, almost like a song, the way she spoke in rhythms. She told me she rose and fell on him and the sun warmed her and he began to push up into her from below, and she didn’t know, but I was breathing in shorter and more shallow gasps. When she told me that she could feel his cum shoot into her, I came in her hand.
But it was like she knew I was going to. She wasn’t surprised. She kept stroking me as I shot all over my stomach and chest and she told me about how it felt when he shot into her pussy, how his body roiled beneath her and lifted her up right off the rock. She kept stroking my cock even while it wilted and my cum dribbled over her hand, telling me how they walked back up to the cabin naked and spent. And how they ate and made love in the evening with sunset streaming through the bank of windows. And again in the middle of the night — and how she couldn’t stop doing it with him the whole weekend long.
“He’s coming back to town next weekend,” she said in the morning.
“I thought this was a one time thing.”
“I guess I thought so too. I told him I didn’t think you would like it that much.”
“Well I don’t like it at all. We agreed it was just a weekend, a time off the clock and a place off the maps, like you said.”
“I tried explaining it to him too,” she said like it was a salesman she couldn’t get rid of. “But he’s coming, I guess. Anyway.”
“Where to exactly?”
She put coffees between us and pulled up the stool. “Here, she said.”
“And what did you say?”
“Well after what we shared last weekend, I couldn’t very well say ‘No.’ I mean he did let me come to his place and stay the weekend.”
I was becoming frustrated with the line of reasoning she was following with me. “There was no quid pro quo, I mean, he had no reason to expect it to be more than what it was.”
“That’s what I tried telling him, but I guess he didn’t want to see it that way.”
“I don’t understand, Ash, did you tell him absolutely no, or what?”
She looked at me and shrugged and grinned. “I tried to, I really did.”
“You’re letting him come here?”
“I told him you would be here.”
“So he knows you’re married now?”
“Uh-huh,” she snickered. “It made him pound me harder I think,” she scrunched her shoulders up high.
“I’m not agreeing to this.”
“Is it so much more than what you already agreed to though?”
“It’s a whole lot more — that was a one-time thing, a one-off.”
“It was something we wanted to try, to see how it went, right?”
“And now we know.”
“It went okay, right? I loved it, for example. You seemed to enjoy the after-effects, if I recall. And I know Mountain Man enjoyed himself,” she laughed but caught herself.
“I don’t want this,” I stated flatly.
“But honey,” she said, “I do.”
She stated it like that counted the most. I sat back and dropped my jaw at her dumbfounded. And then it hit me. She was playing with that different identity of hers.
“You’re having me on!” I grinned and I slapped the counter. “Jesus, Ash, you had me there, you win. You got me!”
But she just grinned half-way and squinted. “Alight,” she said in a low, drawn out voice. “But anyway, where do you think you’ll stay?”
I laughed forcefully and out loud. “You really got me,” I repeated to her so she got the message: the joke was up.
“I don’t know where you would want to be , is all.”
“Ash, what are you talking about? It’s a joke, right?”
“Listen,” she said, leaning closer to me to make sure I understood. “I told you I was curious about this other identity inside me. You supported me in finding it. And now it’s a part of me, she’s a part of me. And I think it’s only fair that she gets equal time.”
I studied her face and tilted mine sideways. “You’re not joking.”
“I felt like a different woman last weekend because I was a different woman. And that other woman can’t just be brought out and put away again like nothing happened. I know she’s there now, and so do you. I don’t see what the issue is — we already decided it wasn’t cheating.”
“That was just talk, Ashley.” She definitely was different. The Ashley that used to be would never be so adamant.
“What did you think was going to happen? Anytime you let a genie out of their bottle,” she leaned forward and kissed me on the tip of my nose. “You can’t get them back in.”
“So what, this is just the way it’s going to be now?”
“You have to share me maybe.”
“Share you with this other guy.”
“He gets this version of me — the outdoorsy girl. And then you can have the other version of me — the city girl. Only Clint thought that it would be good for everybody if he and I sort of visited here at least once.”
“Oh, he thought it would be a good idea, did he. And why is that?”
She patted my arm. “Clint knows an awful lot about animals in the wild. You’d know that if you watched his things.”
I shook my head at how she had changed so much. “What’s this got to do with animals?”
She inhaled and rolled her eyes like it was the most tiresome thing to explain. Then she nailed me with her big beautiful eyes and held me fast. “He’s going to dominate you. He needs to do it where you and I do it. He needs you to see. It’s so you know, I’m his now.”
“Ashley, what happened?” I sagged and dropped my head.
She pursed her lips before she spoke. “He changed me, I guess. He’s a powerful man.” She got up and went to the bathroom and I heard the shower go on.
I decided that that was that. How much could we get for the condo? What else was there to split bedsides a few stock accounts? My income was way higher than hers and so was my pension plan, so some of that was no doubt gone. By the time she got out of the shower, I had already figured it all out. I’d move out right away and let her take her time selling, or finding a way to buy me out. Or maybe just let her have the damned place . . .
“What you think?” she said crawling into bed with me as if we’d been having a difference of opinion on what show to watch.
“I’ll use the weekend to find a temporary place,” I said.
She considered things silently for a long time before replying. “That’s not what I think you should do.”
I snorted. “Oh and what do you think I should do?”
She fluffed pillows up behind her head and settled in against me. “You know how I found a different person inside me?”
“I’ve been following that adventure very closely, yes.” I was feeling free to be sarcastic. But she wasn’t picking up on it.
“I was brave, wasn’t I. I went and did something that was out of character for me. And now look — the last person you’d expect to be an outdoorsy girl!”
She was treating it like some sort of wonderful learning moment. “Ashley, you never said everything would be completely different.”
“I didn’t expect it either, but when we learn and grow, lots of things can happen. I feel so much more fulfilled, for example. I feel much more alive. I feel more complete finding this hidden person I always had inside me and letting her have equal time.”
“This is crazy talk. I can’t take this.”
