
        
            
                
            
        

    



Cuckolds Who Make Their Wives Cheat





8 previously published stories about arousal from infidelity





JL Sanders




PMI







Copyright © 2020 PMI and JL Sanders



All rights reserved



The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.



No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.



immedian@gmail.com





Contents





Title Page



Copyright



I Made My Wife Cheat



She Knew I Watched Her Cheating



I Made My Wife a Cheater



Can’t Stop My Wife Cheating



I Turned My Wife into a Cheater



The Movie



I Let My Wife Cheat



Cheating with the Stars



Books By This Author






I Made My Wife Cheat


















[image: ]












T

 he first time I thought something was going on, Nicole was making strange sounds in the back seat of my car with Josh. We were driving back in the growing dark from an antique place. Josh came with us — “Nothing else going on today,” he shrugged when Nicole, my always-stunning petite brunette wife, knocked on his door. He was going to be staying in our basement guest suite for a few days setting up a new office.

Nicole turned heads. Her long dark hair flew around her head like a black flame and her dark, piercing eyes pinned men to the wall. She liked wearing tight fitting fitness outfits everywhere like she was always on her way to a jog. Her body is what you’d call sculpted and she knew it — she loved turning heads, women’s as well as men’s. She was all head thrown back, big loud belly laugh type of fun gal.

Nicole couldn’t pass up on a mid-century mahogany coffee table and it wouldn’t fit anywhere but in the front seat pushed all the way back. So Nicole sat in the middle of the back seat and Josh sat behind me. I could see Nicole’s smoldering eyes in the rear view mirror and she watched my eyes too. Very closely, I thought. I also saw her eyes close as if involuntarily, and little furtive smiles break out and collapse on her full, velvet red matte lips. I knew Josh couldn’t keep his eyes off her — no normally functioning man could. I guess he wasn’t keeping his hands off her either.

I watched the way he checked her out every time she was up and down getting us drinks and nosh in our den when Josh first showed up. And I could see what the attention was doing to Nicole as well. I even blurted out laughing at one point they were both being so obvious but I covered my tracks well when I realized they believed they were both hiding things. Nicole couldn’t stop twisting her fingers in her hair and casting her fetching little smiles at him.

It was my idea that Josh could spend some time in our unused suite. “Why not?” I said to Nicole, playfully punching her shoulder.

“I don’t know,” she said, staring at her toes and turning red. She was always so restrained. I was her first. She hardly ever mentioned things she wanted and talking about fantasies was just not part of our equation. But seeing her getting all stirred up around Josh was giving me terrible ideas.

Josh looked to her immediately when I said it. Most women threw themselves at Josh. He was the archetypical man’s man — that natural born leader type. He was compelling and interesting and funny, everything that most men only dreamed of being, even just one of those things. He had confidence too. He knew he was sexy without trying. He was the kind of guy women just wanted to have sex with. He was good at that too. I should know — I shared an apartment with him for two years back in college.  

It was one long line of women at his bedroom door. And they didn’t even mind what a player he was. I got to listen to it through the wall. He looked after them well — he had a lot of return customers. Now he was out in the wild making his name in high end condo sales. He came to town looking to set up a satellite shop and needed just a few weeks.

“Stay downstairs,” I said.

“Oh bruh, that’s too much, no,” he demurred.

“Josh, it’s no problem. Nicole and I set it up for someone. Maybe you can stay down there and then let us know what we do to make it rent higher — you know everything about how things should look.”

“I’m sure I’d be crowding your space,” he objected again.

“I don’t mind,” Nicole managed in a tiny broken voice.

“What was that honey?” I pretended to not hear her.

“It’s find with us,” she said directly to Josh, her eyes lighting up like she was burning inside.

I looked over at Josh. He knew he ladies and he knew what he was looking at when he looked at Nicole. I looked back at the screen we were watching a silent football game on with the tunes cranked up. I knew he’d be checking me out to see if I noticed what was exchanged between my old college buddy and my wife. I didn’t see anything on my face.

That was Friday evening. He went back to his hotel and came back with his bags Saturday afternoon. From the crack of dawn Saturday, Nicole was a madwoman making his place ready for him. She went shopping and when she returned, I was amazed. “But Dan, it’s like our first b’n’b customer, it has to be right!”

She had a bottle of wine in the fridge, and beers, in addition to cheeses and sausages and crackers and everything else she could think of. The bathroom was done up like a hotel — she spared no expense.

“You’re pretty excited about this, Nicky,” I pointed out.

She blushed. “It’s just a customer. I’m just making it ready.”

“It’s just Josh,” I said to her.

She tried to hide her face from me and bit her lip, but I saw it. “Is that his name?” she said. “Of course it is, dummy,” she hid herself in the bathroom. I’d never seen her like that before.

I told her Josh texted me to say he was probably going to come at 2. “He’s got work, he says, for a couple hours that he can do down there,” I told her. She paced like a caged panther. To say she was inhibited would be understating things. She loved flirting, but she never followed through. When I caught her flirting and pointed it out, she’d flatly deny it and claim she was just being neighborly or a good host. She said I was being coarse when I insisted she was flirting. She would never admit to being aroused.

By one in the afternoon, she was upstairs in her huge closet. If there’s one thing unrestrained about Nicole, it’s spending on fine clothes, both of the visible kind and the not so visible. She must have had a hundred stockings and as many panties and bras. She had more dresses than anything, and that was on top of the hoodies, the tank-tops, the sweaters, the t-shirts, even cropped and faux-torn types. She looked dazzling whether in ripped faded jeans and flat sandals or in satin skin tight dressy trousers and tall black stilettos.

I loved taking her out to different functions knowing all the guys were going to be losing their shit seeing the way she looked, and me, strutting around beyond confident knowing it was impossible to imagine anything ever happening between her and anybody. That’s why I never minded her accidental flirting around. If I ever even mentioned a second of jealousy, she’d have been aghast at the mere thought of fooling around. Sometimes I felt like I was dangling a tasty morsel for the starving boys, knowing I could yank up the fishing line the second any of them so much as reached with just calling her by her name. She was as innocent as a front lawn on a summer day.

Josh came right at 2 and it was Nicole who literally pushed past me to get the door. She looked crazy delicious in faded jeans and hot pink hoody. Her hair was done too, I noted. We all three went down the inside stairs and the first thing Nicole showed him was that he had his own entrance, “of course!” she blushed again.

She showed him every tiny little thing about the place. When she got to the fridge, she showed him that it was stocked with wine and goodies, “Just in case you have a visitor,” she nearly lost her voice. “A special visitor,” she said, embarrassing herself even more. Josh even looked at me to see if she was going to be okay. I pretended to notice nothing. Seeing Nicole get like that was something new to me.

Later, when we though to go to that antique place to see if that table was still there — “It would be so perfect for the suite!” she exclaimed in a cute pitched whine — it was my idea, again, that she should knock on his “own private entrance” and see if he wanted to come along.

“Should I?” She sounded like a teen told she should phone her crush.

When we wandered around the massive place, I couldn’t help noticing that she kept brushing against Josh, whether by accident or design, she covered it up well. Whenever all three of us were looking at something together, she seemed to pull against him like he was a magnet. When we split up looking at our own things, I usually found her near or right beside — even touching and pressing against — Josh. He was cool about it, but she was so close against him the whole time, he could not be unaware she was flat-out coming onto him. She probably didn’t know herself — she probably didn’t know what was going on with her womanly chemicals and hormones. Josh had that effect on women, and Nicole seemed smitten.

“We should get back,” I said, “Long evening ahead — we can have drinks by the pool for sundown,” I suggested.

“Did you pack a bathing suit?” Nicole asked Josh.

“No,” said Josh.

“Mm,” said Nicole with an unmistakable but tiny and brief pursed-lip smile. Not, “Too bad,” or “Dan has one for you,” or “We should get you one.” Just “Mm,” like she couldn’t control the thoughts the whole thing was giving her, like she didn’t trust her mouth to be allowed to speak in case it said something she didn’t want heard. I’d never seen my wife in such a war between her thoughts and her self-control.

We struggled with the table this way and that in the hatch but it wasn’t going to fit. Nor would it go in the backseats, not without taking up the whole back seat. But with the front seat reclined all the way and pushed back, we finally got the thing inside beside me. The fact was, one of the back seats could have been folded forward and it would have slid right in. I said it wouldn’t work without even trying. I had my own thing going on too. And so Nicole ended up in the back sitting in the middle, up against Josh who sat in the back seat behind me. She had perfumed herself in the bathroom before we piled in — “gotta go!” she had said discreetly to me.

Nicole pulled the hoody up over her head and sank back into the back seat. “All okay for everyone back there?” I said half over my shoulder.

“Lots of room,” said Josh.

“Mm-hm,” hummed Nicole. She slouched down, but not so low her eyes were not captured on my mirror — or mine for her, I well knew. She was being such a mink!

Even though I have a great back-up camera, I used the opportunity to back out of our parking slot to turn right around and get a good eyeful of the layout in the backseat. Josh, a big, fit man, wide in the shoulders, big in the chest, took up most of the space. Nicole was forced to sit back against half his chest and shoulder. She had begun by sitting up not leaning on him, but that was impractical. She leaned lightly at first but quickly she let her weight rest against Josh. Her hair, wild and fabulous, was partly in his face. Her legs were pressed together squeezing her hands between her knees. She and I met glances and she puffed air out her nose and her eyes flared. She tried but she could not hide how excited she was. The hoodie only hid so much. She looked like she was buzzing like a high voltage line in the fog. Before I straightened myself in the drivers’ seat, I caught sight of one of Josh’s hands on the door rest, but the other hand was hidden somewhere behind or under Nicole. She looked out the front window with the wide-eyed innocence of a doe. I pulled on the headlights and headed out on the darkening highway — it was already nearly sundown.

I thought I heard either a new squeak in the car, or someone making a brief high-pitched sound. I put on the radio to help cover up any other sounds that might emerge. Nobody was talking and that was fine with me. I glanced in the mirror. Nicole had been watching my eyes but darted away. She resumed staring straight forward, but now with startled, frozen look of an animal caught. I turned to the road again but could see in the corner of my eye her eyes relax, roll back in her sockets, and her mouth drop open like she quickly exhaled a breath of trapped air.

I drove on silently. I could hear the sounds of fidgeting and I was almost positive I heard Nicole’s whispered “Stop!” I let it go awhile before glancing in the mirror again. Nicole had pulled her hoody far over her face and was looking out the far side window. But I could just see enough of her side profile to notice that her eyes kept fluttering closed and her mouth cracking open. I heard the sound of a slap and then I saw Nicole bring her hand to her face as though to hide it. Behind her fingers in the passing of oncoming headlights, I saw her eyes close for longer, and her teeth bite her finger. I swear I could also see her body contort slightly to jut her chest out and roll her head back.

When we got home Nicole as much as flung herself out of the car and with her hoody still up, she tore into the house and disappeared. Josh watched her go and looked at me and shrugged his shoulders. He helped me carry the table inside and we took it down to his suite. Here is how conniving I can be. He wanted to put it in front of the lovely couch. Of course that was where it belonged, but I insisted that Nicole would have thought it should go in front of the patio doors that lead out to the pool patio.

Josh stayed downstairs “to settle in a bit” and unpack more clothes. I went back upstairs for a bite and to fix drinks all around. When Nicole reappeared, she seemed agitated and flustered and didn’t know what to do or where to go. She had changed into her bikini with a great looking sheer robe around her that made her look angelic. The bikini she chose — she had at least 20 of them — was maybe one of those only a husband is supposed to see. It wasn’t that it was skimpy, though it was certainly that. It was the style of cut and the fit. It was a bikini in name only and looked way more like sexy times underwear. She didn’t ask so I told her — “I put the new table in front of the patio doors.”

“What!?” she nearly popped her eyes out.

“I thought that’s where you said it should it go, I told Josh that’s what you said.” I lied well.

She screamed — she liked the drama too — and fled downstairs, the gorgeous robe flying from her shoulders like smoke. I called after her, “going out on the patio, show Josh how the lock works on the patio door.” I stayed upstairs taking time fixing drinks. I could hear her knock on his door and I could hear him open it for her. And, being Josh, I knew I would hear it — there it was — the door closed again when she went in.

How long does it take to move a coffee table about ten feet? I went out on the patio and set drinks for them by two recliners next to each other and picked the third one facing the pool. Twenty minutes went by. Even I was getting concerned and I was the one that sent her down there dressed like that, in the state I knew she was in from the car ride home. I’d never seen her so antsy.

Finally, the patio French doors were flung open. I turned to see Nicole step out and begin talking to loud to Josh behind her, making sure I was hearing her describe in overly intricate detail how to lock and unlock the patio doors. She also giggled though as though even she knew the whole charade was starting to sound and look ridiculous. Josh played along with her act and kept asking more and more minute questions about the doors.

The pool was heated and we had a fire pit that I made sure was warmed up nicely. Under the pin lights and the underwater pool lights, the patio at sunset and after was a romantic la-la land. Nicole finished her drink more quickly than normal and I made sure she was immediately restocked without being asked. I watched her relax. She stretched her arm up and under her head and got more easy going about asking Josh all sorts of questions about what he does, where he learned his craft, even what his relationship status was and how he lives life “that way.” That way, he had explained, was to not be pinned down, “Not that I see relationships as any form of being pinned down,” he clarified quickly. “It’s just not for me.”

Nicole audibly puffed air out her nose and stood up to make a bit of a show of letting the robe slide from her body and gracefully drop like a feather behind her onto her recliner before stepping like a model on a catwalk to the edge of the pool to test the temperature with her toe. “Mmm,” she moaned, “so warm,” she said looking at Josh before catching herself and darting a glance at me. “Thanks for getting the water nice, honey,” she said.

She was giddy. She even laughed when she looked back at Josh and then she did something I wouldn’t have expected. She used her foot to splash water at him and she laughed and said “Don’t be chicken! Get in too!” and she jumped in. When she came up again from under the surface, she looked like something out of a dream with her hair around her shoulders and water running in rivulets down her chest and over her mounds.

Josh looked at me and back at Nicole. He gestured back at himself, at his clothes, his meaning being, I told you I had no bathing suit.

“Doesn’t matter,” Nicole cooed in a voice I hardly recognized. She crouched below the edge of the pool and making a few movements, she reached up and flung her bikini top at him. “Woops!” she said with fake alarm, “I meant to throw it onto my chair!” she said before swimming off to the far side of the pool. She came up again and this time exposed her bare breasts to both of us, leaning her elbows on the edge. “We do it all the time, Dan and me, don’t be such a prude,” she said, and she giggled.

If she wasn’t my wife, I’d be looking at the hottest most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I scanned my eyes to their corner to see Josh. He was past hiding the fact he was transfixed by Nicole. She was acting so coquettish I was bordering on embarrassment for her. Her breasts were perfect orbs. She swam toward us both and rose again on the edge of the pool virtually at our feet. “Come on,” she said to Josh with a strange, quiet, near whisper. I shivered because it was almost as if she didn’t realize I was even there anymore.

He smiled and inhaled and pursed his lips. I got up, stripped down to nothing, and dove in. Now he had no choice. I swam under the water the whole length. When I reemerged on the far end, I was careful to rise out of the water silently. Josh was taking his clothes off and Nicole, who I could see from behind, had not moved. She was leaning both elbows on the edge of the pool facing Josh. The drinks had had their effect. When he was totally naked, she giggled and pushed back but kept facing him as she floated in the water, her perfect breasts exposed above the surface. For no reason she kicked and reached and slid off her own bikini bottoms and flung those onto the patio.

Josh was virile, I don’t mind admitting. Some guys you compete with in that department, both in physique and what you pack between your legs. Other guys, it’s like they’re a different species and you don’t even feel diminished around them. Looking at his body in the flashing orange light of the flame was like looking at a Michelangelo sculpture. I’m not gay and I know women aren’t visual like men are, but he was a ten if not more and Nicole was being very visually stimulated. She twisted in the water as though she suddenly remembered I was there and swam to me, stood on the pool floor in front of me and said anything she could think of that wasn’t about Josh and his body and his cock — which any sighted person would have to gape at it was so thick and large. She said, “The fire pit is great, isn’t it?” We had only installed it a couple months earlier. “So warm tonight,” she went on, taking up a position beside me where we both faced the visage of Josh the descended god as he formed up and dove like a swan into our pool. Nicole’s shoulders visibly sank and I even heard her sigh.

She never shared sexual feelings with me, they always had to be inferred from language, body and verbal. It was always touch and go if I were able to read her correctly most times. Tonight, though, she was emblazoning her sexual desire like a billboard across the sky. When Adonis emerged in front of us, I looked in her eyes and she looked in mine and I swear I saw fireworks going off. She was beyond wanting.

Evil motherfucker that I am, I climbed up the steps to get our drinks and then realized, when I got to the recliners, that we should put some music on, and then I added I had to visit the boys room. I put on the music first and then I dimmed the rest of the lights. I didn’t have to go to the bathroom. Instead I slipped into the den and peered between the curtains to watch the far end of the pool.

Josh rose up out of the water beside her and leaned his elbows on the edge. Whatever he said, Nicole guffawed and laughed and splashed out into the water in front of him. She proceeded to frolic around, rolling and twisting her body in front of him. He just stood there watching her and the more he stared at her, the more she seemed inspired to contort herself and giggle and splash. She was trying so hard to get his attention on her body. It was so opposite for her — she would normally be appalled if she learned a man was focusing on her body. Here she was, naked and showing off, wanting the hulking virile man to have his fill of her body.

I came out finally and told them we all needed to go into the hot tub. The way it was set up was as though designed for two couples to face each other. I got in first and complained about my knee — I had a bad knee from a skiing fall — and immediately pulled up my leg to take up both seats on my side of the tub, ostensibly to massage it. There was no choice but for Nicole and Josh to sit together on the other side. It wasn’t the biggest hot tub — it was difficult to find one to fit in between the pines that we kept in place where we built the deck around them. I knew enough from sitting in the tub with Nicole that you couldn’t help your body touching entirely the person you were sitting beside. And of course we were all still naked. The tub was an excessively bubbly one. The whole surface was foamy and obscured entirely what was underneath. I again lead the way and leaned my head back and closed my eyes. We had had cushions in place just for that purpose In case anyone was in doubt, I said, “I love lying back in here with my eyes closed and just get transported away.”

Josh and Nicole were talking but so quietly I couldn’t make out about what. The fizz and fuzz of the bubbles was too loud. I heard their voices cease and I gave it a few more minutes. I carefully peeked down my nose through the most narrowly slit eyes. I saw Nicole again with eyelids fluttering and mouth uncontrollably falling open and snapping closed. She was gazing at him and shook her head in a “No” motion but I could also tell by the movement of her shoulders that her hands were grasped around his forearm under the water and that his arm was over her body, that his hand might even have been between her legs.

I knew Josh to be an honorable man, but also, I knew him to have unquenchable sexual thirst and to sometimes go places he shouldn’t despite his best efforts to behave. Women threw themselves at him. He wasn’t always as strong as he needed to be. I likewise knew Nicole to be faithful nearly to a fault, and to barely even wander with her eyes, and certainly not in body — in mind, who really knew? But to see what it seemed I was seeing right in front of me, I was amazed. Something about my wife, I guess, made Josh lose his self-control, great as it was. And something inside Nicole must have snapped, because she was looking like a porn star with her eyes and mouth and then her body, squirming and twisting and unable to tear away from whatever Josh was doing to her beneath the hot bubbles and dim fire light.

“Guess that’s it,” I suddenly barked, startling them both out of their dreamy reverie. “They say ten minutes, then out you get, it’s dangerous.” I could see Nicole panting and also drained, she so didn’t want whatever was going on to end. Josh looked like guilt had driven a truck over his face. When we drained our drinks standing up on the patio and Josh retreated through the French doors into his suite, I saw Nicole watch him disappear inside with obvious chagrin. We went inside too. That’s when I dropped my little bomb.

“I put the towels in the laundry for you,” I said.

“You what?” she frowned with confusion.

“The towels in the suite. I put them in the laundry. You put new ones out, didn’t you?”

“Those were the new ones, Dan!” She was panicked. I, of course, had snuck down when I was getting drinks and took away the towels she so carefully set out spa-style in his bathroom.

I can play dumb if need be. “Oh shit, sorry!”

She rolled her eyes and pulled on her robe. But only her robe. And she dashed to our closet and got new towels. She looked at me and shook her head and said, “I swear sometimes, Dan,” by which she meant that I was an oaf, but she was only pretending to be mad. She went downstairs like that and knocked on his door.

“Towels!” I heard her exclaim happily when Josh opened the door down there. As though on cue, he closed the door behind her too. Again I was put to mind of the clock. How long would it take a person to set a couple of towels on a counter in a bathroom? When he opened the door, I was at the top of stairs at just the right angle to catch sight of him. He was still naked down there.

After about 10 minutes my phone pinged. It was Josh. I opened the text. It said, “It’s Nicole. Don’t get any funny ideas! I’m just doing a quick clean — I missed an area of the bedroom.”

I squinted my eyes at the message. What kind of “areas of the bedroom” could be something that was missed on cleaning and that needed immediate attention? I carefully composed my reply. “Already upstairs. So tired suddenly! Come in quietly, I’ll already be asleep.”

It was half an hour before the bedroom door opened — silently as anything. She slipped into the bed without so much as a creak and didn’t wake up at all. I laid in bed beside her and figured out a plan.

The next afternoon, a Sunday, we planned to go out for dinner to show Josh a favorite place, and then just hang out and pass the rest of the evening watching shows . I set my phone up to buzz me just before we were leaving for dinner. I took the fake message with alarm. “Oh crap,” I said to them both at the front door. “Emergency at work.” I ran the office in a state electrical company. It wasn’t unheard of for me to get called in, to even need to fly out of town to some place on short notice. “I’m sorry, you guys go ahead.” I pretended to be consumed by texting and emailing on my phone. “Seriously, you go have dinner together, I got to get to the airport right away.” They both tried to protest but I pushed them out the door. “Going to be overnight,” I kissed Nicole on the lips. “I’ll be back at 12 tomorrow,” I made sure she understood.

They went to dinner without me. Nicole looked nervous like she didn’t trust herself. I knew Nicole would never do anything in our space upstairs. I went to the laundry and workshop area of the basement that wrapped around the suite we built. I took some measurements and looked at angles. I drilled a hole in the wall of the living room in the suite where it would never be noticed in a seam of panels. I drilled another in the wall of the bedroom where there was already an issue with the drywall was unfinished. Would she do something down there in the brand new space? Would she shed those inhibitions of hers? I had no doubt she had been filled with lust since Josh showed up at our door. Would she give in to it? Josh certainly wouldn’t resist her if she did — he was a loyal friend, but he had limits. I could see the way he was looking at my wife. She was his new sexual conquest. If I had any doubts, those were quashed when she took 30 minutes to set towels out for him, both of them naked, tipsy, and relaxed from the pool. I knew that nothing serious had happened the previous night down there. But now I was out of the house as far as either of them knew, and would be gone, I made sure they both heard clearly, till noon the next day.

I heard her car pull up an hour later. They didn’t waste time at the so-called favorite place of ours. In a few moments, the private entrance opened. I got into position to peer through the hole into the living room of the suite. Josh came in and Nicole followed behind him. She could have gone to her own home upstairs. She could have brought him up there and carried on with the original plan to watch shows. But no. She closed the door behind her and I saw her lock it. She laughed and they talked loudly on top of each other, but she made her way to the patio doors and pulled the curtains tightly shut. He went to the kitchen and poured out drinks. She went there too, and twisted the blinds shut. When he brought two glasses of wine to the new coffee table, she was the one who found some music on her phone and set it into the nice speaker. When he kicked off his shoes and sat on the middle of the couch, she was the one who sidled over to the light switches to turn down the lights to a dim glow. She even giggled and then brought her wrists up to her face and twisted her feet into the floor. It was a plainly romantic setting. The music, the lighting, the wine glasses.

Just when I was marveling at my wife, she crossed her arms over torso, gripped the bottom of her luxurious sweater, and lifted it up her body and over her head. Underneath was the most perfect, beautiful satin black bra that accentuating her toned skin in a way that made even me swoon. She blew a strand of hair that drifted over her face and bit her bottom lip. When I was still gaping at what she’d done, she undid the buckle of her jeans and then wiggled with exaggeration as she peeled them, skin tight, off her perfect round ass and down her long shaped legs. She stood in matching super-hot panties with lacy lining on the bottom in front of him and twisted her fingers, long and elegant, together behind her back and she rose and fell on her tip toes. She puffed air out her nose and blew hair off her face again and bit her lip uncontrollably.

In the tiniest most breathy voice, she said to him, “Do you like?”

She knew she was built. She wasn’t an idiot. She was playing with him. I could see Josh through the hole. He was my buddy and he tried hard. But I saw his eyebrows shoot up and he drove his hand through his hair and tugged at it. She stepped closer to him. I’d never seen her, I’d never imagined her, showing her body to a man like this. He tried to keep his eyes up off her body and on her eyes and her face but it was too hard for him. He let his eyes finally, defeated, draw down and take in the kind of body my wife was presenting to him.

Just when I thought I’d seen enough, she said, again in that breathy, light voice that was as much a pant as a tone, “Why don’t you get out of those things.” She laughed and added, “We’ve already seen each other.” She paused and stepped toward him closer. “Haven’t we.” She wiggled her legs to pry his knees apart, which admittedly did not take much coaxing and she stepped closer, now between his parting thighs. “Stand up,” she said.

When he did, they kissed. She looked like strength left her legs and he had to reach around her bare back and press her body to his to hold her up. Her elegant fingers trembled so much I could see from my hole, as she undid his shirt buttons and untucked him. She peeled his shirt from his shoulders like a sculptor revealing a work from under a sheet. She didn’t stop. She kissed him in a way that looked and sounded like she was in pain and her foot kicked and bounced as she undid his pants and tried to pull them down. He had to help her. He didn’t bother making her work for it — he brought his underwear down with his pants. I could hear over the music a tiny cry escape her. Her whole body vibrated with anticipation and she laughed a moment at her own desperation, and then whimpered again in alternations as she gripped his thickening cock rising up between them.

She squeezed him and looked down at his cock where it stiffened and grew in her hand. She bit his lip and said, “I can’t help it.” He fell back down on the couch and she followed his body like she was glued to him so that she landed on her knees on the floor between his legs with her face pressed into his tight six pack stomach. She moaned like a witch or some animal. I saw sexual desire transform the body of my wife from a proper upright dancer’s posture into a squirming twisting contorting mess sprawling all over Josh’s torso and lap. Her hair spread over his skin and her hands roamed up and down his chest and around his shoulders and neck like she couldn’t get enough and didn’t know where to touch.

His cock grew big and hard. I could see it pushing into her breasts. She dragged her nails out along his outstretched thighs and sat back on her haunches so that his cock sprung up from under her chin and stood in front of her face where she looked up at him. There was what seemed to be a moment that passed where indecision for her crossed over into license. Her eyes focused from his eyes in the medium distance to his cock in the near. She closed her eyes softly and put out her tongue like a Catholic ready to accept communion. She started at the base of his enormous member and licked all the way up to the ridge under the head. She circled her tongue around him a couple of times before grabbing his cock in her tiny fist and lifting herself overtop of the head of his cock. She parted her lips, red soft and pouty, and she lowered her mouth over his head. She pulled off and looked up at him and panted and moaned and seemed to be trying to resist, but she was not able to. She was overcome. She could not help herself any longer. She was broken.

I watched my wife, previously a tame and conventional bedmate, one who once in a while gave me head, who only sometimes would agree to positions not missionary, who would orgasm with embarrassment, go down on my buddy like a libidinous animal. She lost herself with him. She moaned and cried and drove her mouth down his shaft hard and deep. His hands, though he also tried to resist, ploughed into her hair and he tugged and pulled and she groaned loudly and swirled her tongue around his cock and swiveled her face over his groin. I saw between her legs that she had cupped her pussy with her hand. I looked again and she had taken to pushing her finger inside herself. I could see she was glistening down there.

