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Cucked at the Nightclub

My 32-year-old wife Dani was out as usual for a Friday night with her friends at The Max. We live and work right in the heart of the ski resort — I fly helicopter off the top of the Valhalla taking skiers to the extreme runs and Dani manages Butler’s, the high-end clothing shop. Our lifestyle, our marriage, our sex life — everything was perfect.
Everything except for one nagging little thing that burrowed like a bug into the very back and darkest part of my mind: I’d accidentally read about a male fantasy about watching your wife with another man. It invaded me like a virus. I had all the normal overt reactions to the tales I read: that would never be me, these guys are losers, who would go along with that?
But soon every time I met up with Dani, after work at a restaurant, or sneaking a free room in the Valhalla, which we loved doing even though it was only two blocks from our condo, or when I was out with her and her friends — any situation when I was able to see her through someone else’s eyes, I could not stop my mind from conjuring images in both sight and sound of Dani with another man.
“How long has this been going on did you say?”
Dylan was a friend from work. He was about eight or nine years older than both Dani and I — so maybe 40. We’d had a few drinks at Moe’s to cap off a busy week up and down the mountain.
“Months. A year maybe. It’s been driving me around the bend.”
He blew air out his puffed cheeks and flung himself back in his chair. “Dude,” he raised his eyebrows at me and shook his head. “Like how bad is it?”
“Every day. I can’t look at her without seeing it. I go crazy thinking about hearing her through a door or through a wall.”
“Fuck me.”
“I have to do something about it.” I gazed hard into the empty middle distance. It was happening again — it was a film that would not stop playing.
“Does Dani know about this?”
“No, not exactly.”
“What’s the not exactly part?”
“I kind of skirted around it one night when we had a few and we were playing in bed and stuff. But she just laughed it off.”
“How exactly did she just laugh it off?”
“You know, fuck man, what, you want details?”
“Yeah. I want details. You’re telling me all this for a reason so fuck off with being coy about it now. You want my help or not?”
Dylan was admittedly more experienced than me. He had a time in his 20s that, to hear him tell it, was pure epic. He wasn’t married now, either, and took more than his share from among the resort visitors every year.
“I sort of said something about me being a different man and told her to pretend she didn’t know me, and we got as far as kissing in bed before she broke up and couldn’t go on without laughing too hard.”
“You started this in bed, already naked, like already into things?”
“Well yeah.”
“You ever started the scenario way earlier, like you find her alone in the bar?”
“Fuck no, what are you? Fuck me — what, people do that?”
“Try to pick up their own wife? Yeah, all the time.”
“Nuts. Or watch a guy try to pick up their wife, right?”
“Been there.”
“Fuck off.”
“I do not lie my friend.”
We both drank quietly a while before I was going too crazy not following up. “Like, you picking up a guy’s wife? He’s there?”
“He was watching.”
“He wanted you to?”
“That’s the picture.”
We sat in silence a longer moment before I had to ask more. “And then what?”
“What do you think?”
“Fuck off.”
“How many times Cam? I don’t make this shit up. I don’t need to tell stories.”
“Back in their place?” He just looked at me and nodded. “And the guy was in there watching?” He kept nodding. “Is he like sitting there or is he hiding?”
“Hiding.”
“What, the wife didn’t know?”
He raised his shoulders and tilted his hand side to side. “Ambiguous. Part of the appeal for her I think was that it was wrong. So everything being out in the open would have removed that element. Yet, I believe enough was conveyed between them that permission was granted — that it was an event occurring outside the rules in a kind of no-consequence zone, without the event being labelled or explicitly spoken about. I don’t think the wife would have done it if it was straight up pure cheating. She wasn’t that kind of girl.”
“But you think they did it without like talking it all out?”
“I do. If they talked it out, they probably would have deflated the whole thing. I mean, sex usually is about something else. In this case, it was about getting away with something very wrong, but not really. You know how you get scared at a movie? You know it’s a movie, right? But when you’re in that alternative space inside the theatre, you’re still scared shitless. This is what this was. It was about getting that thrill of illicit sex that feels like cheating, even though you know it’s in an alternative space of some sort where it isn’t really. If you went to a movie with a film director who pointed out all the techniques they used to create the scary shit, you’d hate them for it. Same thing — if you talk with Dani about it before, it would be like that. A total spoiler.”
“Who said we’re talking about Dani?”
“Are you saying we’re not?”
I laughed incredulously and gaped. “You think I’m going to get you to try to pick up Dani?”
“We could try it.” He didn’t laugh. He just stared at me seriously. I expected him at any second to laugh out loud and slap me for falling for it. But he didn’t.
“You’re serious.”
“Fuck man, if you got that fantasy eating away at you, don’t you have to find out?”
“I can’t imagine Dani going for it in a million years.”
“Agreed. And that’s why you know it’s safe. If anything happens, you know it would only be because on some level she might not even be fully aware of, she knows you’d be okay with it.”
“I don’t even know how we’d set it up.”
“Well the first thing I think we have to do is, you have to spell out to me what you’re okay with and what you’re not okay with, and we’re going to shake on it, because I don’t want to have something happen and then you’re pissed off at me.”
“Nothing’s going to happen anyway.”
“Still, we’re going to state right here what is allowed and what isn’t. But keep in mind — once things get rolling, who’s to say she doesn’t start driving the bus?”
“Not Dani.”
“Still — I’m going to warn you. She could go for it in a way you haven’t even seen in her. You have to be ready for it.”
He was making me imagine it and of course I was going crazy again trying to dispel the images from my mind. “I’m ready for it. I’ve been over it in my mind a million times already, it can’t be anything worse than that.”
“All the way? You’re going to be fine with watching Dani go all the way with me?”
“If you get her there, yeah, sure.”
“No ‘yeah sure.’ You need to state it. I mean it, we have to be careful we’re talking about the same thing.”
“I’m fine with you picking up Dani and bringing her home.”
“You’re going to say, ‘I’m fine with you picking up Dani, taking her home, licking her, letting her suck you, and even fucking her in my own bed if it comes to that and I will never hold it against you.’”
I glinted though narrowed eyes at him. It was hard on several levels. The idea of seeing Dani fuck Dylan was arousing me to maximum levels and it was hard to hide it. At the same time, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing out my own mouth. What kind of man was I?
“I am fine with you taking Dani home and doing everything with her if she wants to do it too, including fucking her even in my bed if that’s where things end up.”
“Good. Now are you going to be watching?”
I swallowed hard and looked away. It was so difficult to admit that I had this fantasy. But watching was what it was all about.
“Secretly watching,” I said. “Yeah,” I said in a suddenly tiny voice. I felt extremely creepy.
“Okay.” He nodded. “I’ll have my phone. If things get too hard for you, you can text me a stop word and I’ll try to wind things down and get out of there.”
“It’s not going to get there anyway. You don’t know Dani.”
“If it does . . . “
“Alright alright, I’ll text ‘go.’ How’s that for a stop word?”
“Seriously. A stop word.”
“If I thought I needed a stop word, you’ve already won. She’s not going to go for it. Ergo, I don’t want or need a stop word.”
“What if things go too far?”
“They won’t.”
“And if they do?”
“If they do, all the power to you. If you get Dani past a kiss or two, she’s all yours.”
“No coming out of the closet and breaking things up.”
I laughed. “As if.”
“If we cross lines you don’t want to see or know about, it’s going to be all on you.”
“And I take that responsibility seriously. I swear to it. No stopping, if she goes for it. Hey, it’s up to her, isn’t it? It’s not my call. If she wants to do this, it’s in her hands.”
“Well no coming back hard on her then — because if things happen, it’s on you, not her.”
“Deal. She’ll never know, I’ll never bring it up, I’ll live with the consequences.”
“You sure you’re up for this?”
“Dylan, please. It’s me. Cam. I know what I’m doing.”
“Alright. She’s out at The Max most Fridays isn’t she?”
“Yeah, with Camille and Sara most of the time.”
“Friday night good with you?”
“Fuck me,” I exhaled. “I guess that’s what I said isn’t it.”
“Now or never dude.” He grinned and I couldn’t hold back my grin either.
“This is crazy though,” I shook my head, but I extended my hand and we shook on it.
Dylan promised me that if Dani left the club with him, he would text me. It would give me time to get in place in the tiny storage space under the loft stairs — it gave a floor-level view of our couch. I couldn’t keep still though. On the pretense of checking on some paperwork — I often picked up items from the kitchen for clients so they could enjoy a full day in the remote areas — I made my way to the back door of the kitchen at The Max.
Dani headed out that night in her pale-yellow jacket over her short, tight sequined midnight blue tube dress. She looked amazing and I told her so. She even asked if I wanted to go along this time, but I had to turn her down.
“I got other plans,” I said.
“Anyone I know?” she questioned me casually from the bathroom where she was carefully putting on her make-up.
Playing around cheating on each other had long been a running joke with us. It was the kind of thing that made me think there was at least a kernel of truth behind the chuckling.
“Well it was supposed to be Camille, but then you invited her out with you instead.” I leaned back on my elbows on our bed admiring my wife’s sweet, tight ass, round and perfect, when she leaned over the counter pressing her hips into the edge to get closer to the mirror. She was wearing her black satin and lace hipsters and bra.
“Aw poor baby,” she grinned in the mirror at me. “And she’d be so good for you too.”
“How about you?” I said.
“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “We’ll have to see, won’t we. Could be anyone, really.”
“You’re such a slut.” I reached hard to nudge the door open wider with the tip of my toe. Her back was slender and toned, her hair in long cascades of copper brown flowing over her shoulders and down her back.
“I think you made me one the way you talk.” She carefully curled her wrist to pull out her eyelashes dark and long.
“I actually have a job tonight. Some newlyweds or something want to do the mountaintop at midnight. I have to go and get the chopper ready and stuff and probably won’t be home till like 3 or 4 in the AM by the time it’s all done.”
“Seriously,” she turned around and stared at me. Her eyes were shadowed in gun blue and her lips were watermelon pink. I was having that seizure again where I saw her through the eyes of another man. Fuck she was hot.
“Seriously. Bucket list thing no doubt.”
“When do you go?”
“Nine probably.”
“And you’re out till four? That’s crazy.”
“That’s money.”
“Well text me so I know you’re safe.” She began pulling on her tube dress. She chose tall platform sandals with a single strap over her ankle. “How do I look?”
My heart pounded and my fingers shook. I knew tonight was possibly the night. I knew that the way she looked was going to potentially be indelibly inscribed in my mind the rest of my life. I was aware that when she pulled her dress up over her underwear, it might not be the last time I saw her in that bra and panties that night. And even out of them.
“You look wildly fuckable Dani.”
She grinned and looked down with embarrassment. “You know I don’t like you talking like that.”
“But it’s the truth.”
“I don’t want to go out looking like I’m that to other men.”
“I like other men looking at you like that.”
“You should be more careful about what you say.”
It was on the tip of my tongue to tell her what I fantasize about with her and other men, how it goes far beyond them looking at her.
“I’m going over to Camille’s, we’re going to have a few pre-drinks first.”
“Tell her if she wants to jam out on you, I’m here for her.”
“Thought you were going up the mountain for midnight.”
“Oh yeah.”
Dani leaned over me, pressing her hands into my chest and placing her knee between my legs. She smelled like flowers and intoxicated me with her closeness. “Are you sure you’re okay with me going out without you?”
She kissed me lightly on the lips. “You always go out without me.”
“I know,” she purred. “But I never ask you what you think about it. You know I dance with guys, right?” She kept tonguing my lips and nibbling with her lips.
“I know,” I said.
She plunged her tongue into my mouth and moaned on me. “You sure you’re okay with that?” She reached down between us and cupped my balls in her hand.
“I like it,” I said. I expected her to rise startled, to look stunned, or to at least squint her eyes at me with lack of comprehension.
But instead, she nuzzled my neck and cooed, “Be careful what you wish for.”
The phrase played itself in my mind over and over all night and every night after that. That was the seed of doubt — did she know all along? It gnawed at me.
I watched her go down the hallway of our building and when she came out the front door four floors below our balcony, I watched her click along the circle driveway and out across the street under the cones of successive streetlights and away into the dark. Things were put into motion that I could not stop. I’d never felt so exhilarated.
I went through the back kitchen door of The Max and as I passed by the passthrough to the servers, I caught sight of Dani dancing closely with Dylan. He had already got that far, but that was no surprise. They knew each other and Dylan was at all the right parties.
I put down what I was pretending to be picking up and leaned over the passthrough digging the sight of Dani smiling so deeply dancing with Dylan. When the song ended, I tried to follow where her and her friends’ table was. I was feeling stoked about my fantasy coming true — she was doing it, hanging out with a guy at the club.
She brought Dylan back to her table and introduced him to her two friends. Holy fuck, I thought, that was more advanced than I expected.
I thought I’d make my way into a dark corner or up to the loft so I could enjoy more of it but as I began to make my way through the undulated throng of dancers, I saw Dani whisper in Dylan’s ear and leave for the bathrooms on the far side. I hung back not wanting her to pass by me on her way back. A moment later, Dylan also got up and went to the bathrooms, down toward the same dark hallway.
I found an inconspicuous corner of wall to bide my time and leaned back trying to be cool. I felt awkward though, caught between the safety of the kitchen and a table in the corner. I kept needing to check her table in case she made it back without me noticing her coming out the bathroom hallway because she was taking so long. As was Dylan. I thought it was an odd coincidence. What seemed strange though was that neither of her friends seemed alarmed about her extended visit to the bathrooms.
Finally, a good fifteen minutes after she left, Dani made her way back to the table. She sat down and immediately her two friends leaned into her with giddy smiles on their faces. She was telling them something that made them squeal and slap at her with excitement. Only a minute later, Dylan came out of the bathroom hallway too and made his way back to their table.
I tried again for the corner but when I was halfway there, Dani and Dylan got up together and seemed to be waving goodbye to her two friends. I thought they were going up on the floor to dance again, but they went out the front door of the club together.
I went out the kitchen door and skulked down the street sticking to the shadows. I wasn’t surprised she’d dance with him, she told me she dances with guys all the time. But I didn’t expect her to go anywhere with him. But if she did, he was supposed to text me. I guess the agreement said to text me when she was bringing him up to our place. It was no doubt innocent. I knew Dani too well.
I walked past her store. The lights were off and the door was locked. But I cupped my hands around my eyes and took a hard look through to the back. The lights in the hallway of change rooms were glowing around the shut curtain. Suddenly the extended visit at the same time to the club bathrooms didn’t seem so coincidental anymore.
I was suddenly startled and ducked down. My wife darted out on her bare toes into the dark store to snatch up a pair of pants from the counter and disappeared again through the curtains just as fast as she came out. She was wearing her tight dress with no shoes or jacket and she was laughing.
I stayed staring for another 10 minutes before realizing they maybe weren’t just trying on clothes, and I made my way up the street and home. A half hour went by before my phone buzzed.
It was Dylan. “She’s bringing me home. Time to hide out,” he wrote.