“All I’m saying is, maybe you have a hidden person inside you too. Maybe there’s a different identity that you can bring out.”
“Pretty sure I don’t feel it.”
“That’s what I thought too. But now look at me.”
“Where are you going with this? I already told you, it’s over, we’re not doing this, I’m not doing this.”
“Okay,” she said. “Let’s say it’s over. Let’s say we’re done — let’s say we couldn’t get past this.”
“I’m not just saying it, it really is done.”
“Okay,” she nodded. “It’s done. So then, is there anything you stand to lose if you stay for just one evening?”
I squinted hard at her unable to believe my ears. “Stay and do what?”
“Clint says that when animals do this, they all learn their roles and they don’t fight it, they watch it to understand.”
“Watch what exactly?”
She licked her bottom lip and drew her eyes up to me cautiously. She wasn’t sure she should say it. But she decided to plunge ahead. “Me and Clint do it.”
I whistled and laughed. She was really pushing things now.
“I’m serious. It’s what animals do. They watch the act so they really get it. What do you have to lose? You already decided we’re finished. What more could you do?” She shrugged. “Just stay, watch Clint and I, and see if there’s a different person in you as well. There was in me and I was willing to find it, and now I am willing to give it some air and space. I think you should try the same thing. If I’m wrong, then you just go ahead and do what you already decided you’d do.”
“You want me to sit there and watch you fuck the famous Mountain Man?”
She grinned. “You never know what you might enjoy until you actually give it a try.”
“You’re crazy,” I said.
She slapped my arm. “That’s exactly what I told him the first time when we were on the rock!”
“Yeah, but you actually are if you think I’m going to sit there and just watch you like it’s some fucky-fucky show from Patpong Road.”
“Clint said that maybe it would be more comfortable for you if you pretended you were hiding — so like you watch from inside the closet so you don’t have to be embarrassed too much.”
“Clint and you talked an awful lot about me it seems.”
“He understands these things, he’s out there in nature being a natural man all the time after all.”
I actually thought about it for a moment before I caught myself. “This is fucked. No, not going to happen.”
“I saw you just now, you were thinking.”
“I was thinking how insane this is.”
“Since when have you ever let that stop you?” she but she caught herself.
“I can’t even fit in the closet.”
“Let’s pull some of those things out of the way so you can.”
“And what, just sneak out when you’re done?”
“We’ll go have a shower and you can get out then.”
“And I’m supposed to just what? Where do I sleep?”
“Take a hotel room. Clint will sleep here. Just for the weekend. Then you can come back and sleep with me for the week.” She wiggled and smiled like it was all worked out, like it was a peachy-keen plan.
I got up and pulled open the closet doors. “Can’t even see from in here.”
“Go inside and close it, let’s see what you can see.”
I closed the doors on myself. “I’m telling you, I can’t see the bed at all, just the foot of the bed.” I flung the bi-fold doors open again.
“Then we can move the bed. Why don’t we put it against the other wall, make it go this way,” she indicted with her arm, “instead of that way.” She wanted to turn it 90 degrees.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head, but I bent over and we began shifting the bed so the head went against the other wall.
“Okay, I’ll get on the bed, you go in the closet and see if you can see me now.”
I went to the closet and stepped over bags and boxes and shut them on myself.
“Can you see me?” Ashley called from the pillows.
I could, and I told her that. It was madness.
“What about now?” she asked. She moved to the foot of the bed and rolled provocatively onto her back and looked at me upside down.
“I can see.” I rolled my eyes. It was the most absurd thing in every way.
“And now?” she said facing me on her elbows and knees with her ass sticking up  behind her.
“You know I can.”
She climbed off the bed and turned around at the far side to lean far over it while still standing on the floor. She rotated her ass where she stuck it up high behind her. She chuckled and said, “Can you still see me?”
I wasn’t able to reply. We worked silently together to clear the floor of the closet. She took a turn inside and told me to lay on the bed and she tittered from inside.
“Get on your knees like you’re taking a woman from behind,” she called from behind the closed doors.
I did as she asked and humped at nothing in front of me. She came out and met me also on her knees in the middle of the bed. We kissed and she said, “I’m happy you’re willing to try this. I think it’s very brave of you.”
I looked away but she caught my chin with her finger and steered my gaze back to her. “You saw the man in the movie. You can do it too. I don’t think there is any shame in feeling like that — in feeling the things he felt.”
I looked away and she laughed, she rolled over on her back, and she imitated sucking a cock in her mouth with her fist and her tongue in her cheek. “Just don’t shoot it all over everything in there!” she laughed hard.
“He’s going to know I’m in there, isn’t he,” I said.
“It was his idea.”
“I can’t do this.”
“You can, you must! It’s important he says. You have to know the order, all animals do. They are happy when they know the order, much more happier than being at the top of the order even, if they are not meant to be there.”
“What are you saying?”
My wife rolled over and over to the edge of the bed and looked at me over her shoulder. “Clint is on top. But he will let you have me too.”
“I used to be on top.”
“But you let me go with him didn’t you.” she said. “It’s a sign, Clint says. It means the male really wants another above him in the hierarchy.”
I stared at the floor.
“Come here,” she said and she reached her hand out toward me. “Help me up and I’ll let you help me get ready for him.”
“How do you mean?
She stood up and pressed her body against mine. She draped her arms over my shoulders and kissed me lightly on the lips. “You can tell me what to wear for him,” she said quietly, brushing her hips against mine side to side. She licked her lip and grinned and looked at my mouth closely. “Even what to wear underneath,” she whispered. Then she pulled my head over her shoulder and nibbled my ear. “For him to take off me. Your own wife.”
She reached between my legs and found my cock and squeezed me. There was no way to hide the fact that I was raging hard.
Later, I was in place on a chair positioned to face the tiny gap between the doors feeling ridiculous. She promised me she would ask him to pretend he didn’t know I was watching. It was the deal we made. I could hear them laughing and talking and drinking wine in the living room when they came in from dinner out. And I could hear my wife squeal, I could hear her moan occasionally, and then long moments passed when I could hear nothing at all.