He picked her up and twirled her around like she was a doll and he set her down on the couch sideways on top of him and as much as fucked her mouth, raising his hips up to her face. It made her collapse though she tried so hard to stop herself. She struggled against him and tried to kick. But he didn’t need to press her ass. He only lightly stroked her thighs with his nails and she lowered her trembling hips till her pussy touched his waiting mouth. She yelped when his tongue touched her there. She never let me do that to her. It was a step too far. It was dirty and she claimed to have no idea why I or anyone would want to do that. I pressed my eye to the hole and watched her shake and squirm pushing her pussy down hard on his mouth. She could barely suck his cock she panted and moaned so much. But she did anyway, moaning with his cock deep inside her mouth. She lifted her face from his crotch and cried out, “Oh my god!”

Josh controlled her. But she was letting herself be taken. When he picked her up and set her down facing him with her back into the couch and he tugged at her ankles to pull her down lower, she raised her arms up and over her head to grip the back of the couch behind her and she willingly spread her legs wide for him. She looked at him in that position like a woman possessed. She bared her teeth at him and pushed her pussy up and rotated it at him as though to taunt him, to dare him. I could see her pussy was soaking and dripping. So this wasn’t going to end without a fuck. I saw Josh standing in front of her stroking his cock looking at the sight of the sexual object splayed before him in full desire. He leaned over her and his hands came on top of hers on the back of the couch, pinning her there. She struggled to pull her hands away to reach for him, to guide him, to bring him into her, but he wouldn’t let her. She ground her hips up to him trying so desperately to get his cock into her pussy lips. He retracted just when his cock head touched her wetness and she cried out and gnashed her teeth and panted rapidly like a dying dog. He dangled his cock letting it touch her thigh and her stomach and she squirmed and clenched her teeth and growled angrily.

Finally he sank his hips down and she caught the head of his cock with her grasping pussy lips. He let her hands go and she violently wrapped them around his back and she thrust her hips up as she yanked on his ass and he let her take his cock into her pussy in one long plunging fall. Her back arched acutely and her head thrust back shoving her tits up into his face. She cried out like someone impaled, and indeed she was, for I could see the full length of his thick, heavy cock disappear inside her. He pulled all the way out and plunged back into her and she yelped loudly enough to wake the neighbors. She didn’t seem to care about anything anymore. He pounded my tiny wife into that couch like a pile driver pounding a pillar in the mud. The energy had been so pent up, she orgasmed like nothing she had ever before and the sound of her, like someone who couldn’t find a breath, and the sight of her, squirming like a worm on a hook, was too much for Josh, and no doubt the feel of her too, so wet, so hot, hanging on the end of his cock with her grasping, sucking pussy, didn’t help. He arched like she did earlier, and that was too much again for her, for she sucked air like she was in a vacuum, and arched again with him. I saw his come gush from her pussy and I watched my wife orgasm harder yet, completely enthralled as Josh violently pummeled himself into her.

Spent and full of mess, he pulled out and they breathed like released hostages against each other, barely alive the both of them. She laughed with exhaustion and he, ever the gentleman, pushed himself up finally to come back with hot damp towels to wipe my wife where his ejaculate had landed all over my wife’s thighs, stomach and tits. She kissed him and went to his shower. He went to bed and when she came out, she didn’t go upstairs. She went to his bed.

I pondered things and waited till I thought they would be asleep and made my silent way up the stairs and poured myself a triple Jack and sat there in the den contemplating what I had done. About an hour passed before I could hear strange noises. I went to the stairs and crooked my ear. It was my wife crying out again. I slipped down the steps and into the other side of the basement where I had drilled a hole in the bedroom wall. I peeked through. They had been sleeping. But they had woken up. My wife was on her elbows and knees with her ass shot up in the air and behind her, Josh held her hips like a steering wheel and plunged his hard-again cock deep into her from behind. The flapping sound of his thighs hitting the back of his thighs was too much for me and I shot my load against the wall. I leaned against the wall and behind my head I heard my wife orgasm for the third time that night.

The next morning, they went out for breakfast together. I snuck out of the house and drove around awhile. I came back at noon sharp. “Hey honey,” I said, pecking her on the cheek. She greeted me like she always did, if somewhat more amorously. “Josh downstairs?” I asked

“He left,” she said. “Had work downtown and then a flight at 5.”

I kissed her neck. “He’s fun, isn’t he,” I said to her.

“Mm-hmm,” she agreed. She played a good poker hand. But when she pulled away to go make coffee, I could see she was walking funny. “He said he’s going to be coming back to town once a month for a few days,” she said over the steam of her cup she held to her face. “I told him we wouldn’t mind if he stayed here,” she said. She sipped her cup being as opaque as she could manage. She came over to me where I sat on the kitchen stool. She was wearing a bathrobe. She parted it when she spun me around. She opened my pants too, and she straddled me and sat in my lap. She reached between my legs and pulled up my awakening cock between us. She leaned into me with her breasts and lips and she said right against me ear, squeezing my cock hard, “Is that okay with you?” She breathed hard against me and rubbed her thumb over the head of my cock. I nodded and she lead me by my erection upstairs.
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M

 y wife told me she was going to her friend’s for the night. “We’re going to binge-watch some show — and then I’m sleeping over, just like the old days!” she said.

I took the opportunity to stay at work late — it seemed like a good chance to get caught up. We texted only a couple of times to check in. Driving home later, road construction sent me on a detour through the entertainment district. The street was crammed and I slowed to a crawl. I spied the people lined up to get into a club. That’s when I saw her — at the front of the line, just then moving past the rope and through the door ducking under the arm of the bouncer holding it open. I’m sure it was her. She was wearing a coat I knew well — I had bought it for her birthday.

I circled around and found a place to park and jogged back to the club. There was no way I was going to get in, and even if I could, what was I going to do? Confront her inside? You can barely talk in those places. We both agreed long before that clubs were not anything either of us were interested in. Anymore. We felt too grown up. But then what was she doing going in there now?

I leaned against the window of the convenience store across the street and texted her. I didn’t tell her what I saw, I only asked how her night was going.

It took her a few minutes to reply. “Pretty tired. Might turn in soon,” she wrote. I stared  unable to believe what I was reading when another text came: “Better say goodnight now, I won’t hear you text after I fall asleep!”

To say this was out of character for her would be an understatement. Marie was super-hot. But she downplayed herself. A great night for her (and me) was hair tied back, glasses on, and a game of scrabble on the bed with Netflix droning. She was a nurse, so odd hours were part of our life, but going out to a club? That wasn’t, not since what she vaguely referred to as her “lost weekend,” her college days, which she always chuckled were behind her.

I found a place to sit in my car within sight of the front doors of the club. I had to see where this night was going to go. Partly, I was worried for her. I knew she had a previous life that she didn’t want to talk about too much, but from how I knew her, she was an innocent babe in the woods. I wanted to be sure her and her friend made it home safely at night.

They came out about two hours later and I was relieved. But then, right behind them, came two guys. I watched dumbfounded when all four piled into the back of the same taxi. I jumped back in my car and slammed the shifter into drive and followed. The taxi stopped at a liquor store and it was Marie and her friend, Brenda, who hopped out to get the booze. I lurked like a stalker slumped down under my steering wheel across the street. When they went back in, the taxi carried on, but not far. It stopped again in front of a posh downtown high-rise. I watched my wife come out of the taxi and slip inside the lobby of the building and up the elevator. What I also saw made my stomach flip and my heart sink. Marie walked into the building laughing and talking with one of the men, with her arm around his waist. And his arm was around her waist.

She was carrying her coat. She had on a dress I didn’t recognize. It was incredibly short and very tight, a black shimmering thing that really showed her body well. She was also wearing heels so spiky I had to look at her face to make sure it was really her. That’s when I noticed that she must have had her hair done earlier — it looked beautiful, all gold and blonde curls cascading down her back. She looked like a model, to be honest. She also looked like she was having the time of her life smiling and laughing all the way inside the secure building.

There was nothing I could do but go back home. I already expected to spend the night alone, but because of what I saw, I was awestruck. Nothing seemed right. I couldn’t understand anything I had seen. I could have texted again, but she’d only lie, I knew, and though it sounds misguided, I didn’t want to put her in that position. She already lied earlier, something I didn’t think she was capable of, like so much else I’d seen that night.

Around one in the afternoon the next day, a Sunday, Marie texted me. “On my way home. Hope you didn’t miss me too much!” she wrote.

I pondered what to say, but rather than tip my hand and give myself away, I just went with “Can’t wait.”

When she came through the door, she was dressed again in what she left wearing the night before: the baggy favorite sweater and loose jeans. Her face had none of the makeup from the previous night either.

“What show you watch, hon?” I said from the kitchen. It was the slightest of prods.

“Hm,” she said with a screwed up face. “Can’t even remember, isn’t that funny?”

“Sure yeah, funny. Really, you can’t remember what you watched all night?”

“We were talking the whole time, I barely remember what you and I watch ten minutes after it’s over.” That much was true. She was lying surprisingly well. She began pulling off the sweater. “Gonna grab a shower,” she said. “And I might have a nap this afternoon, didn’t sleep well last night.”

“Different bed and all maybe,” I offered. I watched her reaction.

But there was no reaction at all. “Yeah, probably. Hardly slept at all.”

“That right,” I nodded.

She stopped and squinted one eye at me. “You alright, Steve?” she said half around the corner to climb the stairs.

“I’m alright,” I said to her. Inside I was angry, I was seething actually, but I was also hurt, I was confused, and I was most of all, curious. How can someone become so different so quickly? “Or maybe it’s not quickly at all,” my mind teased me.

I thought I would surprise her a few days later when she got off shift at the hospital. I thought that maybe I ought to pay more attention to our relationship and not take her for granted. I knew the door she took out and where she parked. She would find me leaning on the front of my car and I would act like a stranger asking her if she would like to join me for dinner. I made reservations at a great place not far away. I thought we could also go to a theatre after for a movie. I thought it was incredibly romantic of me.

When she came out, I watched her stop right away to text on her phone. I waited for her to finish before carrying on toward her own car. But before I knew what was happening, I saw her rise on her tiptoes, laugh, raise her arm and wave, and then a Porsche screamed up in front of her and she hopped in. The car drove right past me nearly running over my toes. I saw Marie in the passenger seat smiling and leaning over. I could even see both her hands pressed into the lap of the driver. It was the same guy as the night at the club. I was stunned and frozen.  A few moments later, my phone buzzed. It was Marie. “I got called in to do a double shift. Don’t wait up.” It was something that happened frequently enough. Only I just saw her tearing away in another man’s car.

I drove back to that high-rise. Staring up at it, I saw lights come on at a unit 12 floors up. “What are the chances,” I said to myself. I also noticed behind me an older building about 12 floors tall. I waited till someone came out and slipped inside. Finding the stairwell was easy. At the top, someone had already busted the lock to the door that lead to the roof. It was clearly a place residents sometimes hung out — there were a couple of lawn chairs and a bucket with a few empties in it. I went to the edge and located the unit across the street where I saw lights come on. I could hardly believe my eyes. Without binoculars, I couldn’t be positive, but it sure looked like Marie reclining on the couch, and the guy on the couch beside her. It sure looked like her laughing and talking and slapping his thigh.

A drive home took 25 minutes. I had binoculars stashed in a box. I could be back, I realized, inside an hour. On my way down, I found a door at the end of a hallway on the ground floor that nobody used that I was able to jar open a crack with a stick. I raced home and found the binoculars and flew back downtown. Back up on the roof of the neighboring building, I held the binoculars up to my eyes and found the unit again.

The lights were off now and it was difficult to make anything out. There was only the flicker of blue light of the show that was on. I could only see black and darker black shadows. I couldn’t even be sure I was looking into the right unit or if anyone was home, except for the screen flicker. I stared hard at where the couch was when I last could see earlier that night. Suddenly, the screen must have gone white and the whole place lit up bright as day for me. And there on the couch I saw something that made me feel impaled.

It was Marie’s back. It was bare — in fact, she appeared to be completely naked. Under her bare ass stuck two legs, two male legs. In her hair and running down her back were two male hands. And I watched as her body appeared to be slowly rising and falling on his lap. Marie was fucking the guy on the couch.

I took the glasses away from my face and stared with my bare eyes as though it was the binoculars that were lying. I held them up again and peered harder. The room went dark but soon it went bright again, this time for longer. Marie’s head was falling back and her long, wavy hair bounced and swayed across her back with the motions of her body on him. She was hanging onto his shoulders and rising up and plunging down harder and faster. I trained the binoculars down a touch though I didn’t really want to see. But I saw. The man’s cock, thick and mean, was plunging into Marie’s pussy. It was clear enough to see him entering her, over and over.

But here’s the thing: My reaction focused down to one emotion. I wasn’t confused anymore, or even hurt. But I was, it surprised me, incredibly turned on. Something about watching Marie fuck a man with such deeply felt pleasure, seeing her smile, watching her pound him, I grew hard, so hard I had to let it out, and once out, I had to stroke it, and once I stroked it, I couldn’t stop. I held the binoculars with one hand and stroked my hard cock with my other hand watching my wife Marie look like she was orgasming in the lap of another man across the street in his apartment with the curtains open. And I shot my load so hard my knees bend and my back curled like a shitting dog.

I left via the front door, my head hanging, my shoes dragging, feeling ashamed and confused. There was a sign taped in the window of the building. “For Rent,” it said. “No fucking way,” I mumbled at it. I took a picture of the phone number and dragged myself home. It was impossible to sleep knowing that my wife was fucking, sucking, and carrying on with a man in some other bed, or on a couch, or the floor. I also grew hard again thinking about it and scared myself.

Marie texted me after I was already out the door the next morning. “Long night, honey. Gonna just crash at home.”

“You work hard,” I wrote her and I pursed my lips. Everything had double and triple meanings now.

At work, I found a chance to get some privacy and I called the rental number. I just wanted to see — the way things were breaking, it would be just my luck where the unit for rent was.

“Top floor,” the manager said.

“Facing?”

“What’s that matter?” he was impatient.

“The light — for my plants.”

“Well it faces the street,” he said with annoyance, “whatever direction that is.”

“Like the big new building across the street?”

“Yeah that’s right.”

“Can I come look?”

“Anytime you want today — just buzz the manager, I’m around.”

I sped over on my lunch. He took his time to come to the front, but he was nice enough once we met in person. He took my up the rickety elevator and down the dank hallway. He let me in the unit and busied himself checking the thermostat and tapping it. The place was already vacated. Out the main front window, it gave the best possible view straight across the street into the unit my wife was in the previous night. The luck was uncanny. I shook my head and wondered what the gods were doing this to me for.

“You want it or not?” the no-nonsense manager stood behind me trying to squint at what I was so interested in looking at.

“Yes,” I heard my voice say as though it was someone else talking.

We settled the price and I signed the papers. I had no idea what I was doing it for or what I wanted out of it. I told the manager I was out of town more often than not and that he wouldn’t see me much. “Suits me,” he said gruffly. I stopped at the Walmart on the way home and stashed a comfortable camping chair in my trunk. I also picked up a big old bottle of whiskey and a single glass. It seemed I did know what I was going to do. I circled around and put some paper towels in my basket as well.

A few days later, Maria texted me from work. “Double shifting again. Could use the overtime, right?”

“I guess,” I replied, already pulling on my shoes. “What time you think your back?”

“Not sure,” she replied. “Might be after you leave for work at 6,” she said. “Might not get a chance to text you either, looks like busy night.”

Just to get her, I replied, “I can bring you a cafe mocha later on.”

“Oh no,” she said, of course. “Thanks but not needed.”

I parked on the street behind the building where I rented the apartment so there was no chance she’d see my car. I went up to my new place and set the chair down right in the middle of the vast empty floor. Beside that I set my bottle and glass down. I hung the binoculars around my neck and slumped. There were no curtains, no furniture, no TV, nothing. I just stared like a madman or a corpse across the way to the equally dark apartment directly across.

I had nearly fallen into a coma when I was startled by lights flicking on. I instantly sat up and jammed the binoculars into my eye sockets so hard it felt like I bruised my face. The lights were instantly dimmed but were left on bright enough to see everything. It was a nice place. He had a huge white leather couch, very cool art on his walls, and a massive screen. He came in alone and I watched as I he stocked his fridge with a few items, including a bottle of wine. I also saw him get down two big wine glasses.

He had come in alone. But he was obviously expecting company. I watched as he cut up sausages and cheeses and got out crackers — he was preparing a charcuterie board. Before long I saw him smile, text on his phone, and then crack open his door and leave it ajar. A few moments later I watched the door fly open. In walked my wife.

The man instantly came to her and helped her with her coat and then kiss her on her lips in what looked like it started as a friendly peck that turned into a long, lingering necking session. I could see Marie’s hands drive into his hair and their mouths smile against each other’s lips. I watched as his hands dragged down from her mid back to her lower back and then onto her ass. I saw her hands try feebly to shift his, but give up all too easily.

Marie was carrying a bag and she grabbed it and disappeared from the kitchen. She appeared about 20 minutes later. She had changed clothes. What she came in wearing was comfortable work clothes — sweat pants and hoodie. What she emerged into the kitchen wearing was a long, flowing sharp red evening wear thing that plunged low in front and lower in the back with the thinnest of straps over her shoulder. He took her by the hand and stepped back and inspected her admiringly up and down her full length. She had dressed up for him.

She went to the couch and waited for him there. He came around a few moments later with the prepared food and two full glasses of wine. I watched as they fed each other, drank from each other’s glass of wine, laughed, talked and nestled together. They necked and touched each other and stroked parts of each other’s bodies as though they were lovers in private. Before long, the food board was pushed aside and she wouldn’t let him stop kissing her. She raised her leg over his and settled into that position again, straddling his lap. His hands began to explore all over her body. She helped him, shrugging one shoulder and then another to let the thin straps fall lightly down her arms and off, so that the front fell to her waist leaving her naked and pressing into his hands that both reached for her breasts to squeeze.

She gyrated on his lap and I could tell she was grinding him. They laughed and talked and roamed around each other’s bodies with their hands until she stood back up in front of him and tugged at the bottom of his pants to make him raise his ass so she could pull them off. She went at his underwear too and then she lost her nightgown. She was only wearing low cut midnight blue panties. Her ass looked round and marvelous. She leaned over him, her hands on his lap, her face in his and she seemed to tease him. Slowly she slid down to her knees between his legs. I saw his hands plunge into her hair and massage her head. Her head began to move slowly up and down in his lap. His head rolled back into the couch. I grew hard as steel and had to stroke myself.

After a few minutes, he pulled her up and simultaneously laid down on his back. He tapped her and she turned around on top of him still seeking his huge erection with her mouth even as her own hips hovered above his. She swallowed him and I watched his long erection go deeper and deeper between her clenching lips. I watched as his hands pulled at her ass and her hips trembled and lowered onto his face. I saw her body contort and her face tug up from his cock. She wiggled and moaned and dove back down on his cock with vengeance. He was eating out my wife and she was hardly able to get enough of it.

He suddenly pushed her up and flipped her over so she was on her back on the couch. I see her laugh. And I could see her draw her knees up as he went down on her. She watched him adoringly between her legs and flung her head back when he hit a spot. He began to kiss her belly and then her breasts and slowly came up her neck to her face. I could see his horse cock dangling between his legs. And I saw her reach down between them to wrap her long slender fingers around it. She raised her legs up his sides and wrapped her feet around his back. She seemed to be begging for it the way she tugged and squirmed and raised her hips under his. He aimed himself and then plunged into her hard and deep in one long fuck. She looked like she was stabbed the way her body twisted and bucked and arched under him.

He began to raise himself and drop his body into hers so hard I could see her body bounce below him on the couch. I could see her fingernails dig into his shoulders. I watched his ass between her thighs pounding at her like a jackhammer. I couldn’t hear anything, but in my mind I could hear her cries and yelps and moans just by seeing her face and mouth and digging fingers and curling toes. Both their bodies contorted at the same time and I could tell they were both coming and it was too much for me and I shot out my hand so hard I hit the wall below the window.

When she finally came home closer to noon the next day, I met her in the kitchen. “Maria,” I said. We never used our first names with each other. She stopped and stared. “Need to talk.”

“What is it?” she said with impatience and annoyance.

“I know you’re cheating,” I came right out with it.

She stood there and stared at the floor a long time. She had been eating a celery stick and now she nibbled it without finishing it. Finally she looked at me coldly, as though right through me. “I’ll get my stuff.”

I was stunned. I collapsed into the chair more than sat down in it. She went to our bedroom. Not much later, she came out dressed smartly carrying a suitcase and a smaller bag.

“Aren’t we going to talk about this?”

“You caught me,” she said.

“So it’s over?”

“I’ll get the rest of my stuff out of here by the weekend,” she said, and she made for the front door.

I blocked her. “You can’t just leave like this,” I said. She tried to go around me but I grabbed her suitcase and wouldn’t let go.

“Fine,” she sighed, “You want to talk about it.” She sounded like a stroppy teen. We went to chairs in the den.

“Why?” I said to pierce the silence.

She looked up at me through her hair spread all over her pretty face. Finally she spoke. “He looks after me,” she said in a tiny voice.

“What? I look after you,” I said.

“Not look after me, like that,” she snorted as though I didn’t get it. “He looks after me,” she said in a low conspiratorial voice as though she were relaying an embarrassing secret.

I still didn’t get it and shrugged at her, shaking my head.

“Down there,” she moaned, glancing between her legs and back up at my eyes.

“He fucks you,” I said plainly.

She glanced sideways and smiled and blushed. “He doesn’t just fuck me,” she explained. “I can’t believe we’re talking about this.”

“Entertain me,” I said with rising anger in my voice.

“He makes me come,” she said so quietly I had to ask her to say it again. “He makes me orgasm so much, and so hard,” she said pleadingly to me and she bit her lip.

“That’s why you’re leaving me?”

She seemed to think about that a long while before raising her face back to mine and nodding. “He’s good,” she explained, as though that were a perfectly sound reason. “When his cock is in my mouth, it makes me feel like I’m a totally sexual being.”

I stared at her in disbelief but she must have interpreted my expression as that of someone wanting more information.

“And when his hands squeeze my tits,” she said, squeezing her own tits right in front of me, “it’s like I’m going to explode I can hardly stand it.” I continued staring. She went on. “He licks me and it drives me crazy, it makes me want to fuck his beautiful cock all night long.”

“And how many all-night longs have you and him been fucking?”

She shrugged.

“What?” I said. “You lost count?” I had thought things began 10 days ago with the night out at the nightclub.

“I don’t know, about a year now I guess,” she said. I didn’t even ask that exactly, but it showed me why she couldn’t remember how many times they spent nights together.

“You’ve never been called in for a double shift, have you,” I asked. She shook her head slowly no. “You’ve been doing this for a year,” I asked, dumbfounded.

“Maybe a year and a half,” she said in a tiny voice. She leaned over and squeezed her hands between her knees. “I was kind of waiting for you to notice. I kind of knew it was over already.”

“What changed Maria?” I said to her. “You weren’t like this before.”

She stared at the floor a long time. “Yes I was,” she finally said.

“Yeah but,” I said, “you stopped.”

She looked sideways and finally her eyes came to mine. I didn’t hear what she mumbled and asked her to say again. “No I didn’t.”

“What do you mean?”

“There were others,” she said.

“Others? What the hell, Maria! How many others?”

“Just two, “she answered surprisingly defiantly.

“Two other guys before this guy?” She nodded. “How could you?”

She shrugged. She thought I meant morally but I meant practically.

“When? Where?” I was in pain.

“Here sometimes,” she squeezed out. “When you were at work.”

“In our bed!? On this couch?”

She nodded and then swept her hand over the whole place as if telling me she fucked different men all over our apartment.

“Why didn’t you just leave? Why did you stay and do this to me?”

She shrugged and looked up sheepishly. “It was always easier. You were always so good. And,” she trailed off. “You never noticed.”

I fell back in my chair and stared at the opposite wall unable to think or even move. Her phone buzzed. She leapt at it immediately and I saw her read and text back with a smile.

“Is that him?” I said.

She bit her lower lip by way of reply.

“What’s he want?”

“I told him I needed to move in sooner.”

“Sooner? What, sooner than you planned?”

She nodded. “He’s coming to help me with this,” she tapped her bag and suitcase with her foot.

“He’s not coming up here,” I said.

“Just to help,” she replied.

“But I don’t want that.”

She showed me the face of her phone. “I already let him in.” As soon as she said that there was a tap at our front door. She jumped up and nearly ran to get it. I pushed myself up and into the hallway. She had greeted him with a long hug and a kiss. I cleared my throat. She broke away and held his hand and stood facing me beside him. “This is Antonio.”  She patted his stomach. “Antonio,” she looked up smiling into his face, “This is Harry, my ex.”

It was the first time I had ever been called an ex. And I only learned that we were splitting less than an hour earlier. It was too much and I stepped backward into the den again until I fell back into a chair.

I heard Maria giggle and then I saw her peek around the corner. “You going to be okay?” she said. She leaned and I saw Antonio’s hand around her waist, holding her. Her hands were both wrapped around his forearm. He leaned against her back and buried his face in her hair and I could hear his lips kiss the back of her neck.

I felt like I was in a weird dream state. How could they do this to me right in front of me? She even giggled and moaned when he pressed his lips to her neck. I heard her say without much protest, “Stop,” and she pressed his arm but not hard. Antonio seemed to be pressing himself against her back and they seemed to be rocking against each other. He reached around her face and drew her hair back in his hand enough to kiss her again on the cheek, and when he did, she half turned her face to catch him on her lips, but not taking her eyes off mine.

She reached around and cradled his cheek in her hand and encouraged him to kiss her again. She said to him, “I think he’s going to be okay.”

I felt the light go dark in my eyes and the blood leave my head. It swiveled down and I caught it but only enough to fall back against the chair. I could see them dimly. Antonio’s hand rode up from her stomach and over the mound of her breast under her sweater. She said “Stop” again but lightly and full of short breath, and her hand remained on his forearm, but it wasn’t stopping him. He pushed back down again and slipped his hand under her sweater and back up inside. She moaned and turned her face to him and kissed his lips and said again, “Stop,” but I could see under her top that his hand roamed over her bare breast. She blew air out her nose and I saw her body sink a little against his.

“He doesn’t seem to care,” I heard Antonio say when his other hand reached around her hip and slowly pushed inside the waist of her pants. I could see Maria craning to keep her eyes on me and I could hear her panting lightly.

“He does I think,” she breathed against his mouth, followed by a moan.

When he undid the tie of her pants she groaned and held his face with both her hands. I could see her body tremble. His hand rose to the top of her head and I could see him push. She protested again and pleaded. But he pushed harder and she reluctantly went down on her knees in front of him. “It’s not right,” she whispered, even as she tugged at his belt and undid his pants.

Antonio stared at me as my wife pulled his pants away and revealed his erection. I was weak, unable to move or look away. He laughed at me when Maria sighed. He pushed her and stood sideways and stared at me to make sure I could see everything as his cock, long, hard and shiny with spit, disappeared inside Maria’s magnificent lips. I saw his hips push and I heard Maria gag. I also heard her moan with a kind of sexuality I never heard before.

I felt like passing out. Each blink of my eyes took longer to reopen. He pushed her toward me. I felt the strength leave all my limbs. Maria tried to resist him as well and looked embarrassed, but she didn’t fight him. She leaned over me naked with her breasts dangling in my face and her hands on my shoulders. He pressed her feet apart with his feet and he entered my wife from behind. Her face was in my face when she gasped and inhaled deeply and closed her eyes. Her hair fell over the front of her face and into my face. She cried tiny little cries and her body jolted into me with each thrust Antonio pushed into her from behind. I reached forward to feel her breast but Antonio slapped my hand and laughed hard.

He took her over to our couch and she wasted no time mounting him. She seemed to love grinding down on him and she was working hard to build up her own orgasm on top of him. I watched as though paralyzed. Then he pushed her off and she got down in front of him and giggled and moaned and sucked and pulled on him. He stared at me when he gushed and shot his semen all over Maria’s pretty face, her gorgeous breasts, and her taut stomach. She tried to catch it in her mouth and laughed when she got him on her lips and fingers. She began to stand up to go get a towel, but Antonio restrained her.