It was not what I expected. What were they doing in the back of the store? What were they doing in the club bathrooms? I knew Dylan was a lady’s man but I didn’t think Dani would fall for his thing. I decided it could all be innocent. The bathrooms were just a coincidence. The store? They were talking about work, he said he needed new clothes, she was the manager and wanted to show him a few things, it was all perfectly normal. She was bringing him up to our place because why wouldn’t she? She knew Dylan was my friend, and we both have independent lives. I trusted Dani. They were just going to hang out.
But to go along with Dylan’s ridiculous scheme, I decided to play my role for his indulgence and stuffed myself into the low, triangular closet. It wasn’t the most comfortable place and I had to cram my face into the edge of the half-size door to see out through the gap it left. It wasn’t long before I heard the front door lock click.
It was a strange feeling, to hear Dani at home with Dylan with me not around, even though I knew Dylan well. They were laughing and talking loudly the way a guy and a girl do when they’re on a first date. But this was in no way a date — Dylan was a crafty guy, but he wasn’t that crafty. Was he?
“I got to say, Dylan,” Dani burbled, half talking, half laughing, “you looked mighty hot in the blue suit.”
I heard the front door close, and the lock get thrown, and then the other lock, too, the one we only throw when we’re finally going to bed.
“You looked good in that green dress.”
“Yeah right!” she laughed. “Like it was the dress you were looking at.”
They stopped talking and there was no sound at all. I tried to see but they weren’t in the living room yet. I could only hear, and I didn’t hear anything until about two whole minutes later. It was Dani’s voice, but it was lower, quieter, and closer, like she didn’t have to talk very loudly. “I should have guessed you were a nice kisser too.”
I squinted my eyes and dropped my jaw. I thought at worst she might kiss him, but not as a first thing through the door move. I heard her chuckle and then the lights went down. I pressed my eye into the crack and saw, finally, Dani come into my field of view. She was without her shoes but was wearing her jacket again and she was walking in a coy sort of way twirling on her toes. She was pulling behind her on the end of her outstretched arm Dylan’s hand.
“Why don’t we sit down over here?” she said to him. She was behaving in a way I’d never seen her before. I often tried to conjure her in my mind through the eyes of another man. But it was never like this, this wasn’t seeing Dani through a different set of eyes, this was seeing a different woman through the same eyes.
Dylan sat beside her and she immediately turned sideways to him and draped her arms around his neck and pulled him to her to kiss him more, longer, deeper.
“I’m usually not like this,” she pulled away from him and looked down.
“Well, you are married,” Dylan pointed out. “So I hope not.”
She laughed and bit her lip. “You have a point. But we’re only kissing. Do you think Cam would forgive us?”
“For just kissing?” They kissed again an even longer time.
“For just kissing,” she breathed in reply. “Okay?” She stretched her arms behind her and wriggled to let her yellow jacket slide down her arms. She looked like she was smoldering in blue flames.
“But not this, right?” Dylan said, pressing his palm into her breast.
She didn’t push him off. “Not that, no,” she chuckled lightly.
“Or this,” he said, putting his hand on her bare thigh where her already short dress had ridden further up her long, toned thigh.
I had stopped breathing. I wanted to see her flirting with another man, maybe kissing. But seeing Dylan’s hand on her thigh, his other hand on her breast, and seeing Dani not stopping him, it was quickly spinning out of control on me. I didn’t want to see anymore.
“You shouldn’t go any further I think,” she said to him. I lifted my body and could see out the top gap of my small door down into where they sat. Dylan had pushed his hand up under the edge of her dress.
“I think Cam would forgive.”
“Knowing him, you may be right,” she chuckled. Her breathing was louder and her chest heaved. She placed her hand on his stomach ostensibly to push him back but she left it there, pressing into him. “He makes a lot of jokes about it.”
“About this?” said Dylan pushing her dress so far up we could both see the edge of her satin black panties.
“Yeah,” she exhaled. She wriggled and laughed as though embarrassed at herself. She shrugged and pulled her dress the rest of the way up around her waist.
“You two talk about you enjoying another man?”
“I dream about it,” she laughed and swayed her head on her neck. “Every time he jokes about it, I’m very close to telling him it isn’t a joke for me.”
“Does he know how you feel?” He tugged at the shoulders of her dress and she dutifully pulled it up and off her body.
“God no. I don’t know how to bring it up.” She sat there looking sheepish with her hands on her knees dressed only in her black satin panties and bra.
“Why don’t you get us a drink?”
“Got whiskey, I think. Beers.”
“Both?”
She laughed and said, “Okay.”
“Do you like imagining a man watching you like this, almost naked, and getting very aroused by you?”
“Of course I do.” She got up but then leaned her hands on the back of the couch down both sides of his head and she came low to kiss him again. She brought her knee up and rubbed her thigh into his crotch. “And I like looking at a man too, so when I get back, why don’t you join me?” She dragged her nails across his shirt and down his arm to his very fingertip as she slowly pulled herself away and went to the kitchen.
Dylan wasted no time undressing down to his boxers and sat back down on the couch the same way he was sitting when he was clothed.
Dani came back with drinks and placed them on the table. “Aw, I thought you’d take things further and I would have to tell you no again.” She spread her feet around his and sat herself down on his knees facing him. “But you’re right,” she nearly whispered. “This is as far as I ever get in my dreams.” She gingerly pressed her hand down on the outside of the front of his shorts.
“Why only this? It’s a fantasy, you can do what you want in a fantasy.”
“Because it’s all I think I could get away with. Anything further,” she said, tilting her head sideways watching her hand closely as it rubbed over him, “and I wouldn’t be able to explain myself.”
“Does he have to know?”
“I would know.” She outlined his cock under his shorts and pressed her thumb and finger along his length. “I think you’re cock is big,” she laughed and covered her grin with her hand.
“You want to taste it don’t you,” Dylan said. I was so close to bursting out the door. But we had a deal and I held myself back, barely.
Dani only nodded, but frantically. She laughed nervously and covered her mouth again. “Maybe just a little kiss?”
“You’ll know though,” he said.
“It’s just a kiss,” she shook her head like he was the one being too cautious. She worked inside his shorts and fished out his cock from the slot. “Oh my god!” she breathed. It stood up thick and tall between her legs. She wrapped both hands around it and pumped him up and down, watching her work on him closely with tilted head. She carefully lifted herself off him and crouched on the couch beside him. She pulled her hair together in a twisted cord and lowered herself to her elbows. I could see her from behind, I could see her ass rise as she lowered her head. And I could see between her legs a large wet spot in the middle of her panties.
She looked sideways up at him from his lap. “Just a little, okay?”
He didn’t say anything, but he plunged his fingers into her hair and pushed her head down so hard his cock pushed into her mouth though her pursed lips, and he thrust his hips up at her face so that I could see his entire huge shaft disappear inside her mouth.
She came off him sputtering and coughing. “What was that?” she cried in a whisper, slapping his face, but lightly. “I said just a kiss!”
He took her head in both his hands and he pulled her down again. Though she made the sounds of protest, she didn’t fight him. When she came up this time, she grinned and gaped and squeezed his cock. Saliva dragged from her lips and dribbled down to his cock.
“You think I’m going to fuck you don’t you,” she said angrily. She pumped his cock rapidly and dropped back down in his lap and devoured him even deeper in her mouth than he had pushed her. I watched him slump back in his seat and twist down to see everything as my wife began to swirl and twist on him, corkscrewing her mouth up and down his slick cock.
I half opened the door. Deal or no deal, I had seen enough. I was not ready for it, I was not aware of how it would make me feel, and I was frankly frightened by what Dani had suddenly become. I didn’t want mistakes to be made, mistakes that would be regretted.
But I shrank back inside the cubby hole. Seeing it for real rather than in disjointed snippets of nearly transparent imaginings was powerful. My own cock strained against my pants so hard it hurt. I didn’t stop the man from ravishing my wife and I didn’t stop my wife from taking him. Instead I eased my cock out of my pants and I pressed my eye to the crack in the door and I jerked myself off watching them go at it on my couch. That’s the kind of man I was.
When Dylan tugged at her panties, she seemed to lose all further resistance. She stood up and pulled them the rest of the way off and shed her bra too. She tugged at his shorts frantically until they came off too, leaving them both naked. She climbed back in his lap and I knew they were now feeling their bare skin against each other.
Dani seemed frantic. She was crying and shaking and touching and tugging Dylan everywhere. She only seemed to settle down when he wrapped his hands around her waist and scratched her lightly with his fingernails. I again nearly burst out the door. There had been nothing said about fucking. But before I could say or do anything, I saw between my wife’s legs her long elegant fingers reach down under herself and pull his cock up against her ass.
I knelt on the floor outside the door and watched my wife raise herself, hold his cock below her, and then lower herself. I could see his cock enter between her lips and become swallowed up inside her. She lowered herself down his shaft and groaned in a loud sigh. She rolled her head back and locked her fingers together behind his neck.
What I saw next was both shocking and everything I could have dreamed of. She rode him wildly, they rolled over and he pounded himself into her with her legs straight up to the ceiling, she leaned over the arm of the couch and he knelt behind her and rammed her so hard the feet bounced on the floor. She climbed back in his lap and rode him backward, eventually so exhausting herself on him she leaned back and laid on his body with her back, even while he continued to fuck her like that.
But he wasn’t one to end things too soon, no, he wanted to prolong my agony. He pulled away from her and they played tag around the couch. When he let her catch him, she pushed him onto the floor and struggled to get his cock back inside her.
They took breaks and hydrated each other. They ate a snack and fucked in the kitchen — out of range of my sight, but I could certainly hear it. Dani inhaled in increasingly higher pitches.
And then, it happened. She walked so closely in front of me I could smell her sex. She was giggling and pulling him again, this time up the stairs right over my head to our loft bedroom. I didn’t plan on that.
Where they fucked on the couch, the sounds they made above my head in our bed was more lovemaking. I couldn’t stand it. I crept out of my little door in the empty and quiet living room and glued myself against the wall of the steps going up. When I reached just below the level of the loft floor, I turned and pressed my face into the wall. I slowly as a snail raised myself the final few inches.
Above the level of the floor, I could see our bed. And on our bed, I could see Dylan lying on his back, and on top of him, Dani. She was rocking on him while his hands roamed her body, squeezed her breasts and tickling her waist. In the dim golden light of our bedroom lamp, it was the most beautiful thing in the world I had ever seen.
She leapt off him just before he was about to explode and she ducked down between his legs and jerked him the rest of the way, catching his cum on her face and neck and chest. I didn’t know that about her either.
He fell into a slumber and she crawled off, went to the bathroom and cleaned herself before coming back out with a wet towel to gently wipe him up too. I watched her pull back into the bed and push her naked body against him and sleep.
When they stirred, I quickly slipped down the steps and out the front door. I was already in my car in the parking garage below thinking about what I saw and giving Dylan time to get out of there when I realized, I couldn’t put the locks back the way she put them. The last one could only be done from the inside. Would she notice?
Dylan texted me at 2:30. “Hope you’re still okay.”
“Fine,” was all I wrote.
“I’m out of there,” he wrote back.
I came back up at 3. It occurred to me that if I came home when he was still there, I wouldn’t be able to come in with the locks the way she put them. I found her in bed. In the bathroom, the shower was still dripping and her wet footprints were still visible. She pretended to be sleeping and only gave me the briefest, lightest kiss when I crawled into bed beside her.
In the morning, we carried on with our usual banter, both of us acting like nothing happened the night before. After a couple of days during which Dani seemed withdrawn and quiet, she warmed up during the week, and by the end of the week, she was exuberant.
“I have another job most of the night again, Friday,” I told her.
“Not again!”
“I don’t mind it too much,” I said. “You like going out without me anyway.”
“Might stay in this week.”
“Oh yeah? You always go out Friday.”
“Feeling tired,” she screwed up her face. “I dunno, maybe coming down with something.”
About an hour later, Dylan texted me. “Your wife says you’re going to be out again most of Friday night.”
“Why is she telling you that?” I wrote him back from where I laid on the very couch where he had last week fucked my wife so supremely.
“She wants to know if I can come over.”
I stared at my phone for what felt like forever. I was startled when it buzzed in my hand again.
“You okay with that?”
I closed my eyes and silently screamed inside my head. But I also wrote Dylan back. “Yes.”
I found Dani in the bathroom again early Friday evening, dressed in blue thong panties and bra and carefully putting on makeup. “Thought you were staying in,” I couldn’t resist the urge to tease her.
“Just feel like playing around,” she said.
“Okay, well I’m out of here. Back around 3 again.”
“Be careful!” she called as I headed down the stairs. I opened and shut the door and crept back into the storage space under the loft stairs. I heard her phone ring and then I saw her fly down the stairs and rush to the door. A few moments later, I saw her walking backward pulling Dylan by both hands back to the couch.
“Thought I would die before today finally came!” she said, pulling him down onto the couch on top of her.
I pressed my eyeball to the crack and eased my cock out of my pants. I was already super hard. 




Sweet Talked

“Come on,” I gestured with my head  to Selina behind me, “come look at this.” She only smiled curtly from the other side of the small, steaming-hot infinity pool on the roof of my building, and sank demurely deeper into the water up to her chin. “It’s beautiful,” I tried to tempt her with a grin.
Selina was a young teacher back in Minny, and her husband was a financial analyst at a Twin City pension fund. They were doing really well for both being just 28.
But I feared Justin might have developed a bit of a gambling issue. He bet me $1,000 I couldn’t score with his hot wife during their holiday in Mexico.
I had met Selina once before, and it seemed to me that, win or lose, I win: she was smart, she was sultry, and she was extraordinarily hot. Just spending time alone with her was worth losing the grand no matter what we got up to, or didn’t, together.
Of course I have to admit that I might have an issue with gambling myself. Justin got me thinking in ways I couldn’t stop when I mentioned, merely as a joke in a private moment during our regular Friday night poker game, that I thought his wife could be a cure for erectile dysfunction. It fit the conversation at the time. I just didn’t think it would lead to where it did.
“Except she’s actually the world’s most conservative girl,” he chuckled. “She’d be appalled if she heard what you just said.”
“How so?” I asked.
He grinned to himself like he wasn’t sure he wanted to go down that road. “Let’s just say she’s not the initiating type, you know?”
“Well maybe you’re not warming up the oven enough before you put the meat in,” I laughed. We all trash-talked each other at these poker nights. The guys were pretty open usually about sex and wives and the occasional side action.
He turned around with me and we both faced back inside the window and the other guys getting their whiskeys and ice. “She’s kind of inexperienced, if truth be told,” he shrugged, gazing off into the distance. “I don’t mind it, believe me. It’s just . . .  She was raised by her grandparents in this tiny mountain village in Spain. It’s interesting is all — it’s quite a story. She only came to Minny like five years ago.”
“Is that right?” I said. “When you two get married?”
“Three years ago. She’s just now sort of easing up, she’s just now I think feeling relaxed around people. Adults anyway,” he laughed. “With kids — she’s a different person, different story. Always at ease around the kids.”
“So like I guess,” I punched his arm, “there’s no chance she’s going to get down with anybody like me.” I laughed and shoved my elbow in his ribs. We all talked like that, it was par for the course.
“Selina?” He laughed out loud. “You’ve got to be kidding me. You could place her in the most perfect situation, and the most she’d ever do with an opportunity like that is maybe dance with you. You’d be lucky to get a kiss on the cheek.” He nodded looking out over the city. “She loves dancing though, I’ll give her that.”