Just when I was dying to look, to step out and peek around the doorway, I heard them come in. They were kissing as they walked, arm around each other’s waists. She stopped him right in front of the closet doors at the foot of the bed. She laughed languidly and she kissed him and began to untuck his shirt. They were both so close that if I reached through the door I could touch them. She peeled his shirt back and ran her hands over his shoulders, his chest, and his stomach. He was built like an animal in the wild. He looked nakedly powerful, the kind of man who intimidates animals and who never has to fight.
She didn’t stop at his shirt. She began to feed the tail of his belt through the loop and poked out the pin. She kissed his chest and then his stomach and she slowly made her way down his body to her knees. It was infuriating me and she knew it. She pulled his pants and he lifted his feet for her to remove them from his legs. She still didn’t stop even though I was expiring two feet away behind the door. She pulled his underwear down his legs ignoring the fact his cock sprang up nearly hitting her face.
She glanced at the shadow behind the gap in the closet door and I looked away in shame. But I looked back. She had done her face in such fine make up, she looked like a bride. She lifted his heavy cock and arched her back to get underneath it, to see his face when she played with the underside of his cock with the tip of her tongue. She laughed lightly and gutturally as she tickled the cleft. She kissed it tenderly and she ran her lips lightly over the head. Then she did it again — she looked at the gap in the closet doors. This time I forced myself to keep my eyes open, to keep my face square to what was going on out there.
With my wife’s eyes glued to mine, she opened her mouth ever so slightly and pressed his cock to her lips. She made as if there was resistance, but she smiled, she licked up the underside again, and while closing her eyes from mine, she pushed her face forward and took him ultimately entirely into her mouth.
She faced his stomach and pumped her face up and down his shaft, coating it in her shiny saliva. I watched my wife’s tongue play out and lick his cock even while she sucked on him in and out of her mouth. As if the visual was not enough, she began to moan too, but it was muffled by the size of his cock stuffing her mouth.
She eventually stood up and allowed him to undress her oppositely to how I had only a little earlier dressed her. She faced me and he stood behind her, first untying the knot behind her neck. She was wearing the same blue Marilyn Munro dress as that first night. He gently lowered the top and exposed my wife’s breasts to me, before covering them with his enormous, powerful hands. He squeezed her and she gasped, clutching her hands atop his. She struggled to keep her eyes open and on mine, but she was losing the fight. He undid the sash around her waist and she bent forward, pushing her ass back into his hips. He pulled her dress and it fell like a cloud to crumple on the floor around her heeled ankles. She stepped out of it and turned to face him in only her white floral lace panties. He eased those off her hips too, and she turned to look at me over her shoulder as his hand cupped her bare pussy right in front of my nose.
I thought I would not be able to watch it, but instead I was unable to stop. He pulled my wife with him onto the bed and she crawled over his body as he laid on his back below her. She took his cock in her mouth again and sucked on him with increased vigor. He played in her hair with his fingers. She lowered herself and dragged her nude body over his until she was kissing his mouth again, with her legs parting, and she slipped off his legs so her knees came down outside his hips.
He raised his knees and she pushed herself up pressing her hands into his chest. They murmured together and they laughed and she arched her back and kissed him more, until I saw her hand, rings on her fingers, burgundy polish on her nails, wrap lightly around his cock reaching between her own legs. She toyed with it and she pulled it and petted it. They murmured and laughed together again, and she lowered her hips, removed her hand, and enveloped the head of his cock in the puffed lips of her pussy. If there was any doubt in my mind about how she was feeling, that was laid to rest by the way her glisten ran from her and down over the shaft of his hardened cock. She didn’t hesitate to crash her hips down and take him all the way inside her.
What I was subjected to for the next 40 minutes was every conceivable shape and position for fucking ever conceived. They would pause and get food and drink and come back and continue. When, once, I could tell they were fucking in the kitchen, I ventured out of the closet to see. She was lying on her back with her heels on the edge of the counter, exactly where we eat most meals. And Clint, with his hands holding her by her upraised thighs, hurled himself into her with such ferocity her body jolted so hard I thought he might break her. But those were not cries of pain or fear, they were cries of pleasure and stimulation.
I watched my wife ride him on the couch, I watched him pummel her into the floor by the big windows, and when they were ready, I went back in the closet and watched him take her from behind the very same way she had practiced with me earlier, to make sure I could see. It was only one of her orgasms, when she was penetrated like that, and had just enough awareness and control to lift her head from the bed and, jolting violently from his volleys buried behind her, she gasped, she cried out, and she grinned at me.
True to her word, she took her lover to the shower and I was able to escape without having to show myself.
That was all 5 months ago. He calls when he calls and takes my wife, and she goes without protest or complaint. They either go to his cabin or stay at our place. I don’t go to a hotel anymore — I put a sofa in my office at home and when Clint is over, I sleep there. No one knows, as per my wife’s instructions. When he’s over, in the morning we’re polite to each other. We even have coffee and eggs together. And he’s begun, carefully and with dignity, to talk to me about what I’m doing.
“Some call it being a cuckold,” he said, “a term I find demeaning, and misleading too.” He picked at his teeth and looked down at me. “I believe you’re a Beta.”
I laughed. “How many are there?”
“Alpha, of course,” he said.
“Of course,” I agreed.
“There’s Beta, you, there’s Delta, there’s Gamma, and then there’s Omega. Five.”
“How can you be so sure?”
“I live in the wild. I watch animals all the time, I have to. They are my food. I know who they will defend, and who they will — as they say — throw to the wolves.”
“Do they throw Beta’s to the wolves?”
“No, no,” he smiled a big, broad smile. “I would never let a predator take a Beta of mine. I would kill them for the attempt so they would know: the Beta belongs to the Alpha. You would not be attacked.”