“Dude, you just going to let my come drip down all over your wife’s body?” he said.

I was powered by something unreal to push myself up from my chair and go get a towel that I thoughtfully made warm and wet. I came back to find Maria and Antonio sitting on the couch together. I leaned into her body and wiped his come off her. I also wiped up around his cock.

“I hope you liked watching us out your window,” he said. He saw my expression of shock and surprise and assured me that he knew I was watching the whole time. “Going to do you a big one, friend,” he said. “You get to jerk off one more time watching your wife fuck me, but then that’s it. You capiche?”

I looked at Maria and she only bit her lip and looked at the floor in front of her. “It’s for the best,” she said in a small voice.

“Do I get to fuck her one more time?”

Maria didn’t answer. She looked to Antonio who thought about it. He tilted his head back at her like he could see the pros and cons of it. “No,” he said, and she looked at me with a sorry expression and shook her head softly. “I was going to let her suck you off, but I don’t think that’s in your best interest,” Antonio said. Maria bit her lip and snorted. “Tell you what, you’re a good sport, how about I let her give you a last, parting hand job.”

Maria giggled and got up. “Now?” she said, as though she was accustomed to taking orders from him. He only nodded. She pushed me back methodically and knelt between my legs. She undid my pants and looked at Antonio the whole time. She stroked my cock. And then Antonio came over and pushed his cock against her face until she turned it sideways and up to him to receive him again in her mouth.

And so it was that she jerked me off one last time, even while I had to see the man fuck her mouth right in front of me. After I came, she leapt up and nearly ran pulling him behind her into our bedroom. I sat in the living room covered in my own ejaculate listening to my wife fuck Antonio again and again all night long.

When I woke up sometime in the morning, they were both gone.
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I

 sell top-end condos, often in batches. It’s a high-stress high-reward career choice. Everybody has one or more girlfriends, usually on a rotating-door basis — you need to or you’d die from the pressure. It’s strictly physical. Some guys gotta jog, I gotta fuck.

I’m not good at hiding my movements, that’s not my skill-set, and it was only a matter of time before Dawn caught me. Dawn, my wife, is the exact opposite of me. She is quiet, small, demure and thoughtful. She’s also crazy hot, in addition to being all-natural, healthy and happy. She doesn’t know just how hot she is. She’s a librarian in a smaller branch. When she wears her hair up with a few strands down the side of her face, especially with her dark rim glasses on touching a pen to her lips when she’s thinking, she’s the picture of dark, exotic, secret sexuality.

She loves high-end business clothes too — tight skirts, tapered matching tops, tall heels. There’s a reason there are a lot more questions when she’s on shift. To her, putting her make-up on in the morning is just the way you prepare for your day. But when I’m watching her, it’s like someone getting ready for a night out clubbing. Her underclothes are the same thing. “What? I love nice things,” she’d say in mock defensiveness. “I’m allowed to like girly things.” She teased me putting on her heels with just her bra and panties to stroll across the room — and she’d giggle when I’d stop and stare.

Why would I cheat on that? Because I’m a conquistador. If I can get some new girl in bed, it makes me feel like I can close any deal. It’s got nothing to do with love or even sex. It’s the pep-talk, it’s the “go get ‘em, tiger” back slap. It would feel wrong to ram my hips at Dawn’s ass from behind just to get myself ready for a negotiation. I respect her too much for that.

She grabbed my phone for me once when it rang and we were busy putting some complex meal together in the kitchen and both my hands were covered in dough.

“Should I get it?”

She was the naturally helpful type — she only wanted to tell me who it was in case I wanted her to put it on speaker for me.

“Tristy? Who’s Tristy?”

Before I could think, a text came.

“Why don’t you answer me, you afraid I gonna rock your world again,” Dawn read in a deadpan voice. The grammar crime would have been the first thing that irked her. She held the phone out to my on her palm with a limp wrist so loosely she would have let it fall if I didn’t catch it. She squinted at me not because of the confusing nature of the message or the unbusinesslike name. It was because I was slow off the mark with a plausible dismissal of who it was who needed to phone and text simultaneously.

Sometimes no matter how long you’re been driving, you miss the gear and mash it into third. I hit a dead zone and blanked out. We held each other’s gaze for seconds and it was like I was suddenly unable to make a word form — me, who never buckles under pressure, who always has something to say to fill every gap.

Dawn is too intelligent and quick to not get right away what she stumbled onto. “No worries,” she kept her low-toned dead-pan delivery, and she sauntered out of the kitchen dropping the towel she was in the process of bringing to me for my hands.

I tried to broach a conversation about it, but she was giving me no ramp onto that road. It went five days without her talking to me. I was scared it was totally over. Then, Friday afternoon, before she came home from work, she phoned me.

“Hey baby,” she cooed. “I got a surprise for you.”

She could talk like that, but it was rare, and usually followed by a belly laugh because she found that kind of playfulness silly.

“I was thinking,” she went on all slowly and darkly, “maybe we need to fire things up a bit between us. Don’t you think so, baby?”

I took the phone away from my face and stared at it skeptically. I was glad she was talking to me again, but this sounded either different level angry, or, she was really changing things up thinking I was cheating on her because it was dull between us. It wasn’t dull — it was routine, sure, but that wasn’t really what caused me to seek sex elsewhere.

“Sure,” I said tremulously.

“I knew you’d agree,” she was so deep in tone it sounded like the devil I was talking to. “Now write this down because I know you won’t want to forget.”

“Ok,” I was too nervous to ask anything. “Ready.”

“Room 602. Airport Hyatt. 8 pm. You got that baby?” She hung up before I had a chance to say I did. It was so out of character for her I wondered for a moment if it was even really her.

I knew the hotel well — my group held lots of presentations there and I’d even spent the odd night there after late night meetings that stretched into the next day. I might even have had a girl or two in this or that room over the years.

I arrived a bit early and stopped at the bar to down a drink or two. It was not totally unlike Dawn to book a hotel room for us in a romantic get-away. She loved hotels and never got enough of them. We’d once before taken a room together downtown just a half hour from home just to have fun. As I sipped my martini, I recalled suddenly the details of that night.

“I’m going in first, you wait in the car awhile,” she had said. She was dressed to the nines that night — business attire, but high-end and confident-sexy as hell. “Just come in the bar like you would when you’re staying at a hotel, get yourself a drink.”

“Alrighty,” I said then with suspicion. I waited a while and then came in the bar. Dawn was sitting on one end. I headed toward her but she quickly shook her head surreptitiously and realized she wanted to pretend we were strangers. She had this knack for pulling out surprises on me very occasionally.

I pulled up like she instructed me to, as though I’d been on a business trip, and sat on the other end of the bar in sight of each other, but alone. I ordered my customary martini.

Dawn then struck up a conversation with a man two stools from her. She made me watch her as she laughed and even pat his arm. Then she did the damnedest thing. She pretended to notice me and did a big obvious double take, enough to make the guy who was hitting her up twist his neck to see who she was google-eyes with.

She did a terrible thing to him. She all of a sudden made like she wasn’t interested in talking with him anymore. She turned her body away from him, she pulled out her phone, and she kept getting herself caught my him glancing over at me.

I watched her get up and overly politely and formally say goodnight to the guy like she was leaving, but instead, she strolled all full of awareness she was being watched by eyes all over the place, right over to me and pulled out the stool beside me. But she didn’t turn to me and she didn’t start talking. She let me make the moves to pick her up.

But as soon as I said anything, she laughed, turned to me, and played me up the same way she played the other guy up — making him see it all, too, from the other side of the bar.

She patted my arm like she did his and she even asked to taste my drink. When I said to her, “You wanna get out of here,” she came close to my face and said in a way that I could never shake from my consciousness it was so deadly sexy, “thought you were never going to ask,”

She took my arm as I lead the way to the lobby, but instead of going up the elevator to some room, we went down to the car in the garage below, laughing our guts out. In the underground parking, she leaned over the console and frantically tugged my pants open and without even looking for strangers, that quiet and reserved little librarian of mine went down on me greedily.

So when she told me to meet her had the airport hotel room, I had good reason to believe that my infidelity to her, far from ending our relationship, might actually have inspired her to another of her notorious plans.

I found the room down the elegant dim hallway. I smirked when I pulled up to the door. I so had it, that even when my wife catches me flat out cheating on her, she turns the consequences into yet another level of sexual escapade. I rapped my knuckles lightly on the solid oak door and slipped my hands in my pockets as cool as a can of beer.

“It’s open,” I heard my sweet wife’s voice call from behind the door. Indeed it was. I crept in. It opened into a short hallway before the bedroom.

On the floor where I nearly stepped, was a silk bag and a note. “Blindfold,” it said. “Put it over your head.”

I nodded with self-confidence. “Oh yeah,” I murmured with growing excitement. I tied it around my eyes.

She came to me, I could hear her light steps on the carpet. “Follow me,” she said full of high pitched breath. She took my fingers in her hand and lead me in. “Chair,” she said, gently pushing me till I stuck my butt out and sat down. Next I felt soft and thick silk rope around my wrists. She tied them together behind my back and reefed tight to tie me to the chair. She tied my ankles to the chair legs too — overkill, I thought, but I let her have her fun.

“Too tight?” she asked with sweet, soft concern.

“It’s perfect,” I murmured.

“It is, isn’t it,” she cooed in my ear so close she nearly exploded my mind. She swung around and landed in my lap. I could tell by the feel that she was wearing nothing but bra, panties, and heels. She rotated her hips and ground them down into my crotch and kissed my mouth deeply. She moaned on me. She was certainly pumped. I was wondering at the time if I’d ever experienced her this horny.

She pressed her pelvis into mine. “You’re hard, honey,” she purred full of innocent wonder. She nibbled at my ear through the thin bag over my head and traced her fingernail down my torso to my lower stomach. She sat up and pushed her breasts against my face. I tried to shake the bag off to push my face into her delectably small tits. She pulled away and said, “Nuh-uh!” She got off me. “Not for you!” She leaned her hands into my lap and slowly undid my pants. She carefully — lovingly you might even say — pulled my member out and squeezed it a bit and giggled.

I was really intrigued. She receded from me and I could hear the bed springs. I heard Dawn coo and purr and murmur. I heard the sound of clothes being removed and surmised she was getting herself ready and completely naked for me. I heard wet sloshy sounds and in my mind, she was rubbing herself, maybe even inserting fingers in herself. And she was mightily wet by the sound of it. I was erect as a rod of steel. I chuckled and I strained at my wrist holds. She had me right where she wanted me.

I heard her moan in a muffled way. And then I heard something that startled me. A male voice go “Ah!”

I wasn’t sure of what I heard and I strained my ears. I heard Dawn giggle and then moan again. But her moan was muffled deeply. Just when I doubted myself, I heard a male voice say, “Yeah baby.”

I ducked and shook my head and threw the bag off with a snap of my neck. My eyes adjusted to the dim lights. I saw Dawn on her elbows and knees on the bed. And below her face she held an enormous and stiff cock. The man’s hands were plunged into her gorgeous straight black hair and she pushed her red lipsticked lips down over his cock so deep her cute little button nose touched his pubic bone. She moaned with his cock deep in her mouth — it was as muffled as before. The man repeated himself, moaning back with her, “Yeah, suck it.”

“The fuck!?” I gasped.

Dawn looked up from her work in the man’s lap and stared over at me in that deadly innocent expression. While her hand, small, elegant, nails painted pink, gently stroked the full length of his cock right up against her face, she said to me, “What’s wrong honey? Isn’t this what we do now?”

I strained my wrists but I was tied well — so too my ankles. I breathed hard and my eyes bugged out. “Dawn,” I said low and slow.

She got up on her knees to face me. She was incredible looking — too much make-up for her usual subtle style, and a big pearl necklace, large loopy earrings, her hair tied up in that way that killed me with strands down the side of her angelic face. Her little tits stood up, her nipples erect, and her pussy was shaved clean but for a tiny strip. She even wore a tiny gold chain around her belly.

“You don’t have to imagine it, honey, the way you left me to imagine it for you. I thought I’d surprise you and show you what it feels like.” She stared at me with that infuriating innocence. All the while she casually stroked that hard cock.

The guy below her stretched his arms up and settled them under his head. “That’s gotta suck for him,” he said to my wife above him.

She stared at me when she responded to him. “Oh, I’m just getting started, hon.” She kept me in her eyes as she leaned down over him. She kept watching me as she kissed his mouth, drew her tongue over his chin and jaw, and down his neck. But she fluttered them closed when she kissed and nibbled his chest, dragged her tongue down his stomach and stood his cock up again below her lips.

“You like this honey?” she said to me. She actually smiled before she moaned loudly and shoved his cock into her mouth.

I pulled hard at my restraints but she tied me too well. I squeezed my eyes shut but she cried out and I had to see. She had rotated herself on top of him so that her freshly shaved pussy dangled above his mouth. I tried to turn away but she lowered her pussy to his face and ground her hips down against him. She swallowed his cock deep in her mouth again. Every time he touched her pussy with his tongue and lips she cried lightly and deep.

She pulled up and twisted around and said to him, where he smiled at her from under her ass, “Baby you gonna make me come!” I caught the grammar.

“That’s enough, babe,” I said. “I got your point.”

She looked at me as though she had forgotten I was there. “This isn’t allllll about you,” she smiled with evil intent. “It was at first, but now I don’t know.” She dove down on his cock and pulled back up, strings of her saliva rising off the tip of his cock to her lips. “I’m loving it. Aren’t you Harry? Or Tom?” She twisted around her perfect little lithe body again. “Dick?” she breathed all sweetly and coy.

He laughed and shoved her head down and she took it, moaning as though she liked to be shoved like that, and she went down with vengeance on his cock, corkscrewing her face up and down over him.

She came up for air and looked at me barely able to breathe. “Does Tristy go down on you like this, hon?” She looked at me as she teased the man’s cock with her tongue tip and she smiled and closed her eyes with such deeply felt pleasure when she pushed it back into her mouth.

I was nearly passing out. I tried to spin my chair away. I wanted to get the bag over my head again. I tried to crunch my eyes closed hard enough they’d stay that way. I wanted to cover my ears. But she sucked him hard and fast. He moaned against her pussy and it seemed to inspire her to greater abandon on him — and louder moans too.

She got up and came over to me. “Help,” she said in a tiny girl voice to the man. He came over and I wanted to crush his skull, but I was tied as tight as ever. Together they pushed and pulled my chair right to the edge of the bed.

“Front row view, hon, aren’t you lucky.” She climbed back up on the bed and laid down on her back. The man went around behind me and up on the foot of the bed. My wife spread her legs with her hands and lifted her feet toward the ceiling. He crawled toward her on his knees and placed his hands on her knees.

She looked up at him and she said, “Don’t be gentle.” I gritted my teeth. “I think you made me wet enough to do what you want with me.” She giggled and turned her head in the soft luxurious pillow toward me. “Don’t you think hon?” she said to me.

It was too much. She had taken things too far. “Stop this, Dawn,” I pleaded with her. “I’m sorry,” I said to her.

She just laughed. She reached her delicate fingers up to the man’s waist and she tugged to encourage him. I turned away.

“You should watch honey,” she said. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this ready.”

I could see the cock that was in her mouth dangling now over her pussy that glistened in the dim light she was so wet. She reached between them and she clutched at his cock. “Baby,” she said, “take me!”

I was seated but two feet away from the action. I couldn’t look away if I tried. I exhaled with defeat. My wife cried out like some prehistoric beast when the head of his cock touched her grasping pussy lips. Her hips visibly trembled and rose up off the bed. She clutched and grasped and yearned so deeply for his cock I was torn to shreds inside. She arched her back and her pretty belly curved up to him and she meowed and groaned with green eagerness.

“Now baby,” she cooed prettily to him. She squirmed and twisted below him, pulling on his cock and trying to raise her hips to capture it in her sopping pussy. “God,” she breathed out, barely able to contain herself. She flipped and flopped and pulled at him and twisted and thrust her head up to kiss him and lick his face. “Fuck me,” she cried out at him. She never said that to me. “Fuck me please!” she begged and cried.

“You sure, Dawn?” he checked one last time. So he knew her name. That was interesting.

She turned to me panting and gasping. Her whole body twisted and thrashed like she was in sexual torment. She said, “You did it with Tristy?” She panted. “Truth babe.”

With the man’s straining cock touching my wife’s undulating and leaking pussy, I closed my eyes and gathered my thoughts. There was nothing for it. I nodded yes.

I heard my wife moan like some distant banshee or a howling wolf. I opened one eye and I saw the hips of the man sink down into and against my wife’s hips. I could see his cock between them grasped and enveloped by my wife’s twitching and soaking pussy lips. And I saw his entire shaft disappear inside her. Her neck strained and her head drove back and she cried out as though impaled. I saw my wife’s pretty painted fingernails dig deep into the skin of the man’s hips.

She seemed to want to pull him deeper into her than he could possibly go. When he began to pull back out, she cried again and moaned so loud I worried about hotel security. He pulled all the way out and just as she smiled and panted and looked up at him, he plunged back into her, hard and deep, jolting her body under him. She yelped and her legs shot up and her toes curled and pointed at the ceiling. He rammed my wife over and over in this fashion, entering and re-entering so ferociously she became delirious.

I could hear the slosh of his cock in her wet pussy. I could hear their mouths when he leaned down to kiss her eager mouth. When he fucked her hard, the slapping of his thighs into her ass rang in my ears. She thrust her hips every bit as hard up to his as he thrust down into her.

The man slapped her tits and she yelped and laughed. He rolled off her but she wasted no time scrambling on top of him. I’d never known her to be so voracious with sexual appetite. She grabbed his cock like her life depended on it and with her hips circling above his, she reached behind and steadied his pole for her crushing pelvic thrust. She took him deep on her first fuck and she arched her back and grabbed his shoulders and howled again. I watched the man’s cock, slick with her juice, push into and out of her lips that grabbed and hugged him on each thrust.

Her hair fell around his face. His hands reached up and squeezed her tits. She moaned and danced on him. He slapped her ass hard and she seemed to only fuck him harder like an unbroken mare.

Her body looked incredible. It was so lithe, so taut, and to see it twisting and undulating in waves with the man’s cock buried deep inside her, I couldn’t stop myself from remaining hard. It was my wife fucking another man, but I’d never been so crazily and madly aroused. If I had been able to break free, I would no longer have pulled her off or hit the man. I wouldn’t have stopped anything. I clenched my eyes and my cock strained harder as I heard my wife rise in her breathing and moaning pitches so high I knew she was about to lose it. If I could, I would jerk off watching my wife fuck him.

When she began to vibrate and stop breathing and grab him hard enough to break skin, and when he started to groan and go stiff in body beneath her, and as his arm and leg muscles budged and her stomach muscles tightened, I knew she was about to come, and that he was going to shoot inside her when she did.

Something happened to me that had never happened before. When my wife bellowed and cried out long hard and deep, when her body twitched and shook, and when I saw the man’s white semen gush from my wife’s wet, red, and swollen pussy, I ejaculated myself, even without touching. I cried out at the same time my wife and the man did. All three of us came together. My come shot onto my wife’s back and ass. I had not had an orgasm that powerful in my life.

I was spent and nearly passed out. When I semi-awoke, I lifted my face and saw my wife Dawn still panting but calm, resting on the man’s heaving chest. He was looking at me too. I was more full of shame than I’d ever felt. Dawn looked at me with a frown and her brow creased. She was confused, but not nearly as much as I was.

She saw the man off and came back in. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she undid my ankles first and then my wrists. She said, “Your first night away from home, look, the hotel room is already paid for you.”

She made me watch her dress and she blew a sardonic kiss at me as she slipped out the hotel room door.

In the morning, I found texts she had written to my phone. “I don’t know how long you’re going to have to stay there,” she wrote. “I’m still pretty mad.”

I sat up in bed. It was still messed up and damp from the fucking the man gave my wife in it the night before. “You better book another couple of nights.”

I was resting on the bed the following evening watching TV when there was a light tapping at the door. I opened it and found Dawn there. She came in wearing this striking green dress and tall strapped heels. She smelled incredible and her makeup was divine. She pushed me in and said, “Where’s the wrist and ankle ties?”

She pushed the chair into the closet. The opening faced the side of the bed. She motioned with her head for me to sit once again. I was confused all over but I knew to do what she commanded. I sat in there and she tied my wrists and ankles again. She must have done research because she tied them in a way that was impossible for me to free myself.

When she was satisfied I was good and secure, she stepped back and said, “I met a man downstairs.”

“Please no, Dawn,” I said.

“I don’t think you understand yet, I don’t think you’ve suffered enough.” She said it with great theatrical effect. “He thinks I’d just gone to the washroom, so I better hurry back.”

“Please Dawn,” I pleaded.

She gently shut the closet doors and looked through the crack to see if anything could be seen. She already knew what I could see from inside. She left the room saying nothing.

I waited what felt like eternity. I was startled when I heard the hotel room lock engage from the other side. The door opened and I heard my wife’s voice, low, murmuring, and giggling. And I heard a completely other male voice laughing too.

They talked about the band in the bar and other people down there, but it was an odd conversation that stopped at times for long moments. I tried to understand what kind of conversation that was until I heard wet smacking sounds and Dawn purring and I realized they were on the couch making out.

I heard Dawn say to him, “I think the bed might be more comfortable, don’t you?” She laughed with a kind of seduction. I saw through the crack in the closet doors my wife stepping backward with her arms outstretched and then I saw the man she was pulling to the bed with her hands. She was coy and entrancing. She laughed in a guttural tone when she got him directly in front of the closet doors. She had done me the courtesy of opening my pants and pulling my cock out to breath. It stirred how and began to rise.

My wife pushed her delicious body against the man. He was in a business suit as though he was in the bar for drinks after meetings — so much like me on other nights. My wife seemed to be more turned on than she had been with the first guy. She was more nervous with this one, more shy. She spoke to him full of questioning and wondering.

I watched as she made her way down his body to her knees in front of him. She kept looking up at him from her knees as she tugged his pants open. She seemed to be checking if she was doing it right, if it was okay, as though there was a wrong way to open a man’s pants on your knees. His cock flopped out and she moaned as though she loved cock — other men’s cock.

She had become like a possessed monster. She didn’t look at the closet the way she looked at me the other night. It seemed though that it wasn’t because she was hoping to hurt me by not looking at me. Instead it felt for all the world like she was actually highly engaged with her new man and that I wasn’t even a part of what was going on anymore.

His cock curved down to her waiting tongue and she lapped at it like a kitten taking to catnip. She laughed and stroked him and ran her hands under his shirt and up his stomach. She let his cock dangle into her waiting lips and she closed them, red and frosty, around the shaft. She moaned the way a woman would with a cock in her pussy, when his cock pushed into her mouth.

I could see her nipples poking out hard. The man reached down to her shoulders and pulled at her dress and she automatically let him lift it off her back. She was dressed in new panties and bra that I didn’t recognize. She had gotten extra ready for the new man. I was seeing her act on him from the side and I could see between her legs. She was obviously wet. If I had any doubt, she reached down the front of her panties and I saw her hand move over her pussy and I could tell she was rubbing her clit with her finger tip.

After sucking on his cock slowly and deeply, she rose up to face him and undressed him, kissing everything everywhere as she exposed him. My cock began to strain hard again. The man rough-housed her, pulling everything she had left on, off. He threw her on the bed but she let herself be thrown, landing with her legs flopping open and her finger in her mouth. The man spread her legs so her pussy, wet and open, faced me. With her legs bent over his shoulders where he knelt on the floor, the man went down on my wife’s pussy. I watched her hands push into his hair and tug at him and I could see her hips follow his tongue and mouth as though she couldn’t get enough.

He climbed up beside her and they cuddled. She stroked him and cooed and purred and he laughed and touched her and they kept each other in that state of heightened arousal so long I couldn’t stand it. Finally she rolled him over and straddled him, but she moved on her knees and laughed and pushed his head down so that she leaned against the headboard with her pretty and sweet pussy hovering over his mouth. She lowered it and he lapped at her. She cried out like a distant ship bellowing. The man’s hands roamed around my wife’s waist.

When she could take no more, she shimmied back down his torso and reached behind her to aim his cock into her. She slowly and gently took him into her. He pulled her down to her and I watched my wife’s tits mash into the man’s chest. They fucked and kissed until he began to rise up into her so fast and hard their skin smacked.

I watched my wife orgasm on him, biting the skin of his shoulder and gasping as though she’d never felt anything like it before. And as if on cue, hearing my wife cry like that, so high pitched, so surprised sounding, so taken, my cock spurted more powerfully yet. I moaned out loud but my voice was drowned out by the man’s voice and he didn’t hear me.

They panted and caught their breath and eventually my wife got up  and carried her pretty, little body, all banged up and sore, to the bathroom and came back with wet towels to clean them both up.

This time she saw him off at the door and I heard it close. I regained my own composure just as she opened the closet doors. She didn’t say anything, but she untied my ankles and my wrists and flopped back down on the bed with her round naked ass facing me.

I came to the bed and laid down behind her. I kissed her bare back and one arm of hers reached behind and rested on my hip. I moved closer so that my hips touched her ass. Her fingertips circled on my skin and I squeezed her shoulder. Her ass wriggled nearly imperceptibly against me and I let my hand fall around her shoulder to rest on her breast. She didn’t pull away. Instead, her ass protruded back, a touch harder against me.

I cupped her breast and she moved her whole body back against mine. When I reached around and touched her stomach, her arm reached up and behind her head and she gripped the skin of my shoulder.

I squeezed her ass and she pressed it against me. I had become hard again. She moaned and breathed hard and she raised her ass off the bed and lifted a leg to throw it behind her and over my hip. I pressed forward and I felt her hand cool and smooth wrap around my hardening cock. She pulled it gently until I felt it touch hotness and wetness — extreme hotness.

She moved her hips and contorted her back and with her palm on my cock, I slipped inside her. She panted and groaned and thrust her body against mine and my cock buried into her pussy from behind.

I got on my knees and hauled her by the hips onto her elbows and knees in front of me. She cried out and panted and I thrust my cock into her hard and deep. She yelped and her fists tore at the sheets. I slammed her so hard her body jolted and the bed rocked against the wall. We didn’t say anything but I fucked her hard and deep and I came in her until I was utterly spent.

In the morning, we didn’t say anything. Back at home, I wasn’t going to broach the subject, but it seemed neither was she. We went all week as though things were normal, talking about shopping, taking about work. But on Friday, she insisted we go downtown for dinner. Over dinner, she said, “I booked a room across the street.”

I slowly pulled the fork from my mouth.

She pulled from her purse a key card still in its envelope. It was marked by the concierge, “512.”

“You got this?” she said, rising from the table. I nodded. I watched her turn and leave without turning to see me. She was dressed in a female CEO type dress: tight and powerful. Her ass looked deadly in it. I watched her cross the street and I breathed. I also called the waiter and rushed him to bring me the bill and the machine. I had little time to get ready in the closet.
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J

 em my wife was right up there in the “perfect 10” category. She wore her blazing red hair in a short, face-framing bob cut and her green eyes paralyzed you like the gems she was named for. She couldn’t look at a man without flooding his mind with sexual innuendo. And it was beguiling, that look of hers, because she nailed the cute innocent expression with precision. She bit the corner of her lip just to think. She made you feel dirty — all in just a passing sideways glance.

She was coy and demure, the kind of girl you’d catch peeking at you from her down-cast face — and with a mischievous grin creeping across her lips when she looked away, knowing you were staring back at her. She played with her sexuality, but she did so as if she thought it was her own private game, as if it was all in her head, maybe. She didn’t realize what she was doing to all men around her.

She was wearing a short pleated school-girl skirt and tight cream-colored sweater with snow-white tennis shoes — no laces— the day we got my brother from the airport. I could see Jem in my rear-view mirror scanning my brother in the front seat on the way back, feeling free to check him out from her hidden vantage point behind him. I don’t think she bothered to put on a bra. You could see her two bumps.