I nodded too, but I got to thinking. “Kiss on the cheek, huh?”
He and I met eyes: problem gamblers recognize each other a mile away. Words suddenly become important, flinches and eye shifts — suddenly there’s an overlay on everything.
“Perfect situation,” I squinted at him, and I said it like someone deciphering  code. “How much are you willing to put on her not going further than that kiss on the cheek?”
He shook his head and sneered. I grinned right back at him. The ball landed in his court: did he want to parlay or snatch it and stop things?
“In a perfect situation?” he surmised, rolling his head back and up. He chose to parlay.  “Like where she knows I could never find out and no one she knows would ever see?”
“Yeah,” I said. “Perfect, like that. And alone. Far from home, say.”
He scanned the near distance. “What are we talking here, what’s the stake?” I was surprised he wasn’t just parlaying, he was actually throwing down.
“Thousand bucks,” I pulled out of thin air.
“Thousand bucks, huh?” he grinned. “For that you’re going to have to go all the way,” he chuckled. “Not going to pay you a thousand bucks just for her slipping some tongue in a kiss. But I’m not sure I’m ready for that.”
“I thought you said she wouldn’t do anything, though,” I pressed him. My competitive juices were beginning to flow, too. I wasn’t any better at redirecting myself when I knew something was going off into inadvisable territory than he was. “You ought to be pretty sure she wouldn’t do that.” I punched “that.” I knew what I was doing but I couldn’t stop it. Guys get crazy when you challenge them on anything sexual.
“Of course I’m sure she wouldn’t do that,”he punched the word right back at me.  “I’d just be stealing from you if we made that bet.”
He was trying to back it down but trying saving his face at the same time. It was a tricky maneuver he was attempting and not one everybody pulls it off without making tactical errors. “Don’t kid yourself mate,” I grinned at him. “Half of married women today do it when the opportunity is there.When it’s that perfect situation.”
“Yeah, maybe,” he grinned. “Not Selina, though.” And there it was: he took the bait and chomped hard down on the hook.
“Then take the bet,” I said. “Back up what you say.”
“Thousand bucks?”
There was no way out for him. I felt bad leading him so easily to the edge and I wouldn’t feel good about myself without  giving him one more chance to get out. “Dude,” I said, “Just messin’ with ya. I  just wanted to see how you’d react.”
“No,” he said, coming right back at me. “You want that bet? I’ll make that bet.”
“You’re betting your wife, man, you don’t want to do that.” It was wrong, I knew it, but he was blinding himself. Gambler’s Blinkers. They have no trouble keeping their eyes on the prize. Their problem is, they see nothing else, including the steep cliffs on both sides of the path to the prize.
“This one’s a sure thing. I’ll take your thousand.”
He was really starting to irk me. “I don’t want to try to fuck your wife because what if she goes for it?” I thought putting real words to what so far had been merely innuendo might snap him out of it.
“She won’t.”
“What if, though?”
He just laughed, he was so sure of himself. I would never have made the bet with him if I didn’t know he was also a gambler and had therefore no doubt taken his share of suckers to the cleaners too. He was no civilian — but he was stepping up into a different league when he put his wife on the table. He held out his hand and when I tried to turn away, to give him one last chance, he nudged me.
“No, don’t do it,” I said to him. I tried so hard to not do it.
“Thousand bucks says you can’t fuck my wife,” he said. I stared in his eyes. When a guy is fine with using clear non-coded words, you know he’s in. There’s not many guys who use words like that and not snap themselves out of it.
“You’re crazy man,” I shook my head at him.
“I’ll give you that perfect situation too, so you can take your best shot at her.”
“Listen to yourself,” I said, “You’re setting your wife up with a guy for a date, you’re telling him to try to fuck her. Your wife. Just listen to what you’re saying for a second.”
There was no talking him down, though. He kept shoving his hand in my gut and ignoring everything I was trying to tell him. Finally, when he called me a weasel,  I grabbed his hand. I was so pissed off at him for betting his wife, for treating her like a stake in a bet, and so we shook.
“So what is this then,” I said resigned to the fact. “You give me a thousand bucks if I get my dick inside your wife?”
“And I give you a thousand bucks when you don’t — and no forcing the issue, by the way. When she says no, it’s no.”
“Yeah yeah, I’m a lawyer, you remember? I know what consent is. Do you know what you’re putting up though?”
“I’m fully aware,” he nodded firmly. “I feel good.”
I knew I shouldn’t have but how was I supposed to get him to turn around? “So you know you could wind up the next day knowing your wife cheated on you, plus you’d have to give me a thousand bucks for doing it with her.”
“Or you give me a thousand plus I get to laugh at you for falling flat on your big-talking face. You don’t know my Selina. I can barely sweet talk her into bed and she’s my wife!”
We both laughed about that. “Okay, bud,” I said. “Let’s go figure this out. How am in going to prove I got it done, first of all?”
“I’m going to be there watching.”
“You’re going to watch me do your wife?”
“I’m going to watch you go home empty handed after my wife turns you flatly down.”
“Okay. You’re going to watch. Where are we going to do this?”
“I don’t know, our house?”
“If wives are going to do it, it’s going to be on a holiday. It has to be a place they won’t see again — the guilt, you know?”
“Well we have a holiday coming up. Winter break.”
I puffed air out my inflated cheeks. I knew that I had the perfect solution, I just wasn’t sure I wanted to put it out there. But I did anyway. “Okay, look,” I said. “I have a couple of condos in Puerto Vallarta. I rent them out — bnb’s. I could book the penthouse one for you and Selina.”
“Well I fucking love Puerto Vallarta,” he said. “Let’s go!” he clinked drinks with me. We spent the rest of the evening figuring out the details.
He’d tell his wife a friend at the poker game has a great condo in PV and would rent it to them for cheap. I’d be there too — in my smaller one I used more for myself on the ground floor. Then at some point, he’d have a reason to return to Minny and hopefully she’d be comfortable enough staying the rest of the holiday on her own — I was there to look after her, right? A good friend.
When we were there, I showed him the places he could hide to watch from, and I gave him the couch in my other condo to sleep on.
That moment in the pool was late in day one after the husband went home. I’d got her into the hot rooftop infinity pool with me by that point. I knew not to urge her over to my side of the pool too much — I’d gotten enough stray cats to eat out of my hand to know not to look and not to beckon too much. It takes time, that’s all.
I leaned over the glass side and stared at the ocean and sure enough, I heard her voice suddenly beside me.
“Wow, it’s amazing,” she said, gazing with me out over the lower boardwalk buildings and the roiling white-crested ocean at night beneath the glittering stars. 
I didn’t turn to look at her, but I was reeling my line in all the same. There’s a point at which someone wants to do something or not, and you no longer have to nudge them. They just don’t want to be seen giving in to you. They need to believe it’s their idea — it’s how to win a jury, it’s how to get a courtroom confession, it’s how to run a meeting, it’s how to sell a house. And it was how I did the striking Selina, Justin’s good wife who would supposedly never do such a thing.
They had come down for four days. After three days of getting comfortable around each other, Justin revealed his bad news about getting called back for some emergency meeting at the office. We were in a tiny restaurant I knew when Justin pretended to get a phone call and stepped out.
“The breakfast here, though,” I said to Selina, smacking my lips on my fingers.
It was a tiny hole-in-the-wall in the narrow hilly streets behind my building, the kind of place you’d never find unless someone showed you.
“Maybe we can come tomorrow morning,” she flashed her eyes at me as she took food off her fork with such grace and refinement, I couldn’t help noticing how elegant she was, and I struggled to keep from staring. Her lips looked delicious.
“Let’s make a date,” I said. “Just you and me, leave that boring husband of yours to sleep-in by himself.”
She laughed and raised her shoulders and shook her head “No,” and she rolled her eyes. It was too much — I knew she was already imagining things she wasn’t supposed to. She was warming up to me, I could tell. The idea of being alone with me was already playing in her mind — I could tell by the way she was fighting it. She didn’t want to let herself imagine anything like that, lest visions have some kind of suspicious influence on realities, as we are all susceptible to thinking — not being all that far away from the dark ages.
“I’ll look after you, I’ll take you places you haven’t seen, and make sure you get back safe and sound from the middle of all these tiny twisting streets.”
She smiled and ducked her face. “I’m sure you can. You seem to know your way around here really well. Do you explore a lot?” The way she slowly lifted her big brown eyes to me when she said that — the voice she said it in, all low and private — made me wonder if she weren’t up to the some game herself.
“I like exploring pretty much everything,” I grinned at her.
“Me too,” she said in that low intimate voice again, and she fluttered her eyelids down and away from me. I might have even caught her blushing. Then she did something that made my heart skip and pound the way I was trying to get hers to. She said, lifting her eyes and nailing me to the wall with them, “I like to imagine things, anyway.” And she held my eyes in hers for three full beats.
I was the one remembering to breath when her husband Justin came back in.
“Bad news, honey,” he said to her, petting the back of her head and leaning down to kiss the exposed back of her neck where her long coffee-brown hair fell around her shoulders. When he did so, she again lifted her eyes to mine, only now through strands of her hair that had fallen over her face and eyes. It was like she was telling me something private, like there was something that had been shared between us, and should stay between us.
“What is it?” she said to him reaching her arm over her body to caress his hand where it had drawn down the back of her head to rest on her shoulder as he eased himself back into his seat beside her. She kept her deep and delectable eyes on mine the whole time, at least until Justin sat down and turned his face to hers. Only then did she finally look away from me and drop them to her plate again.
“Some emergency meeting back at the office — client with questions apparently. I’m going to have to go back a day early,” he said.
In our planning, Justin and I deliberated long and hard over this part — how his wife was going to be convinced to stay the full four days even with him supposedly having to go back early. We ran through all sorts of scenarios and set up a response to every conceivable objection she might raise. He was adamant that she would be strongly opposed to staying behind without him. When he came back in from the fake fateful phone call, he grimaced at me because we both knew this was the make or break moment.
She turned to him and placed her hand on his thigh. “That’s too bad, honey,” she said. “I could always just stay the extra day and come back later, I feel safe here,” she said. It was the one possible reply we hadn’t war-gamed. “Cary can look after me, right?” she said to him without looking at me. She sucked her fingertips of the juice and crumbs of her sandwich.
She looked from her husband’s eyes to my eyes and put on that expression again, the one that gave me palpitations. The fact she was doing it in front of him made me wonder if she even knew she was doing it or even what she looked like to men who were not her husband. “Right Cary?” she said.
I was so caught off guard I didn’t have a reply set for her.
“He insists on bringing me back here tomorrow morning for breakfast,” she said to her husband. “So you see?” she smiled at him and leaned over to place the sexiest, fullest kiss I’d ever been close enough to watch on his cheek. “I have to stay, don’t I.”
That was the moment that everything got real for Justin. He looked at me when she placed her warm, soft lips slowly against his cheek, and in his eyes I saw the fear — that “Oh fuck, what have I done?” fear. He seemed to shiver with realization.
“Okay well,” he nodded and grew uncomfortable as though he felt like the third wheel suddenly.
“Do you want me to help you pack? Do you need to go right away?” She searched with her eyes all close up into his eyes. If I wasn’t mistaking things, it was as if she was telling him,  “I am going to help you pack and you are going to leave right away.” It was all so unexpected.
Later that afternoon, she finally texted me from her condo on top of the building. “Justin is gone. Just me now.” I studied it calculating how to respond when she wrote again. “It’s very big when one is alone in it, I realize,” she wrote.
It was a lot sooner than I had strategized for things. “Why don’t I show you my really secret favorite place for dinner?” I wrote.
“Sounds fun! Even my husband won’t know about it!”
I had to keep leaving the grenades she was tossing alone.  “I can come up to get you around 6?” I wrote.
“That will be perfect,” she wrote. “Gives me a chance to get ready for you.”
My heard skipped a beat. I was supposed to be the one with experience, the one in control, but I was feeling anything but. Get ready for me? Perhaps it was just her use of language.
“Do you like to dance?” I asked her, knowing full well it was a hard “Yes,” from what Justin told me.
“But you already know the answer to that!” she wrote back. God damn, I thought, she is being so seductive! I guess we must have talked about it during the previous few days.
“Local place, higher up the hills,” I said.  “Visitors don’t know about it.”
“Sounds very sexy,” she wrote and I wondered — I decided — that being Spanish-born, being only in the country for five years, the word “sexy” could mean a lot of different things to a foreign speaker that a native speaker might not necessarily use it for.
“Dress appropriately,” I wrote. “It’s a bit of a fashion show up there at night.”
“I hope you won’t be disappointed,” she wrote back. “Come find me at 6, if you dare . . . “
I stared at that a long time. I hadn’t had a lot of time getting to know her, but I was pretty sure she wasn’t texting me like that when Justin was around. I knocked the corner of my phone against my temple and screwed up my face. I had to wonder if he really knew his young wife all that well.
Find her I did. When I tapped on the door, she called out from somewhere inside that the door was open, but when I came in, she still made it difficult to find her.
“In here,” I heard her laugh. She was calling me to the bedroom. I stood in the doorway and gently swung it open with my foot. Her feet alone made me hard. She was wearing heeled sandals that were more strap than shoe tied up around her ankles with tiny flashing crystals gleaming from their ends. From there, it was all long legs high up to the bottom hem of her short black semi-transparent chiffon romper. It had long sleeves covering half her hands and was off-shoulder and stunning.
She wore long strand silver earrings and copper-shaded dark-lined eyes. She was checking herself in the mirror when she turned toward me and spread her arms out and twirled around in front of me. “Am I good enough to be seen out with you at this mysterious place you promised to take me?” Her smile was slow, sexy, and knowing. When I gestured to the door, she skipped toward me, she squealed with excitement, and she took my hand in hers and squeezed and didn’t let go. We walked like a couple all the way up the narrow uneven sidewalks, talking, laughing, and with her leaning into me every time she wobbled on the stones or needed help up a curb. She was entirely different from when Justin was at her side.
At dinner I got her to tell me about how she got into teaching, about how she came to Minnesota, about how she got work (she could teach Spanish, of course), and about how she was raised.
“I was very protected,” she said. “I’m still learning,” she grinned coyly at me.
When we got to the club, she took one look around before stepping up against me, throwing her arms tightly around my neck, and kissing me not on the cheek but on the lips. “This is perfect,” she intoned in a low, gravelly voice. She pushed me in the chest hard and backed up finding the rhythm with her body and leaning her head forward to cover her face in her messed up hair, and she beckoned me to come to her with both hands and all her fingers curling and grasping toward me. It was all hips and motion and grins. I was instantly mesmerized.
When I stepped up to her, she laughed and spun around escaping my hands, but she backed up again bumping her ass against the front of my pants in that damned short and loose romper. She snapped her fingers and leaned her head back so her hair was all over my face, and she slowly brought her arms up over her head and reached for the ceiling. She began to swivel her hips dragging her ass across the front of my body back and forth, even as she began to get lower and lower in a squat. At her lowest, she spun around to face me and looked up with deep and dangerous eyes. Her face was level with my groin. It was a crowded dance floor but I only saw her.