He got up and went to the bathroom. “Omegas,” he called over his shoulder, “maybe not so much,” he laughed.
My wife leaned toward me. “He’s powerful, isn’t he.”
I had never been dominated like that, but I knew the hierarchy he spoke of, if not the terms, working in the world of justice as a lawyer. But I had also never felt better — safer, more cared for, and looked after. I was content, even with my wife leaning on me with the man’s cum in her pussy and him in our shower. It was a weird feeling, but I guess that’s what it feels like to meet the different man inside.




Two Wives in One

“I’d never been inside a truck, inside the cab of a long-haul rig,” Candace said. She was sitting sideways on our expansive white sectional with her right leg folded under her and her right arm stretched out over the back of the couch. Her other hand was tucked between her thighs. She was in her drawstring white ankle cropped sweats and oversized mint-green college hoody. With the way our condo lighting fell from the ceiling on her surrounded like that by the open but night-black windows, she could have been posing for a clothing-model shot. Without even trying, she looked seductive. Without even talking, she sounded flirty.
“What? He came to your office downtown in his actual truck?” I was mirroring her, sideways on the couch, leg tucked up, arm outstretched over the back. I wasn’t ready to touch her yet, though.
“Yeah,” she gazed around as though seeing things not in our condo. “It’s all he has, it’s how he gets around, I guess.”
“You couldn’t just transfer the money digitally?”
“It’s a big deal, the payout at the end of a big class action. People want a little ceremony sometimes, you know that.” She tried to scrunch her long matte blue painted nails into my forearm but I pulled away.
“So he says I brought my rig, want to go take a ride?” I squinted at her judgmentally.
“Not quite like that, but yeah, something like that. They live in those things.”
“Charming.”
“I’m trying to tell you how it happened. I’m trying to explain it to you.”
“And I’m listening, I really am. I’m just . . . I mean, I know, marriages today, cheating, two professional people,” I shrugged. “I mean I knew it could happen, that it probably would happen. I’m glad you’re not lying to me about it I guess.”
“I didn’t think it would happen either — I mean, I guess I also sort of thought in the back of my mind that we’d probably have this conversation like everybody else does at some point, but I thought . . . “
“You thought it would be me.”
She laughed and caught it short. “Yeah, frankly. It never occurred to me that I’d be the type to do that.” She drew a circle on my arm with the pad of her fingertip and I allowed it this time.
“But I was?”
“Not saying that,” she pursed her lips in a constrained smile. “But it was like I discovered there was this other woman inside me. This completely different person — it felt like there was this whole and complete other life that had been living in the same body, but another woman, even though it was still me. I don’t know how to put it.”
“Are you telling me want to leave me?”
“No, no! Exactly the opposite, you have to believe me! I came back into my usual self feeling — I don’t know, elation? I was spiking on something, serotonin, dopamine? It was like a trip, that part where you get home again. I loved coming back to you. After.”
I was willing to listen, I had to give her that much. She lead with the fact that she cheated on me, although she tempered that, saying “cheating” was such a foul word for it. I’d assumed there was no choice in the matter, that when a spouse tells you they did that, it was over but for the arrangements. But we were both inclined to listen first in any situation — she as a paralegal at her class-action specialist firm, me as a legal theoretician at the university. We talked a lot and we listened a lot.
“I love that feeling of getting home,” I had to agree with her on that.
“Yeah, right?”
“It’s the big untold secret, one of the joys of a trip nobody tells you about.”
“So that was the feeling, right? And that’s when I realized, it was like a trip I’d been on. And it began right at the moment I said ‘Yes’ when he asked me if I wanted to see his rig.”
“So this is downstairs?”
“He left it idling in the alley behind our building. I mean here’s this guy, he’s like mid- or late 40s I guess, maybe even 20 years older than me. He’s in jeans and work boots and a plaid flannel shirt and fleece vest, and I’m in my office outfit — my tight high waist pink pencil skirt, my cute black choker-neck fuzzy sweater with the cold shoulders. I was in my ankle-strap platform sandals too — like nothing you’d expect in a trashy alley with oil pools and dumpsters, let alone climbing up into a big old rumbling, coughing truck!” She laughed and ducked her head forward but stopped herself and covered her grin, even used her hand to try pulling the grin off her face.
“Those are big steps aren’t they, climbing up over the fuel tanks?”
“Is that what those are? The big cylinders under the doors?”
“Yep, fuel tanks.”
“Well he’s behind me and he helps me get up but it’s kind of awkward because I can’t lift my leg high enough without hiking up my skirt, it was too tight — I wasn’t expecting to be climbing up into a truck when I was getting ready in the morning.”
“Of course not. Who does.” I stayed deadpan.
“So I can’t make the final step and he just, I don’t know, he’s from a different place, he isn’t like us. He sees I’m sort of stuck half way and he just pushes my ass and I go tumbling up into the driver’s seat and I almost do a summersault into the space between the seats and I’m just laughing my head off so hard I can hardly stop. And so there I am, this pink and black dressed thing laying out on my back over his seat with my skirt almost up around my hips and my knees up with my spikes dug into his seat, and he’s just standing there hanging onto his door and the handle looking at me and . . . “ She pursed her lips and looked sideways and down. “ . . . and it . . .  it just . . .  it transported me to somewhere else. I just felt like I had become someone else suddenly.”
“You just landed like that.”
“Don’t make it sound like that, you make it sound like I was trying to be someone else.”
“A slut maybe?” I said it and instantly regretted it. I was angry though. Was I not allowed to show a little of that? But it was not the effective way to move through that necessary discussion and I knew that.
But she surprised me. It was not the conversation-stopper I expected it to be. She hung her jaw open and crooked, and widened her eyes unevenly, and tilted her head. She held her breath a moment at the top like she was about to let me have it, but then she exhaled with a grin. “A slut,” she shrugged. She couldn’t stop her grin from spreading. “I guess that’s what the word is.”