My brother was crass and loud. He was a douche bag but he always got all the girls. It was that bad boy thing he had going on. He used to taunt me mercilessly for having what he called “dogs for breakfast,” by which he meant girlfriends not pretty enough for his taste. But now the tables were turned. Jem was quiet, a reader, and loved to stay at home. But she was also accidentally super-hot. When she wore her huge black rim glasses and tilted her head when she was talking with you about philosophy or neurobiology — her first degree —  it was difficult to remember what you were saying unless you looked away. She was always doing the big thoughtful eyes.

I knew my brother Stu was awestruck by her the second he came through the passenger doors at the airport. He knew I got married five years earlier, but he showed no interest in it. Now that he finally got his eyes on her, he was dumbfounded all the way home in the car.

Jem was equally speechless. She had lead a sheltered life — she went to an all-girls school, and even in college, didn’t leave home. She’d never crossed paths with the likes of my brother. He was a specimen to her, a foreign exotic thing she seemed surprised could even talk. She was all books and tea and innocence, and he was all drugs and booze and tailgate parties.

He came to stay a week in our guest room — or about as long as we thought would be necessary to settle our mothers’ affairs, tidy up the estate, and get the old house on the market. Jem and I didn’t have people over very much so it was an unusual evening for us, entertaining someone in our den. I knew my brother would try to put the moves on Jem — he couldn’t help it, it just happened, all the time, no matter who it was his eye roamed to. He was a shitty brother back in the day and was no doubt a shittier friend to whatever buddies he had now. Everything was a conquest to him. But good luck, I thought. Jem wasn’t just a hard nut to crack, she was a granite boulder.

One thing she did have was an unquenchable thirst for knowledge of how other people act and think, what motivates them, and how they understand themselves. She didn’t pepper people with questions, but instead had a way of creating a casual conversation that just happened to be all about the person she was talking with that made them open up to her more than they probably did to intimate partners or even themselves. When she got her facial expression of innocent wonder going, with her riveting eyes and partially open mouth, people just wanted to tell her things. It might look like flirting to other people, but they didn’t know Jem. She didn’t know what flirting was, she just looked like a killer at it.

She was doing her usual thing, showing deep abiding interest in a new subject, listening with rapt attention and matte-burgundy painted mouth slightly open, lined green eyes like deep pools of mystery, and I got tired and went to bed. Jem seemed to be riveted by Stu — she’d never met anyone like him, I’m sure — and Stu was finding more and more stories to keep her eating out of his hand. He had a talent for spinning yarns, and certainly had the unique experiences to spin them with. It was past 3 in the morning when she finally came up to bed. She didn’t say anything, but in the morning, she sat up and hung her head.

“What’s wrong?” I said, pulling up beside her in the graceful morning sunlight streaming through the pale sheer curtains.

“I can’t believe it,” she said full of drama.

I shook my head and tried to get my attention focused. Had something happened at work? She was a nurse.

“That’s not it,” she said. “Something happened here, last night.”

I became really curious. “What happened here last night?”

“It was nothing, really, I’m just . . .  I’m not used to . . . “ she paused before finishing her sentence. “I’m not used to being around men like him.”

“My brother?”

She nodded.

“What exactly happened?”

I tried to lean forward to see into her face but she turned away to hide it from me before burying it in my neck and whispering a feeble “I’m sorry.”

“Jem,” I held her back by her shoulders. “Just tell me what happened.”

She bit her lip and closed her eyes with a big sigh. “He tried to kiss me.”

I squinted. “My brother tried to kiss you?”

“I thought it was just going to be a family-like peck on the cheek but maybe it was an accident.”

“What kind of accident?”

She pushed her face in my neck again and moaned with discomfort and embarrassment. She hated confessing. “We accidentally touched lips,” she said, muffled against my skin.

“Just accidentally like?” I said.

She stayed in place, buried, hiding. “Kind of. It started that way. At first.” She groaned and forced out a chuckle and pushed harder into my neck with her face.

I straightened up in bed and stared at the opposite wall. “At first,” I repeated.

She sat up against the pillows beside me staring at the same spot. “I kind of kissed him back,” she tried stating matter of factly, but then she squealed and mashed a pillow into her face. She slowly peeked out from behind the pillow when I didn’t say anything. “Aren’t you mad?” she squeaked out.

“How much did you kiss him back, Jem?” I asked her, managing to maintain my cool better than I thought I would. The fact was, it was so surprising a revelation that I was caught off guard too much to go straight to mad.

“Just once. Twice. A little bit.” She picked at the blanket she still pulled up to her chin.

I stared straight ahead trying to understand what she was telling me in her halting, tiny voice. “Like how much, a little bit?”

“I tried to stop him,” she almost whispered.

“But you kissed him back,” I squinted, pointing out her own words.

She nodded quietly and twisted up her lips together. “He just started to and I couldn’t stop him.”

“Couldn’t or didn’t want to?” I had long known his effect on women. He was just one of those guys — you hate them and wonder what the hell women see in them.

She looked to the side as though needing to re-imagine it, as though the answer was not clear even to her. She mumbled something but I didn’t make it out.

“What?” I said, annoyed.

She cleared her throat. “Didn’t want to,” she forced out finally.

We got up and made breakfast and went over to mom’s old house to get a look at things. Jem and I had been there lots in the previous few months, of course, but now that she was gone, it felt more like an object, a work project, than someone’s home. All the marks and dents and aging walls that gave it it’s deep character, now only looked broken, junky, and dirty. I started pulling things into the middle of the floors to pile them up for the movers — or the junk removal people, we hadn’t made that call yet.

After getting into it for a while, I noticed Jem and Stu had wondered off. I went looking to see how they thought we should proceed — grab things to keep, or just junk it all. I came to the old living room and pulled up. I could hear them talking in a hushed tones.

Jen raised her voice but in a hoarse whisper. “You can’t keep doing that!” But I also heard in her voice a slight chuckle.

Stu was whispering loudly too. “C’mon baby, you know I got to have some.” That sounded like typical Stu. But what was going on in there? They obviously didn’t hear me coming even though I wasn’t trying to walk quietly.

There was a pause and then I heard her say, “Your type are all the same,” with a very slight giggle again.

There was another pause before Stu spoke again. “My type. You have a type too, just look at you.”

“What?” I could hear Jem’s voice so full of innocence you could even imagine it was put on. But this time, the strange pause that inflected this strange conversation was punctuated by what I thought might have been the sound of a tiny moan. This was followed a few seconds later by Jen’s whispers again. “Stop I said!”

This time in the silence that followed I heard tiny smacking sounds. “What the fuck?” I thought, and I cleared my throat accidentally and had to then walk around the corner instead of sounding like I was hiding. As soon as I came into the living room, they both spun their backs to each other and made as if pushing or lifting things.

“He bro,” Stu said right away. “So much stuff, man, I don’t think anything is worth keeping.”

Jem was also quick to fill the still air with her voice. “Just looking at it all,” she shook her head at me with over-acted drama. She was dressed in a short sundress that bared her shoulders — smooth, round shoulders that poked up and begged for grabbing. The skirt flared widely from her thighs and she wore another pair of sneakers below. She looked like something you just wanted to pick up and throw on the bed. I came over to see the shelves they were pulling out from the wall and couldn’t help noticing a smear of my wife’s lipstick shade on my brother’s lips. I shot a look at Jem who, with fiery alarm in her eyes, darted away as though a fire broke out in the kitchen. It was just the kettle hissing though.

“I’ll get it!” she cried loudly from the hall relieved, it seemed, to get out of there and away from Stu.

We had a late lunch at a retro diner. When Jem made her way back from the restroom, Stu quickly shot across his bench seat and made room for her beside him. “More room here,” instead of one of the chairs on my side of the table. Jem looked quickly at me and at the bench and slid in beside my brother who was pressed against the wall to give her the whole bench.

As we ordered and chatted and the food came, I noticed him getting closer and closer to her. He engaged me in conversation about my work at the lab knowing full well it would be distracting to me, and it was. But I wasn’t so distracted I didn’t notice little movements in Jem’s shoulder and arm that went below the table, and in Stu’s arm too, that was also below the table. I also couldn’t help but notice that Jem’s expression was very distracted. I even saw her for no apparent reason suddenly bug her eyes out and then grit her teeth.

I went to the restroom. When I came out, I could see the backs of their heads just above the bench seat. Jem caught sight of me at the same time and pulled away, but not before I could tell her face was pressed to his. When I sat down again, she was flushed in the face and breathing as though she had been running. She also appeared so guilty, she couldn’t even look at me in the eye.

That evening, after a long day pushing things around and making decisions, we went back home and ordered pizza delivery. Stu brought home beers and a bottle of Jack Daniels. Jem drinks so little that one shot changes her whole personality. She doesn’t drink precisely because she hates the loss of control it causes her.

But Stu said, “This is how we used to do it, right bro?”

Jem, ever the curious kitten, said “Oh” all excitedly, “show me!”

He lowered the filled shot glass into the mug of beer. “Depth charge! Right bro?” He laughed.

I tried to warn Jem but she grabbed the double drink and gulped away. I nodded my head. I didn’t give her long if she had another of those.

Jem had showered when we got back, the dust and smell was so much at the old house, and now she was dressed in loose sweats, bare feet, and a cute pink hoody with the hood up. No matter what she wore, she always looked model-good. My brother watched her get up and come back and move around and talk like a hawk circling over a field with rabbit in it, glaring smoothly and methodically.

Jem though was also up and down and moving around and giggling and poking like she was buzzing with live wires attached. When she talked, her eyes were big and her lips were moist. She elbowed and pushed Stu and he pushed her back and they laughed and at one point his hand was on her thigh. She didn’t push it off.

She finished the drink he made her and asked for another. I told her again, “Jem, careful, right?” but she scoffed at me and patted Stu on his thigh to tell him to go ahead and make it for her. I left the room to shower. When I came back, Jem and Stu were on the couch tight up against each other, and Jem was slouched all the way down with her feet reaching out to the coffee table. Stu was explaining something to her, telling one of his captivating and crazy stories, and was leaning right against her talking in a quiet voice that made her giggle and laugh and scrunch her eyes.

They didn’t know I had come back into the den right away. I paused and watched from slightly behind the couch. They were talking so quietly and intimately I couldn’t tell what they were saying, but Jem was acting strange. When Stu was talking, she turned her face to him, but they were too close for two people talking ordinarily. I could also tell that she was staring at his mouth as he talked and smiled and laughed lightly. I even saw her eyes close and stay closed for too long — and I heard her suck air through her teeth. I couldn’t see what was going on between them, but I could see again movements in both their arms.

She opened her eyes very slowly and smiled at him with her mouth dropping open, before she glanced to me and her head shot away from his face like she’d been electrified. “Galt!” she nearly shouted. I took two steps and she pulled her hoody straight and seemed to lift her hips off the couch. Was she pulling up her sweats? Stu also suddenly yanked his arm away from her and spun to stare at the screen, even though it was nearly silent and showing some ad.

You’d think it was the most interesting ad ever. “Hey buddy,” he said, turning to me as if just noticing me. “Didn’t hear you come down. How’s it hanging?”

Jem slapped him on the thigh and bugged her eyes out at him with a conspiratorial smile that lasted a half a second. “Just watching the show, honey,” she said as though I’d asked for an explanation. She crossed her arms over her chest and looked as uncomfortable as a prisoner in the dock.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “What happened while I was gone?”

Both Stu and Jem burst out laughing for a brief moment before both of them stifled it as best they could.

I sat in the big easy chair. Jem had spread the couch blanket over herself. I tilted my head up at that. She said, “Got cold,” and stared at me till I looked at the screen.

“Go get us another couple of beers, darling,” my brother said to her and without hesitating, my wife threw the blanket off her lap and skipped to the den fridge. He even flung his hand out and caught her ass with a little slap and she squealed. She wasn’t wearing her sweats anymore. That’s when I saw them lying on the arm of the couch as though flung there.

My suspicious and narrow eyes went from them to my brother who watched me the way one would some prey. “She got warm,” he said, and shrugged and caught sight of Jem coming back across the room. He held up his hand and motioned for her to toss a can, and she did — which was not like her at all. When he caught it, she squealed again and plopped down as tight up against him as she could, even though he was near one end of the wide couch. She pulled the blanket back up over her dynamite bare legs and giggled. She ripped her top open at the same time Stu did, and poured back a man-sized swig.

“Oh did you want one too?” she said to me, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. I raised my eyebrows to say, of course I did, and she said, “They’re just over there, hon,” slumping back down low into the couch and pulling the blanket up over her chest.

When I got up to get myself a beer, Stu called over, “Hey bud, why not turn the lights down while you’re over there.”

I heard what could only have been a slight and brief moan escaping Jem’s throat. I stared at the back of their heads motionless until Jem turned her head and nodded and said, “Yeah, Galt, we don’t need them.”

I turned the dimmer and Stu kept saying, “More. More. More.” Eventually the lights went out and he said, “Perfect,” and again I heard a muffled tiny shriek before my wife tilted her beer can to her mouth again.

I sat in my chair and tried to focus on the show. I hated Stu so much I was open to the possibility I was imagining things. I didn’t want to go there in my mind — I had spent so much of my adult life trying to rescue myself from those dark times of watching Stu so easy with the girls, and always making fun of me. I wanted to be bigger now, I needed to believe that that was in my past, that I was not affected by assholes like him. The last thing I wanted was ever to have him around again, but mom’s passing changed that. I tried to arrange for him to at least not be around my wife — he embarrassed me with his boorish behavior and drugs and booze and partying, which was so opposite to the life Jem and I had been building together in private. But in the dark of the den, trying to focus on the show and keep all my dark thoughts quiet, I thought I saw a lump moving slowly back and forth under the blanket that covered my cute, innocent Jem.

I made not motion or sound that indicated I was noticing anything at all. But I was able, from my position across from them, to watch without being seen. And what I saw made me sink inside. When the screen blazed brightly, I caught the sight of my wife’s eyes closed, her head slightly tilted back, and her mouth fallen slightly open. I could see here feet poked up sitting on the coffee table, and saw them drift in slow motion ever so slightly apart. And I could see that slow moving lump under the blanket move from the area of her chest to the area of her lap.

I breathed and closed my own eyes. There was no way, I argued with myself. He wouldn’t be that crass would he? And Jem — she would never be letting him touch her the way it looked like she was. I burned inside but I knew if I said anything, he would belittle me and laugh at me and the way things were going that day, he would have his new little friend Jem laughing at me too. He always did that — made my friends laugh at me. He had that kind of charm with people.

I tried to focus on the show. But Jem emitted a slight whine before clearing her throat as if to cover it up. She shot a glance at me but I pretended to notice nothing. I saw her in the glow of the screen shoot a look beside her at Stu and Stu look from her to me and back to her again. I watched out the corner of my eyes as she seemed to straighten and shift herself, only to end up more slouched in the couch and tighter yet against him.

I was frozen in place. I barely swallowed and didn’t know what to do or think. My fingernails dug deeply into the armrests of my chair. It was so dark it was difficult to see anything between the fleeting flashes of the show we were all supposedly watching. The volume was up because it was an action show with a lot of shooting, but in the quiet parts, I could hear rustling on the couch. When it was bright they stopped moving. Their faces stayed fixed on the screen but I could tell something was going on.

Again I could hear Jem repeatedly whisper, but obviously with a smile and with excitement, “No!” There was some sort of quiet, subdued and slow motion struggle going on with stifled giggles and feigned protests.

Stu suddenly broke the silence. He said, “We need another round of shots, darling.”

Jem seemed startled and cooed at him with a series of “No”s.

“You need to,” he said as though it were a face.

She seemed to scrunch herself against him with embarrassment and giggled even, saying “No” in a whisper almost.

“Just wait for a dark part,” he said out loud. I was confused by that but Jem squealed. She had had maybe three shots I knew about by then, and lots of beer. I’d probably never seen her on that much. When the screen went dark on an outside shot, Stu pulled the blanket off Jem and she squealed and darted up and took off for the den kitchen. She flew on her tip toes squealing all the way, tugging the bottom of her hoody hard down over her legs. When she came back with the bottle, the hoody had ridden up to her waist. She dove onto the couch and under the blanket Stu held up for her but I saw. She didn’t have her panties on anymore. I saw her bare ass light up with the screen flashed bright.

I could hardly breath. I closed my eyes to try to steady myself and I licked my lips knowing I should say something. I was sure of what I saw. I closed my eyes to try to gather my senses. Jem saw me. She said, with the blanket up around her chin and her back leaning on Stu’s chest, “Hey honey, if you’re tired, why don’t you go up to bed.”

I felt dizzy and could barely swallow. I stammered. “I’m, I’m . . . “ before my spinning head nearly made me pass out.

“Time for bed, don’t you think, honey? Big day today.” My wife spoke sweetly. I looked over at her. She was leaning on Stu facing me and his arms were draped around her shoulders from behind. When our eyes met, the lids of her eyes fluttered like she was fighting something, and her mouth gaped open a moment when she sharply inhaled.

I could tell that Stu had reached up inside her hoody from underneath. I could plainly see where his hands were cupping my wife’s bare breasts inside. I could see her breath hard and press against him. “I really think you’re tired and should go now,” she said.

When I got control of my spinning head and focused one eye on the couch, I saw my wife lean her head back into my brother’s shoulder and neck and I watched as she pressed her face up to kiss his jawline from underneath. The blanket fell from her chin to her waist and I could clearly see now that her hoody was zipped open and my brother’s arms were fondling her breasts. She gasped and moaned and breathed nearly too hard to talk. She whispered to me, “You need to go now, baby.”

Her arms reached up and behind her head and tugged on Stu’s hair. She squirmed and twisted her lithe body in his lap. She let him help her pull her arms out of the sleeves of her hoody and the blanket fell further away. My wife’s naked body turned on Stu’s body and I could see her back, sexy as anything, and her ass, as she reached behind Stu and took control of his head to begin kissing him deeply.

I wanted to scream and I wanted to kill. I stood up and shook with anger. I saw her spread her naked legs around Stu’s hip and raise herself on him. I could hear her moan. I knew she had been drinking more than she might ever have before and I knew Stu was hard for most women to resist sober. I saw her hand from behind reach between her parted thighs and grab his crotch through his jeans and I heard her chuckle in his ear.

What was I supposed to do? She turned her head to nail me with her enflamed eyes looking over her shoulder even as her little hand caressed his bulging pants and she cooed to me, “You got to go, honey, just for a bit, okay?”

I was stunned by what I was seeing and hearing and being utterly unprepared for it, I retreated, thinking I needed to clear my head and think. I went out of the den toward the stairs. I looked back in the room and I heard her laugh and shriek and I watched her slide down his body till her knees came to the floor between his legs.

I leaned my head against the wall and silently screamed. I could not believe I was letting what was happening in there go on, but I didn’t know how to stop it. I was woozy on my feet and held onto the wall. I could hear more cooing and moaning in a muffled way. I leaned back and looked around the edge of the wall again. It was dark inside but I could plainly see my wife’s head bob up and down in my brother’s lap.

I nearly collapsed on my own knees. I made it to the stairs up and crashed. I sat with my head in my hands on the bottom stairs and tried to regain my composure. I decided I needed to go back in there and stop it. She was out of control and he was never in control and I was to blame for letting things get started in the first place.

I gathered my resolved and steadied my nerves. I stood and gritted my teeth. I didn’t know what I was going to do exactly but this was going to stop. I strode back down the hall and rounded the corner into the large den. And I stood transfixed. My wife was in my brother’s lap. Her beautiful back rose up and down and I could see my brothers hands holding her waist. I could see from the side that her perfect round breasts were brushing against and into his open mouth.

Her thighs pressed up and down. I could see below her ass Stu’s cock, huge and hard, wet and slick, sliding in and out of my wife’s engorged pussy lips. I could hear her suck short sharp intakes of breath through her teeth. I could hear tiny shrieks and squeals escape her throat. And I saw her elegant fingers tug voraciously at his hair. She wasn’t just fucking him. She was making love to him.

I turned around and went back into the hallway. It felt like a dream. Every ounce of determination I had going in seemed to evaporate like fog on a window when I saw my wife’s body eagerly, vigorously, pump up and down in my brother’s lap. I was reduced again to the stupid, useless dumb ass who wouldn’t know what to do with a pussy if it bit my nose, as Stu used to say, amongst other things. And I did what I always did, when I caught him in his room with another girl, even with mom downstairs making dinner. I peeked and I jerked off.

I stood at the edge of the den and I undid my pants and I took my already very stiff cock in my hand. Even though it was my wife this time, watching a woman screw my brother with sexual abandon and obvious total pleasure was too much for me to manage. I stroked my cock and listened to her sigh and groan. Seeing my wife lose all her inhibitions with him, seeing her give in to the unbridled lust he seemed to bring out in women, I was more turned on by her on the couch with my brother than I’d even been with her myself.

I didn’t last long and I shot my load and left it there against the wall and dripping to the floor and I went upstairs to bed full of shame and self-loathing. In bed, I could hear her. She had begun by trying her best to keep her sounds down, but I knew how he fucked. She had given up trying to be quiet and let it all out when he began to pile drive into her. I could just imagine her legs straight up to the ceiling.

When, hours later, she snuck in the room as quietly as possible, I pretended to be sleeping. She showered and crawled in carefully trying to avoid waking me.

In the morning, I was up first. Stu came into the kitchen two hours later and he treated me as though nothing had happened. I wanted him to start explaining things but he carried on with his usual self-absorption. Jem came down not long after. She was subdued and complained of a headache.

Stu laughed and told her she was hungover. She moaned and rubbed her head. She also leaned slightly against him as she was getting a coffee. He didn’t move away. She didn’t mention anything either — she took her lead from Stu and pretended nothing had happened. I was amazed and dumbfounded and wanted them to start talking first. I was incredulous that they would both pretend that I didn’t watch the whole thing.

But the day went forward like that so much unsaid that I had to remind myself that something very serious had taken place on the couch the previous night. We went about gathering things together in the old house again. And we went to the bank to start tidying those matters up. The longer we all went with nobody saying anything, the more surreal the day unfolded. I even began to wonder if I’d had a particularly strong lucid dream and that maybe nothing of the sort had ever happened.

That night, we were again in the den. This time I grabbed the couch where my wife was already sitting trying to find another show. My brother was forced to take the chair. We all watched in mostly silence.

Early into things, he suddenly announced that he was way too tired to finish watching and went down the hall to his spare guest room. Jem spun around and hugged a pillow to her chest. She said, “Really?” and watched him go. I caught him give her some sort of look or a signal when he went out of the room.

Only about 15 minutes later, Jem got up saying she had to go to the bathroom. I offered to stop the show so she didn’t miss anything, but she insisted I should keep it on. “In fact,” she said, “I’ll turn the volume up so I can still hear it.” She slipped out of the room.

I got interested in the show and didn’t notice the passage of time. At least 20 minutes went by while she was supposedly in the bathroom. I paused the show to investigate if she was alright, and immediately heard what I at first thought was the cries of someone in distress outside. Alarmed, I got up and peered out the window, but the cries were behind me. I went out the den and down the hall and followed the sounds to the spare guest room. Behind the door I heard Jem’s unmistakable voice.

I slowly twisted the door knob and pushed to door carefully open. Jem was propped up on her elbows and knees. Her ass was sticking up in the air. And behind her in his knees was my brother, Stu, holding onto her hips hard and ploughing himself into her from behind so hard her whole body jolted.

Again I was torn between storming in there and pulling him off my wife, and dropping my pants and jerking myself off watching. The latter urge won out. When my wife started to orgasm, the sounds she made, so high pitched, so surprised sounding, was too much for me to hang on and I shot myself all over the door.

I went to bed again disgusted. This time, she didn’t come up. In the morning, I made coffee and resolved to have it out with them. He was going to have to leave and she was going to have to explain herself. They came out of the spare guest room together. She was wrapped in the sheet from the bed and he was wrapped in the blanket. They both came into the kitchen like guilty thieves and they both giggled. I stared at one and back at the other and shook my head.

“Don’t blame me, bro,” Stu said to me quietly reaching past me for a cup of coffee. “She’s a fucking fox in bed, you know.”

I looked at Jem but she only looked out the window and as away from me as she could. Stu fixed two cups of coffee and when he held one out to her and she reached, he retracted it and nodded his head toward the hall and the spare guest room. Without looking at me, she bit her lip, hung her head, and tip toed behind Stu back into the bedroom. Even from the kitchen I could hear them both laugh.

They talked and giggled and then I heard nothing for a long while. I crept toward the door and put my ear on it. I could hear Jem’s breath, hard and high. When tiny repeated moans rose up, I squeezed the handle again and peered thought the cracked open door. Stu was laying on his stomach with his head between Jem’s raised knees. Her hands clutched and release his head swirling between her legs. Her head was thrown back into the pillows and she inhaled like a person who could not catch her breath.

That afternoon, Stu needed to go downtown for legal papers. Before he left, he had to make some phone calls, he said. While he was in the den, Jem and I sat in the kitchen alone finally. I searched for the words but I finally blurted it all out.

“What’ going on, Jem?”

She looked at the floor and away and smiled with guilt.

“Jem,” I repeated, “what’s happening?”

“I don’t know Galt,” she said to the floor.

“I know what’s going on,” I told her. “I saw.”

“It’s nothing,” she tried, but she herself laughed at that feeble attempt. “I don’t know, it’s just something that overtook me.” She finally looked up at me with helpless eyes.

“But you’re doing it over and over.”

“I know, honey,” she tilted her head sideways. “He makes me.”

“But you chose to do it,” I pointed out.

She shook her head at me. “Not really. It’s not how it is. With him,” she frowned. “He makes me . . . a different person inside.”

“I don’t know if I can do this, Jem,” I said, meaning go on living with her, even.

“It’s only for this week,” she squeaked out. “Then maybe . . . “ she trailed off and shrugged.

I hated it. But I said, “Only this week.” I meant to be just repeating her, to point out how ridiculous it was that she could say it was only this week. But instead she heard me give a sort of permission. She leapt up and threw her arms around my neck and stood on her tip toes to kiss my neck. She ran upstairs full of giddy excitement.

Confused, I followed her up. In our bedroom, she was already dressing. I watched as she twirled herself in the mirror checking out her ass in her pearl white low-cut panties that looked deadly on her. She pulled on her matching half-cup bra with the cute red bow in the middle.

“What’s going on, honey?” I asked her tentatively.

“Stu wants to take me to a club!” she exclaimed full of raw excitement. She went into her closet and came out with her slinkiest short black dress and held it up in front of her killer body. “This one?” she asked me with her pouty mouth and big innocent eyes. I nodded yes of course because that was the sexiest possible thing she could wear.

“A club?” I asked.

She leaned over me in her underwear and kissed my nose. “Isn’t it fun?” She squealed.

“But honey,” I tried to get her to stop dressing. She looked unbelievable when I pulled up the zipper on the back that she held toward me.

She turned and draped her arms over my shoulders. She pouted and said, “Only this week you said.”

My brother came back just then and went straight to his room. I heard him shower in the adjoining bathroom. When he came out, Jem ran to him and threw her arms around his neck. She turned to face me holding his hand in hers and said, “Do we look like a good couple?” She smiled like I was supposed to be happy for her. My brother grabbed her ass and she squealed and slapped him but she didn’t get his hand off her.

“Where exactly are you guys going?” I asked.

My brother shrugged with my wife hanging onto his arm. “Search me. Everywhere!” She laughed.

“Can I come too?” I asked, still confused.

They both laughed. My wife shook her head with sympathetic eyebrows and bit her lip. “I don’t think so, honey.” They began to back up down the hall toward the door because my brother was pulling her. He looked at me from above and behind her head, all freshly done beautiful hair, and shrugged like nothing was his fault.

She said as they went out the front door, “Don’t wait up, I don’t think he’s going to be done with me too early!”

I stared stunned. She leaned back through the door as it was closing. I could see his arms around her waist, holding her, tugging her. She laughed playfully. “You should maybe put the fan on or play some of your sleeping sounds.” She tried to pull his hand off her lower stomach, unsuccessfully. “When we come back. For noise.” She looked at the floor and disappeared out the door. When it closed I heard a shriek and laughter.