She danced against me pressing her whole body tight into me as she slowly rose from her squatting position, dragging her breasts and hips against me, all the way up until she reached high over me with her arms and dropped them around my shoulders before crossing them tightly over my back just as she finally lifted her face directly in front of mine.
She parted her sweet fresh pink lips and stared at my mouth and moved against me with the beat of the music like there was no one around us but us two. She pressed her hands into my back and pushed me against her chest. She drew her hands all the way down my back until she was squeezing my ass and pulling my hips hard against hers. She began to curl and uncurl her spine, rubbing her pelvis against mine up and down. I hadn’t even begun to react. I was too stunned, too surprised.
She let one hand go and allowed that arm to swing freely back while holding her whole weight from my neck with her other hand. She spread her legs and hopped in a heel-raised step pushing her wide pelvis against mine and looking down her body at where we met — at our groins — and she made that look again on her face, and her eyes became those of a woman fucking. She wasn’t what Justin said she was.
She let me go and laughed at me hard like she’d just been having a little fun with me. There was no way, I thought, that the story about the tiny village could be true. She began to circle my body with hers, pressing against me with her front and then her back and all around. At one point she was back to back with me rubbing her ass against my ass back and forth, and she leaned her head back so that her mouth was against my ear, and she said, “I love to . . . “ and she paused, “dance with you,” she said, as though she had to find the word.
We didn’t stop dancing the whole time we were there. At one point, after a slow dance during which she seemed to just hang off me without moving much at all, she lifted her face from my neck where she had been very slightly moaning, and she put her soft, pink lips to my ear, and she said in that voice of hers. “Will you take me home?” And she kissed my ear with her soft lips.
Some of what she said could be chalked up to English being her second language. But it could also be chalked up to her knowing she could get away with saying things like that and blaming her lack of English. We hailed a taxi to take us back and I let her in first. She sat in the middle, not on the far side. I got in beside her and she immediately slinked down and used my thigh as an elbow rest. She stretched out sideways leaning against me and crossing her legs as though to watch the city out her side window leaning her head against my chest.
“Do you have a thousand peso note,” she said with her tricep pressing into my crotch and her hand wrapped around below my knee.
“Sure,” I said.
She rubbed her finger and thumb together over her shoulder without looking at me or telling me anything and I got out my wallet and gave her the bill.
She pushed back against my lower stomach with her hand to put herself over the back of the driver’s seat. She said a bunch of things in rapid Spanish and gave him the thousand pesos. It was about $50 — a good sum for a taxi driver in Mexico. The car sped up and missed the turn to our building.
“What did you say to him?” I asked.
She rolled her head around and twisted it up to mine from below me on my chest. “I told him to show us the most beautiful drive he knows.” She settled back down against me. “And to take his time,” she added. My arm instinctively wrapped around her shoulder and she adjusted herself so it ended up around her body, and so my hand landed on her stomach. “And I told him to not peek in his mirror,” she laughed.
He drove us along the ocean south of town and up along a ridge. Everything she saw, she had to point at with her outstretched arm, and she had to pat my leg and twist and squirm against me to make sure I was looking. All the while her arm pushed and moved against my crotch and I knew that she knew what she was doing to me. I wasn’t hiding the fact that I was hard. She made as though to not notice, but she kept her arm against me there all the same.
The more she slid down in the seat against me, the higher my hand rode on her stomach. I could feel the side of her breast and the fabric of her bra against my forearm. I even moved it up over her to point at some boat lights and the moon and the waves, and I let it drop back down half on her breast.
There was no move on her part to push me away. But after letting me touch her there, my thumb slightly moving on her, she twisted around again, lifting her pretty face to mine from below my chin, and she said, “It’s too bad Justin my husband isn’t here to enjoy the ride.” She said it in a serious tone and with her eyes on mine the whole time, and she kept staring up at me too.
Oh yeah, I thought. Justin. He was no doubt hiding in a closet back in the condo wondering what happened to us.
“We should go up to the pool when we get back, maybe bring up some champagne,” I said. She puffed air out her nose and I could see the side of her face and her little grin to herself. What did she make of me not replying with anything about her husband? I was nervous about getting anything going in the car with her. You never know how a driver is going to react, and besides, I felt Justin might not take it well if anything happened away from his watchful eye.
When she pushed herself up to tell the driver to take us home, she pushed her hand into the inside of my thigh, so high up the side her finger touched my cock where it strained under my pants. She left it there as she talked to the driver as though she didn’t notice. She even squeezed me there when she turned around and smiled at me from the front seat that she leaned over. She said, “He said to me he thinks we make a beautiful couple.”
She seemed to want to make conversation with the driver as an excuse to hold her body forward and to support herself with her hand pushing into the top of my thigh. She shifted again as though she needed to move sideways to see the driver better or to let him see her when he turned his head toward her, and it caused her hand to slide over the front of my pants. Her hand was soft and her fingers were delicate. The heel of her hand supported her weight where it pressed into my pelvic bone. Her long fingers remained lifted over my cock, but slowly they subsided and came to rest exquisitely lightly over me.
She turned around to face me with her hair messed up all over her face and her eyes smoking embers of coal and her mouth open in an illicit grin. The heel of her hand remained pressing into my pelvis and her fingers remained cupping around my cock and balls, but just lightly enough to be deniable.
“He asked me when we were married,” she grinned at me. “He said it was a big ring,” she wriggled her wedding finger at me. “He thinks I am too young to be married already.”
“Tell him today, tell him we just got married — that it’s our honeymoon.”
She dropped her face and grinned hard and shook her head at me hiding it behind the driver’s seat almost ready to burst out laughing. “You tell him,” she said and she ended up kneeling on the floor of the cab and resting her elbows on my thighs, looking up at me from nearly my lap. She suddenly wanted to see where we were and she stretched up to look out my window and then she twisted around to see behind her out the front window. It cause her to press her stomach into my groin and her breasts nearly into my face. Her hands were scrunched into the crease where my legs and abdomen meet. Her hand squeezed my shaft but she kept her attention behind her out the front window as though she wasn’t aware.
She turned back to me and her face was right in front of my face so close we could have kissed. “We’re almost home,” she said. “Tell him,” she whispered with her lips nearly touching my lips. “And I will kiss you like a new wife, to prove it to him.” She gaped her mouth wide open in a big smile with her eyes wide and gleaming. “It’ll be fun to tease him,” she whispered. Her breath intoxicated me like perfume.
There was nothing about the night that was unfolding like anything I imagined it would, or even hoped. “We were just married,” I shouted to the driver. “We’re on our honeymoon — starting today,” I shouted to him.
Selina caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth and grinned widely, scrunching up her shoulders and pushing her chest harder into mine. She brought one hand up around the back of my neck and dragged her fingernails over my skin. Her other hand remained scrunching on my cock through my pants. She inhaled and tilted her head slightly sideways and she pressed her open mouth on mine and entered my mouth with her tongue. She moaned as though she’d been waiting for it for hours. The kiss went on and on so long the car was stopped and the driver had the stick in park long before she finally came off of me.
The pool was off her suite. I had already told her it was a rule to shower before using the pool. I walked her to the elevator.
“I’ll be up in a bit,” I said. I wanted to text Justin — I didn’t have a chance the whole night, she was so all over me.
“Just grab your swimsuit now, I can wait, then you can shower up there. After me,” she added ruefully.
It was difficult to argue. She waited inside my ground floor condo. We rode up together on the elevator. “You can go first,” I said to her. I was nervous about where things were going and how fast, without getting a chance to check in with Justin and make sure he wasn’t losing it already.
“And you can get our drinks ready for us,” she said.
I finally got to text him when she went into the bathroom — she left the door slightly ajar, too.
“J, we’re up in your condo, are you there?”
There was no reply. He had keys, he knew his way around, he knew the plan. But there wasn’t a single text from him the whole night we were out for dinner, out dancing, and even the extended cab ride home. I glanced around but I didn’t see any sign of him.
Selina came out in a rich, thick and long white spa robe. “It’s all yours,” she said, just staring at me standing there with her arms loosely at her sides, not pointing at the bathroom or shower. I could not help myself from dropping my eyes down the length of her body. She giggled as though she knew exactly what she was doing to me, and she undid the belt, dropped the robe from her shoulders, and emerged in a black and green-leaf two piece thong style bikini that would drop the jaws of a dead man. “Don’t keep me waiting too long,“ she said, before adding, “my groom,” and laughing over her shoulder.
I rushed my shower and came out in a spa robe too, and came to the edge of the pool to set our glasses down on the side. I disrobed and climbed down the steps. She was leaning against the side furthest from the infinity edge. I waded over to the far side and scanned the night from the glass. I was worried about why Justin was unavailable. I went over in my mind again all of our conversations about it going right back to the genesis of the crazy idea, just to make sure I couldn’t be badly misinterpreting the whole idea. But no, that was why I used explicit language, just to avoid the possibility of misinterpretation, and he used unambiguous language back: “Thousand bucks says you can’t fuck my wife,” he said. Is there any way that sentence can be used to mean something other than fucking his wife?
I turned my face to her just as she had turned her face to mine. No longer in a busy restaurant, no longer on the public sidewalks outside, no longer at a crowded dance club, no longer in the back of a cab, we were alone now, in our bathing suits in the hot pool outside her and her husband’s rented condo.
She looked left and right and back toward the condo windows. “Are you sure that no one can see into here?”
It was something I showed them when they first arrived: the privacy of the pool was unique for rooftops in the area. “Look around,” I turned my back to the ocean and leaned on my elbows behind me. I gestured to the sky and to all around us. “No one can see in here.”
“I have a fantasy you know,” she suddenly said.
“Oh yeah?” I nodded.
She pulled her shoulders up and bit her tongue tip again in that way that killed me with her cuteness. “It is to swim outside nude,” she said. “It was a story, an autobiography, I read it when I was a girl,” she explained, as she pulled her hair up over her head and turned her back to me, showing me the clasp of her bikini top: she wanted me to undo it. “And ever since then,” she said, after I unclipped it and, turning around and pressing her hand into her chest to hold it up over her breasts, she went on, “I have dreamed of it, especially at night.”
I was speechless. My mind was calculating so many things my eyes flickered and twitched. She stood up and came right up to me in the water and she leaned over my shoulder. I stayed still with my elbows holding me up on the glass edge behind me and my fingers clasped together over my stomach. I had a lot of ideas about what to do, I was just surprised by what she was doing, and surprised at my surprise. She put me off my game entirely and I was nearly paralyzed by it. With her lips nearly touching my ear, and her voice low and sultry again, she said, “But you better not get any crazy ideas, okay?”
I turned my head slightly so that our eyes met. “Define ‘crazy,’” I said. She laughed and squealed and let her bikini drop into my hands where I caught it, and she pushed against me and floated away from me on her back with her breasts sticking up and gleaming with warm water in the light of the moon.
She stood in the middle of the pool and I remained transfixed. She seemed to wriggle and reach before she came up again, this time twirling her bikini bottoms around her upright finger. She slingshotted them at me and hit me in the face and she laughed like it was the most delightful thing imaginable.
“Can you put them on the chair for me?” she gestured with her head to the small patio between the pool and the sliding doors to the condo.
I waded up to my chest as I passed her by in the middle of the pool carrying her swim suit in my hand. She said, as I came near her, “Your’s too.”
When I got out of the pool to the chair and turned around, I found her leaning on her elbows behind her at the far edge of the pool in exactly the same spot I had been in. Her wet strands of hair fell down her face and shoulders and her breasts rose like hills at the edge of the steaming water. She smiled at me like someone awaiting her show. And so I gave her one. I pulled my shorts down to my ankles and stepped out of them, placing them on the arm of the chair opposite her bikini.
She squealed and she covered her mouth with her hands and looked around frantically, as though making sure again that no on could see. “I didn’t think you would!” she said as I stepped casually back down into the water.
“I didn’t think you would either,” I had to tell her.
“Why,” she asked, as I waded up to my chin toward her. “Do I appear to you as a woman who cannot do these things?”
“Not so much that you can’t, just that you wouldn’t,” I said. I swam right toward her and found my feet and lifted myself up as I stepped the last few steps.
“You don’t think we Europeans are a little less uptight about these things?” she said as she lifted her arms in front of her and allowed me to step right up against her. She dropped her arms over my shoulders and I snaked my hands around her naked back. I brought my mouth to hers and she tilted her head and opened hers to receive me. It was all so easy. It was natural. I honestly didn’t think I’d win the bet when the holiday started. Now it seemed she was the one who all along was making it happen.
The kiss was longer than even in the back of the cab. Her moans were deeper, too. She pressed her whole nude body against my nude body. My phone was still where I left it on the edge and I reached around her with both arms, and with my head over her shoulder and my face covered with her wet strands of hair, I fiddled about finding my music.
Squeezed between me and the side of the pool, she began to kiss my shoulder and chest and explored further, too. Her hands drifted down my sides and her fingernails dug and released in my skin as she drew them toward my hips.
She came back up and kissed my mouth with her soft lips just as she wrapped her long elegant fingers around my cock. “Put on something slow,” she said, “like our last dance at the club.” She squeezed me lightly and she slowly stroked me. This was a primary teacher, and the wife of a friend, I had to remind myself. But I was hardly doing anything. It was difficult to know right from wrong.
I found something slow just like the club as she had requested and I set the phone down and wrapped my hands around her waist, and then around her hips. “Es la canción perfecta para nosotras,” she said looking down into the water drawing tighter against me.
“What’s that?” I asked.
She began to find the groove of the music in her hips, rotating them forward and back against me, and side to side. She lifted her hands out of the water and swayed them high over her head. She stood straight up so her breasts came out of the water. Her head swayed side to side and her eyes began to close. It was truly as though she was a woman unable to resist music putting her into a sensual trance.
I continued to hold her against me with my hands around her naked hips. She moaned and undulated against me, dragging her erect nipples over my chest, dragging her pelvis, her naked pussy, over my erection below the warm water.
“It means . . . “ she began, before turning around inside my hands and, still with her arms raised high and swaying, she pushed her ass out against me, just like in the club, only now alone without clothes in the pool atop the roof looking over the ocean. “It is the perfect song for us,” she said, and she brought her arms down, she covered my hands with her hands where they gripped her at her waist, and she pulled them up her body until she pressed them against her naked breasts.
I was dumbstruck and I wondered if Justin was seeing this.
She inhaled sharply and ducked her head down as though stuck with overwhelming sensations. She circled her ass over my cock and jutted her hips back and forth, arching her back in and out. Everything about her was moving rhythmically. Everything except her breath. Her lungs jerked and her mouth quaked. She kept halting and starting as though forgetting to breathe. She reached around her body and pushed her hands hard between her ass and my pelvis and she gripped my cock with hands that shook.
I looked around behind me to see if Justin was spying on us from the spot I told him he would be able to see us in the pool. It was my plan to get her in there, but not like this. I couldn’t see him. Whatever it was he thought his conservative and sheltered wife would never do, it was about to go down, and it wasn’t at all my doing. This was not the woman he told me about.