How many men have conversations like this with their pretty young wives, I wondered. “You like it, don’t you.” I was amazed at how she was trying the word on for size.
“No!” she protested, but she gleamed and covered her broad, nervous, embarrassed smile.
“You’re a slut,” I tried it on too.
“Stop it!” she shrieked and she playfully threw a pillow at me. She struggled to purse her lips but the corners of her mouth pulled up.
“So what happened next?”
“Well I’m lying there and it’s kind of, I don’t know, close I guess, and he says ‘Go look in the back,’ and I said, ‘Okay,’ and he reaches over my body and lets me hold his arm to pull myself up and I end up rolling over onto my hands and knees on his seat because I’m looking around the back of his seat into the sleeper part and it’s all dark in there.”
“He’s still standing behind you.”
“Yeah,” she said coiling and uncoiling in the couch beside me. “I guess he kind of pushed my skirt up too, a bit higher.”
“He what? He pushed your skirt up?”
“Kind of, yeah.” She squirmed in the cushions and folded her arms over her chest and pulled her knees up together.
“So your skirt is over your hips now?”
“Over my waist.”
“And he says ‘go in the back’?”
“He took my panties off first.”
“What the fuck Candace?”
“I told you, it was different. I felt like someone else.”
“He’s standing in the door pulling your panties off?”
“No no,” she shook her head at me. “He closed the door.”
“But he’s outside? I don’t get it.”
“He’s inside.”
“On his seat?”
“Yeah,” she says in a tiny squeamish voice.
“I thought you were on his seat on your hands and knees.”
“I was,” she says in an even quieter voice.
“He’s sitting in his seat and you’re on his seat too on your hands and knees?”
“Yeah uh-huh,” she looked down at the couch between us and picked absently at the fabric.
“You’re on top of him?”
“Not touching him. Over him like.”
“But this is when he takes your panties off?”
“The door was closed!”
“That makes it okay?”
“I was sort of stuck there. I couldn’t stop him.”
“And your shoes?”
“He wanted me to keep them on.”
“So now you’re in your skirt and top with no panties?”
“He made me put the panties back on.”
“When?”
“When we got in the back and when I got on his bed. And after he told me to take my skirt off.”
“You’re on his bed back there?”
“That’s all there is to sit on.”
“Jesus, Candace. You’re sitting on his bed?”
“Kind of half laying on it, sideways, I was leaning against the back sort of on my elbows.”
“And he tells you to take your skirt off?”
“He didn’t tell me.”
“Well how did you know he wanted it off?”
“He just sort of tugged them off.”
“For fuck sakes, weren’t you scared about what was going on?”
“I felt a lot of things, yes.”
“And so he tells you to put the panties back on?”
“He didn’t say it.”
“What did he do?”
“He kind of just tossed them at me.”
“So you put them on again?”
“It’s what he wanted.”
“And whatever he wanted, you would do?”
She paused and bit her lip. It was a bigger question than I thought it was. Finally she lifted her shoulders and looked at me and said, “Yes. Whatever.”
“What did he want next?”
“For me to take my top off.”
“And did you?”
She just nodded like a girl in trouble.
“So now you’re on his bed in your panties and bra and your shoes?”
“He’s on the bed, I was standing now.”
“It’s the middle of the workday downtown,” I reminded her.
“He had a curtain that he pulled between the seats and the sleeper.”
“Why?” I shook my head at her in disbelief.
“I told you!” she grimaced. “It felt like this other person.”
“So then what?”
“Well that’s when things sort of you know . . . “
“What?”
“He said I should give him a lap dance like that.”
“He’s in a seat?”
“No he was in his bed, lying sideways, the bed is sideways and he’s propped up against the headboard like on one end.”
“And he tells you to do a lap dance?”
“Yeah uh-huh,” she says and I can tell she was breathing harder.
“Do you even know what a lap dance is?”
“I think I had a pretty good idea.”
“And you thought this was a smart thing to do?”
“I told you already, there wasn’t thinking, it was the opposite of thinking. I think all day, I’m chief strategist at the firm, what do you think I’m doing day in and day out? I do nothing but think things through. Just. Down there in his truck, it was . . . “
“What, Candace, what was it?”
“ . . . it was a relief to not do any thinking, to not figure out what anything would look like or mean, to not be constantly living in the future of consequences, but to just be really and truly in the moment, to not assess risk all the bloody time.”
“Well you certainly suspended that personality trait of yours sufficiently well.”
“He put some music on,” she began again, looking blankly at the floor. “The truck was vibrating. It was idling. It’s like a deeply muffled bass-beat inside. He just expected me to do what he told me to do, it was like he knew the kind of woman I was more than I did. I was still getting used to the feeling that there was even someone else inside me, but he . . . he knew her already so well. He just laid back and let me do it however I wanted to. He turned the music up — he didn’t even want to talk. We hardly talked at all. It was all just . . . “ she closed her eyes tight and curled her fists hard. “ . . . bodies. Just body language.”
Candace and I were friends first, long before we became lovers, and then it was a long time before we became exclusive to each other, and only after a lot of that, did we marry. By that time, it was pretty much a tax advantage and not much else. And we talked a lot through every stage — we’re both big talkers. As friends at college, she told me about dates, the ones that went well just as much as those that went bad.
“Does he know you tell me about him in every detail?” I once asked her about a guy she dated for a few months.
“He doesn’t own me,” she replied then. Much of what we talked about, and much of what we both became adept at professionally as well, had to do with possession and just how many tenths of the law it really was. I did my articling in copyright law, for example. “I own my experiences, I can do with them what I please,” she said.
Possession and its intricacies was a central theme for us when we began sharing a bed. We both strayed and then we both examined the behavior and took it apart and argued like legal experts about experience, ownership claims, and degrees of relationships. We openly and expressly chose to become exclusive with each other but only because we both noted how others who came into our orbits didn’t react as dispassionately as we had become practiced at. We got married and acknowledged it was a tighter bond being wrapped in legalese, and though it brought higher expectations of exclusivity, we both said it with a wink.