About 2 in the morning I heard them come back in. They laughed and squealed and I heard them go into his room. For most of the next hour I heard her sweet sounds of being pilloried and I jerked myself in bed. About every two hours or so after that I was awakened by more sounds. He pummeled her. He destroyed her.

The next day, he said he was going back. I was given the task of doing everything else. Jem and I seemed to arrive at a mutual agreement to never talk about that week. That was until yesterday. My brother texted. He said he had to pass through town again — and that it would be great if he could stay over for a few days. When my wife got home, I made her dinner and then told her about the text.

She had evidently already gotten the news. She said, “So what do you think? It’ll only be three days.” She bit her lip to try to stop herself from smiling, but her voice gave her away. She was excited.

What could I say? “Just the three days.”

She threw her arms around my neck and squealed all the way up the stairs. She had to get herself ready for him.
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T

 he architectural firm I work at is so conservative, only spouses can attend office parties — no girlfriends or boyfriends allowed. Tamara and I finally got married in April, and in May, a retirement party came up for one of our senior partners.

We build spectacular public buildings — city halls, libraries, legislatures. Doug, the founding partner hanging up his pencils, entertained prime ministers and presidents around the world on his magnificent yacht. He had had four or five wives, hung out with Bono and Jagger, and bankrolled Blue Day’s early career. When he entered a room, the effect was akin to someone flipping on a static sphere surrounding the building — you just knew an Immortal had descended among you.

Tamara and I had been together for three years before making it official. To say she anticipated one of the firm’s famous parties would be a gross understatement. Finally being able to attend one of these legendary events with me was a perk of getting married to me. She began getting ready for it a month before, buying a new dress and shoes, making hair, makeup, pedicure and manicure appointments, and making brow and waxing stops too. Her self-preparations fell only slightly short of her approach to her wedding day. 

When we first hooked up, my friends only lightly taunted me about Tamara being totally out of my league, because she so obviously was. Even my own family was doubtful Tamara and I were for real. They’d squint at her and wonder “Why?” She loved learning new makeup techniques and was always finding new hair styles and colors to try. She had about 200 pairs of shoes and easily that number of dresses and outfits. Getting ready for nights out took her hours of careful study. People who didn’t know us assumed I must be some eccentric billionaire — why else would a tall SI supermodel be hanging off my short, pudgy arm and whispering and laughing privately in my cauliflower ear?

The truth was, she didn’t know the effect she had on men. She thought all women were watched the way they watched her — crashing into poles on the sidewalk, spilling coffee down their shirts, or just flat-out slack-jawed staring. I got over how oblivious she was. I got used to waking up and going to bed with a supermodel with a fun, innocent personality.

For the retirement yacht party, she selected a one-shoulder navy-blue flowing-chiffon cocktail party dress that showed glimpses of her super long legs, and silver-strap half-heel sandals. She was already a few leagues above me. For the party, she was elite level. The wives of the stars that came to these affairs were often elite level — the kind of women that make rock stars write songs about them after one sighting. I felt trepidation about bringing her in that condition. Would I be upstaging the type of men that were buddy-buddy with Doug — bringing a more stunning wife than the mistresses of French presidents and the young trophies of the 11-figure net worth set?

Being nervous, Tamara hung onto my arm so tightly it was as though her head grew from my shoulder. She marveled at who she spotted as we slowly strolled around deck after deck of the super-yacht. Meanwhile, she was unaware that those same celebs and money-bags were giving her equally long eyeballs right back.

We found a standing table near the dance floor to make our base camp and I went to fetch us flutes of champagne. When I told her it was crates of minimum $1,000 bottles of Dom Perignon piled up behind the bar, her eyes widened and her mouth curled. She took the tiniest sip — until she saw me drain my glass in a gulp and laughed with nervous excitement. This glimpse I gave her into the upper stratosphere was a revelation.

We were leaning on the table and conferring closely about who we could spot on the dance floor. Imagine Dragons were live on the stage. I was showing Tamara pics on my phone to prove it when one of the top-ten paid athletes in the world slipped his face between mine and Tamara’s and asked both of us, “Would anyone mind if I danced one dance with the most beautiful woman at this party?”

Tamara, bless her heart, immediately scanned around to see who he meant. She didn’t know who the guy was and looked at me with a screwed up face when I looked at her speechless. “Holy fuck,” I said looking at the guy one foot away from me. He was such a gentleman though, he patted my shoulder, said “I’ll look after you, bud,” — which came to mean a signed photo his assistant delivered later — and gracefully lead my bewildered new bride backward stepping out onto the middle of the lit up floor.

She relaxed once she got out there — dancing is natural for her and she’s captivating to watch — and soon there was a surge of men stepping closer to the edge and leering at her. I stood back and marveled at all the gaping faces. Even all the hottest women in the world you ever laid eyes on were checking Tamara out head to toe and back again. It didn’t help things that she was so unaware, when she threw her head back in a natural, full belly laugh at something the hall of famer said to her, everyone around me smiled in automatic psychological sympathy. She’d entranced the room.

From the loft deck around the perimeter of the dance floor, I caught sight of the man of the hour himself, the retiring founding partner Doug. Surrounded by a retinue of stars, he stood at the edge and glared down on one spot that he held like a laser beam honed in on a target. And when I followed the line of his gaze, it fell on my own Tamara. I saw him lift his head to an aide not taking his armor-piercing gaze off her glowing shoulders and the exposed mounds of the top of her breasts. The aide whispered in his ear and his eyes scanned from the dance floor directly in a line to my table and then to me.

I took a big breath and felt relieved when he retreated back inside the rooms of apparently another party for another level of guest up there. But a few moments later, that aide was beside me.

“Mr. Barrington would like to invite you and your wife to his private bar to welcome you,” he said to me full of stiff formality.

“Us?” I asked, incredulous.

“This is your wife’s first Firm party, is it not?” he questioned me.

Before I answered, he slipped what appeared to be an electronic hotel room key card into my hand.

“That’s for the elevator,” he intoned, tilting his head in a direction I followed to see it over to the side.

“When?” I asked.

The guy smiled as though he were used to dealing with simpletons. He seemed to consider how to put it before simply saying, “When you can.”

When Tamara came back to our table, she was flush with embarrassment. “We should go,” she moaned in my ear.

“We’re invited upstairs,” I replied.

“I’m not comfortable,” she curled her brows up at me.

“What happened?”

“Probably nothing.”

“Probably?”

She breathed in and pressed her palm to her chest to steady her nerves. “The man propositioned me I think,” she stated flatly.

I looked back out onto the dance floor and back at her worried eyes. “Do you know who that is?”

“What’s it matter who it is,” she groaned through clenched teeth like I didn’t understand.

“What did he say?” I asked, doing my best to demonstrate sympathy.

“He got my phone number,” she groaned again, looking left and right to cover the secret.

“He got your phone number? How he get that?”

“He tricked me!” she exclaimed like a hurt kitten.

I shot my head back and studied her doubtfully.

She explained. “It was a magic trick he said he could show me. But he got it all wrong and I thought it was funny because he was so sure he got it right, so we went through each digit of my number and he kept shaking his head like he couldn’t believe how it didn’t work, until I gave him my whole number.”

“How do you know?”

She pulled her phone out of her purse and showed me a text he sent: “Maybe later,” it said.

On the one hand, I was steamed — he tricked my wife and wrote her a cryptic text! On the other hand, he was one of the most recognizable athletes in the world and he texted my Tamara. I tried to join her level of outrage, but I might have looked starstruck instead staring at her phone.

“You should say something back,” I suggested.

She looked at me like I didn’t understand English and shoved the phone back in her purse annoyed as much at me as at the lascivious superstar.

“We could go upstairs,” I suggested, waving the private elevator card under her nose.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“The owner of the yacht invited us up to his private bar because it’s your first party with the firm.”

“What’s upstairs?” she asked me doubtfully.

“Search me,” I said. “I’ve been on this yacht three times,” I told her. “I never even noticed the elevator before.” I smiled devilishly and tilted my head in the elevator’s direction.

Tamara pursed her lips and a tiny curl formed at the corners of her mouth.

“It’s a little exciting, isn’t it, to be hit on by guys like that?” I said.

She tried to keep a smile from spreading on her mouth. “Don’t you get angry at them?”

“I can’t blame them,” I said to her, finishing up my champagne — it didn’t hit the table before a server swept it silently from my hand.

She darted her eyes left and right and blushed again. “Don’t leave my side again,” she commanded, clutching my hand in hers. We walked together toward the elevator. My heart actually pounded and I couldn’t imagine what hers was doing. I glance up to the mezzanine and caught sight of Doug just departing the edge and back out of sight. He’d been watching again.

On the elevator, Tamara looked at me and said, “I think you’re more excited than me going up.”

“How excited are you?” I asked her.

She nearly broke down and had to grab my shoulder to keep from collapsing. “Very,” she groaned in my ear sexy as hell. She leaned hard against me and nibbled my ear lobe with her precious matte red lips. “I’m also horny as hell if you must know,” she groaned in a low voice.

The doors swept open and she quickly righted herself. We were facing immediately Doug in his full countenance standing right up against the other side of the elevator doors. He had his arm around the waist of Tamara before either of us could even adjust our eyes to the different level of light and when I tried to follow her off the elevator, I was immediately plunged into a world seemingly entirely composed of incredibly beautiful young women. Tamara shot a glance over her shoulder as she was swept away from me but had disappeared before I could escape the soft, undulating enclosure of barely dressed women’s bodies surrounding me.

I was delivered to the bar and kept company there with bevy of girls that clouded my mind like some sort of opiate. Not too many minutes later, Doug swept into my field of vision through a parting of the curtain of girls and brought my wife forward to me as though on a platter.

“Simon,” he intoned my name that sounded like it was being heralded by a god above. “You never mentioned your bride was the most beautiful creature on the planet,” he chuckled like he and I were maybe friends.

Tamara, clutched to his side by his arm around her waist, held to her little purse like a lifeline and looked at me with her eyes bugging out. But then he turned her to him and asked her a question as though he had done extensive research: he asked her opinion on a political book not even released to the public yet, which he had obviously already read. That was her area. She was an editor at one of the top political publishers, and the competitor to the one that published the book he mentioned.

It wasn’t long before they were cozied up on a round bench seat at a table that looked down on the band and the dance floor, opposite me, and fully engaged in what I knew she was impressed with — an intelligent, informed conversation with a super-charming older man. She laughed at his jokes and tapped his hand on the table in front of her — a hand that drew some of the most iconic modern buildings in the world. And each time she threw her head back he looked over at me, measuring, weighing, calculating.

She wasn’t flirting with him, but it sure looked like she was, right in front of her underserving new husband. Doug certainly thought she was. At one point, she stopped suddenly in mid laugh, sat up straight and looked like an electric bolt passed through her. I could tell by the subtle movements of both their shoulders that he had probably clutched her bare thigh under the table and she was deftly removing his touch from her body without her husband noticing.

Later, all three of us circulated to the bar. Doug chuckled at my wife’s astonishment at all the Dom Perignon she told him we spotted down below, and wanted her to sample of taste of something a bottle of which exceeded the value of the entire stock at that bar below. He helped her lift the tiny glass to her pretty lips with his hand on her exposed back. I saw her glance over the rim of the glass at me checking if I noticed his hand on her back and I feigned ignorance. But I noted that, believing I didn’t notice, she no longer moved away from his touch or pushed him off. She moaned and curled her lips together and touched the tip of her tongue to her top lip when her mouth parted in a way that would be banned on television, except she had no idea how that looked to Doug, who watched the precious liquid disappear down my wife’s eager throat.

“That was good,” she nearly whispered to him.

I kept my eyes up but I could see in my peripheral vision that Doug’s hand had slid down her back and was now ranging over the flare of her gorgeous ass. She didn’t stop him. She only grinned at him with her sideways look, biting her tongue between her perfect rows of teeth. When he gestured with the bottle to refill her glass, she scrunched her eyes, raised her shoulders, and landed her pretty elegant hand on his elbow, touching it to encourage him to pour.

“And they say the Tristan Island Scarlet can’t be tamed,” Doug seemed to say to me without taking his eyes off my wife as she tipped another glass to her grinning lips.

She surreptitiously lifted his hand from her ass when she turned back to me but he only slipped his other arm around her waist. She faced me standing there no longer resisting the man’s touch, but seemingly even leaning back into him. We held each other’s gaze and something was being communicated between us. Whatever it was, it was no longer “save me.” Tamara was enjoying something.

“You must return soon,” he said to her. “But lose the driver,” he said straight to her face, holding her gaze steadily with is for a full count of three seconds before laughing out loud, turning to me and slapping my shoulder. “Just having you on, Simon,” he said. “Where are my manners, you could say,” he chuckled at himself.

He then pressed us both together, said “Goodnight,” and added to me in a confidential tone, “I’ll be in touch.”

On the way home, Tamara rode quietly a long time as though in contemplation of the revealing evening. Finally she said, “Did it bother you that he was feeling my up the whole time?”

“Yeah, of course,” I said.

“But you didn’t do anything about it,” she pointed out.

“Well Tam, that’s Doug Barrington!” I turned to her as though nothing needed to be said.

“He wasn’t able to stop touching me all over,” she shook her head with disgust, but I noted a hint of ingenuousness.

“I gotta say, I can hardly blame him, I mean, look at you,” I said, gesturing to her body reclined in the seat beside me.

“Simon!” she protested, pulling the slit of her dress closed over her exposed leg.

I pulled the chiffon free from her light grip and re-exposed her leg as we hit the highway. “He got to feel your ass,” I said. I’m sure she blushed but it was too dark to see. I did hear her puff air out her nose. “But he didn’t get to touch here,” I said, circling my fingertips toward the inside of her thigh.

“Simon!” she protested again, scanning out the side window. She again tried to close her dress, but she didn’t push my hand out. I drew circles on her inner thigh that moved closer by degrees toward the top.

“Simon!” she whispered again, but this time she exhaled hard.

“He didn’t get close to here either,” I said, edging my finger tip to the lace of her panties.

“What are you doing?” Tamara said in faux innocence. She had reached down her side to find the electric control to recline her seat back. She tried to do it secretly but she jolted back and bit her lip and chuckled like someone busted. “Stop it!” she moaned lightly, but her legs nonetheless parted if slightly.

“I’ll bet he’s thinking right now of this,” I said, touching as lightly as air the top of her panties.

“Simon!” she exhaled. “You shouldn’t,” she whispered. Her legs trembled but opened like a flower bud. Her cool, elegant hand gripped my wrist but she didn’t pull me away.

I slipped a finger under her panties. She sucked air sharply through her clenched teeth and shut her eyes. “He was imagining touching you here, you know,” I said.

“You don’t know that,” her voice quavered. Both her hands gripped around my wrist. I gently squeezed my two fingers together trapping the lips of her pussy between. She gasped. “Do you think?” she breathed.

“I think he wanted badly to do this,” I said, flying down the highway at 80. I touched her lips. She was sopping wet.

She giggled. “Sorry,” she whispered.

“Maybe he will dream tonight of putting his tongue here,” I said, slipping one fingertip between her lips.

“How can you say that,” she moaned. “I’m your wife.” She pressed and pulled my wrist, steering my fingertip where she wanted it between her legs. “What was I supposed to do?”

I entered her pussy and she inhaled and made a tiny whimper. “You mean when he licked you inside here?”

“Simon,” I could barely hear her. “What are you doing?” She pushed my wrist and drove my fingers into her deeper. Her eyes opened and her face, sideways on the seat facing me, looked like sexuality blossoming. “Can we stop somewhere?”

“We’re not far,” I said, plunging into her.

“I don’t think I can make it,” she said, raising her ass off the seat and sliding her panties off her legs.

I took the very next exit and made a couple of turns to find the back side of a gas station to hide between parked trailers of trucks. I no sooner put the SUV in park than Tamara threw her arm over me, found my seat recliner, and pushed me down far. She pulled her dress up and threw her leg over my lap and straddled me. She reached between us and undid my belt and pants.

“Why were you talking about Mr. Barrington touching me like that?” she said.

“Were you thinking it too?” I replied.

“No!” she squealed. She opened my pants and brought my cock out in her hand. “Not exactly,” she moaned quieter, stroking me.

“Not exactly?” I repeated. She squealed again and leaned hard forward to bury her face in my shoulder.

She sat back up having regained her serious face. “How do you know that’s what he was thinking?” She calmly stroked me, lightly bringing her palm over the head of my full erection.

“Every guy on the boat was thinking that, what are you, kidding?”

She squealed again and hid her face sideways and bit her bottom lip. She stroked me slowly. “Do you think?”

“Yes,” I assured her.

“I don’t know what do to when men do that,” she said, tilting her head to the side. She poured her body slowly like molasses down my lap till her knees reached the floor of the car in front of my seat — she deftly pushed the button to slide my seat all the way rearward at the same time. She closed her eyes and moaned when her lips parted around the head of my cock and her tongue swirled around it inside her warm, wet mouth.

“You can play with it,” I said, sucking in, watching her gorgeous hair bob in my lap.

She lifted herself off my cock. “What do you mean? It’s not nice to tease, I thought,” she groaned and pushed her tightly held lips over my cock and slid them down slowly to the base. Her tongue flashed the way she does up and down and side to side over the bottom of my cock deep inside her mouth. I gripped the stick shift and door handle. My hips raised up from the car seat and held my breath.

“If they’re going to hit you up, they open the door. You’re free to give it right back to them,” I could barely squeeze out as she lifted up and pushed down on me so slow and tight.

She looked up and held my cock in her hand right in front of her pretty, made-up face. “Do you want to come in or in there?” she asked sweetly and quietly, glancing with her eye direction down to between her legs.

“Mouth,” I could barely breath.

“Me too,” she whispered, taking me in her with enthusiastic vigor. She pumped with her tight little fist and squeezed with her tight lips and moaned like it was her about to come. She held her head still and sucked as I shot hard and long in her enveloping mouth. She waited until I had completely subsided before carefully lifting her mouth off me, licking to keep from spilling. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled up at me. “Was that good, honey?”

I couldn’t talk. Of course it was.

A week or so later, I had news for her — unexpected news, happy and suspicious at the same time. “Honey!” I called coming in the front door. I had been given a sweet promotion and the rest of the day off. Tamara works at home in an office we built on the lower level. But she came down from upstairs, though it was mid-day. She also seemed flushed.

She pushed her hair away from her face — it was messed. “What was that, babe?” Her voice was oddly nervous.

“I just got a big promotion! Out of the blue!”

“Oh wow!” she said. It sounded put on for some reason.

I began pulling my shoes off.

“No!” she burst out. “Let’s go right now and celebrate! Drinks!”

“We have drinks at home,” I pointed into the den. The couch in there was in disarray. A cushion was on the floor.

“Let’s get out — we never get out!”

“Let me change out of my suit at least!”

“Let’s not waste time!” She pushed me back out the front door. When we got to the car, as soon as I started it, she said, “Oh! I forgot my phone! Wait here, just a minute, don’t come in.”

I watched her flee back into the house. She came back out a few moments later not carrying her phone. “Phone?” I said when she opened the door.

“In my pocket the whole time! Such a dunce!” She climbed in, leaned over the seat and kissed my cheek.

When we came back home, I noticed the cushion was back on the couch and things were tidied. Possibly, I thought, she did that when she came back looking for her phone. But that would still be odd.

A few days later, Doug himself phoned me. “How about a little celebration for your new promotion, Simon,” he stated like it wasn’t a question.

“That would be very generous of you, Mr. Barrington,” I knew to say.

“Just you and Tamara and a few friends, let’s say,” he stated. I had in mind a few of the other seniors partners. I began to suspect I was being groomed for one of the partnerships. Everyone knew there was at least one vacant position.

I told Tamara. “I don’t know, Simon!” she was immediately nervous. “After what happened last time.”

“What happened last time? Nothing you didn’t control.”

“You call that control? His hands were all over me.”

“But not where my hands go.”

She bugged her eyes out and rolled them and blushed. “Stop it!” she moaned. “It’s like you want to see me treated like that.”

“I don’t think it hurts anyone,” I shrugged.

“How about it hurts you! You’re my husband,” she shook her face at me in disbelief.

“I’m only getting promotions, too.”

She pursed her lips and crossed her arms. “When is this little party of his?”

“Friday,” I said.

“Friday!?” She screamed and ran up the stairs. Three days was hardly enough time to prepare.

We ended up sharing her laptop screen shopping for a new dress to buy. We looked at so many slinky, sexy things, my eyes were swimming. “Do you think he’d like this one?” she moaned doubtfully resting her chin on her palm.

“If you don’t do it up quite so much in front,” I said.

“It’s like you want him to do something,” she replied nonchalantly. I didn’t respond. “Or this one,” she said, showing me a dress that didn’t do up in front but showed the chest down to the navel.

“Depends what’s underneath,” I said.

She clicked through to a page she had already opened to underwear choices. She scrolled a few pages. “This one’s nice,” she suggested, stopping at a pink pair of low-hip thong panties. I gazed. She thought something but I didn’t know what. She scrolled a bit more and stopped at black cheeky panties. She squinted and twisted her head a touch sideways. “These look like more his style,” she intoned.

I drifted my eyes into their corners to not give away that I was looking at her. But she caught me anyway. “You started this,” she said. She clicked the fave button for the panties.

I moved the mouse up and clicked to the bra page.

“I don’t think the dress calls for a bra,” she said quietly.

“But maybe buy one anyway,” I said. “Never know when a girl might need one.”

“What are you doing to me?” she said, gazing at several styles of half cups.

“It’s good to be prepared,” I said, stopping at a bra I liked.

“Prepared for what?” she said, clicking on an enlarged view.

“More parties on that yacht of his, for starters.”

She glowed and bit her lip and blushed. “You want me to buy things for when we go there?”

I reached between her legs suddenly, and pushed my hand under her panties. She didn’t stop me, she didn’t even act surprised. I found her soaking wet. She looked at me guiltily and said, “I can’t help it.”

I pushed my finger inside her and she gasped. “Can’t help what?”

“She stretched up and arched her back. “It excited me,” she said.

“What part,” I touched her clit and she jolted like she was electrified.

“Dancing with the soccer player was nice,” she cooed.

“I thought you were going to say talking with Mr. Barrington.”

“That too,” she nearly cried out.

“I bet you masturbated thinking about him,” I teased her.

“Simon! How can you talk like that?” She squirmed on the end of my finger and grasped my wrist again.

“I could see how turned on you were,” I told her.

She murmured and giggled. “I couldn’t help it,” she moaned.

“What was it that turned you on?” I prodded further.

“I don’t know,” she exhaled.

I entered her with two fingers. Her pussy sloshed and she cried my name out in a whisper.

“Do you wish it was him doing this right now?”

“Stop that,” she whispered. Her breathing grew short and rapid. She shut her eyes.

“What does it feel like?” I asked her, thinking of how my fingers felt inside her. But she took the question in a totally different place.

“It feels like freedom,” she moaned, pushing my arm so my fingers moved in and out of her deeper. “I guess it felt like I was losing my inhibitions.”

I got down on the floor and pulled her panties down her legs. I pressed her knees apart and she readily let me, with a giggle, but not opening her eyes. She left a finger dangling on her lip and smiled.

“I almost felt like losing control, like giving in,” she said, pushing her fingers into my hair as I took her pussy, wet as my mouth, in my lips. “I felt like there was a moment there, when we were just staring at each other, like I was about to submit.”

I lifted my face from her wet pussy. “Submit to what?”

“To that loss of control,” she squeezed out. She inhaled sharply and called my name and her hips began to push forward into my face. “To lust,” she added. She sucked in a sharp short breath and held it for several seconds. I sucked on her clit and she cried out long and deep, flooding my face and chin with her juice, before collapsing over onto me.

Later, in bed, she turned to me on our pillows. “It felt good, Simon.”

I smiled.

She realized I was misunderstanding what she was referring to. “It felt good at that party.”

“You liked that, didn’t you.”

“But if you weren’t there, Simon . . . ” she said.

“What?” I asked.

She bit her bottom lip and touched my face with her fingers. “I don’t know.”

We studied each other’s faces. She spoke again. “I don’t know what would have happened.”

We arrived at the dock on time. Doug greeted us and seemed to ignore Tamara as he talked with me about the firm, about its community responsibilities and other meandering, pointless-sounding blandishments. I could see Tamara was growing anxious and frustrated. But Doug wouldn’t even look at her let alone ask her anything.

There were a few other couples there. A string quartet played. Wine as expensive as cars was poured liberally by the staff. The other men, senior partners of the firm, talked about buildings and prizes and contracts. Their wives gabbed. Servers poured more and pretty young things floated around, helping with whatever they could, or just being around like beautiful walking talking paintings. I was swooning and fading. I looked up and around the table and through the room to the pool and the quartet on the other side and the stars of the night sky behind them. I didn’t see Tamara anywhere, nor Doug.

We all went into another room and cigars were brought out as well as snifters of cognac. All the ladies went somewhere else for massages, apparently. The men and I laughed and guffawed and told horrible jokes. I felt like I was being inducted into a secret society. I lost track of how long I hadn’t seen Tamara. Whenever I looked about myself as though wondering, one or another of the men started a new conversation with me. I decided she must be with the other women getting massaged.

At some point, everyone seemed to know except me the evening was drawing to a close. I followed them out to the main rooms. All the wives were there too, looking relaxed, smiling, appearing as though stoned. Just as I was about to ask, the elevator door opened and Doug emerged leading Tamara beside him with an arm around her waist. She looked down at the floor in front of her as she walked toward me. But when she drew up close, she raised her face and looked at me square on with such directness I was taken aback.

She fixed me with her deadly eyes and said, “Ready then?” She smiled curtly at me and took my elbow to guide me, to start me walking in the direction of shore. I began as though about to ask but she cut me off before my voice started with a short, sharp, “Uh uh.”

Two weeks later, she told me there was a party she was invited to, and that I could come too, if I wanted. “Who?” I screwed up my face.

“You’re favorite hall of famer,” she nodded once and pressed me on my nose as she passed into the kitchen.

“My favorite?” I wasn’t connecting.

She stopped and twisted on her hips with her hands held out with exasperation. “Really?” she shook her head.

Then it came to me. The pro athlete at the first yacht party. “Him!?”

“Him,” she turned away and sauntered on.

“How the?”

“He got my number, I told you.”

“You’re not going, are you?”

“I’m definitely going.” She smiled devilishly at me. It’s a look I’d never seen before. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

“Yeah right,” I said.

It was a huge birthday party full of all sorts of famous pros from every league. I was knocked on my heals. There was another guy there who looked as stunned as me and we found each other and shared notes. We finally admitted to each other that neither of us belonged there — our wives had been invited. And we both admitted to each other that it was the most awesome thing that ever happened in our lives. We spotted so many of the most famous dudes ever.

I realized long into his and my conversation that I lost track of Tamara. I recalled her saying she was going to the bathroom some time before. When I turned to see her off, she was twisting away from me and I recalled then, thinking about it again, that it was the athlete from the yacht who was in front of her, and that he was leading her by the hand.

I went to the bathroom but it was clear. I asked someone there, a server, where other bathrooms there were. She pointed upstairs. I went up through throngs of big people. At the door, a huge bouncer stood with his arms crossed. I asked if I could use it. He just smiled a big mean confident smile and didn’t even bother to nod. The question was ridiculous apparently.

I hung around for two hours down the hall from the bathroom. It was incredible to me that someone could be in there for that long, let alone need a bodyguard — and that the bodyguard wasn’t concerned that his boss was taking a long time in the bathroom. But something told me there was no need to go looking for Tamara.

Finally, I saw the guard notice his phone buzz and he seemed to read it and text something back. He looked up and down the hallway and then tapped the door. It opened and that same star athlete stepped out, and behind him followed, in tiny steps, coy and light, was Tamara.

She noticed me instantly but did not even turn away or hide her face. The athlete didn’t notice me but walked right past me close enough to brush slightly against me. He trailed one arm behind his back and on the end of his fingers was both of Tamara’s hands as she allowed herself to be lead. She smiled slightly at me as she was pulled passed me. Her expression was one of utter contentedness.