I ran my hands freely over her delicious and tight body, over her breasts and neck, down her stomach and hips, and down over her pussy. She only writhed and stretched against me. She pulled my cock and pushed her ass back. She was nestling the head of my cock between her cheeks. She was breathing hard and short, and she was beginning to whimper as though helpless. She reached over her head with one hand and gripped the hair on the back of my head so hard, if felt like she was going to rip it out. She pulled her face forward over her shoulder and she rolled her head back and opened her mouth wide in a gape to the moon above. She groaned, “Are you sure he’s not going to find out?”
I hesitated. I wasn’t a fan of outright lying to anybody, but I was also realistic enough to know the world only works with a certain level of verisimilitude. Her husband set us up, he should be watching, and he and I openly discussed her and I fucking. If he wasn’t watching and finding out in real time, I was going to tell him — I had to tell him. So yes, absolutely, Selina, he was going to find out. But did the plan involve her knowing that he he knew?
I took too long with my internal deliberations. She lifted a leg sideways and hung her ankle on my hip. She hung her head and exhaled sharply and she changed her grip on my cock to reach between her wide open legs and find me behind her. Her fingers stroked up the length of my cock and she closed the length of her thumb and fingers around my shaft. She continued to yank a clump of my hair in a fist over her shoulder and I felt on the tip of my cock a much hotter touch than the already steaming water, and a more slippery grip than her hand. Her head rolled further back and her mouth fell so far open her chin was nearly on her chest. She arched in her back so hard she faced the night sky above us. Her hips twitched and her breath held tight, except for short, sharp high-pitched cries and even higher pitched, even shorter and sharper inhalations.
I slid my hand from her breast up over her neck and chin and I touched her incredibly beautiful mouth with my fingertips. She twisted to my touch and engulfed my finger in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it and bit on it with her careful teeth. She squeezed her hips out and her ass twisted up and I felt her pussy, hotter than fire and slippery as oil, engulf the head of my cock, and with another twitch as though she had no resistance, the shaft of my cock, and then, with a long-drawn out groan and a total body resignation, the entirely of my cock, deep inside her pussy.
She lowered her leg from my hip and bent over, reaching behind herself to wrap her hands around my waist and give me the rhythm that she wanted me to fuck her at. It was in time to the song.
The water gently splashed around us and our flesh smacked. She chuckled lightly and in the weightlessness of the water, she curled her legs and ankles and feet around mine and reached around and over her head with her chest open and jutting at the ocean to play in the hair on the back of my head.
“Told you it was our song,” she smiled with her eyes closed. We danced together under the water while we fucked. I was far from inexperienced, but I’d never been taken quite like that before. This was not the play of an inexperienced woman. Her hips moved on me independently of the rest of her, and she seemed in a trance.
She suddenly pulled off of me and began to lead me by the hand back across the pool. She turned to me over her shoulder and she said, “Podría ser demasiado ruidosa,” and she laughed and covered her mouth with her hand.
As we climbed the steps together and dabbed our towels on our dripping bodies, I had to ask. She grinned and raised her eyebrows at me and took my hand in hers again. As she stepped through the doorway and shut the sliders behind me, she said, “I told you,” she raised herself on her toes to kiss me and to massage the back of my neck, “that I might be too loud for outside.” She laughed again.
She pushed me down on the couch and she straddled me, wriggling up to sit on my lap. “Do you want to know what I love?”
She leaned over me and kissed me and didn’t let me answer. I finally made a show of getting my mouth free from her kisses and she laughed. “What is that?” I asked.
She forced her mouth onto my mouth and kissed me again before she pushed back from me. “That moment,” she said, “when things are just beginning to happen, and you know it.” She stood up in front of me naked. “I want you to undress me again. And again and again and again, all night!” she squealed and she skipped away, slamming the bedroom door.
I got my phone out. This guy either mislead me about his wife or he was wildly out of touch with her. She actually scared me with how open and expressive she was with her sexuality. She reached out the bedroom door and threw a t-shirt and jeans at me. “You too,” she called from inside. “I want to undress you again too!” she cried out.
I couldn’t get Justin to answer me. I kept frantically typing to him over and over, but nothing. I had already fucked his wife. What was going on now was purely for pleasure.
She stuck her head out of the door again and squealed with excitement. “I’m too shy to show you!” she laughed.
“Show me what?”
“Go sit on the couch, look the other way!” she shrieked she was so giddy.
I did as I was told. The music was loud on the bluetooth. The drinks were refilled. It felt like the night was just getting going. She was right — starting again was an enticing way to do it.
“Don’t look,” she said from behind me. “I bought this for my husband at that store you two left me at the other day,” she said. I was still surprised and still cringing that she would mention her husband after all that had happened, and was still happening. “I wanted to surprise him,” she said, “but he isn’t here, is he.”
“No he’s not,” I pulled another of my “is it a lie or not?” reasonings out, but the fact was, I didn’t know where he was. He didn’t answer me all night.
I could hear her breathing and chucking as she drew in front of me between the couch and the sliding doors. “Ok,” she said, “I am ready for you to look.”
I opened my eyes. She was dressed in a pure white deep-v camisole with a ribbon collar tied around her neck and lace sleeves. She stepped up on her toes full of renewed shyness biting her bottom lip and hiding her face behind her hair. She grasped her hands behind her back and looked around behind me as though she was having difficulty finding her words. It was remarkable: we had already fucked but she made it feel like we were just getting there all over again. She was right about it. It helped that she was easily the hottest woman I’d ever laid eyes on in real time in a private setting.
“Um,” she shot her eyes up to the corners of the ceiling. “Can you be my husband,” she said with a shy grin, then she added with a whisper, “for tonight? Since this was for him.”
She came slowly closer, wavering on her feet, looking side to side, everywhere but at me.
“Okay,” I said, unsure what I was agreeing to.
“Remember when I told the driver we were married?”
“Uh huh.”
“And you said it was our honeymoon?”
“Uh huh.”
“I used a word you don’t know when I told him that.”
“What word was that?”
She stepped closer to me, close enough for her to nudge my knee with her leg pushing my legs open. “You don’t have the word I don’t think with inglesa.” She pushed her leg gently between my knees and raised her hands, wrapped around each other, up to hide her mouth.
“Gente-boda,” she said.
“What does it mean?”
She blushed and she grinned and she flashed her eyes at me. She wormed her way between my widening legs. “It means,” she said leaning down over me and placing her hands on my thighs, “a folk wedding.” She blushed.
“Okay.” I nodded. Sure, I thought.
Evidently there was more to it than that. She grinned deeply and slowly lowered herself to her knees, pushing my legs apart and pushing her chest forward into my groin. She flashed her eyes up to the ceiling again before bringing them down to mine. She licked her lips and smiled sweetly and she used her agile finger to begin to draw the fly of my jeans down. “You said to him that it was our honeymoon,” she repeated. She turned away and puffed air out her nose and pulled up her shoulders trying to stop herself from laughing.
I wasn’t getting it. She opened my pants and spread them apart. I hadn’t bothered with underwear. She wrapped her hand around my cock while drilling her burning hot eyes into mine. “A honeymoon for a girl at a folk wedding means it’s her first time.” She leaned over and pressed her tightly-closed lips hard against the head of my cock. She lifted her face again and added, “For everything,” she nearly whispered. She exhaled like she could hardly manage her breathing. She moaned a high pitch and she squeezed my cock with a trembling fist.
“For everything?” I nodded.
“Uh huh,” she said with her mouth dropping open. “She doesn’t know how to do anything,” she said in a near-whisper. She looked down at my cock like it was some manna from heaven. She leaned over again and again pressed her tightly pursed lips against the head of my cock. She lifted her face to mine with a pout. “She has not been iniciada,” she said.
“What?” I could barely breath myself.
“She has not been shown,” she licked her lips. “Sir.” She brought her tight lips again to my cock’s head and this time she moaned and shook her head as though to say “No.”
“She has not been desfloradas either,” she said, and she clutched her fist in her crotch. “She is afraid,” she said up to me. “She is afraid and needs to be . . . ” she stopped herself. “She needs a firm hand,” she said. She took my hand in hers and she placed it on the back of her head. She leaned over again and she placed her pursed lips against the head of my cock. And she again twisted and turned her head and cried slightly from within. But she pushed my hand hard where she placed it on the back of her head. As I struggled to understand, she pushed my hand harder against the back of her head and she pushed back against the pressure with her head and swung it back and forth and clenched her eyes and pursed her lips harder.
Just as I was beginning to get the picture, she pushed harder and my cock popped into her mouth. She moaned loudly and her whole body arched. She pulled off of me and looked like a woman crazy with lust. She tilted her head back and defiantly spat at me, shocking me, and she said, “No!”
I pushed her head back down but she resisted too strongly until I pushed with both hands. Again my cock popped inside her mouth and she swirled her lips and tongue and took me to the back of her throat.
She pushed up, she leaned over me, and she smiled sweetly against my lips. “It’s good for you, yeah?” she said. “My husband?” And then she grabbed my hand, she wrapped it around her wrist, and she clenched it there in her other hand. She made as though to get away from me, and she pushed my hand to make me throw her down — she over-dramatized it — onto the couch. She lifted her feet and she kicked at me, lightly, playfully, but she kicked all the same, and she said, “I’m not ready! I’m too young! I have no experience!”
She rolled over on her hands and knees and stuck her ass up in the air at me and she looked over her shoulder pretending to be afraid. “I’m a simple girl from the tiny village,” she cried. “I’m not ready for you! I don’t know how to do it! Will it hurt?!”
She darted away as soon as I reached for her but she stopped when I stopped. When I got up she crawled on her hands and knees. When I came toward her, she rolled on her back and kicked at me and screamed, though not too loud. “You must not!” she cried. She made as though she was trying to cover her breasts and her crotch. I got on my knees but as soon as I touched her, she screamed louder and she pretended to be unable to get away.
Slowly, the more I took her wrists or ankles in my hands, the more she brought energy to her struggle. I got the idea, and soon I was pressing myself on her and she was punching and kicking with nearly everything she had trying to fend me off.
At one point, she reached to the side of her lacy camisole and she tugged hard and tore it. Then she gasped at me as though I had done it. She turned onto her hands and knees again and, too slow, she tried to get away. I reached for the side she already tore and yanked. It tore some more and she shrieked. I pulled her by her ankles — she had showed me to do that by shoving them into my hands — and when I dragged her back, she cried out louder and kicked at me as hard as real. Yeah, I thought, she does make a lot of noise. I understood now.
We wrestled all over the floor. I ripped at her camisole and it came away little by little until it was a loop of torn material around her waist and nothing more. She got up on her feet and gripped the counter of the island in the kitchen. I stood on the other side and darted left and right and she put a terrified expression on her face, darting opposite to me.
Finally, she scampered screaming to the bedroom. I walked. She had closed the door. I pushed against it and she cried out. I pushed harder and she (easily) gave in, and fell backward onto the bed. I came slowly to the side of the bed. She squirmed away from me, but she didn’t throw herself off the bed. She only tried to cover herself with the sheets.
I tore the sheets away and she cowered in her nakedness unable to cover herself with her hands. “What are you going to do?” she whimpered.
“Are you my wife?” I said, as I tore the rest of my clothes off.
“If that is what you will make of me,” she replied defiantly.
I crawled on the bed and I pushed my knees between her legs. She kicked and she pushed her knees together again. When I pried them apart, the look on her face, in her mouth and in her eyes, was easily the most impassioned and lustful expression I had ever witnessed on a woman.
“Jamás!” she seethed at me. But she also turned her head sideways on the pillow. I pressed her legs wider and she cried like in a Japanese porn vid, only deeper. When I hefted my cock in my hand and lowered myself until it touched her there, she flung her head side to side. But she also crunched her hands into fists at my waist and she lifted her legs and squeezed them around my hips and locked her ankles together. She pushed her heels into the small of my back.
“Jamás!” she said again in a whisper. I shoved my hips down and I entered her forcefully. She arched so hard I thought she was going to break herself in half. She contorted so wildly, her face was facing the headboard. She slinked and slithered beneath me and I pulled back out and plunged myself harder into her. She seized my hips in her hands and she grinned like an evil demon and she opened her mouth wide and hissed like a cat. When I pulled out again and rammed myself into her a third time, she snapped her teeth together and she snarled at me and scratched my back to ribbons with her nails.
If I thought she wrestled with a little too much vigor earlier on the living room floor, in bed, she was possessed and wild. She bit me and clawed at me and groaned and cried like something from another world. I pummeled her, but when she threw me off and rolled me on my back and rode me, I learned just how hard you can fuck somebody and still not break them.
She flung her head back and her hair was matted and wild. She groaned loudly it seemed in some alien language like she was crying for the mother ship. She pounded me so hard my body hit a resonant frequency between the bed and her body, so that I was rapidly bounced in a fuck that took on a life of it’s own. I entered a state of delirium when it felt like she had set something up with some kind of extraterrestrial energy so that neither of us seemed to need to make an effort anymore, the rapid and hard fucking was in a runaway state between us.
I looked up at her with amazement and bewilderment about what was going on, but she seemed to be gone to another world and not even breathing. Her hands were half lifted to the ceiling and her fingers were curled like a person caught in a state of permanent electrocution.
When I ejaculated, she curled down like a humping dog and she licked my face and inhaled as though her lungs were boundless. I pumped her with everything I was composed of, and she looked at me with eyes that rolled back and a mouth that was the very expression of bliss. When she came, it sounded like a woman pushed off a high cliff.
She finally exhausted herself and seemed to fall back in her body as her body fell down onto mine. In a moment, she was laughing languidly again. I looked down at the top of her head and considered the absolute psycho who just fucked me to a new level.
In bed over the course of the night, we made love two or three more times, but it was hard to count. Each time was different. “No word, no kissing,” she said, after waking me up by stroking my cock gently. She turned away and pressed her ass against my hardened cock. We fucked like that silently, without faces. After passing out again, I was awoken to find that she had carefully made me hard yet again and had even gotten on me and was very slowly riding me. It was light out, maybe five in the morning, and she just chuckled and smiled and then closed her eyes and continued to move on me with my cock inside her gently and slowly. Even when I lost my breath and my body stiffened, she kept the same excruciatingly slow pace. Of all the ejaculating I did into her the whole night, that time caught me off guard as perhaps the hardest and deepest orgasm of all. 
We had breakfast outside at a tiny table in a narrow noisy street. She was dressed like an office executive this time, high spike heels, tight sharp red pencil skirt, airy semitransparent white blouse, visible black, full-cup bra beneath, and hair up and tidy but for a couple of escaped strands framing her face. She had on thick black rectangular cosmetic glasses. I felt intimidated by her.
She slowly nibbled toast with her bare foot in my crotch secretly squeezing and releasing me in her toes. She said, “You promised me he would never find out.”
I had. We held each other’s gaze long and hard. She knew that she was holding me to a promise that I didn’t know at the time I had been making. “Why doesn’t he know this about you though?”
“Know what about me?” she feigned confusion. But she couldn’t hold her flat expression for long before chuckling. “That his sweet, innocent and small-village wife is maybe a sexual addict?” She grinned and looked away to keep from laughing. She was the sexiest woman I had ever eaten breakfast with hands down. I was dangerously smitten.
I also guffawed because she was more than that. “How long has this been going on?” I asked.