Having said that, neither of us, to the best of my knowledge, had broken the vow until now. It was the first test. And to be honest, I wasn’t that bothered that she did it, not nearly as much as I was intrigued by who she did it with, where, and under what thought process. I was prepared for a confession following an out of town conference where a lawyer was met at the bar, that sort of thing. But a client, a long-haul trucker? In his sleeper cab idling in the alley? The middle of downtown in the middle of a weekday? It blew my mind — and her talk of feeling like a slut, of exploring some newly-found personality from deep inside her? It sent my mind into outer space.
“I let my hair fall down over my face. I undid his jeans. He just tucked his arms behind his head and watched me like he was watching his little TV back there. I pulled his pants down. I fell back and laughed and pulled them off his legs inside out. I just kept going — it was so dirty, it was so good!” She clenched my arm in her hand.
“His cock was standing up,” she curled her lips inside her teeth. “I wrapped my hand around it. It was hot and heavy and felt like velvet wrapped around steel. I began to pump it in both my hands and looked up at his face but he was perfectly expressionless. He wasn’t giving me anything back. I might as well have been a mannequin, a robot. He didn’t care what I felt or thought, he just wanted his cock sucked. There was nothing shared. There was no consideration. No intimacy. It was just mechanical. And something about that,” she leaned forward and pushed both her hands into my thighs. “It made me want to go further.”
“Why would feeling nothing make you feel more?”
“Maybe it was the way he made me realize I didn’t owe him anything either. It was an unusual feeling, to be like that with someone and have no second thoughts, no concerns, no wondering about what would come next, no nothing at all. It wasn’t like being in the here and now, it wasn’t like cleaning the mind, it was like . . . “ She inhaled and rolled her tongue around her mouth as though feeling out the words inside. “. . . it was like there was no time, no now, and no space, it was nowhere, there was no ‘here.’ And there was no mind. I didn’t calm my mind or redirect it or anything like that. I just vacated it. I had no mind. It was the other person, and it really was like another person, another woman, and I was just eyes and ears and touch and feel and nothing more, just a passive recipient of sensory input with no will, no input at all. I mean someone was deciding on things, someone was choosing what to do, obviously. But it didn’t feel like that was me, if you know what I mean.”
“‘Flow,’ is how I’ve heard of it said before. Athletes who execute plays without thinking, time slowed down or stopped, they say they watch themselves rather than choose or do.”
“Yeah,” Candace smiled like someone on drugs. “Like that. I leaned over and watched my hands move up and down on his cock and I looked up at him and smiled because I was feeling this very strange set of sensations, like I was out of my body, but it wasn’t unpleasant, it wasn’t frightening, it was comforting somehow, like I was in control on a higher level, I was hyper aware of everything, every sound, every sensation of touch, every wave of vibration from the engine, but at the same time, I was an observer only of what I was doing. Even when I came down onto him and pressed the head of his cock against my pursed lips and laughed and then pressed harder — I wanted to give him the sensation of overcoming my resistance, it was playful of me and I laughed at myself like I was watching a show about me, not actually feeling like it was me.”
“But what . . . “ I began.
“Shh,” Candace quieted me. She moved closer to me on the couch so her body was leaning fully against mine and she undid my pants and lightly, gingerly, fished my cock out. She was not at all surprised to find me hard. With her mouth nearly against my cheek, she said, “I took him inside my mouth. I had to open wide, it was so big. It was veiny. It was hard. He ran his hands into my hair and pushed me and I took him deeper into my mouth until he tickled the back of my throat and I gagged and came off but he wasn’t kind or gentle, he just let me clear my throat and shoved my head back down so I had to take him into my mouth again. And I realized, he just wants a blow job, pure and simple. It was so clear and direct. So I just got down to the business of sucking him off.”
I wanted to ask something but she put her finger against my lips and nibbled at my ear where she spoke quietly. “He ran his hands over my body like it was his to do with what he pleased. And in that time and place, it was. When he pulled at my bra strap, I knew what he wanted so I sat up on my calves and undid it and let it slide down my arms. He was rough though. He grabbed my breasts and squeezed and pulled. He made me cry out and pant and whimper. It was ridiculous, I thought. He was just using my body for his own sexual gratification but my body, it was responding in ways I didn’t recognize and certainly didn’t approve of. I mean it wasn’t his to abuse like that, he didn’t negotiate anything, we didn’t even talk. But he wanted it and so he just took it.
“I wanted to slow things down — I was still trying to think. But he was big and strong and usually I rebel against that, but he lifted me up and tugged my panties off, and all I could think was, well, he did put them on me, I guess he had that right. It was the craziest thing. It was like I was nothing like how I am in a meeting upstairs, how I am anywhere else in my life — in control, on top of things, anticipating, choosing, executing.”
“Being an agent of your own life,” I said.
“Being my own agent, yes. That wasn’t even a possibility with him. It was like being naked with another species. He opened my legs like he was holding onto boat’s oars and if I didn’t fall back he was going to injure me, he was so brutish, he was so unable to communicate. And when I fell on my back with my legs sticking straight up and spread far apart, he just dove down between my thighs and began to lick and kiss and slobber all over me down there.”
“All over your pussy.”
“My cunt,” she whispered in my ear with a grin and a poke of her tongue. She shivered and squeezed my cock hard in both her hands. “He calls it my cunt,” she corrected me.
“Did he make you cum?” I asked her, knowing the answer would be no, she didn’t cum easily and going down on her, while it sometimes sent her over, took a lot of slow, gentle maneuvering, a lot of care, and a lot of patience. I was surprised though.
“Immediately, and explosively.” She inhaled with jagged control and was unable to stop herself plunging her head down between my legs and greedily shoving my cock in her mouth. She pulled up and crawled over me as I fell back against the arm of the couch. “He made me cum so hard,” she sounded like she was crying. “It was incredible.”