I peered into the unguarded bathroom. It was massive, elegant, and flickering in the light of a hundred candles. It wasn’t a bathroom so much as a spa retreat. There was a large recliner. On it were pure white sheets and pillows, all messed up.

I turned to see the receding back of my wife. I came after her. I finally caught up when the athlete had lead her into the kitchen. Piles of people were in there too. He had brought her to the fridge and brought out plates of cheeses and other things.

He turned to me. “Hey bud,” he said. “That’s quite the yacht you’re friend has out in the harbor.”

I nodded and looked at Tamara. She bit food and smiled and looked down. The man’s arm was around her waist. He pulled on her and she stepped back and into his chest against which she seemed to relax and roll. She looked at me with half lidded eyes and sighed.

He talked with me about the yacht more and all the while Tamara leaned against him and his hand petted and stroked the side of her torso.

About two weeks later, I caught her trying to hide texts on her phone from me. I suspected she was setting something up. I made up a story about needing to fly out of town for two days. It was a ruse. I snuck back into the house after telling her my exact, fake, itinerary.

It was less than two hours later I heard a car pull up. I paced around the unfinished part of the basement craning my neck and looking for places to hear. It was the athlete again. I was able to find a place by a hole in the floor that, when I stood on a couch downstairs, I could get my ear close enough to hear the conversation in our den.

I heard her laugh and then say, “It’s enhanced I think, knowing I could be caught.”

“You’re a risk taker like me,” he laughed with her.

“I loved it when I knew he was outside the door, why is that?”

“If you were played pro sports you wouldn’t have to ask that,” he said to her.

There were long stretches when there was nothing being said. I wondered what was happening, until I heard her moan and giggle.

She spoke again. “You don’t mind that I was with that Barrington guy?” She laughed lightly.

“Baby, you a player, I know that. No constraints, no claims. If there anything I don’t like, I’m going to tell you, but so far, I ain’t complaining. Are you?”

I heard her squeal “No!” and then a lot of moans followed. I heard her gasp and I heard her suck in short sharp bursts of breath.

When I heard her start to cry out in high pitches ever higher and shorter I didn’t have to crane my neck anymore — I could sit on the couch and plainly hear what was going on above me. If there was any doubt, I heard the back of the couch up there first hit the wall then begin pound against the wall. I heard Tamara cry out in a way I never heard her before.

I almost fell asleep before I was stirred by them talking above me again. “Should I leave him?” she asked him plainly.

“No, no, never,” he said. He went on. “I’m not a man you want to spend time with, we know that, yes?”

I could only imagine she nodded.

“What makes this more than just having sex?” he asked her.

“You’re very good,” she tittered.

“I’m okay,” he laughed back. “But that only goes so far. What you love is the cheating. You dig the risk of getting caught. It’s that distraction — when I am fucking you, your mind is all apart, thinking about your husband, and then also frantic and worried about getting caught. Is that true?”

She must have nodded. She was silent up there.

“Knowing he is out of town and can’t catch you right now, tell me, it won’t hurt me, I get enough, but tell me, was it as fun as at the party?”

I heard her laugh a little.

“Because there is no chance of getting caught.”

“You want to get caught?”

“No no,” he said. Does the base runner want to get caught stealing home?” He laughed. “Of course not. Does he try to steal home anyway? Of course he does, every chance he gets. Why? Why does he?”

She’s not a sports fan, she must have just shook her head.

“This is why he plays the game, gives his life to it. It sets up the possibility of getting away with something. If he wanted home base so bad, he can just go to a baseball store and buy as many as he wants. He can fill his house with home base pads. But no — it is that one, the one he cannot have, that he must try to steal. It is no different than any other. Except for the fact it is the one that happens to be not allowed to him. That’s what the game is to him. That’s why you don’t leave your husband. Getting caught cheating is what makes it so fucking hot with me.”

It wasn’t long before I heard pounding on the den floor and the sweet sound of my wife, crying out of lust  and utter satisfaction. I could here by wife orgasm directly above my head.

A month later, Tamara and I were having dinner. She invited me to a restaurant I didn’t know. “Doug brought me here once,” she said matter-of-factly.

I squinted.

“Speaking of whom,” she said, biting a disk of bread. “He would like to take me away for a weekend.”

“A weekend?” I was stunned.

“Just a weekend,” she smirked.

“Where?”

“Paris.”

I stared at her but she met my stare right back. “Why?” I said.

She didn’t break her stare. “You know why,” she stated in low tone. Where before she was demure and coy and shy, she was now confident, powerful, and totally in control. The way she stared at me, it was clear she was telling me, not asking me.

“No,” I said.

She grinned briefly and snapped the bread off with her teeth. “It’s just a business trip. I’m consulting on a new book. I’ll be back Monday noon he says.”

“No,” I said again.

“Too late,” she nearly whispered with a smile. “I think you woke me up.”





The Movie
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I

 watched the laptop screen mesmerized as she worked loose the tiny zipper on the side of her tight plaid business skirt. When she drew it down over her hip, it drifted from her waist like a descending cloud and she instinctively crossed her hands in front of her to cover up.

An off-screen man’s voice on the video assured her in a deep, sonorous tone: “It’s okay, you’re safe there.”

She seemed to believe the voice and gathered renewed bravado enough to squat and swoop up her skirt from the floor where it lay crumpled around her strapped spike heels. She gingerly stepped out of it.

“Just drape it over the chair,” the man said. I turned her computer volume up and hopped her bedroom chair closer to her little window desk.

“Those too,” he said, and she seemed to know he meant her stockings.

She made one affirmative nod to him and peeled those off too, squatting again to get leverage over her ass. She used her foot, raised behind her, to hand her stockings off to her long, elegant waiting fingers, and she pinched them like the petal of a flower. He was ordering her around, but she was obviously enjoying it — even if she was acting petulant and reluctant.

She had that look on her face she used to give me when she was feeling a certain way: that blinking doe-eyed bimbo look, at once trusting but also defiant, the look she loved to play at. It gave her freedom from responsibility for the things we would do to each other that she hadn’t yet, in the sobriety of the day, felt totally comfortable doing. Things had progressed for her without my knowledge, though, it seemed. I shook my head barely believing what I was seeing. Hot as she undeniably was, she rarely stripped in front of me and certainly without lights on. This looked like not only lights on, but daylight streaming through a window.

I couldn’t puzzle out what I was watching. I found it in a file on her desktop labelled “Stuff and such” buried inside a string of five levels of files. They say a good reason not to snoop on a spouse is because you just might find difficult truths. I slumped in her chair and scanned the video room surroundings for anything that might give me a clue where it was filmed. It seemed to only involved her and the man — the camera wasn’t moving as though maybe it was set on a tripod.

She looked at him with those big brown eyes of hers through her auburn hair that she had pulled down all around her downcast but obviously excited face. The man suddenly appeared in the side of the frame and nodded. She began at the top of her blouse with all those tiny buttons. She blew out the corner of her mouth at strands of loose hair as though it was all such a chore, so many buttons, but she was teasing him playfully, too. Her hair was still tied back in office mode, and she looked stunning with her heavy black rim glasses.

Did she know him? I certainly didn’t, and I knew everyone she worked with. She was clearly feeling sexy too, I could tell from the way she moved. I always noticed in her tight conservative ways the occasional leak of something fantasized, something unquenched. I could feel the heat emanating off her even through the screen. She bit her lip with embarrassment and I could feel her heart pounding. Who was she exposing herself to so completely?

She blew a puff of air out her nose again and smiled at him coyly through a sideways upward gaze. She raised her face to the ceiling and shook her arms behind her back to make the blouse slide down her thin limbs and off behind her slender, gorgeous back. She caught it in her fingers when it graced her hands and she folded it once and placed it carefully over her skirt on the back of the chair. She appeared nervous but not overly so. Even though she was nearly naked with another man, she was trying to stand and listen as though she wasn’t. I could see her fists at her sides clench once and release. I was fascinated. I was angry, full of rage in fact, and squinting with determination to get to the bottom of what I was watching, but also fascinated. I needed to see more.

The man nodded once again and she smiled at him and chicken-twisted both arms to reach behind her back to unclasp her smoking hot black bra. Doing so made her jut her small chest out. She let the bra straps slide down her bare arms and laid it too over the back of the chair with the blouse and skirt. She looked at him all business-like as though awaiting further instructions with her hands now turned slightly forward in a receptive manner. If you didn’t see that she was nearly naked, you wouldn’t tell by the look on her face or the stance of her pose.

He looked at her with only the hint of a smile and raised his eyebrows. She rolled her eyes then hooked her thumbs into her equally smoking hot black panties and peeled those off her ass and down her legs, bending over all the way because she was that flexible. She placed those with the bra and looked back at him blinking and innocent again, and stark fucking naked. She had once told me I was the only man who had ever truly seen her totally naked. If true then, it wasn’t anymore now. Seeing her on the screen from slightly behind, there was no denying she was hot.



She wore only shiny black heels and a glowing white pearl necklace. My pearl necklace, the one I gave her for our 5

 

th


 
the previous month. I felt like I had woken up into an alternative universe where everything appeared the same but nothing was the same at all. I recognized things — the necklace, her blinking eyes, her perfectly shaped breasts, the way she held her hands slightly forward at her sides — and yet nothing, not the room, the man, or her actions unfolding before my eyes.



The man nodded toward something off screen. He came toward the camera and then it was jiggled and re-aimed, and now focused on a bed that appeared in its frame. It was rumpled and messy as though a couple had just had a wild tussle in it. Into the frame of the camera my wife climbed up and walked on the bed on her hands and knees to the middle before flopping over onto one leg and propping herself up with one arm. Her other hand fell between her thighs as though attempting to hide herself.

“Like this?” she said.

“Lose the shoes,” he suggested. She nodded as though affirming his wisdom and flung them off. “Down more,” he said. “And with your chin on your hands like you’re considering me.”

She rolled around and rearranged her limbs until she found a pose that was as though she was his freshly fucked lover now listening to him order her, boss to secretary-like, maybe. The man adjusted the light screen and examined his laptop screen. I heard some pop rap start playing and then watched as the man stepped up to my wife sprawling around the bed snapping shots of her as the music filled up the room.

He took a lot of pictures. My wife giggled a lot and flopped around like a model searching for as many seductive poses as she could find. She untied her hair and let it fly around her face and the pillows. I felt a wave of understanding and delight wash over me when I realized, this could be her plan for me that I had uncovered, her present for my birthday. This was just one of those erotic photo shoots you do for your husband! Aw, I thought, she did this for me!

But then, still laughing, still lounging and rolling around, my wife reached and pulled at the man’s clothes and laughed with dirty intent. “No!” I thought. When she tugged his pants open, she seemed desperate to get a hold of what was inside, and to get it into her mouth, too. He teased her by pulling away and she laughed at his game and flailed at him until her laughter was muffled by his cock shoved between her lips.

He lost I guess. My joy was short-lived. But then why was this being filmed and photographed?

The man, whoever he was, took a few more pictures of the top of my wife’s bobbing head before putting the camera down and flopping onto his back on the bed. My wife, far from adventuresome in our own bed, now kept this man’s cock in her mouth as she maneuvered her body around to lower her pussy onto his face.

If it wasn’t Kat, I’d have thought this was one of the best porn clips I’d ever watched. It was well lit, they were both beautiful and fit (I had to admit), and the way she laughed and yearned, it was the perfect scene. She sucked at him hard and purposefully even while squealing in muffled cries as her hips rotated in circles over and down onto his face. To see her pull her pink frosted lips up his shiny, spit-soaked shaft and pull off, leaving strings of her saliva stretching between them, to watch her eyes flutter shut from the light, circular work of his tongue on her pussy, to see her grip his hard cock and push it all over her face, into her eyes, over her cheeks and chin, and to hear her giggle before shoving it hard back between her lips so tightly closing around it, and to watch her mouth push down over his shaft further and further till her nose was in his ass — it nearly killed me with my heart beating so fast and hard. But it also made me so hard I had to take my own cock out of my pants.

I heard Kat’s car pull into the garage and quickly closed the file and pulled my pants up and ran downstairs. When Kat came through the garage door, I said nothing about what I’d found on her computer. I didn’t have near enough evidence to really understand yet what I’d seen, I told myself. The man in the video didn’t say her name once. There were no clues to the location. There was the necklace, which I’d given her a month earlier, so it was that recent. But there were also a lot of other files in that folder.

“Hard day in the salt mine?” I said to her.

“You know it,” she replied disinterestedly as she leaned on the wall to help herself pull her heels off. “What’s for dinner then?” she said with a smile padding into the kitchen in her stockings. I looked closely to see if I could tell if they were the same ones or different.

“Start with this appetizer, here try,” I said, holding out a full glass of white wine for her.

I usually got home one or two hours before her. Why I snooped on her I hardly even knew myself. I justified it by saying I was checking the state of her security — I often helped her with cleaning up her caches and checking her settings.

But the mind is a funny thing. I’ve had more devious, backstabbing and manipulative arguments between my own two minds than ever with someone outside my head. The neuroscientists talk a lot about our two minds in constant dialogue over the corpus calossum. But they don’t mention the third mind, the one that silently watches the Tom and Jerry battle of the other two, watching like a parent with crossed arms.

“Probably time to run some scans on her laptop,” says one. 

“You fucking liar, you’re checking up on her!” says the other.

“No, really, she isn’t careful.”

“Fucking creep. Go on, have a look, destroy her privacy.”

“I have to check, what if she imported something not knowing?”

Meanwhile the third mind just sits there watching, knowing where this is going, and trying to understand what is wrong with mind 1 the sick manipulative fuck, and what is wrong with mind 2 the spiteful hating piece of shit. 

On and on this nonsense plays out in my head until there I am, back upstairs the next day at her tiny office desk in our bedroom, my pants bunched around my ankles, my hand gripping my cock, watching another of these strange movies featuring my wife and the stranger.

This time the angle was set towards a dresser with a large screen on top. The lack of clues made me realize it was a hotel room, as probably was the earlier one. A proper investigator would have checked others — there were many in the one folder, and there were a lot of other folders.

But that evil mind said it would be a waste to rush through such a treasure trove, which revealed my true motivation to myself. My stupid mind was droning on about how it was important to study every moment of each file in case a clue might reveal itself about who the man was, where it was filmed, when, and most of all, why. The spiteful mind meanwhile was gritting its teeth savoring the days and weeks and months ahead filled with new, salacious revelations to come in the slow drip of new and daily after-work jacking off porn material staring the hottest chick ever.

In this one, the lovely couple, my wife and the stranger, stood lit up from the side by daylight, with him leaning against the dresser. She was stroking his face and hair while they kissed passionately. Her feet, in sexy tall heels I didn’t recognize, stood outside his feet on both sides the better to press her whole body against his.

I paid particular attention to how her hips jutted to press especially hard against his hips. She was grinding him. Catching your wife in an affair would be one thing, but why had it been filmed? Then I noticed neither of them ever looked at the lens. Was it a hidden camera? If so, who was doing the hiding and who was being filmed on the sly? I thought back to the first one. It was moved before she crawled on the bed, but it wasn’t mentioned and she didn’t look at it. Nor was it clear who moved it — they were both out of the frame when it got turned toward the bed. Was it obscured inside something? A piece of luggage or a purse perhaps with a tiny hole drilled in it?

She laughed and flung her head back and pulled him away from the dresser and wrapped her arms around his waist. They walked like that, him stepping backward, till he came with the back of his knees to the edge of the bed. She kept pushing till he flopped down, breaking his fall with his arms behind him. She stayed against him as her knees pressed into the edge of the bed and she straddled his legs, laughing all the way. She was at ease with him, familiar, and yet so obviously aroused and even nervous.

When she leaned down to enclose his face in her curtain of shimmering auburn hair, I had to admire her fit body inside her tight fitting red dress. Her ass faced me and her shoulders and back rose up over him. She was lithe and supple and moved on him like a leopard. I saw her elbows work and her hands move and saw her push his pants down his legs between her thighs and under her dress.

There were murmurs too quiet to make out before I saw him struggle and squirm to pull himself under her further across the bed till his feet were at the edge facing me. She didn’t move with him. I was puzzled in my rear vantage point until I saw the auburn back of her head duck down between her shoulder blades and pop back up repeatedly. She had pushed him forward so she could blow him. I shook my head in disbelief but I also stroked my cock in time with her bobs. She sucked him so sweetly and softly, it would have been beautiful if it wasn’t my innocent wife. Correction, said my other, evil mind: it was beautiful, even it if was my innocent wife.

I came without control, unable to last and unable to stop. And once I had come, I was disgusted and unable to watch any further. I slapped my own face and called myself the worst names I knew. But I also carefully closed up her folders and returned her computer to its starting state. I went downstairs to get something on for dinner for her. She’d be hungry. She worked long days these days — event organizing was taking off for her. Contracts were coming from new places every week. She seemed to be a natural whiz at marketing.

She came in toting a few shopping bags. “New stuff?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm,” she affirmed as noncommittally as possible. She also pushed them into the hall closet and shut the doors on them. I pretended not to notice but after finding her movie stash I was on hyper-vigilant alert. I not only noticed, I tagged and filed. “Time for a shower before dinner’s ready,” I suggested.

“That’s a great idea,” she said, lifting herself on her stockinged feet to hold my elbows and kiss me on the tip of my nose. She didn’t, however, press her hips into mine, or wrap her hands around my waist, and nor did she walk me backward to where I might fall down and where she might lovingly take my cock in her pink frosted mouth. No, she only pecked at me and turned to the closet to retrieve her booty and disappear upstairs.

I waited till I heard the shower running then slipped upstairs myself and into our bedroom. I threw my apron in the laundry hamper so I’d have that excuse for poking round the closet if she came out of the shower too quick. I found her recent shopping bags hidden under the long dresses toward the back. I peeked back out at the cracked-open bathroom door. She was still in her shower. I reached in the bag and pulled up item after item of the sexiest intimate wear I’d ever seen or touched. It was expensive stuff, the kind of thing you’d use to dress for high-end photo shoots with models. I checked a couple price tags. Yep, pricy. There were panties, bras, half camis, longer silky things made mostly of revealing straps, there was lace, satin, and silk, bras, garters, shorts, everything for a night of delight and pleasure — or quite a few nights in fact. I stuffed it all back in and fled downstairs. She’d be hungry after all.

Over dinner, she said, “Something’s come up on a contract we have to go down and straighten out.” Her eyes remained on the chicken wing scrutinizing it.

“Where’s down?” I asked.

“Oh, the resort we use a lot, near Cancun. Two days, maybe three depending on the problem.” She nibbled the bone. “Okay?”

“You got to do what you got to do,” I said. “When you going?”

“Tomorrow morning.”

“Holy crap, that’s fast!”

“Problem needs attention right away,” she shrugged. “I’m planning for three nights just in case.”

“Can I help you get ready?” I offered.

“Oh no,” she said, “not my first time, babe.” She smiled. “But I’ll be gone before you’re up,” she said. “Got a lift coming at 5:30 AM.”

“Oh Kat!” I sympathized.

“I know, right?” She shook her head. “But it’s got to be done.”

She packed her bag and put it by the front door for herself and went to bed early. When I came up for bed later, I went in the closet to change. The bags carrying the recent purchases weren’t there anymore. I slipped downstairs to find them empty and folded up tidily and stuffed under other paper in our recycling box. She’s a meticulous packer and I dared not open her suitcase to check, but I didn’t have to. There was no sign of those items in the dresser drawers. They were packed in her suitcase for the trip.

I woke up of course when she got out of bed and she kissed me a goodbye peck on my cheek when she saw the flash of headlights hit our bedroom ceiling. I peeked out a few moments later. She didn’t get in the back seat with her bag the way she would have if it were an Uber. And when she climbed in the front and the dome light came on in the car, I recognized the man behind the wheel. I watched as Kat leaned over with a big smile and kiss the man hard and long on his mouth. She even scrunched up her shoulders and squeezed his thigh she was so excited. She didn’t take her eyes off his face all the way back out the driveway, and off up the street into the early light of the morning.

Later that day, I realized she never told me where exactly she was going — which she always did in case of an emergency. I called Kim at her work who was always on top of the details.

“She’s not on a company trip,” Kim said on the phone to me, in slow uncertain words like she wondered if she was giving something away.

“You didn’t book her into something near Cancun?” I checked again.

“She’s off for three days, but its personal time.” I could hear her wincing over the phone.

“You don’t know where she booked, do you?” I checked a third time.

“I’m sorry,” she wheezed back to me.

Kat finally phoned toward the end of the day. “Looks like I was wise to pack for three nights,” she said, “it’s a big problem.” She sounded serious but I also thought I heard a snigger at the end that made her voice crack on the word “problem.”

“Hey, Kat, you forgot to tell me where you are exactly,” I said.

“Oh did I?” she replied. It was strange. It was as though she heard me but didn’t quite understand me.

“Yeah, the place you’re at, you forgot to tell me.” I pressed my phone harder to my ear. There were muffled background sounds.

There was a too-long pause before she answered. “It’s the uh,” she started and stopped. “The Majestic Riviera Platinum,” she said as though reading it for the first time.

“Okay,” I said, staring at my phone like it was the strange thing, not her. “You going to give me the phone number then?”

There was another long pause before she answered. “The what honey?” she finally said breathily.

“The phone number Kat, in case I need to call you on their landline.”

She cleared her throat.

“You okay, Kat?” I had to ask her.

“Yeah, honey, just tired I guess,” she half-chuckled. There was another long pause.

“So the phone number?”

“Right,” she said. She began to recite the number to me. Half way I heard her gasp followed by the sound of the phone being muffled by her hand. When she read the remaining numbers to me, it sounded like Marylyn Monroe singing Happy Birthday to President Kennedy. I asked her again if she was feeling okay.

“I have to go now honey,” she replied.

“Kat?” I said.

But I only heard her phone cut out. Just before, for about a millisecond, I might have heard a squeal.

I looked up the name of the place online. She planned corporate events for big groups, usually 200 to 500. It wasn’t unusual to plan something at a big resort in Mexico. But this Majestic Riviera place was anything but big and there was nothing about it that suggested corporate retreats. Everything about the place catered to the romantic couple looking for a quiet getaway. It’s specialty was not the big company booking, but the intimate honeymoon.

I tried to sleep after our phone call but I was far too agitated. I roamed the dark house like a storm cloud creeping over the nighttime prairie. I nudged open her office door and glowered into it. Her laptop was left behind — she always took it with her on the smallest of business trips. I closed my eyes because I knew what I was going to do whether I fought myself over it or not.

I hit the return key and marveled at myself staring at her unlocked screen. How did I come to this, sitting in the middle of the night knowing I was going to open up more movies of my wife fucking another man and start stroking myself, even while she was down in Mexico doing that probably at the very moment? The thought of her doing it right then, made me stir and harden even before I navigated through her poorly constructed subterfuge with the files within files. I clicked the wrong one yet found a whole nest of other files. My curiosity piqued, I clicked through.

It was all short movies again. I randomly clicked in the middle of a list in one of the files also randomly selected. It was again a hotel room. In the foreground was the blurred image of what seemed to be the top of a chair. In the middle distance was a bed. And on the bed sat a man — a different man. Facing the camera and with her back to me, riding him with apparent sexual abandon, was without a doubt, Kat. If her distinctively sexy back and ass did not give that away, her voice, crying out in half pants and half squeals, did. I couldn’t not grab my cock and stroke.

But something stopped me and made me go back and slow-mo the movie. There it was: Kat, bending so far over back fucking the absolute shit out of this other guy, sneaking what was definitely a peak at the lens of the hidden camera. She was checking its line of sight, like maybe the chair got pushed in front and she worried it blocked the view.

The man’s hands dug into her ass. She laughed and squealed she seemed to enjoy fucking him so much. When her grabbed her tits, she fell forward on him and I could see from across the room his cock get swallowed by her pussy lips. Hearing my wife’s voice, plaintive and guttural, when she orgasmed made me shoot into my hand before I had a chance to grab a paper towel it was so hot. When I recovered I realized the movie was still on-going. My wife and the man cuddled and kissed leaning against pillows in the hotel bed. I could make out what they were saying, the sound on this movie was so good.

I heard my wife laugh and say, “She never takes you like that?” It was all sympathy and care.

The man laughed like she had said something sardonic, even morbidly funny. There was something however in how my wife seemed to pursue the line of questioning, after he stopped laughing. “What does she like to do to you?”

“She’ll blow me,” he said crassly. “But not like you do, baby,” he added. I mentally noted the implication that this was not a first time or one-time event I was watching.

“Does she like to do it?” my wife pressed him, lightly stroking his hair.

“Only before we got married,” the man smiled at her sideways.

My wife nuzzled his neck and I watched her push the sheet down and let her hand circle and roam over his chest and stomach and eventually over his cock slumbering there. She leaned over and took the flaccid member in her mouth before coming back up to his face. “Poor thing,” she said to him very closely. “How long since anybody sucked you like I’m going to suck you tonight?”

They both laughed with evil intent, my wife more than he. “After I get you fed and rested for more, that is,” she said to him deeply and intimately. Just when I was beginning to think he didn’t recall her question, she seemed to read my mind from inside the movie, and asked again, “How many years baby?” in her innocent “poor-baby!” tone.

“Three years,” he finally said.

She kissed his neck and chest and reached to squeeze his cock gently. “I bet you know it to the day,” she spoke nearly inside his mouth, and she laughed in a deeper voice than I had ever heard come from her throat.

“Of course I do, honey,” he said. “April 8.”

I could hear my wife chuckle but it had a self-satisfied inflection to it. “Come on,” she nearly whispered. “Let’s go find what there is to eat here,” she said. “We have to sample the fare if you’re going to consider it for your booking.” She kissed him again and laughed, but not without it being fringed with a blackened edge.

The events firm Kat worked for was one of the biggest in the country and it was interesting to me how it was organized like a large, multi-branch legal firm. Associate’s income was nearly all in bonuses — you’d starve if you had to live on the base salary. Bonuses were pre-arranged percentages of fees brought in from successful billings. The more you booked, the more you made, and the bigger company events you booked, the easier you worked for that top income.

But competition was fierce. Winning contracts with the biggest companies was where all the action was for the real pros. That was the level my wife Kat was stepping up on, and by all accounts, including her pay packets, she was thriving. There was talk she was headed for making partner, which meant she’d start getting a piece of the action brought in by associates under her that she recruited. She wasn’t handed any of her success — she worked hard at building and keeping her contacts. It’s partly why I was surprised by her office secretary telling me she’d taken three days off. I couldn’t remember the last time Kat took an afternoon off.

I opened another of the files in the same folder. This one seemed to be a different hotel room. At first nothing could be heard but a hiss. The scene was mostly a bed as seen from the foot, as though the camera was positioned where a hotel room TV screen would be. When the hiss stopped, muffled voices could be heard. Those voices then suddenly grew clear and then the scene was obscured by a wall of whiteness. The whiteness disappeared only to fill the screen with blurred pinkness.

I only realized it was someone’s naked back when they moved away from the camera to show my wife, again, in a standard white hotel room bathrobe, kneeling on the bed and pulling the hands of the same man toward her. As he stepped up on the bed, it was clear he was naked. I realized the hiss was the sound of the shower where they’d just been together.

He knelt on the bed facing her and disrobed her. Naked together, they necked passionately. I watched my wife’s hands snake under his arms and up his back to his neck, caressing and grasping all the way, in the manner of only someone in love. They pecked and licked and she laughed and squealed as though the man teased her in ways only those who know her secrets could. She looked like she was so turned on, she was trying with all her might to keep from attacking him. She oozed desire and seemed to vibrate to his touch like she wouldn’t last much longer before engulfing him with severe sexual aggression. She sounded like she was cresting on the edge of orgasm the whole time.

They kissed more and I could see her gyrate and press her whole body into his. When he pulled off the kiss, she seemed to be detached from life-saving breathing apparatus, she gasped so violently. She bit her bottom lip hard and I could see her fingers strain to pull his hair nearly from his scalp. She panted like she was on fire or hungry beyond starvation. She tugged and pulled wherever she could grab him. She whipped her hair over her face and clawed at the skin on his back. She fell backward but not without yanking him with her. She pressed her nude pelvis up into him even as his body fell down onto hers. And she shoved his head down her stomach and parted her pulled-up knees. She took clumps of his hair in both her hands and she shoved his face hard up against her bald, wet-shining pussy. “Oh my god! “she bellowed, arching her back and pressed her shoulders into the mattress. She thrashed and pounded her fists into the sheets. She flung her head side to side. She fed a pillow into her mouth and nearly ripped it apart like it was the throat of prey.