“What part?” she retorted all innocently again.
“You. Him not knowing. Doing it with other guys.”
She bounced her leg over her other leg and she scanned the horizon watching people climb aboard an old smoking bus at the corner. She looked back at me with suddenly a truly vulnerable and innocent face. “Can I be honest with you?”
I snorted and raised my eyebrows. But she was serious. She sat up and looked sideways before leaning forward. She withheld what she was going to say until I sat up and leaned forward too, close enough to speak with her very quietly, very privately.
“I was telling the truth in the pool last night,” she said.
I shook my head and gave her the look of someone confused and not remembering. I forgot we were even in the pool together, so much had happened after.
“When I told you I have a fantasy. When I told you it was from a book.”
“I remember that.”
She looked askance again, like a real person with some embarrassment, but not shame. Care, but not guilt. “It was a book I found in a store that sells mostly magazines.” She looked sideways like it was a state secret she was revealing. “It was a store in Lisbon,” she said, as though that explained a lot. “We were on a field trip. I was in the school band. I was too young for such a book.”
“Okay,” I drank my coffee. Whatever she was telling me obviously had deep significance.
“I stole the book. They would never sell it to me, of course. A young girl?” she scoffed like I was questioning her about it. “But I think you might have heard of it, you seem like a man who should.”
I shrugged, I was literally drawing blanks.
“The author was a name you know, I am sure of it. Anais Nin.”
I nodded. I had heard of her. Henry and June. Delta of Venus. I nodded but I wasn’t as knowing as I knowingly nodded.
She looked left and right and then hung her face. “Her autobiography, have you read that?”
“No,” I had to admit.
She inhaled deeply and controlled her exhalation before turning back to me. “I have all my life, since I was a girl and since I stole that book and read it every night under my sheets with a flashlight, fantasized,” she paused. She searched for words. “I fantasized not about things she did, but about the way she thought.” She paused again, hung on a thought. “The way she thought about sexuality — her sexuality.”
I slowly chewed, mulling what she was saying, unsure where she was going and unprepared for a serious and honest conversation about the dastardly deeds of the previous 12 hours or so.
“Imagine!” she suddenly said with her eye flaring wide and her hand spread toward my face, drifting like a fireworks. She shook her head in a tight vibration at me and she gained my total attention in that flick of a moment. “Imagine, you are a suburban housewife in the middle of America, in Minnesota, in the Twin Cities,” she laughed sideways. “A teacher of what, eight year olds and nine year olds, and you meet with parents and you help them make silly children’s art and you help them learn to read — all of that absolutely normal stuff.”
I nodded, following so far.
“And imagine!” she grinned. She knew she was hamming it up. “You have a kind and devoted husband who loves you, whose family loves you, whose mother makes you pies while he mows the yard and fixes the car and drives you to school when it snows too much — a very loving husband, a doting husband.”
I continued to nod.
“It is a perfect situation.” She looked right at me. She shrugged and forced me to agree, though I didn’t know if she knew the significance of that phrase for that moment.
“Yes, a perfect life.”
“A perfect life,” she said, “thank you. A perfect life.” She began to rub her hands together and agitate in her tiny chair. “Do you sometimes have bad thoughts, Mr. Cary?”
“What do you mean bad thoughts?”
She didn’t meet my eyes but instead looked low and hard at the horizon, at the ocean visible through a slit between the buildings. “Do you have another person deep inside you?”
I considered it but I wasn’t sure. I was going to say something like “sort of, but not really?” but she pushed on before I could — it was a rhetorical question.
She pinned my wings to cork with her eyes. “Do you have inside you a person who could never exist, who could never survive in this world, a person who claws at you from the inside, wanting to get out, but who must never be allowed to?”
I shrugged noncommittally and said, “Yeah, I don’t know, maybe?” but I was pretty certain the answer was no, not like that. “Do you?” I asked weakly, afraid of what was coming.
“I thought she must never come out,” Selina said. “But when my husband said he had to leave, and when I realized it could be just you and me, here together, and no one else,” she licked her lips like she was getting hot again. “I wanted to know what would happen if I let her out just once. One night.”
“And what did happen?” I was afraid to ask.
“She had fun,” she threw her body back in the chair with a broad smile and shrugged. “And now she’s back inside, isn’t she.” She stared at me with a devious grin as she tipped her coffee at her lips. “Until next time anyway,” she laughed out loud.
“So I was just a fantasy for you?”
“Yes, essentially,” she shrugged. “I knew about your little bet.” She said it with such nonchalance I took a second to register the enormity of what she said. She saw my expression turn from distracted listening to alarm. “I found his phone unlocked a few days ago and it was face up — your conversation with him was all there. I saw my name so I considered it was fair for me to scroll and see what else.” She sipped her coffee still relaxing back in her seat.
“You knew,” I said.
“Yes I did. And when he pretended to get the phone call,” she grinned, “I went up with him and I told him — I know about it, and I told him what he needed to do as a result, and that was go home like he said he needed to, and to not under any circumstances talk to you on the phone.”
“So that’s why,” I nodded.
She laughed at me. “That is why indeed!” She pulled up and gestured for me to come close. “I realized it was my chance to see what this woman in me, this sexually wild person, this Anais Nin inside me, was all about, and I didn’t even need to lie to my husband about fucking another man.” The way she said “fucking” was European and hot. “He already prepared himself for that, and decided he could survive it.”
I twitched. I squinted. It was like turning a page in an art book and seeing the same subject but painted entirely differently by a different artist, like going from a Vermeer to a Picasso.
“Now,” she said, “finish your coffee. We have time to fuck one more time,” she nodded, saying the word “fuck” that Euro way again, and she extended her hand to me and we walked back to the condo hand in hand. “I want you to fuck me with my clothes on,” she squeezed my hand at her thigh. “Do you have at least one more in you?” 




She Crumbled 







I knew my wife Bonny would get off on meeting Casper, the name my friend from back at art college insists on using now to avoid being overheard or garnering unwanted attention at restaurants or airports or hotels. He and I are both actors the way a Toyota and a Lambo are both cars. And my wife has a big movie crush on him.
“I got a big surprise for you Bae,” I said when she came through the door hunched at the shoulders, kicking the door shut behind her still in her black miniskirt, black stockings, black platform heels, and black waist jacket. She was chief concierge at the ski resort hotel.
“No more surprises, please!” she dragged her shoulder blades along the condo hall wall skipping and stumbling as she tried to wrench her shoes off with a grimace and a defeated gasp.
I came to help her and took a knee. She gripped her red-painted fingernails in my hair and hung on with her knee lifted and her foot delicately lowered to my thigh. Her long legs still made me suck air through close teeth, especially when she was in one of her miniskirts. I know it was my wife of nearly two years, but I still had heart skips when I chanced a glimpse of her panties.
“I hope you something planned for dinner,” she exhaled. “Because all I want to do is lay on the couch with you all night watching shows.”
I eased one shoe off and tapped her thigh for the other leg.
“Oh my god you have no idea how incredibly good that feels.” She scrunched her fingers roughly into my scalp.
“Take a shower,” I said,  “I did the laundry so your thick bathrobe is ready, and then go have a nap. We’ll see if you’re up for dinner out after that.”
“Oh, Bae, not tonight, I can’t.”
“The Blue Sky?”
She sighed. “I’m going to regret it, but yeah, no, too tired tonight.”
“Okay,” I said, standing up and setting her shoes on the shoe stand. “I guess I’ll just call Casper and cancel on him.”
She draped her hand around my shoulder and walked hip to hip with me to the couch. “Who’s Casper, Bae?”
I leaned my face into her hair and I whispered the famous actors stage name to her. She knew about how some actors travel around on fake names and was used to me telling her the secrets.
She stopped and slapped my chest at this one. “Get out, you liar!”
“I swear to god,” I said. She knew I used to go to art school with the guy and that I worked with him in his thin years before he became one of the biggest draws on the planet.
“He’s in town for meetings with producers. He called me up. We thought a dinner out would be great. I told him my wife might like to meet him.”
“You are fucking with me Mr. Brent Johnson!” she glared at me, “And I already told you, I am not a lady to be fucked with today,” she said, but she also kept her skeptical sideways eyes on me, judging my expression and lingering on my words. She wasn’t sure.
“I fuck you not,” I scout’s honored her with my fingers up and shrugged at her.
“Tonight. In town. The Blue Sky.”
I nodded. “Table in the back, already reserved — high booth, because, well, he needs that everywhere he goes.”
She jumped at me and gripped my shirt like she was going to tear it off, and she planted such a hard kiss on my lips, I thought I was going to be sucked out of my own mouth inside out. “What time you wonderful freak!?” she yelled, skipping through to the bedroom ripping her clothes off.
“You have loads of time. 7:30. You can shower and nap and whatever.”
“Nap!? Are you fucking serious!?” she screamed naked from the bathroom door she was sliding past. I heard the shower go on and she squealed more in there, “Oh my fucking God!” I stood outside the bedroom shaking my head with a grin at what a great husband I am for her, hand-delivering a fantasy right into her lap. “I love you!” she screamed from inside the shower.
“So don’t call him and cancel?” I shouted at her through the door, teasing her.
You can cancel yourself if you want!” she teased back.
But it got me thinking. Bonny never had those wild years of college away from home. She never took risks, she never let herself go, she never tried tings that might be a bit wrong. She envied me, she always said, and then she’d shrug and say it was too late now. But I always got the feeling from her that she wished maybe for another shot at that crazier part of life, if only for a visit, if only for a taste. “Too old now,” she’d grin. But she wasn’t. A little wrong would be about right for her.
I had another reason to form such nasty thoughts as were taking shape in my mind over a whisky staring out the condo kitchen window at the jagged white snow caps. Casper and me fucked around a lot — I mean, actors, art school, modeling shoots, late nights on the set, theatre backstages — there was nothing but young ladies wall to wall and plenty of opportunity. We didn’t stop fully when Bonny and I started dating, either. Obviously I know I should have, but when Casper and I got together, it was like a lot of things didn’t matter, at least for the duration of a night out together. I hate to admit that I even had a little fun with him after we got married that she doesn’t know about.
If Bonny had a little fun outside the bounds of marriage, it might help her take a little more risk in life in general, the way I know she wants to, and the way I know she missed. She’s too afraid of being seen or caught or interpreted some way — I think it was her parents who did this to her. I was in no position to be hurt or betrayed if she cheated on me in the way that I cheated — purely fun, nothing serious, only physical. I did as much as that more than once. If she got tempted to try it and then got away with it, and was able, like me, to have a personal and delicious secret to keep, it might convince her that taking a chance, getting caught, being seen to be something, was not the risk she thought it was. And it would make actually feel better, I thought, by evening the score a bit.
She’d never do anything on her own no matter what kind of opportunity I gave her. But what if, I couldn’t help thinking with whisky pouring through my grinning lips, it was someone she would be hard pressed to resist? Someone I could be sure who knew what he was doing? And someone I knew well enough to know that he would be sure to never make it out to be something more than fun? And would get lost besides, the very next day? 
“Casper,” I said to him on the cold balcony, keeping an eye on the closed patio door and on the bedroom door inside.
“Really looking forward to meeting your girl, buddy,” he said.
“Your meetings go good today?”
“Can never tell. Don’t want to read too much into faces. It’s a lot of money.” He paused. “We’re still on for tonight?”
“Absolutely,” I said. He heard me hesitate.
“Buddy I can read you a mile away. Something is on your mind.”
He could read me, too. We could always read each other. “Just wondering what you have on your sched the next few days.”
“Why do you ask?”
“You got time for a break, maybe stick around for a bit?”
“Well as a matter of fact, I do. I don’t have anything coming up.”
“Well, look,” I said, “you’re in one of the best ski resort villages in the world, right? And my wife is concierge at the top hotel. There’d be no problem getting a good room on super short notice.”
“That is tempting,” I could hear him nodding and grinning. “It does feel like a bit of a party town.”
“Oh it is,” I assured him. “But I have to ask you something.”
“Why did I know there was something else?
“Seriously, bro. We still keeping track of who owes the other the favor?”
“Well if we are, I think last time you did me a big one, that night I got myself arrested, so . . . “
“Oh that’s right!” I laughed. “Okay, so now it’s you owing me I guess, that about right?”
“Well I know you’re not in jail, so what do you need?”
I began to describe my wife to him, nothing about her looks, but about how she never got to cut loose in life, how she doesn’t take risks to the point her career is kind of stalled, how she cuts herself short cause she’s afraid of being caught or being seen as a certain kind of person.
“What exactly are you getting at, buddy?”
I hesitated again and he knew, if it takes thinking to say it, it’s going to be something big.
“Buddy, you’re making me sit down here and brace myself before you spring this on me whatever it is.”
I hemmed and hawed and didn’t quite know how to put it, but I was also on borrowed time. My wife could be coming out of the bedroom any second and it would be hard to talk to him after that and it might become too late. On the other hand, I reasoned in my mind, this was Casper. There wasn’t anything you could tell him that would make him break face. Whatever I had for him, it was less than what he’s done any day of the week. I pursed my lips, I crunched my eyes, and I grimaced with clamped teeth. The bedroom door opened and I could see behind it my wife smiling as she stopped to put her robe on over her freshly washed body.
I spoke low with my hand cupping over the phone in the cold on the balcony. “I want you to fuck my wife.”
There was a long pause before he replied. “Uh, I’m trying to figure out what you actually said, because I think your phone broke up. It sounded like . . . “
I cut him off. “I want you to fuck my wife,” I repeated. “You heard it right.”
After another long pause, he spoke up. “You got to be kidding me, you got to be pulling my leg, man.”
“I mean it. She fucking adores you. And you won’t be around after, so it’s like, it’s perfect. I want her to have the experience of cheating on me.”
“Whoa, dude, that is serious shit not to be messed around with.”
“I’ve thought it out, I am aware of the risks. I want her to think she is cheating on me and I want her to think she can get away with it. I need her to stop being so scared of doing things she really wants to do and start taking steps toward things that she wants.”
“I’m not entirely comfortable with this idea, I have to say right off the top.”
“She would never cheat on me with anyone else. There is only one chance she would, and that’s with you.”
“Fuck man, this is so fucked. You got to be messing with me.”
“That’s the favor I am calling in.”
“You seriously want me to fuck your wife.”
“I’m going to get her to book a room for you in her hotel, and I’m somewhat sure she’ll go up there with you if you do your usual dumb-ass shit that you do on women that make them all want to fuck you.”
“You seriously, seriously want me to fuck your wife,” he just repeated.
“Here’s what I thought,” I said, waving at Bonny as she twirled and danced to music she put on, smiling and waving back at me with such huge excitement filling her face and eyes. She was giving me time on the balcony but I knew it wouldn’t be for long. “We get talking about acting school over dinner and then show her some things we used to do for practice, and what we do is pretend it’s a scene in which a guy is seducing a reluctant woman in a restaurant. We involve her.”
“How very Shakespearean of you. And the husband is right there?”
“I’m there, and we can tell her the challenge, remember how we used to set up nearly impossible challenges for ourselves? The challenge is, how would a scene play out where a guy seduces a wife right in front of her husband?”