“I  don’t understand,” I said to her.
“I don’t either,” she was still whimpering. “He didn’t give me time to wonder about it, he just landed over on top of me,” she went on. She had pulled the lace of her sweats and yanked the waist band down over her hips. She pushed and squirmed with her knees and legs until she was straddling my lap and she leaned over me again and licked my cheek and eyes sloppily.
“He just shoved his cock in me,” she said. “He didn’t ask, he didn’t even indicate, he didn’t care if I had other ideas, he just shoved himself in.” She threw her head back and grunted at the ceiling of our condo. She pressed her hands into my chest and arched deeply in her back and jutted her chest out. “He fucked me badly, Manny, right there in the cab of his truck in the alley downtown in the middle of the day,” she panted and whined. She tugged down the front of her red thong lace panties and she fumbled clumsily with my cock until the head popped inside — she was so wet, I had to look in case something was wrong.
“He just kept pounding me,” she cried out, thrusting her hips down into mine and pinching the skin of my chest in her fingers. “I braced my feet against the ceiling of the cab and grabbed the edges of his mattress. He fucked me so hard, Manny,” she cried again. “Fuck,” she shouted in a whisper.
She collapsed and squirmed over my body like an eel moving through water. “He manhandled me. He tossed me around like a pillow. He rolled me over onto my stomach and hauled my legs back up so my ass stuck up and he pried me apart again like I was a wishbone. I knew what he was going to do. I looked at him over my shoulder where my cheek was on its side on his bed. I pleaded with him with my eyes but he wasn’t even looking. He knelt behind my ass, Manny.”
“Did he fuck you like that?” I said inside her ear.
She moved on me to a violent degree, sliding up and down so fast and hard, my cock flicked out and got rubbed between our stomachs before she frantically grabbed it and shoved her hips back down over it. “He did,” she finally cried out and she bit my neck and shoulder so hard we saw after she had drawn blood and left obvious teeth scars.
“He rammed me too hard like that and my head was being pushed up against the wall of the cab and I tried to tell him but he just kept pounding me and pulling my hips in his huge hands so hard it was like it wasn’t my body at all.”
She rolled off of me without either of us finishing and she squeezed herself between me and the back of the couch. She draped her arm over my chest and her leg over my stomach and hips. She spoke in a low guttural tone against my ear. “He just kept fucking me like that. He made me cum again. I was just a warm bag of jello by then. I was nothing. I had no mind, I had no sensations. I was just held up as though by a clothes hanger and I was banged like that, I was beaten like that, like a carpet over a clothes line.”
She curled against me and petted my chin and cheek. “And then he ejaculated and pulled out and threw a rag at me to wipe myself with. I got dressed and he was already in his seat staring out the window like he was already miles away down the highway. I climbed down out the passenger door and he didn’t even look at me when I went up the alley again and back inside.”
“I don’t understand how this was a good time for you,” I said.
“Of course I don’t either,” she replied. “I went up and went to the bathroom and got myself together and got my make up back on.”
“But wait,” I stopped her. “You said you were with him Saturday, that was Tuesday.”
She licked her lips and sighed softly as though trying to do it secretly. “He called me a few days after that.”
“Wait, this happened more than once?”
“I think that’s why I had to tell you.”
“You told me you had an emergency to deal with at the office Saturday.”
“I lied. I didn’t want to lie anymore. That’s why I had to tell you.”
“But you sound like there’s going to be more.”
“He called again. He wants me to go with him to this bar he goes to.”
“To which you said ‘No,’ of course.”
“That’s just it,” she breathed heavily against me. “I can’t say no to him. He calls and I go to him. He doesn’t have that power over me, but he has it over that other woman inside me.”
“This sounds nuts.”
“He called me Saturday and told me he had something for me to put on.”
“What was it?”
“A very delicate lace burgundy body suit, with high hips and a cute ribbon bow that tied around the neck.”
“You sound like you loved it.”
“I didn’t think I liked those things, I never wore things like that before. He had to help me figure out how to get into it. But when we got it on, he wanted me to stand by the window and let him watch me walk around in it. He liked it when I pretended he wasn’t even there.”
“Where was this?”
“He lives in a trailer park by the freeway.”
“Jesus Christ, Candace.”
“I know.”
“So he just wants to watch you parade around in these pieces of underwear he bought you?”
“And put on make up and dress and undress for him.”
“Just that?”
“No,” she said sheepishly, pushing her face into my chest. “He was pulling on his cock watching me. And then got up off his bed and started touching me all over, squeezing me, holding me. He pushed me against the wall face first and he spread my cheeks with his hands and he just pushed the lingerie aside and shoved his cock into me.”
“And you like this.”
“It doesn’t feel like it’s about me,” she said thoughtfully. “He just left me against the wall and went to the kitchen for a beer. I came after him and found him there so I pulled myself up on the little counter and spread my legs for him. I rubbed my cunny for him and pulled my heels up to the edge of the counter.”
“You enticed him to treat you that way.”
“He stood there with his hand on his hip holding a can of beer with his other hand and shoved his cock into me hard and deep and I fell back on the counter and had to reach down and hold onto the edge or he would have shoved me off.”
“So that’s how he finished with you that time?”
“No. He went to his big easy chair and I crawled on the floor on my hands and knees. There was already a game on. I sucked him off while he watched.”
“This is so not you,” I shook my head.
“That’s what I’ve been telling you. When he came, I tried to keep him in my mouth, but he pulled himself out and made himself shoot his cum all over me.”
“Where?”
“My neck.”
“Just your neck?”
“Down here,” she said, dragging her fingernails down the front of her hoody.
“On your breasts?”
“All over my tits,” she smiled, knowing I would find her use of that word shocking. “And my stomach. And then also . . . “ she bit her lip and pushed her body against mine. “My face,” she whispered.
“How can you like that, it’s so degrading,” I said recoiling from her with a sour frown.