I might have just come, but seeing Kat lost in the throes of such extreme passion made me hard all over again. She bucked against his face and she tore the sheets up from the bed. Whatever he was doing to her, it looked like he had something right. She began to pant and cry as though surprised to be rising so high. “Oh Nicky!” she cried out with surprise like she didn’t expect anything this extreme to happen. It was the first time on any of her movies, however, that I heard a name, and it was duly noted, even if I was jerking off again to my wife jumping the bones of yet another man.

“Anybody can book an event,” Kat once said to me in bed with her laptop open. “But can they do exclusive repeat bookings, because that is what makes you partner one day,” she clicked with a smile — a conniving, sharp-as-a-knife smile I thought at the time.

“I love you,” the man in the movie said to her, after she came, pounding, breathless, and gloriously, and after he crawled up beside her, her chest still heaving and panting from her adventure. The smile she gave him, even while she tucked his hair behind his ear, was that same, genuine smile. But there was a look I caught after he closed his eyes and reclined back into the pillows. She looked at him the way one would look at a pet, or even less, like one would look at a useful tool that did its job.
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W

 e were in the sunken living room with the sparkling lights of the city all around and down below us. Craig, my wife’s best friend from college, was over for the game, stayed for dinner, and was now a few drinks into the night and showing no signs of leaving. Carly, my wife of three years, also dangerously close to her drink limit, liked Craig a lot and loved taunting him about his team.

“49ers sucked balls today!” my wife jabbed him in the ribs.

“No,” he didn’t open his eyes, “69ers suck balls, I keep trying’ to teach ya.”

Carly laughed hard and pulled on her bottle of beer. “Stop it,” she said, but in a coy, teasing kind of way, low voice and smiling with conspiracy.

He was stretched out with his feet propped on the coffee table and his red 49ers cap down low over his eyes. Carly was bouncy up and down and squirrelly all over the rest of the couch the whole night, wearing her tight pink shorts and crop-cut grey Alabama shirt and white cap — her typical game-day attire.

“Let’s find a scary show on Prime,” she grinned, snatching the remote from Craig.

“No!” he protested, more for show than for real. He made to grab the remote back but instead covered her hand with his and held for a while. She didn’t pull away from his touch. I saw her finger lift and press down on his as though to keep him there.

Craig tugged his hat down further and groaned. She knew he both hated and loved supernatural horror shows. It only made her laugh and squeal more. When she found one, she slapped his knee, pulled her knees up, and dragged the blanket over herself up to her chin. She also punched it from underneath so it settled softly down over Craig’s legs too.

“You staying too?” she glanced at me. Until she asked I hadn’t considered it a question. “You don’t have to. You don’t like these.”

His arms rested down his sides but as soon as the show began, my wife grabbed his hand in hers and clutched it to her throat in a mock gesture of fright before surreptitiously slipping both together under the blanket, not letting him go.

I got up to go to the bathroom.

“You going?” she said with a barely concealed tone of delight.

“Just to the bathroom, Car,” I said with my face screwed up.

“Turn the lights off — better that way!” she called at me as I left the room.

When I came back, Carly quickly darted away from Craig. Craig too seemed to jerk his head toward the screen.

“Thought you were gone to bed,” Carly said looking straight forward. She seemed more closely beside Craig than when I left, but it was hard to say because the blanket was up to both their chins now.

“Just the bathroom, Car.”

“Well you don’t have to stay up if you’re tired,” she said.

Once she mentioned it, though, I did feel tired. I assumed Craig would have gone home by then, but he was settled in for the long haul, focused intensively on the show.

“You don’t have to worry about me,” she said with a titter, “Craig will protect me from the demons!”

He grabbed her waist under the blanket and she yelped playfully and twisted.

“Seriously, hon, you don’t need to watch over me.” She looked into my eyes like she was trying to telepathically tell me something.

“That’s okay,” I said. I scrunched down in the chair to emphasize the point that I wasn’t going anywhere.

Every time something startling happened in the show, Carly either clutched Craig’s hand to her chest or hid her face in his neck with a little scream. One time, she left it there. The room was very dark and it was difficult to make out the shapes. But I could see her head not just resting against his neck, but moving.

As the show went on, I could see her head slide down the back of the couch further, and Craig’s too. I went to get more drinks all around and when I came back, Craig had rearranged himself to be lying sideways across the couch with his head propped on the arm, and Carly was sitting in a slouch. By the look of the lumps under the blanket, his legs were stretched out over her lap. I couldn’t see her hands.

“One more episode, or not?” I suggested.

“If you’re tired, hon,” she said. “I’m not, but you go ahead.”

I saw what appeared to be a smirk on Craig’s face. Carly had slouched further down and began drifting sideways with every movement. She was half laying down herself beside Craig. I tried to see in the flashes of the screen what I could of the shadows across the couch but I couldn’t be sure if I saw lumps moving under the blanket. At the wrong times of the show, I heard Carly giggle and I heard her a couple of times gasp and inhale sharp breaths.

Carly suddenly complained that she was uncomfortable. “Move your arm out of the way,” she laughed to Craig. She looked up at me and said, “ You don’t mind do you?” She giggled without waiting for my answer and rearranged the blanket over the both of them and rested her head on his chest. Her hand wrapped around his waist. By the look of the blanket on top of them both, she was lying on top of him.

Craig strained to crank his neck up and sideways to see me and said, “Old times, I guess,” and laughed. “You’d think she was back in college, hey?”

“You’d think,” I agreed.

“No worries, right buddy?” As he said that, his arm went around my wife’s waist, first on top of the blanket, and then underneath when she tugged it out and let it settle again. She tittered and seemed to get more comfortable on top of him.

“We were great pals in college, right Carls?” he said to the top of my wife’s head.

She reached up to his neck with her hand and stroked him there. “Those were good times,” she breathed.

Craig cranked his neck to look at me again. “We all shared a house, what, five of us? Six? Carls?” He leaned his head down and put a little kiss on the top of her hair.

“I don’t know, there was a of coming and going if I remember.” She moaned as though things were getting very comfortable between them. In the dark, I thought I made out the shadow of his hand touching her face. I was going to say something when I thought I saw her suck his finger into her mouth.

“You guys live there together then?” I said, and she quickly pulled his finger out of her mouth.

“Most of a year, maybe,” Craig said, looking back at the show. “Carls came after me.” His hand went under the blanket again near her chest and I could see when the screen flickered bright that she had closed her eyes and opened her mouth.

“You moved in after Craig?” I asked her. She had only mentioned Craig as someone she knew at college, not someone she shared a house with. Everyone was silent and when the show suddenly went silent too, I could hear her breathing heavily.

“Carls,” Craig said, jolting her.

“What’s that hon?” she suddenly came to.

“Getting tired over there,” I asked.

She giggled again and said, “No!”

I tried to make out what I could in the dark. “You moved in after Craig was already there?” I repeated my question.

“Of course,” she said sounding slightly annoyed. “I couldn’t make my rent where I was.”

I pondered that statement and watched the show.

“Uncomfortable,” she said again and a turmoil of struggling under the blanket ensued with both of them giggling. Finally Carly produced out from under the blanket her pink shorts. She tossed them at the other chair and missed and laughed and pressed her face tightly into Craig’s neck again. I could see her hand lightly stroke or even scratch his skin there, up and down.

“You staying for the whole show, hon?” she moaned as much as asked. She didn’t open her eyes. “Though you were tired.” Her hand traced the line of Craig’s jaw. It was too dark to see but it appeared as though she pressed her face up into his neck to kiss him there.

“You moved in with Craig?” I asked.

Craig, his eyes on the show, said, “Not exactly, bro. Not right away, anyway.”

Carly then rolled over so she appeared to be lying on her stomach on top of Craig and she rolled her face toward me, careful to tug the blanket up her back behind her to hide things. “He didn’t know I moved in right away. He thought it was just an extended visit.” She laughed and propped herself up on her elbows and raised her face directly over his. “Didn’t you. Admit it.” She looked over at me with her languid curls of blond brushing his face. “He was pretty clued out back then.” I could see from how she lifted herself down between their chests. Her crop-cut t-shirt had ridden up her chest and her bra was against his chest.

She looked down at him and laughed and touched his lips when he smiled up at her. She traced his mouth with her fingertip and looked up at me again. “I think it’s time for your bed, hon,” she said.

“Shows not over, hon,” I said.

She pouted loudly and dropped her face sideways onto Craig’s face.

“Hey do you mind,” Craig laughed and protested and Carly laughed too.

“No,” she said. She giggled more and I saw her press her finger into his mouth. “You sure you still want to stay up?” she said loud enough for me.

I could see the blanket over her back move rhythmically and slowly up and down and I knew it was Craig’s hand rubbing her back.

“Don’t know what’s wrong,” Carly said, squirming again. “Can’t get comfortable,” she laughed before disappearing under the blanket. This time she emerged with her t-shirt scrunched in her hand and she tossed that over to where her pink shorts earlier landed. There was more movement under the blanket and in a few moments I could see Craig slowly and surreptitiously withdraw his hand from under the blanket with what looked very much like her bra pressed inside his hand. He seemed to be trying to hide it under the couch. Carly tittered again and she kissed his mouth briefly.

“Are you comfortable?” she suddenly said in a serious tone to Craig. “You’re not comfortable, are you,” she decided for him and she tugged the blanket over her head as she shimmied down underneath.

“What are you doing down there?” Craig yelped in mock protest. He looked up at me and shrugged his shoulders. We looked at each other and heard Carly laughing under the muffle of the blanket. After a lot of struggling, Carly laughed with embarrassment and pulled out from underneath Craig’s jeans.

“That’s better,” she said. I rubbed the arms of the chair and shot my glare back and forth from the screen to the couch. Carly meanwhile pushed up Craig’s t-shirt and he let her pull it over his head and off his arms. She just let it fall beside the couch and placed her head on his chest. She had so much blonde hair all over him I couldn’t  see what she was doing but her head was moving and he yelped a couple of times and she laughed.

“So,” I tried again, putting more of the picture together. “You moved in to Craig’s house?”

“She couldn’t make rent,” Craig corrected me.

“How’s she move in?” I asked.

“We kind of shared,” he said, turning to look at me again. Carly moved from his chest to his neck and his jaw and I could see clearly then that she was kissing him.

“Yeah,” I said, “It was a shared house, right?”

Carly giggled and Craig tried to explain it to me. “The house was shared, yeah, but Carls and me shared.”

“The house,” I shook my head.

Carly’s face rose above Craig’s again and she touched and examined his mouth as he tried talking with me. “The room in the house,” he finally made clear to me.

“You guys shared a room together,” I finally put it together. 

Carly pushed her hand into Craig’s hair and she shook her head to make her own hair fall all around his face in an obscuring curtain. It was hard to see inside but it looked like she was kissing his mouth. And it wasn’t a friendly peck either. It lasted several seconds.

“A few months, yeah,” Craig finally got out from under her mouth and face and hair. He tried to push her away so he could talk to me but she giggled and struggled against him, trying to push her face back to his.

“A few months, you guys lived together?” Carly let me believe she only knew him a little bit.

“Why are you asking so much, hon,” she said to me, not looking away from Craig’s face, pushing against his hands. “Baby!” she said intimately to him.

I saw her shoulders struggle as she reached down between their bodies and then I saw Craig jolt and cry out. His eyes bugged out and Carly gently eased her face back into his. “Okay then?” she said softly to him with a smile, her eyes closing again.

“All these questions,” she moaned to me with her face resting on his face. “I think you should go to bed hon.”

“But I want to stay,” I said.

Carly sighed deep and long and pulled up so that she was now seemingly sitting on him. She made sure to pull the blanket up around her shoulders. But I could see underneath that her chest was bare, as was his. She rested her hands on his shoulders. “What are we going to do, babe?” she said so quietly I realized it wasn’t for me.

She looked down at him and her fingernails dug into his shoulders. She scrunched down and moaned with yearning. She pursed her lips and her eyes curled in sympathy at him. She looked back up at me. “College was a lot freer, hon,” she said to me. “I haven’t seen Craig in a while.”

“What am I supposed to do, just leave?” I was feeling incredulous.

But she just bit her lip and nodded. “It would be better if you did, I think.” She sighed and looked down between their bodies. I could see in the shadows that Craig had started massaging her small breasts in both his hands. “Really,” she sighed at me.

“Hon,” I finally said. “What’s going on right now?”

The blanket fell back from her shoulders and she didn’t catch it, or even bother to. Her naked body gleamed in the flickering shine of the screen. “He has an effect on me, hon,” she whimpered at me. She looked back down at Craig under her. “He always has,” she moaned to him.

“You’re sitting on the guy almost naked,” I said.

She giggled again and shrugged looking at me with her panties hanging from her finger. “Oops,” she said, her eyes back on Craig again.

Craig, his hands massaging my wife’s breasts lightly, turned again to see me. “We had a pretty intense time of it, back then,” he said. “Also,” he said, looking back up at my wife who swooned over him, “it was that kind of house.”

She cradled his cheek in her hand softly and leaned down and moved her tongue over his lips and inside his mouth.

“What kind of house was that, Craig?”

“Babe,” she said to him, her lips nearly brushing against his. “I have to.” I could make out that she was reaching between their bodies again.

“It was just, things happened there, you know,” Craig craned to see my reaction. “Buddy?” he added. “You know?”

Carly, her bottom half still covered in the fallen blanket, seemed to be raising her hips up. She didn’t take her eyes off Craig’s face and smiled deeply at him.

“I don’t know, Craig. But here you are lying on my couch with your hands all over my wife’s naked body right now.” I glared back at him with squinted eyes.

“We were all like that with each other,” he said, not looking away from me even as Carly adjusted herself and lowered her body to his. I could see her breasts between them press into his chest, perky and naked.

“All like what?” I demand to know.

“You know,” he said again, his hands running over my wife’s back as she nestled down tighter to him. Her arm reached out and behind her and she moved and struggled and bit his neck and sighed audibly finally, pulling her hand back up to cradle his face below hers.

“What are you doing, Carly?” I demanded to know.

She twisted her face toward me even as her back moved like a wave and her hips curled down and in. She winced her eyes and gasped. “I told you to get lost,” she  breathed out hard. The blanket had slipped to the floor exposing her naked body riding Craig’s hips.

“She did tell you, bud,” Craig said to me, wincing himself as my wife rose and fell on him, touching his face and kissing his mouth. She began to moan and utter tiny cries.

“I think you should stop right now,” I said.

He wrapped his hands around my wife’s ass and pressed her up and down. It was only then I realized she wasn’t just pushing against him — his cock had slipped inside her. She was fucking him right in front of me. He closed his eyes and moaned against her face. “Dude, just enjoy it. This is nothing compared to what she used to do.”

“Baby,” Carly sat up on him again. She slowly but forcefully pushed her hips into his. Her hair fell from her face and her mouth hung open. She moaned and whimpered. She looked at me even as she moved on him so rhythmically. “I guess I never told you, hon.” She giggled again and covered her mouth.

Craig took hold of her small waist and rammed himself up into her, grunting as he did so and growling up at her from below. She gritted her teeth and grabbed his shoulders in her little hands and met him force for force, shoving herself back down on him. She looked back at me with her hair gone messy and sweat beads forming on her chest between her breasts. “Craig thought you’d be like the others in the house and like to watch,” she said to me between pants.

Craig mashed his hands into her small breasts and laughed, himself short of breath and moaning between words. “Baby, you assured me he would.”

She laughed at him and fell onto him, kissing him fully and wildly all over his face. She pulled back up and said to him, smiling cutely and gasping, “I guess I did.”

“You didn’t tell him did you,” he said to her, returning her kisses.

“No!” she squealed, grinding her body down onto his harder.

Craig twisted again to see me. “I’m so sorry, bud,” he said, his voice jolted by my wife fucking his body so hard and deep.

She began to cry out loud and throw her head back. Her luxurious hair fell behind her like a shimmering curtain, brushing his thighs she slammed her cheeks against.

“I thought you knew and that you said it was okay. I thought you were ready to enjoy it, buddy.” He shoved himself up into her as though angry with her, and she yelped and threw herself onto him.

“I have no idea what you’re talking,” I said.

“Carly, baby,” he said to my wife. “You were a bad girl.” She giggled and whined. She could barely talk. “You’re going to have to suck him off for that.”

She squealed and pushed her face into his neck and shook her head. “No!” she cried, even as his cock pounding up into her pussy faster and harder, jolting her voice as she said it.

“Don’t worry, bud,” he said to me. “I got you covered.”

“Baby, you’re going to suck on his cock now, do you hear?”

My wife was never a person — to me — anyone could order to do anything. I was astounded, and not for the first time that evening, when she raised herself without hesitation and came off the couch on her hands and knees and walked to me in the chair. She hoisted herself up to my knees and without looking in my face she proceeded to tug at my belt and my fly.

“Lick it all up good before you put it in your mouth, be a good girl,” Craig said to my wife. I was shocked that she did so without protest. She brought my cock out of my pants and Craig smirked. It was hard already. My wife turned around and puffed air out her nose with my erection in my hand. She smiled and shook her head at him and returned to my cock, licking it from the base up to the tip, first up the bottom, then back up the sides.

“Put it in your mouth, baby,” he ordered. She dutifully took me between her lips and lowered her mouth down my shaft. I was appalled and confused, but there was no denying that her hot, wet mouth felt incredible going down on me.

“Pull him onto the floor, baby, I need to fuck that nasty pussy of yours,” he said.

Carly moaned in complaint with my cock buried in her mouth but she did as she was told, tugging at me until I relented and came down onto the floor laying on my back. I wanted to stop things, I wanted to complain, but her mouth pumped on my like a motor and I became delirious from it.

Craig got down on the floor behind my wife and hauled up her hips so she stuck her ass up in the air in front of him. “Going to fuck you up, baby,” he said to her. She moaned enthusiastically on my cock. He mounted her and shoved it in hard on the first stroke. She let my cock pop from her mouth and cried out loud. She squeezed me in her hand and went down on me deeper and with more desperation.

He rammed her so hard she began to cry. “That’s for not telling him like I told you,” he said, shoving her so hard from behind her body flew forward and her head hit my stomach. He grabbed her hips so hard I could see his fingers dig in. He rammed her hard over and over, yanking her back onto him with each thrust.

I wanted to stop everything, but her mouth was tight on me and her suction was hard. It felt like she was going to make me come in her mouth because she wasn’t relenting or pulling off. She never let me come in her mouth before.

Craig rode her hard and slapped her ass. She cried out and moaned hard on me. I tried to stop myself but she sucked my come right out of my cock. I shot hard and long into her throat. She kept sucking and pumping on me throughout. When I pulled out of her mouth, she let my come run from her lips all over my stomach. She pulled away from me and twisted her head around to look up at Craig behind her. I could see her smile with my come on her lips. She reached behind her and grabbed his hips as though she wanted him to fuck her harder yet.

I pulled back and propped my head against the front of the chair. My wife yelped and cried and pulled at Craig whose head flew back and whose hips rammed my wife’s ass with impossible power. When he came, she cried out like a dying witch and had what was easily the most powerful orgasm I’d ever seen her have.

They both collapsed in front of me. After a few minutes of heavy panting, Craig rolled off my wife and onto his back on the floor. Carly also rolled over onto her back and sought his hand with hers. She looked over at him, panting and sweating and laughed.

Craig, still catching his breath, looked over at me. “Be really cool if you got some towels for us, bud.” As I looked at him wondering how he could ask me for that, he added, “Get them all warm under the water and then wring them out. Yeah, that’s the way.” He flicked his hand in the direction of the washroom and closed his eyes.

I pulled up and stood there looking down at them. My wife had brought Craig’s hand up to her mouth and was gently, soothingly, kissing his fingers and palm. “I’m sorry,” she said to him.

“Any day now bud,” Craig said to me without opening his eyes. I wanted to protest but I didn’t — I went to get towels like he ordered me to, all warm and damp.

When I came back, they were still lying there. Craig snatched one from my hands and said, “Clean your wife up, bud. She’s just lying there.”

He wiped his area and I knelt beside Carly and began to wipe his come from her legs and stomach and ass.

“Her face too,” Craig said. “Might not be done with that tonight.”

Carly giggled. I dabbed at her mouth where my own come stuck.

Craig got up and pulled Carly by her outstretched arms up to him. He wrapped his arms around her. “Come on, where’s the shower?” He began to pull her away.

Carly looked at me with resignation. She placed her hand on his stomach and walked with him, guiding him to our master bedroom suite. She bit her lip looking at me and mouthed the words, “I’m sorry.”

I watched them leave and go down the hall. I sat back in the chair and looked at the blanket, my wife’s clothes, Craig’s clothes, and the cushions and everything else all in disarray all over the floor. I could see her bra under the couch and her panties where his head was resting on the couch arm. I was trying to piece together what had happened — it began with just us watching a game, though I suspected even then that something wasn’t right. When the game ended, he showed no signs of going home and Carly showed no signs of making him go.

I had never watched people fuck before. I was angry and very confused about what had happened, but I also had to admit to myself that I had never been so aroused as I was watching this man so powerfully fuck my wife. And when she sucked me off, I probably never came as hard as she made me — all in her mouth, too.

As I marveled at how unexpected the whole things was, my phone pinged. It was Carly. Just as I picked it up, I heard the bedroom door close. She wrote me: “Guess you’re going to be on the couch tonight, is that okay?”

I frowned pondering what I was reading but I was interrupted by the sound of my wife, in the distance of our bedroom, shrieking and laughing. I crept down the hall and confirmed the bedroom door was not only shut, but it was locked as well. I put my ear to the door. I could hear Craig and Carly talking and laughing inside. And then the talking died down and I heard nothing. Several minutes passed before I heard Carly’s light moan.

Over the next several minutes, her moans grew louder and repetitive. They were interspersed by the sounds of her sucking short, sharp intakes of breath. The bathroom adjoining the master bedroom was also reached through a side room. I snuck in there and into the bathroom. The door into the bedroom was left slightly open. I left the lights out and put my eye to the crack in the door.

My wife was on her back with her knees up and her arms reaching down between them. Her back was arched and her head was curled half way back to the headboard behind her. I craned my neck and looked down the length of the bed. Craig was between my wife’s legs going down on her. She moaned like a woman possessed. I grew hard again watching him eat her out. Her hips shook and ground up into his face. Her nipples looked erect and hard as a pebbles. Her cries and pants and deep intakes of breath were enough themselves to make me nearly come again.

Craigs hands crept up my wife’s waist and over her stomach. She jammed her fingers into his hair. He gripped her breasts and her hands covered his hands, pushing him down harder onto her chest. She finally lost control and yelped loud and high pitched and her whole body convulsed over and over.

Before she had a chance to smile and catch her breath and marvel at him, he climbed up between her legs and pulled them by the ankles to his shoulders and I could see his huge, stiff cock. She grabbed at it like she couldn’t wait for it. He teased her, pulling away and she gasped and pounding his leg and stretched to reach him. She grabbed him hard and pulled him directly into her sopping wet pussy. When he let her, she pulled him down into her all the way. She moaned and flailed under him. He hugged her legs to his chest and raised her ass off the bed and pounded himself into her all over again.

I lost count of the number of times he made my wife come that night. After they fucked in bed, I snuck off to the couch. They came out about a half hour later and I pretended to be sleeping there. I could see through into the kitchen. They laughed lightly and kissed and touched and fed each other. The man was a monster though. He picked up her and her robe fell from her body. He put her onto our kitchen counter and he let his own robe fall to the floor behind him. My wife readily parted her legs and brought her heals to the edge of the counter the better to receive him. He entered her again, even as they fed food to each other’s mouths. Where he pounded her ferociously the previous two times, on the floor in front of me, and in our bed, this time, he was slow, gentle, and shallow, almost dancing with her.

She hung on to him and kissed him and pressed her face into his chest. When he finished inside her, she slipped off the counter and lead him by the hand back into our bedroom. An hour or two later, I was woken up again by the sounds of my wife getting fucked.

In the morning, I sat around the kitchen and living room till nearly noon. Finally Carly came out, and right behind her, Craig followed. She was in her robe and she helped him find his clothes all over the floor. He was naked and got dressed one item at a time in front of me. He found his shoes too and made his way to our door. She followed him. She kissed him long and deeply and they chatted there for a long time before she finally opened it and he passed through and was gone from our apartment.

Carly leaned her back against the door deep in thought. Finally she sauntered back into the kitchen. “Sorry we made a mess in here too,” she called to me with a nervous giggle. “I’ll clean it up after I shower,” she said.

When she showered, I cleaned the kitchen myself. I straightened the couch cushions and picked up her twisted up panties and bra and brought them to the laundry. When she came out, she looked stunning as usual with her messy wet blonde hair all over and her fluffy white robe falling half open showing hints of her beautiful small tits.

I let her have time to begin explaining but she just passed by me and out onto the balcony with her coffee. I followed and sat beside her at the tiny French table there.

“You want to tell me what that was all about?” I said.

She pursed her lips and stared at her coffee a long time. Finally, she looked up at my through her fallen blonde locks. “Do you really want to know?”

The way she told me, I got the idea the correct answer was “No,”

“Look,” she said. “He’s gone now anyway. He’s a blast from the past, hon, what can I say?”

“I don’t know if we can get through this,” I shook my head.

She took my hand in both of hers and squeezed. “He’s my week away, okay?”

Ever since we got together five years earlier, Carly had always insisted that at least once a year — usually in August — she needed to go away by herself. “It’s how I stay sane,” she explained. “It keeps me in check — it reminds me what I have in you,” she would say.

“You mean . . . ? I trailed off.

She looked up at me with the look you give someone who is slowly getting it.

“You’ve been going to him all this time?”

She shrugged and bit her lip. “I can’t live with him, hon, he’s not the type for that. But yeah,” she nodded slightly. “He’s my ‘alone time.’”

I pulled away from her clutch. “All this time?”

She nodded. “He said it was time you knew. He wasn’t comfortable doing it behind your back like this.”

“But you forgot to tell me,” I recalled him saying to her the previous night.

“I didn’t forget. I wasn’t going to do that last night. I tried not to. I wanted to keep this from you. It was supposed to be just my thing.”

“But he forced you.”

She nodded. “He likes it I think when they know. He likes it when they have to watch.”

“They?” I screwed my face up.

She looked away ashamed.

“They, Carly?”

She finally nodded. “There’s five of us.”

I thought about what she said the previous night. “The shared house?”

She nodded.

“He was fucking all of you? It was five girls in that house?”

She nodded more with her eyes closed.

“He fucks them all still?”

“Yes,” she said silently.

“They’re all married?” She nodded and nodded, clenching her eyes. “We had a powerful experience, hon.” She wiped her eyes. “It was a special thing. And we all swore that we would let him have us forever more whenever he wanted.” She breathed deeply and let it out slowly. “We’re all sort of married to him, sort of,” she squeezed out barely able to make sound at all.

“Married?” I shouted.

“Not married, married,” she guffawed and shook her head like I was the idiot. “But we made vows. Serious vows.” She tried to clutch my hand in hers again but I recoiled. “He means a lot to us. He has an effect on us. He always will.”

“Was this some sort of sex cult you got involved with in that house?”

“No! Not a sex cult!” She shook her head with disgust. “How could you think that? It was beautiful what we had.” She seemed to fall into a brief reverie remembering it. “It was him who told us to get married, he told me to find a man to marry!” She grabbed my hand again and held me. “And I took you.”

“But you’re sort of married not married to him? With the four others, who also have husbands?” I asked.

She puffed air out her nose and her eyes closed.

“Does he go around and fuck them all like he just did with you?”

She nodded again.

“In front of their husbands?”

Our eyes met. She paused and then she nodded.

“All of them?”

“All of them,” she affirmed. “Including you, now, as of last night.”