“That’s not bad,” he could hear him nodding.
“And what’s going to happen to Bonny is . . . “
He cut me off. “. . . is the same thing that happened to all the ladies we did shit like that for. They can’t tell the difference  between acting and real, and they get swept up in it.”
“The magic of the movies.”
“That’s how we knew we were getting good at acting — when they forgot it was a scene.”
“So that will get her mind cooking up ways she can get with you.”
“You really want her to cheat with me?”
“Dude,” I said to him, turning to face out and down from the balcony. I spoke quieter in my cupped hand. “It would help with my own guilt, you hear what I’m saying?”
“Oh,” he laughed so loud I instinctively worried she could hear. “That’s what this is all about. You want her to cheat on you right back so you don’t have to feel so bad for what you did behind her back.”
“That’s definitely a part of it,” I said. “That’s why I want this.”
“Okay,” he said. “I can hear that. I can work with that.”
“You’ll do it?”
There was a long pause. “Fuck me,” he barked. “Yeah I’ll do it — that’s the rule of the favor isn’t it? No refusals.”
“You can refuse this one.”
“I’ll do it. But I have one request.”
“Which is?”
“You’re going to watch.”
“Why the fuck am I going to watch?”
“Because, dick-wad, I’ve done a wife before and the guy was bent out of shape by it because his imagination went fucking crazy. So this time, you’re going to watch and that way, you won’t be going crazy imagining it.”
“Is that even allowed?”
He laughed hard. “Buddy, you wouldn’t believe how many of these guys out there pay for it so they can watch.”
“But the idea is that she’s cheating on me.”
“I’m not saying you’re sitting in a chair at the side of the bed taking fucking notes. You’re going to be in the closet or hiding somewhere, I don’t know, we’ll have to see what kind of room she gives me.”
“How will I get in there?”
I could hear his eyes rolling. “This is really actually new to you isn’t it, this kind of fucked up shit.”
“Just tell me what to do.”
“Okay,” he said. “At dinner, we’ll do our thing. Then before we’re done, you’ll have some reason you absolutely must go. Think up something now. I will already have given you my door card. You go up, you find a place to hide, and you wait. Put your phone on silent and turn off the buzzer for fuck sakes. I’ll text you with the progress. Maybe I’ll take her out to the club, we’ll see. But before you go, you make sure she knows you aren’t going to be back till well into the morning hours.”
“I have no problem doing that, I get calls for night shoots all the time, doubles work, whatever. I could make it all night if needed.”
“Make it many hours and also make it uncertain, and then you and I will text and make it up as we go.”
“Thanks, Casper.”
“Don’t thank me until you’re done searing the image of your beautiful wife riding me to an orgasm into your mind. She is beautiful I presume?”
“You’ll see,” I said. I realized it was the last chance to change my mind on it. It was like nothing to him. But that was my wife I was setting up with him, hoping he’d fuck her. Hoping she would fuck him back, too.
“You sure about this buddy?” he gave me one last out.
I hesitated, but I said it: “Let’s do this thing.”
“Let’s do this thing,” he nodded — I could tell even over the phone.
My wife got ready for the dinner with Casper like she was getting ready for a date. I admired her in the bathroom doing her make up and she stopped and grinned sheepishly with the eye shadow in her hand and sagged on her hips to say, “What?”
“Just watching you make yourself sexy as fuck for my friend,” I said, teasingly.
“Stop it,” she nearly whispered. “I just like to look nice.” She had on scallop lace hip panties and matching white bra that rode low and pushed her breasts up. “What do you think,” she asked lightly, bringing her face close to mine and turning it up slightly to he light with her eyes lightly fluttering closed.
“I don’t know, bend down a little bit.” She did. “Just checking in the light, can you go further down?”
She huffed and flared her eyes. “How far?”
“Little further.”
She grabbed my thighs to steady herself and slipped onto her knees. “How’s this?” she said. She looked up and I cradled her California blonde hair in my hands and jutted my hips out gently till my pants touched her chin. “About perfect I’d have to say.”
She tsk’d and slapped my pelvis and pulled herself up. “I was being serious,” she said, and she pushed me out of her way with disgust.
“I’m sorry, Bae, you look extraordinarily hot. You know that.”
“I don’t know it,” she said with desperation going into her closet. “This is a big night for me.”
“It’s just Casper,” I shrugged.
She leaned out her closet door completely changed again. Her eyes were wide  and her grin was deep. “Oh my god, I can’t believe it! Just us with him?”
I couldn’t wait to leave her absolutely alone with him later. “Yep,” I grinned my own devilish grin.
She stepped out of the closet a while later looking hotter than I’d ever known her. She had on stiletto heel suede black boots that reached up past her knees. Above that she wore a black miniskirt almost entirely hidden by a big, bulky turtleneck sweater that cinched to a band around her hips. Over that she wore an open aviator jacket without her arms in the sleeves. The sweater covered her hands leaving only her nude-sand matte painted fingernails visible. She just stood there in front of me waiting for me to say she looked good, not knowing that I was choked up she looked too good. I again hesitated in my mind and inside, I screamed, “What the fuck am I about to do!?”
“That looks pretty good,” I nodded at her.
“Just pretty good,” she spun around with dejection.
But I darted up and took her arm in my hand. “Bae, I’m just trying to control myself. You look unbelievable.”
She blushed. “Do you really think so?”
I didn’t know how to tell her that her looks were clouding my mind, especially given what I was delivering her into. “I can’t describe it, you’re so incredible.”
“I love you,” she barely said, and she carefully leaned the art that was her face sideways against my chest.
“I love that you’re stepping up tonight,” I said.
“What do you mean?” she replied, still with her face on my chest and her arms gently around my back.
“You’re doing what you want to do. You want to get all dressed up for a famous actor and I love that.”
She stepped back from me. “I am not! I’m just dressing up for you!”
“It’s fine, Bae,” I smiled at her. “I love that you want to take chances going out dressed like that.”
“But you’re going to be with me, so I’m not taking chances.”
“I think you should take risks.”
“I know you keep saying that, and I know you’re right.”
“I want you to do things that are only for you.”
“You know I have trouble doing that.”
“If you don’t take chances, how will you ever know that it’s safe?”
“I know, I know,” she bit her lip.
“You have to try things just when they seem like you really shouldn’t. Just take a chance once, and see how it goes.”
“I should, shouldn’t I.”
“You should, I want you to. If a chance comes up, I want you to promise me that you’ll do it, that you’ll do the opposite of what you’d always do.”
“What do you mean?”
“Just, tonight, for example. Let’s start tonight. If some opportunity comes up, do what you would not do this time.”
“But it might be wrong.”
“Do you know how many people do the thing they want to do even if it’s wrong, and they don’t get caught, and everyone is fine.”
“I know. Everybody, but me.”
“It’s always been everyone but you, but starting tonight, promise me.”
“I never did anything wrong in my life.”
“Promise me.”
“Okay, I promise,” she stepped back. She inhaled sharply and grinned from her crooked mouth. “I won’t get caught?”
“You won’t get caught.”
“What if it’s something really bad?”
“All the better — you need the practice.”
“What if it’s something you won’t like?”
“You do what you want to do and don’t even worry about me or what I think. Bae, I have to level with you, I do things sometimes without thinking of you. I tell you I’m working but I’m playing poker all night, or I tell you I’m in traffic, but I’m actually chatting with a girl that you’d get jealous about.”
She inhaled sharply and widened her eyes and squeezed her fingers together on my sides pinching me. “You don’t!”
“Bae,” I shook my head. “Before we got together, I did lots of things I haven’t even hinted at.”
“I know you did!” she seethed.
I didn’t mention that in some ways I kept doing a few things even after we got together, even after we were married.
“You have to become more about doing what Bonny wants and less about what other people want you to do or think of you or judge you to be.”
“You’re a good husband,” she leaned her face into my chest again. “You should be careful though.”
“Why’s that,” I rocked her in my arms draped around her back.
“I might do things you never thought I would.”
“Like what?”
She raised her face up to mine and kissed my lower lip. “If I told you,” she kissed me again with a big grin, “then I wouldn’t be getting away with it, now would I.”
“Now you’re sounding like me.”
“Maybe I should have a few secrets I keep from you the way you have secrets from me.” She squealed and grinned broadly at the idea of it.
“And if I don’t know about it . . . “
She finished my sentence. “. . . oh, I’ll make sure you won’t.”
I quickly changed the plan and stopped her at the door on our way out. What if I couldn’t convince her to stay? I needed to make sure before we left I could get her alone with him. I knew Casper would fly with it — he was a master of improv.
“Okay, so, you know how I said you’re going to be okay?”
She turned to me in the hallway outside our door, alarmed.
“You saw me on the phone on the balcony, right?” She frowned and shrugged.
“That was a late call, a job I was trying to get out of. But I wasn’t able to. I didn’t want to mess up the plan for tonight, so I didn’t tell you, but I’m going to drive you to the Blue Sky and drop you off. Casper will already be inside.”
“What?”
“You have to go, you can’t back out now.”
“Alone?”
“Yep,” I grinned. “You’re going to be fine. I’m going to drop you at the door.”
“I can’t!”
“You will. This is the first night of the new you, remember?”
“Oh my god!” she silently screamed as I urged her down the hallway.
“You’ll be fine. But this job, it’s going to be at least until 2 in the morning, maybe later, I’ll text you when I know.”
“Bae, you can’t leave me alone with Casper all night!”
“Well we can’t leave him there alone either!”
“You knew all along!” she spun around and accused me with incredibly cute squinting eyes.
“There’s another thing,” I said.
“What now?”
“We’re stopping at your hotel. He needs a room — book him in,” I said, and I sent her a text with his credit card number. “There’s a room for him, right?”
“For him? Of course there is, a celebrity like that? We always have a room.”
“Get him a room, but use my name,” I said. “He’s never able to book under his own name. Then I’ll take you to the restaurant, you have a good time with the guy, and don’t worry, just do what other people always do, whatever comes to mind, that’s you want to do.”
“Oh my god. Are you sure?” She got on the elevator.
“I mean it. I want you to do whatever and I don’t even want to know about it.”
“I don’t even have to tell you?” She looked up at me through big doe eyes.
“I won’t let you tell me. You get to have a secret now too.”
“What time is your job till did you say?”
“Same one as that other one, 2 AM minimum, maybe later depending on how it goes.”
“Are you sure?” she asked in such a quiet and obsequious voice, I really did rethink the whole plan in that second.
But it was too late to back out now. “You’re not allowed to tell me anything about your night from the time you get out of the car, till the time I see you again in the morning.”
She stared out the side window of the car a long time before replying. “No consequences?”
“No blame, no fault, no consequences.”
“I get to try something I would never do?”
“Anything?”
“Anything?” she checked with a grin, exaggerating her voice.
But I turned to her and made sure she knew I meant business. I said, straight  and firmly, “Anything.”
She stared back at me a few moments and her eyes squinted slightly like she was making her final judgement.
“Okay,” she smiled nervously. “The new Bonny is coming out tonight. You better be ready for her!”
I grinned broadly across at her. “One rule.”
“Here it is,” she rolled her head over. “What is it.”
“Have fun.”
She snickered. “I just might. But you’ll never know!”
We both grinned at each other out the sides of our eyes, each for slightly different reasons. We did the business at the hotel and she came back to the car with the keys.
“Two of them?” I asked.
“Oh god, he doesn’t have company, does he?”
I snickered myself. He probably does, but I wasn’t going to say. “No, but he loses keys all the time, he needs two.” That was the back up plan if they didn’t let me have one at the desk. The room was in my name, but you never know.
She ran back in, came back out, and I took her to the restaurant. After one last nervous grin leaning through the open door at me, and one last encouragement from me, she turned and strode with I thought magnificent and a little surprising confidence - without looking back, as well. I stayed long enough to see through the windows when she noticed him, and when he waved her over, and when he stood up to kiss her cheek as she sat at his table, and I marveled. It looked like a hot date. I had texted him earlier to say I was cutting out earlier than planned. I wanted her whole night to be just about him.
It entranced me so much, the way she was so instantly focused on him, smiling at him, laughing at everything he said, that I decided to slip my car in between others cars across the street where I could watch her in the window, carrying on without me.
Casper got up to go to the bathroom and while he was away, I got two texts, one from him, and one from Bonny.
He wrote, “Dude, wtf. Your wife is a total hotty, you never told me.”
My wife wrote, “I really like him — he’s a lot more real than I thought he would be!”
To him I wrote, “Don’t let me down, brother.”
To her, I wrote, “Message not delivered, recipient did not receive.”
She wrote back, “lol. Okay, I get it. I’m all alone tonight, no you. Are you sure I am supposed to do whatever I want to do?”
He wrote back just then, “Won’t be an issue for me. One last chance, though. Yes or no?”
I stared at my phone a while. I had an inkling I might be setting in motion things I won’t like. But then, I had similar reservations when I went with that girl even after I was married to Bonny. If I did it, I wasn’t in a position to deny her doing it too. I wrote them back both the same one worded message: “Yes.”
He texted me a little later. “We’re going to go over to the club in a bit,” he said.
I got in before them, and found a hidden spot in the gallery seats above. I wanted my wife to enjoy herself, and if she really felt like it, to have a thrill with a celebrity she admired. What I saw coming into the club was a woman losing it. They were hand in hand, the first time I’d ever seen my wife holding someone else’s hand that wasn’t her family. I also saw something I wasn’t prepared for. She lifted herself on her toes and leaned in close enough to kiss him briefly on the lips before spinning away and heading for a visit to the washrooms. She even turned over her shoulder at the last second and grinned and waved with a single finger at him. Holy fuck that chick is hot, I thought, before I had to remind myself that that chick was my wife.
“Shit’s going down, you watching this?” Casper wrote me.
“On it,” I wrote back.
When she came out, she dragged him onto the dance floor. Luckily, no one recognized him. He usually got no more than 15 or 20 minutes before he’d have to leave because of it. They got up to 30 minutes before people started recognizing who it was. But in those 30 minutes, my wife danced tight against him, even turning around and dancing her ass against his hip. She was laughing and covering her mouth with her hands and whispering things in his ear as much as he was whispering in her ear. When people circled around the tight dancing couple, I realized he’d be splitting back to his hotel soon with my wife, and I sped out of there to make sure I got in the room ahead of them.
It wasn’t just a room she booked for him, it was a suite. A large wood peaked roof with massive beams soared over a sitting room with large luxurious brown leather couches and seats, with huge windows looking out over the mountain slopes, and to the side, a majestic bedroom with a massive stand-alone bathtub. On the patio outside was it’s own private hot-tub.
I slipped inside a big closet that faced the couch and could see directly into the bedroom area as well. I even had time to grab spare pillows and a blanket and water in case it was going to be a long night. The fact that Bonny might come up with him was not the deal-closer it would appear. As the concierge and the person who booked his room, she’d be likely to at least show him his way there. They might even enjoy a drink behind closed doors — that would be perfectly natural for settling in a friend of her husband’s. There was a line, though, and that is what I’d be most looking for — to see if she could cross it.
They came in and shut the door and I eased the closet door shut on myself. I was able to see through the double door gap.
“Nice enough for you?” my wife’s sweet voice sounded out in the gorgeous dark-wood lined room.