“ I loved it,” she grinned against my face.
“And now what, he called again?”
“He wants to bring me to his bar.”
“Well you’re not going.”
“He wants me to come to his truck. It’s at a stripper bar with a big truck parking lot behind it out highway 9. It’s called ‘Joe’s,’ can you believe it?” she squealed and squirmed against me.
“A fucking strip club?”
“I think ‘club’ would be too classy a word for it.”
“You’re not going.”
“I don’t have a choice.” She sat up and pushed her hair around her head. “I have to get ready. You can drive me, but I’ll get a taxi home.”
“You want me to drive you out highway 9 to this Joe’s place?”
“Joe’s Pit Stop,” she giggled and pushed herself up from the couch. She walked away from me pulling strands of hair down across her mouth. She half spun before disappearing down the hall to our bedroom and tugged the front of her sweats and her black panties down to flash me her pussy. “He wants to fuck his tight little cunny again,” she laughed, and she spun around and shut the bedroom door laughing and squealing.
It was not the time for me to make my stand and it was certainly not easy to negotiate new lines under those conditions. I couldn’t very well say, “this but no further,” when she had already gone a lot further than any line I might have drawn up before. But the fact I hadn’t drawn a line before left it vague regarding lines, transgressions, rules, and possessions. The point was, after all we’d shared from the earliest days, though this was something on a different level, it was not different in kind. We never did say we were serious about monogamy and we were too knowledgeable and sophisticated to expect a hard rule about affairs, even if it was said and promised in the ceremony. We were both in the legal profession — we well knew the prevalence of breaching.
She came out dressed in cowboy boots and a wide, short dress. She had a lot of costumes in her closet. She always loved dressing up. In the car, she propped her boots up on the dash and slumped down low in the car seat. She gathered her skirt up to her hips and showed me her panties. “Do you think he’ll like these?” She had on floral white lace low-rise hipsters. “They look nice,” I had to agree. She pulled them aside and showed me how wet she was already. “He said he’s going to show me how lap dances are done,” she said, as she slid her middle finger up and down in the crease between her puffed lips. “He wants me to learn it right.”
I looked over at her and she raised her other arm over her head and gripped the back of the head rest and rotated her hips around her finger with her eyes falling down half lidded. Cars and trucks passed on both sides and the lights overhead were certainly bright enough. It was like she had no awareness.
“You know,” I started.
She smiled widely, rolled her head sideways with blissed-out eyes, and made as though she wanted to suck on something with her lips and tongue gasping.
“It’s hard to reconcile your office self, your paralegal personality, running meetings, doing PowerPoints on the top floor, walking hard and loud down the hallways of offices, with your, whatever this is, self, the way you look right now.”
“Do you want me to stop?” she said dreamily like she was drugged.
I drove on not answering but looking at her as much as I could with an eye on traffic. She was masturbating in view of anyone passing who wanted to look. And she was soaking. I could see her glistening lips shine with each passing highway light standard.
We got to Joe’s and slowed down. It was a puddle-strewn field of mud that surrounded a lone, neon-lit tavern surrounded by mean-looking rows of trucks. She pulled her panties up and pushed her dress down and lowered her feet to sit up straight.
“Look for number 32,” she said. Above the trucks on tall poles hung metal plates with numbers. “There,” she said, “but don’t stop right in front.”
I stopped in front of number 30, an empty slot. She turned to me and curled her bottom lip between her teeth with an expression of guilt. Her make up bordered on gaudy. She used a sky blue eye shadow, thick, and heavy toned rouge. Her lips were crimson and her perfume was strong — cinnamon and something smokey. She wore a black velvet choker and long busy earrings.
“Oh wait,” she said. She slipped off a boot and planted her foot on the dash again.
“What’s that?” I said, seeing her fish from her purse a bracelet.
“He said if I was married,” she grunted to reach to her ankle. “I should wear this.”
“What it is?”
“Can you put it on for me, it’s too hard!” she laughed.
I clasped the bracelet around her ankle. Before she could pull her foot off the dash and push her boot back on, I seized her calve and pulled it up to my face. It made her body spin in her seat and fall on her back so her dress fell up around her hips. I  pulled her ankle close to my face to read the pendant in the dark. It was a heart-shape thing with the word “Hotwife” on it.
I let her go and she pushed her foot back down her boot and came around to my side of the car. I put the window down and she leaned in to kiss me. I said to her, “No.”
“No, what?” she replied.
I kissed her back and I whispered in her ear. “No, I don’t want you to stop.”
She hunched her shoulders up to her ears, stuck her tongue out between her rows of teeth, and puffed air out her nose and emitted a high-pitched squeal. She grinned like someone getting away with something. She leaned further down but she also turned around to look over her shoulder at his truck looming there. She scrunched her hand into the crotch of her dress and pressed her bending knees together and twisted on her cute boots digging into the gravely mud. “He’s going to be so hard on my poor little cunny,” she said to me through the window.
She kissed me, she twirled around, and she clasped her hands together behind her back. She high-stepped to the side of his truck. She turned and gave me a little fluttering finger wave with her long slender fingers before she went into the shadows between the trucks. I could see the dome light go on and the passenger door open. And I could see my wife climb up into the cab and shut the door behind her.
Before I drove away, I texted her. “Let me know when to come pick you up — don’t call a taxi.”
“Thank you,” she said. “He has to hit the road at 4, so be here then?”
I crunched my eyes and tugged the hair on the front of my head and grimaced. I didn’t know what I was doing, I didn’t understand how I could do this, and I couldn’t tell where it was going. But I wrote her back. “See you at 4.”
“Love you,” she wrote back. I drove to the end of the row and turned around and drove back past all the trucks. I leaned down to see into the passenger window of her truck. She was there: she blew me a kiss through the window and smiled, just before I saw her face suddenly tug back and grimace in both pain and pleasure, and disappear between the seats and down into the back of the cab. She had already lost her dress.
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