“And they all just let this go on?”

“They all showed the same issue, the same confusion, just like you,” she said with sympathy. “But yes. Now they do.” I stared at the floor of the patio unable to comprehend what she was telling me. “It’s only once a year, or sometimes more, depending.”

“Depending on what?”

She looked off over the city in light of the day. “If he needs to,” she squeaked out in a tiny voice. “Or . . . “ she started again but stopped.

“Or?”

She smiled and shook her head no.

“Or what?”

She closed her eyes and sighed long and deeply. “Or if we need him to.”

“If you need him to come and fuck you like that?”

She clamped down hard on her lip but she nodded yes. On her face was a look I saw on it the previous night. It was as though he were fucking her from behind all over again, hard and deep and fast.

“Did you call him?”

“Yes,” she squeezed out.

“Are you going to do that again?” I asked.

She stared off to the side a long time but finally looked back at me and nodded yes. “Mm-hmm,” she mumbled, “pretty sure.”

“And he’s going to come fetch you too when he wants to?”

She nodded rapidly, seemingly done with the conversation. “Yes, yes. Yes, when he wants and when I need.”

“And if I don’t agree?”

She wasted no time answering that. “I find someone else who will.” She fixed me with riveting eyes. She was dead serious.

I thought about things long and hard. She finally spoke again. “The other men,” she said. “The girls say it works better if they never talk about it. And when he wants the husband to be there to watch,” she swallowed as though it was difficult for her to finish, “they all say it works best if I just tell you and we don’t talk about it and you just . . . I don’t know, you just learn to watch and enjoy it.”

“And when he wants you somewhere else?”

“Same thing. You let me go. You don’t think about it or you do, up to you. The others tell me their husbands like to imagine it when they aren’t invited for the weekend, or whatever. So maybe you should, I don’t know. . . “

“And otherwise, we just live our lives like normal?”

She nodded a quick yes. “Otherwise, we live like normal, just carry on.”

“Just carry on.”

“Until he calls,” I pointed out.

“Until he calls,” she nodded in agreement. “Or I call him,” she added discreetly.

I said, “What?”

She cleared her throat. “Or until I call him.”

“Right. Like you did this time.”

“Like I did this time,” she agreed meekly.

“Why did you?” It was an honest question.

She looked at me and then she said, “You’ve seen him. He’s a beautiful man. He’s a stunning man. I don’t have to convince you, you can see that he is.” She implored me with her eyes and I had to admit, he was.

“Imagine the hottest woman you know is available for you to fuck like mad anytime you need it, and who comes to you for a fucking like that when she needs it. And otherwise, she stays the hell out of your life. Imagine if I gave you permission to do it without guilt or remorse, so long as everything else the rest of the year stayed untouched by it.”

I looked hard at her and she looked hard back at me. And I was damned if could not see her point. We must have stared at each other for three silent and still minutes. Finally, I said, “Okay.”

Carly leapt up and sat in my lap and threw her arms around my neck and she kissed me a thousand times on my neck and cheek and lips. She kicked her legs and squealed.  She nibbled on my ear and said, closely and quietly, “Maybe you can help me get ready for him next time . . . “

I’d be lying if I claimed not to get hard when she said that.
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 y wife — her mid-back-length tussled sandy blonde hair flying — bounded through the front door dragging the man behind her on the end of her outstretched arm as though her eagerness could hardly be contained. They were both in long coats which they shed to the floor before the heavy door even glided closed. Underneath they wore clubbing clothes, she in a body-hugging white turtleneck sleeveless dress that barely covered the very top of her legs, with large silver and gold jangling hoops hanging from her ears and wrists, and tall spiked heels showing her toenails painted in gleaming blood red.

She laughed gutturally against his face that she turned hers up to and draped her arms around his neck and dug her painted fingernails into his shoulders. She pressed the length of her body, tall, slender, tight and fit, against his so hard he took a step back against the closed door and she spread her feet around each side of his. His hands crept around her waist to her back and she grabbed his wrists behind her and pushed them down so his hands gripped her ass. She moaned and laughed again, this time with her full, pink lips touching his lips and she curled her lower back in to thrust her pelvis grinding against his.

“Know what I want to do to you?” she as much as breathed into his ear but loud enough for me to hear in my basement hovel, monitoring my screens, headphones on. The man squeezed her ass harder and she squealed in delighted response. He smiled and she began to slide her body down against his like oil. When she reached the floor with her knees she tugged in mock anger at his belt and when he plunged his hands into her luxury of blonde hair, her head fell back to meet his downward gaze with a conspiratorial smile, and she opened his pants. When she tugged his heavy, half-erect cock out his underwear flap and wrapped her palm around it, she looked up at him in sudden seriousness and said, “Oh baby.”

I silently zoomed in. She kissed the tip of the head with her mouth in a tiny “O” and barely touched the slit with the stiffened tip of her tongue. She looked at it as one might a beloved pet, and she kissed it again with more open, pink-frosted and glistening lips. The man moaned and slumped against the door. She served out her pink wet tongue as though to cradle the underside of his cock and she squeezed lightly and looked up again to check the man’s facial expression. His eyes were closed — he appeared as though dazed. She smiled to herself as though filled with pride, wrapped her tiny pretty hands and long, elegant fingers around the back of his ass, and she plunged her mouth over the entire length of his cock that disappeared between her lips so deeply, a lump protruded from her throat. She pulled off and laughed to herself when she checked and found pink frosted lipstick on the man’s pubic bone.

She stood up and held the man’s hand again this time all coy and shy, and lead him on her toes — she had kicked off her shoes — up the stairs, down the hall, and into our bedroom. She took him to the edge of our bed. I had installed the cameras in exactly the right places. She turned him around and pushed her palms into his chest till his legs stopped at the bed edge and he half fell, half sat back onto his elbows. She lightly giggled, switched on the bedside lamps, and flitted back toward the door to turn off the main light. She stood away from the man and reached up and behind her head to draw down the zipper on the back of her tight white dress. It fell from her body like a cloud and crumpled on the floor around her feet. She giggled to herself and picked up the dress with her toes and reached behind to grasp it with her hands and fold it over the back of one of our chairs.

She looked like Venus. She flung her head forward so her ripples of blonde fell over her face and chest and twisted her arms and hands and fingers behind her back as she tip-toed meanderingly toward the man on our bed. She was dressed in a half-cup snow-white shimmering satin bra and matching shimmering white satin panties, each of which sported a tiny red bow, one between the smooth rising mounds of her soft flesh, the other between the toned skin of her thighs, with a tiny gold chain and snake-shaped pendent around her neck, and another one with a tiny-book shaped pendant, around her stomach. They were HDTV cameras.

She beckoned, when she was close, for him to raise his leg, and she delicately undid his shoe laces and gracefully lifted his shoes off and placed them at the edge of the bed, first one then the other. She tugged his pants off and laughed when she nearly tugged him right off the bed. He sat up and removed everything else he wore and laid back down on the bed with his arms crossed under his head. She bent over and placed her hands, soft and cool, I imagined, on his upper thighs and looked down so her hair, all shining and rippling, formed a curtain through which she peaked at him. “Would you like to lick me?” she cooed lightly. The man, erect as a pine tree, nodded vigorously and she tittered and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and rolled them down her long, slender legs. “Turn,” she said softly, and she carefully lifted her light, delicate frame over his prone body and giggled when she teased him with her hips to first bring her pussy, bare and pouty, first close enough to his face, before pulling it away from his darting tongue. She flung her hair to one side and wrapped her delicate fingers around the base of his cock and spit on the head.

The man stuffed a pillow under his head to raise it and wrapped his strong hands around my wife’s trembling hips. She was being so slutty, so horny. I could hear the slushy sounds of his lips and tongue meeting and entering her soaking pussy. And I could also hear the gagged muffled moans escaping involuntarily from her throat as she drove down in rhythmic twisting motions on his gleaming, steel-hard cock. I watched with my face pressed to the monitor as his thick member, appearing nearly too big for her cute, little mouth, first push against her pursed frosted lips, then slide through her mouth forced open, and disappear through her tightened lips till a bump poked at her throat. She followed her mouth over his wet cock with her tiny delicate hand up and down, everything wet from her saliva. She pulled up and breathed and cried and shivered and drove herself back down on him with an impatient desperation. Her back curled and her hips shoved her pussy hard into his face and the slurping sounds filled the room and shook my spine as blood rushed from my head and my vision faded dark.

She laughed and turned, lifting her delicious serving of pussy from his grasping mouth and eased herself around till she straddled his chest with her long fingers and pointed nails supported her on his shoulders. She grinned and she bit her bottom lip  and shook her hair forward so that its ends graced his face, neck and chest. He wrapped his fists in her hair and pulled her head down to him so she was forced to kiss him. She laughed but she also groaned — the force he showed was not unwelcome. He raised his hands to her chest and took her breasts still in bra in his hands and squeezed. Her back buckled and she sighed with a level of resignation that left no doubt for him that her breasts were the “sensitive” kind.

She fell on him to get more kissing and he took the opportunity to reach behind her back and deftly undo her bra. She sat back up and let if fall down her arms and caught it, flinging it over to where her other clothes were draped over the chair. Her breasts were magnificent — round, smooth, shapely. She shimmied down his chest and over his stomach until his cock, still arching hard, sprung up in front of her stomach. He reached again for her bare breasts and rubbed them. She breathed out hard and uncontrollably and reached between them with a hand that trembled to grip his erection as though to hang on to something to steady herself. She instinctively stroked it up and down and rubbed the palm of her other hand around and around the head. He pinched her nipples and she shivered and grimaced and appeared to be losing whatever self-control she retained.

She bit her lips again and leaned forward on one hand planted on his chest, while the other reached behind and between her legs to grip his cock and steady it under her raised hips. Her whole body trembled and she cried in a high-pitched whimper. She whispered just loud enough for me to hear, “I don’t usually do this.”

“But,” the man whispered back with a mischievous grin.

“But,” she sighed with a busted smile. “You were first star of the hockey game, weren’t you, so I guess you deserve it?” she tried, bringing the pulsating head of his enormous cock against the dripping lips of her engorged pussy.

“And you were easily the prettiest girl in the club,” he said. She lowered her hips so her lips spread tightly around the large head of his cock.

“You think so,” she whispered to him.

“You’re the prettiest girl I’ve been with this year anywhere,” he said.

She exhaled, looked down between them, and shook her locks of hair in his face. “No!” she sighed with a smile, pressing her hips down so her pussy lips began to stretch open and down around the top of his cock, slowly filling her.

“I want to see you again when we come back through town,” the man said.

She squealed and bent over, pressing her face into his neck to bite his ear. Her hips curled and her pussy engulfed his cock all the way up inside her. She cried into his neck in muffled voice and pushed her hands under his back to wrap herself tightly around his body. “Really?” she asked innocently as she began to grind and slam her hips against his with his cock, long, thick and hard, fully inside her pussy, open, wet, and hot. He didn’t answer her, but he didn’t have to. She breathed hard and cried out with a muffled moan with each thrust of her hips, taking him harder, deeper and more fully inside her.

They laughed and rolled and tussled with each other. When they settled into it again, my wife was on her back with her ankles locked together tight against the man’s back. Her arms held equally tightly around his neck. She hung nearly all her weight from him and dangled from his body like a pendulum. His ass rose up and pounded down between her legs. With each thrust, her body was jolted hard and it shuddered like a tree under an axe. She hollered like a stabbing victim with each of his swings. I could see from my vantage point his cock, long, hard, and red, slam into her pussy, all wet and sloppy looking. She sounded like she was past the point of multiple orgasms, like she was only able to hang on for life. Not that I’d ever watched too many people fucking, but this was easily the hardest fucking I’d ever seen. I could not believe the power and force he used on her body — nor that she was able to withstand it. It looked and sounded like he was going to shatter her.

Without warning, she pushed him off and just as quickly rolled herself onto her elbows and knees. She as much as begged with her loud moaning and swiveling ass, poking up in the air in front of him. He rounded onto his knees and took hold of her hips the way someone would the oars of a boat. She reached under and behind to grab his enormous member and yank it against her engorged pussy lips. The moment they touched, he ploughed into her and she yelped and cried. She fell down further on her chest and raised her ass up higher to him. She reached for his wrists where he held her hips and her nails dug into his skin she pulled him hard to force him to fuck her deeper. I could see her sideways turned face where it mashed into the sheets of the bed. What I saw made me suck air and nearly faint. Her eyes were clamped shut and her mouth was wide open. With each of his deep, solid thrusts into her pussy, she scrunched her face and clenched her jaw. The sounds she emitted were enough on their own to make me grow stiff. But her face — if ever there was the expression of pure, unadulterated desire and pleasure, that surely was what I was looking into. She loved his fucking.

I stayed with her face, turning my head to be better aligned with her when both her and I heard the sounds of the hockey player mounted on her from behind approach his own orgasm. Her eyebrows raised up her forehead and I saw beads of sweat form. The pitch of her cries and whimpers rose higher and more surprised sounding. She seemed to be matching her lover beat for beat as he neared his climax. She cried out when she felt his breathing stop and his pounding lose its rhythm. I could see between her legs his come gush out of her pussy with each of his now wobbly thrusts into her. She orgasmed with him, her breath stopping too and her body going rigid. Finally she bellowed out low deep and long and fell flat to the bed with him lying on top of her. She immediately laughed under him and cranked her head to kiss him. She rolled under him so their bodies and faces were together again. She was gentle now and soft and purring. She seemed proud of herself.

He left after midnight claiming there was a team curfew. I watched until she turned the bedroom lights out. I gave it about a half hour before slipping out the basement door, down the street to my car parked around the corner, and I sat there watching the clock. She knew I worked till 1, and that it took me 15 to get home. At exactly 1:14 I turned the key and drove the half block home. She greeted me in bed sleepily.

“You have a good night out with your girlfriends?” I asked her in the hushed tones of a married couple in bed.

“Mm-hmm,” she smiled back with eyes closed, giving me a goodnight peck. “You’re so wonderful letting me go.”

I turned over and thought about things I’d seen. Beneath me I could feel wetness in spots.

About a month later, she told me it was another girls night out — something else to celebrate. Someone or other was getting married or got a job they wanted or something — it hardly mattered to me, it was always all made up. I promptly booked the half day off at work so I’d be in the basement and ready to go by 10:30. Sure enough, at about 11, I heard noise upstairs at the front door and flicked on my bank of monitors.

My wife and the new man were kissing in our hallway. Even though she had to raise herself on her tip-toes to reach up to him, he was still nearly doubled over to reach down to her. He was an enormous man — I thought for sure another pro athlete. A different team from the same division, I wondered? His biceps were the size of her thighs. She wasted no time giggling and pulling him down the hall, up the stairs and into our bedroom. She was always in a rush and was never subtle about it. I wondered what the scene was like in the club downtown where she was meeting these athletes. Did she tell them right then and there she wanted to bring them home to fuck them? Because there was hardly any talk. She turned to the business of getting it on rapidly. I guess she was up against the clock. I was home like clockwork at 1:15 every night — she could count on that.

Once in our bedroom again, she giggled and climbed up to stand on the edge of the bed and wrap her arms around his waist — they were now the same height. He grabbed her hair and she tapped him and jumped down again and lead him off toward the bathroom. “Take a shower!” I heard her say to him. “I’ll take one soon as your out!”

When he disappeared from my view, I watched her pull the sheets down getting the bed ready for the fucking that was inevitable before stepping over to the mirror. She put her face an inch from the mirror and proceeded to examine her lips and her eyes. She was incredibly pretty, I well knew, especially when she got herself ready for one of her so-called “girl’s night out.” I brought my face two inches from the monitor. She held her mouth open and practiced the look of ecstasy it looked like, letting her mouth fall open and her eyes nearly close. He surprised her when he came behind her wearing only a towel. She giggled with excitement and scampered away toward the bathroom herself. He just laid on the bed doing nothing but looking at the ceiling. It was as if things were expected.

The little pixie angel that was my wife came back in and stood at the foot of our bed and let the towel drop from her pristine and gorgeous body. He sat up and whistled and reached out to her. Her hands covered his enormous hands that covered her tiny breasts. She carefully knelt on the edge of the bed and wiggled her body till she was over his lap. She lowered herself to him and began riding him slowly and softly, her head rolled back, her eyes closed, her mouth open. He looked in every way too big for her, especially when I was able to see behind, where his proportionately big cock seemed impossibly stuffed into her proportionately small pussy. She arched her tiny back so far she looked like a gymnast.

He pushed himself up from under her and she hung on. He walked back to the bathroom with her clinging to his neck and her feet twisted around the tree stumps of his thighs. He looked like he could easily carry her in one hand. He had gone to get a glass of water that he shared with her on the way back. He was casual about my wife hanging from his body, from his enormous cock. The whole time she remained impaled on him, rising and falling and taking him impossibly deep inside her body. She fed him another sip of water from the glass after taking it from him and kissed him on the lips with passion, holding his face with her tiny hands and long fingers. I knew they’d only just met but she behaved like she loved him.

He stepped toward the bed but then he pressed her back into the wall right beside one of my cameras. I touched the monitor screen so that my palm seemed an eighth of an inch from her skin. He rammed himself into her against right in front of me. I leaned over and saw, two inches from my eyes, his enormous cock jamming itself into her incredibly wet, tight pussy. She bumped the back of her head against the wall with each of his thrusts. The sounds she made were those of someone dying from a thousand stabs. I stood but collapsed, my legs had gone so wobbly and my heart so pounding. On my knees I leaned against the desk and looked up. It felt like I was close enough to lick her pussy. Just then I saw ejaculate gush from her swollen, red lips. It was an enormous amount that flowed in huge runs down her thighs. Still he fucked her harder and harder, not breaking his pace. Come gushed everywhere. She seemed to lose all her strength and was merely hanging from his shoulders like a worn out shirt. He fucked her good.

When he finished, he set her down on the bed like a broken doll. She crumpled but she smiled, even with her eyes half lidded. She appeared as though intoxicated on some happy juice. She poked her mouth with her finger and moaned approvingly at him. He got towels and helped clean them both up before climbing into the bed behind her. She pulled the blankets up around both of them and hugged his enormous arm to her bosom and smiled full of peace and contentedness. I watched them fall asleep together with a camera zoomed up on her face until all three of us were startled by her phone alarm. It was 12:45. She rushed him out, both of them laughing.

When I came in 30 minutes later, she pecked me on the cheek and once again agreed that it was a good night with her friends and that I was a good husband being so accommodating. The bed was wet in spots with his come. I tried to touch her, to put my finger on her pussy, but she squirmed away and moaned that she was tired.

Another night came and again I got into position in the basement. But this time, my wife came in with three other women — her friends. I leaned into the monitor and could not believe what I heard.

“Which one are you taking again then?” her brunette friend said. They sat around the coffee table sipping wine looking at sheets of paper.

The other friend, tall, short hair, exquisite, said, “I got the captain. Of course,” she laughed and my wife and the brunette pretended to protest.

“I wanna fuck him though,” my wife tilted her head sideways and seemed to be genuinely pleading. “I was waiting for that team to come play here.” She almost whined.

The tall friend relented. “Fine. You get the captain. I’ll have to settle for the league’s top scorer!” They all tittered like they were trading hockey cards.

“Who am I getting?” the brunette seemed confused. “Why not him?” the tall one put a sheet with a picture paper clipped to it in front of her.

She moaned and smiled, looking at the picture closely. “That’ll do I guess,” she laughed and they all giggled.

“Great,” said the tall one. “I’ll text Delilah and tell her who we’re taking. I think she has the other’s covered.”

I then sat back in my chair with my headphones on and watched and listened as they leaned back also with their glasses of wine, the business settled, to talk about “how it went” the last time. I listened to my wife describe the sex she had with the very huge guy, how he made her feel, how he pumped himself into her against the wall, and how he almost broke her. They all laughed and shared their own stories. It was extraordinary.

The brunette then said, “My husband found dried come on my back when he came home,” and they all laughed.

“What did you say?” my wife asked her. “I just said it must have been batter from something I baked for the girls, that I spilled it and it splashed.” They all killed themselves laughing.

My wife then said, “My husband tried to get into me when he got home.” They all went “Ooo!” like it was something dangerous. She said, “My poor pussy was so worn out and sore, if he touched me he’d feel it all hot and red.” They shook their heads as though she deserved sympathy. “I told him I was too tired — which wasn’t a lie!” There was so much laughter I almost laughed along with them.

“It’s exciting having a secret bank account, isn’t it,” the tall one said.

The brunette gulped her wine and said with a serious tone, “It’s just always good to have an insurance policy.”

I saw my wife nod and add, “You never know. A girl has to take care of herself.” They all clinked their glasses. “Saturday will be here soon, so powder your pussies girls,” the tall one said, laughing.

“And no husbands starting tonight.” They all clinked glasses again. “Got to be fresh for our boys!”

When I “came home” at 1:15, she turned over in bed just enough to peck me goodnight on the cheek and remind me it’s another girls night out that Saturday. I tested things, running my hand over her shoulder. She squirmed away. “Not feeling great,” she muttered into the blankets.

Saturday night, I was in my hovel below like the troll I was. But this time I got all excited about the idea of sneaking upstairs to watch with my own eyes. I waited till she took her latest “customer” into our bedroom. This one must have been special to her because she started getting ready hours earlier. I spied on her in out bathroom leaning over the counter with her ripe, round ass sticking out looking so eminently fuckable wrapped in what looked like brand new white lace low cut hipsters. She took forever making her face hot and working on her hair. She examined herself in the mirror from every angle when she clasped her bra — also white lace, quarter-cup making her breasts look so round and grabbable. When she did up the zipper on the front of her dress, she had to lie down on the bed to make sure it didn’t tear it was so tight. When she turned and turned in the mirror, you could make out every contour of her body. Whoever the lucky guy was, she was gift wrapping herself for him that night.

When she finally went out, I got into our closet. Even though I don’t recall her going in there when any date was over, I cleared a spot anyway where I could duck and crouch if she approached. I had earlier taken the precaution of telling her I might be working late. That way, I figured I could stay in the closet as long as needed till she was clearly asleep. But she also played me: she said, “Oh! Why don’t you text me when you’re an hour from finishing. You know how I worry when you’re out.”

“But it’ll wake you up,” I countered, testing her.

“Oh no it won’t,” she said with no explanation.

I reminded her of how sometimes I texted late and she didn’t reply.

“I might have been busy?” she offered.

“At 12:30 at night?”

She didn’t answer.

I brought my phone into the closet with me and turned the sound off. I made myself comfortable for the long night. I heard the front door open around 10:30. I heard my wife laugh and a man’s voice murmuring and then I heard nothing at all. I was dying of curiosity because I overlooked the fact that getting a real view of things in the closet left me blind to everywhere else in the house being away from my monitors. It might have been risky but the suspense was killing me.

I slowly and carefully peaked out of the closet. Even though she always brought her boys straight up to the bedroom, this night, she didn’t. I carefully pushed the bedroom door open. Still nothing. My heart was pounding and my palms were sweating. I crept down the side of the stairs with my back against the wall. If they suddenly came around the corner, I’d be busted as hell. My only saving grace was that she would be the one busted.

I got to the bottom and could hear something, but I wasn’t sure what it was. I peered around the corner into the hallway and saw nothing. I stepped like someone crossing a newly frozen lake till I got to the edge of the wall that lead into our spacious living room area. I got down on my hands and knees knowing there was furniture that would hide me. I slowly leaned out and scanned. We have a super long couch that looks out the huge windows into our wilderness back yard. From where I was peeking, I could see the front and side of the couch. And I saw my wife. She was dressed, but she was sitting on the man’s lap facing him, cradling his face in her hands like he was some precious porcelain and she was kissing him passionately. What I’d heard from the hallway was a tiny moan that escaped her.

Seeing my wife with another man was a different experience than seeing her through cameras on my monitors in the basement. She murmured and cooed and pressed herself into him. I was able to slide behind another couch again the near wall and could see better from a darker shadow. I could hear now her breath, and his, and her tiny moans. With the other guys, she was noisy and obvious. With this guy, she was somehow less wild but more real. She was acting horny and turned on with the others. With this one, she actually was.

She stood up suddenly and began to undress for him. He reached for her phone and turned up their rap music. She began to sway for him, moving her hips and head as she peeled that dress off her like a coat of paint. I was her husband but I couldn’t help thinking that hockey player was lucky — she had an incredible body and she moved it like an eel twisting and turning in water.

When she got down to her bra and panties she began to work on his clothes. He clasped his hands behind his neck and just let her do it all to him. She worked off all his clothes and he made a game of not helping her so she was exposed as the needy one, as the one who had to fuck. And he was right too — between the two of them, it was obvious that she was the one who needed it.

When she got him totally naked she went down on her knees with a mock anger at him, as though she were going to teach him a lesson for making her feel like she was feeling. She looked at him defiantly even as she tugged his erection out of his pants, and she shook her head at him the way you do to someone being stupid, even as she took the head of his cock between her beautiful pouty lips still red and glistening. She said “Nuh-uh!” to him when he reached for her breasts, but at the same time, swallowed him deeply to her throat.

She stood up and turned around and wiggled her ass in his face and as soon as he reached to grab it, she pulled away in mock protest and said squealed “No you don’t!”

He grabbed again, laughing, and caught her waist and she struggled and twisted around and said, “I’m a married woman!”

He laughed again and she did too, making it look like she was struggling to get away but at the same time, stumbling backward, even though he wasn’t pulling that hard. She fell back into his lap and he cradled her near naked body in his arms. She was so fucking hot. She looked up at him and pretended to struggle and squirm, and said, “Don’t you even  care that my husband could be watching us right now?”

I swallowed a lump and my spine tingled. The guy only laughed and lifted her tiny body up in his arms to kiss her stomach and then tug at her beautiful panties with his teeth that he bit. She turned in his arms and in his lap as though playfully struggling, but gave him an easy time removing her panties. “No!” she squealed again, “He’s going to watch you do it to me!”

The guy seemed to only get more aroused. He got her panties all the way off and she pretended to kick. He got her bra off too, with her body rolling and twisting in his lap. She ended up pretending to stand on the couch to escape only to — surprise! — get trapped against his chest with her pussy in his face. She bent her knees a bit and leaned her hands on the back of the couch lining up her obviously soaking pussy with his mouth. I watched as his tongue darted out and entered my wife’s pussy.

I was so entranced I didn’t realize she was staring right at me. We met eyes and she didn’t scramble or even move. As the man ate her out, she only held my gaze long enough to let me see her eyes close as the pleasure engulfed her. I watched as he brought my wife to an orgasm, her head falling back, her cry long and deep, her breath held. I continued to watch as she lowered her sopping pussy onto his hard member. She rode him right in front of me, staring at me the whole time. I watched as his hands roamed all over my wife’s body and tits. In that light, in that room, against the backdrop of the lit up trees, even though it was my wife, it was beautiful to watch. When the guy was going to come, he pulled out and she sucked him until he spurted, and she pulled off and let his come hit her face and chest and stomach before taking him in her pretty frosted mouth and sucking him off clean.

Only then did she take him upstairs. But before the naked couple left the living room, she said loud enough for me to hear, crouching behind the opposite couch, “You can stay the whole night. My husband won’t be home till noon tomorrow.”

I paced around the hallways downstairs and crept half way up the steps. About an hour later, I heard them fucking again in our bed. My wife sounded different — like she wasn’t trying to make sounds, but couldn’t help it. I looked over the couch where they fucked earlier and I sniffed it. I fell asleep on it but was woken up again at something like 3 or 4 in the morning. It was my wife again, crying out, whimpering, and moaning like crazy. The hockey player was thrashing between her legs again. I could hear the bed hitting the wall. I fucked her hard myself, I thought, but I never made the bed hit the wall.

The next morning, he finally left around 10. I came up from the basement at exactly 12. She acted like it was a normal morning. I said, “Good night with the girls last night?”

She said, just like always, “Mm-hmm,” and gave my cheek a peck. But she also giggled as she went away and looked over her shoulder at me with devilish grin and blew me a kiss. Two weeks later, I heard the bed pounding the wall again, sitting on the stairs catching the dim light under our bedroom door.
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