“Everything is perfect about this night,” Casper said.
I expected to bide my time, to wait for the moment, to stare unblinkingly through the gap for the first sign that she was succumbing to his charm. But instead, I heard no voices and saw nothing more until they came into view in front of me already kissing madly. I audibly gasped I was so shocked at the speed of it, and I covered my mouth with my hand and popped open my eyes.
Casper didn’t know where I was. He backed her up, and when her back came to the very closet doors I was cowering behind, she chuckled lightly and let him push more. He took her wrists in his hands and pinned them above her head against the doors. Even some of her loose hairs came through the gap.
I heard my wife heave and I could see but inches from my nose her spine curve and her ass move in and out from against the doors. He was grinding my wife right in front of me! She alternately laughed nervously and moaned deeply. She didn’t struggle to pull her arms down from where he pinned them above her, even when he held both wrists in one hand.
I staggered backward in the closet shocked and stressed that all she had to do, or even him, was open my door and the whole weird thing would be busted. He pushed her jacket off her shoulders and it fell behind her feet on the floor against the closet doors. With his free hand, even while they continued kissing hard and deeply, he began to work her long sweater up her hips and waist.
I was filled with horror and changed my mind. I was on the verge of crying out from deep in the empty closet, “No!” but I knew it was too late. It would be obvious to her I had set it up. She’d never forgive me, and nor would I, frankly.
She panted as he lifted her sweater and her waist twisted like she was hung and twirling in the wind from her wrists. I could even see his fingernails where he dragged them tickling up her exposed sides. He lifted the sweater higher and she cooed and murmured and lowered her arms.
I thought I was being given a breather, perhaps even a reprieve from my horrendous plan. He copped a feel under her sweater, they kissed, and now she was ready to say good night and go home.
But that’s not what happened. My good wife stepped her still tall boot legs apart widely and she wrapped her arms down across her body in a power stance like she was in a video. She pulled up and laughed when she exposed herself to him. She leaned back against the door and lifted her knee. “Boots” she simply said, and her fingers fit through and gripped the edge of the door right in front of me. I could have leaned over and kissed her pink painted fingernail.
He turned around in the manner of a horse shoer and pulled one boot off before she laughed and brought her other knee up and fed his hands from behind with her other boot. Freed of her boots she continued to lean against the gap in the closet doors and I saw her reach to her side with both hands. I was about to collapse. She was tugging the zipper at her hip.
She stopped and said, “Don’t leave a girl all alone, now.” It was the most sultry I’ve ever heard her. It was also the kind of thing I could never have imagined her saying. There was nothing about her that was normal.
Casper wasted no time undoing his shirt and tossing it aside, nor in kicking off his shoes, or even in tearing down his pants. My wife snickered and coyly drew the zipper from her hip down, slowly. She let her skirt fall the rest of the way and continued rocking her body against the gap in the door, now only in that bra and panties I saw her dressing in earlier. Casper came up to her in only his boxers and I saw his hands wrap around my own sweet wife’s waist, and I saw him draw her away with another long kiss, in the direction of the luxurious bed.
I wanted it to stop but there was no way to do it. I wanted to not see anymore, but it was too late.
She laughed again and she pushed him down onto his back on the bed and then turned around and walked toward the closet. I panicked and hid myself behind my arms as though that would do something. She only stood in front of me and pulled on her boots again. “I’ve never worn boots to bed  my whole life,” she tittered. She came back and stood at the foot of the bed where Casper had stretched himself out comfortably, his arm bent under his head on the pillow.
She smiled at him and nearly kissed her own shoulder as she slipped her thumbs under the waist of her panties and she pursed her lips as she bent over pulling them down over her boots, and off. She tossed them playfully over her shoulder and they slid on the floor and landed against the doors of the closet inside which I had ceased to breathe.
She knelt on the foot of the bed and she pushed her hand through her hair throwing it over her back. I was prepared for the worst when she went down on her hands and knees and crawled like a hungry cat over his body. But she didn’t stop at his cock. She didn’t stop at his mouth. She kept going until she was crawling up the massive headboard behind him, until her knees were outside his shoulders. She arched her back and curled her tailbone out and pulled her hair aside to look down at him between her legs where he smiled under her abdomen.
“Is this okay?” she asked him. He only wrapped his hands around her ass and pulled her down on his face. I was able to see it all: the writhing, the shaking, and the head rolling back with the expression on her face of utter and complete bliss. It was the sounds that she made though that mesmerized me. She emitted such high, inhaled gasps, it sounded like she had ceased to breathe.
I’d licked her of course, many times. But this went decidedly differently. With me, I never finished her. She said she couldn’t come from that anyway, it wasn’t me, silly. But it took less than a few minutes for her to start bucking uncontrollably over Casper’s face. She groaned like something possessed her and she reached between her legs and clamped her long delicate fingers into his hair and yanked on him desperately. When she came, it was like a different woman. She yelled. She had always been so controlled and proper with me, so delicate. With Casper, she was the picture of abandoned. She had gone feral.
She dropped down and laughed and squealed with delight. I had never known my wife to be playful in bed that much, to be having so much fun. We had good sex, but she didn’t tease and laugh and bite and lick and say things like that. She crouched between his legs and pretended to be about to engulf his cock in her pretty mouth but then laughed when he gasped.
Finally, when she gave in and swallowed him whole, she swirled herself on him madly. It was like nothing I had known with her. I didn’t know my wife was like this in bed.
She stopped short of draining him and they talked and laughed and murmured together and then she squealed and told him she wanted to try something she read about. Of course he was all right with that. Facing me, she twirled around and straddled his hips backward. Gripping his ankles she bounded her ass up and down at him and laughed in shrieks. Just as I got the nerve to put my eye to the gap again, she lowered her hips and sank her pussy down the entire length of his cock. She came back up and I could see his shaft now shining wet with her glisten. And just like that, my wife was fucking my friend.
I sank to the floor unable to comprehend what I was seeing and further confused about how I had been the creator of the moment. She seemed to love fucking him like that, her hair reaching down her back, his hands free to roam over her body.
He pushed up though and, still inside her, she merely went further down on her elbows while he came to kneel behind her proffered ass. Her face skidded on the bed when he mounted her and he thrust himself hard against her.
He pulled out and they both hopped up as though they both knew what they needed: drinks. Together naked, after she pulled off the boots again, they went hand in hand to the kitchen to find what they could. He picked her up and set her on the counter while she peeled a tangerine for them. She laughed and fed him and then wrapped her legs around his waist. He entered her again like that. She laid back across the kitchen counter letting him fuck her so freely and wildly. And it was on the counter where she had her second orgasm — from intercourse, something she said was probably not possible for her, like most women. But it turned out it was.
She lead him to the leather chair and made him sit down so she could nestle her knees between his hips and the arms of the chair, and she reached around behind her back and gripped his cock and lowered herself onto him there. She bounced in his lap hard and fast, screaming and lifting her face to the high arched ceiling. She seemed to love screwing him in every spot of the suite and on every piece of furniture.
When he took her to the bed again and laid her down and climbed over her, she lifted her hips to his greedily until he put it back in and they rolled and kissed and moved slower and deeper on each other until she came again, a third time. This time, the stimulation was Casper ejaculating into her. I was unable to understand anything anymore.
After they napped, they filled the tub and, laughing and kissing, they shared the bath. I used the opportunity to come out of the closet and slip out the door. I had seen more than enough.
She texted around 2 AM. “Going home,” she said. “How’s work?”
I stared at my phone a long time before I replied. “Working till 10 AM.” Then I wrote another text. “You should spend the night.”
It took a long time for her to reply. She wrote, “Do you want to know if I do?”
“No,” I said. That was our agreement, wasn’t it?
The next day was a day off work for her. She texted me around 9. “Me and Casp were thinking of going skiing. Do you want to join us?”
I didn’t think things could get any more humiliating, so I thought, why not? “Let’s do this thing,” I wrote my wife.
We spent the whole day together. At one point mid afternoon, when a ski lift chair came, Bonny hesitated when Casper already sat down. They only carried two people. I said, “Go on,” and she jumped in and rode with him, with me coming up behind them. Either she didn’t know I was behind them or she didn’t care. She leaned over and kissed him the whole way up.
After that, they continued the day like they were the lovers and I was the odd one out. As we sat to eat something at a picnic table outside, we all stopped and looked at each other awkwardly. Finally, it was Casper who broke the silence.
“Look,” he said, “we all know, right?” Me and Bonny made eyes out our corners.
He went on. “I’m not living here, I don’t live anywhere, and I’m a committed bachelor. You two are obviously very much the marrying type, present circumstances notwithstanding.”
He turned to Bonny. “Fair disclosure: you two may have to take this up later or not, but I’m going to tell you, your husband there loves you so much he wanted you to have the kind of great old time with me that he and I used to have before you came on his radar.” He was polite to cover up for me, even as he outed me.
“He told me you never got to have fun, and that you wanted to.” He turned to me without mentioning that I was watching her the previous night. “I am no threat to you, mate. I might fuck your wife,” he grinned and she ducked her head grinning shyly too, “but I ain’t going to want to live with her.”
He turned to her. “I really like her though. And I think she likes me?”
She blushed.
“If we’re all adults, and if we’re all fine with what happened last night,” he shrugged, “is there any reason why we can’t keep having fun, and maybe even when I get back up here, do it all over again?” He was like that. He could cut through any shit and get to the business at hand.
Bonny looked at me and I looked at her and we both laughed nervously. But I think she conveyed the same thing I was showing in my face. There seemed no good reason not to, and she did enjoy him. He wasn’t going to take her away. He wasn’t even going to be around very much.
“Let’s do this thing,” I said meekly.
“Let’s do this thing,” Casper bumped my fist.
“Let’s do it,” Bonny said in such a sweet, low, nervous voice. She got it wrong but we both let it pass. She giggled and ducked her head looking first at Casper then back at me. “Do I say thank you, I guess?” she shrugged and pulled a crooked grin.
We walked back to the room together. I came in to have a drink with my old pal in the leather couches — he wanted me to see what an incredible room it was. Meanwhile, my wife had disappeared into the shower. When she came out, we both looked over. She crawled onto the bed wearing his white shirt and her white panties, and nothing else. I stared at her side as she called over to Casper.
“It’s my time with you, can you get rid of that weird friend of yours now?” She held a serious face a moment before laughing in squeals and shrieks. She popped up and ran to me and straddled me on the couch. Though she was nearly naked but for two buttons on the shirt and her panties, she didn’t mind being so exposed anymore. She had already started to change.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. “Thank you so much for this,” she said. “I love the surprise!”
When I left, they saw me off together holding hands at the door that I closed on them. Her eyes widened and she grinned with her lips pursed and she gave me a cute little wave goodbye. Casper’s hand tightened around her waste.
She made it home the next mid-morning after he jetted off. 




It Wasn’t All Her Fault

The beach was as idyllic as it was hard to find. But Keith had been shown by a local the nearly invisible entrance to the winding, hilly mule path that could only be taken by jeep. He showed me on a satellite image before he and my wife left for La Paz in the Baja of Mexico.
The crescent-shaped wide, white sand beach was hidden on three sides by dunes, a strip of tall grasses, and impenetrable jungle hills behind. No one was there. No one except me, up a little-known trail through the grassy hills, propped on my elbows lying flat commando-style with binoculars hard to my eyes, and Keith, den there with Jasmine, my 27-year-old  wife.
“Oh my god,” I shook my head at Jasmine back home in Stanford.
“What is it?” she was duly alarmed, relaxing in the den with the game droning on. Keith looked over too. He was such a longtime and loyal friend, I trusted him with literally everything. The three of us — four, if the eternal bachelor happened to have a girlfriend at the time — were almost always together Sundays watching games.
“My mom,” I shook my head at my wife.
She gasped and popped her eyes wide open. “She finally? . . . “ she said, and she grimaced and drew her finger across her throat and closed her eyes and dropped her head over.
“No!” I recoiled. “Jesus. No!,” I grinned at her realistic and disturbing depiction. “She thinks she’s going to though. Again.”
Jasmine rolled her eyes, pulled her bare legs up under herself, and drolly lopped her head over toward Keith. “If we had a dollar every time she sounds the alarm, I swear to god we’d have a house by now.”
Keith just drew his eyes from me to her and back to me again and tilted his bottle of beer into his mouth with no comment and no expression.
“Anyway,” I sighed. “She sounds seriously like she’s losing it this time.”
“Well she’ll just have to shit or get off the pot,” Jasmine shrugged. “We’re going to La Paz tomorrow, no if sands.”
After a pause Kieth said, “what happened to the buts?”
My wife grinned sideways and slapped his bare thigh behind her without looking where he reclined on the sectional.
“Wait a second, I see one now,” he said.
She twisted around holding onto the back of the couch she faced. “And I’m going to suffocate you with it by sitting on that fat face of yours if you don’t watch it.”
He darted his tongue out and wriggled it at her and she shook her head and, through strands of hair that drifted over her face, she looked at me and said, “Do something to control that friend of yours, would you? Do you realize what’s he’s suggesting doing with your pretty and innocent wife?” She stroked her hair out  and blinkered her eyes.
Keith pushed his bare toes under her ass where she remained twisted toward him on the couch. She reached under herself and grabbed his toes but she didn’t exactly push him away. She made as though squeezing them hard enough to hurt, but it was really only a massage.
He teased her more. “Oh yeah, baby, oh yes,” he pretended to enjoy sexual stimulation from her touch.
“Your friend,” she half-lidded her eyes and grinned widely back at me, even as she rubbed her thumb into the sole of his foot, “is pretending to have sex with your wife right now right in front of you, honey, and I think you’re going to have to fight him or do something to show him he’s not allowed to . . . “ she paused before gripping his toes suddenly and bending them over backward, “do that!” she grimaced and turned around to face him.
“Anyway,” I said again. “I wonder what to do. I know you’d be fine just leaving her for dead by the side of the road, but I am her son.”
“No witnesses,” she shook her head feigning innocence. “If no one sees, did it really happen?”
“See Jazzy,” Keith wrapped his hand around her shoulder from behind and rubbed her neck muscles in return for the foot rub she was giving him. “I’ve been telling you that all along — if no one sees us doing it, it didn’t really happen.”
She turned to face him full on. “Someone is asking for it. Is that what I’m hearing? Is someone asking for it? Does someone want to really get it?”
“I don’t know if I can comfortably lay on a beach in Mexico knowing she’s in one of her states,” I said. I chewed the inside of my cheek.
“But we booked it all up, the restaurants are reserved, the jeep is rented, the room is paid for.” Jasmine still gripped his foot in her hand and dug her nails into his skin the more he continued to give her shoulder and neck a rub.
“I know honey,” I said with my head slowly shaking. “I know.”
“I’m not doing anything, I’ll go instead of you,” Keith said.
“I am warning you,” Jasmine leveled her finger at him. She glared at him.
“What? He can’t go. I can. It’s the perfect solution. You’re not going to go alone.”
“That’s two Keith,” she unfolded her leg slowly like someone getting ready.
“I’m just saying, you and me, without that doofus hanging around?” He grinned and stuck his tongue out again and wriggled it like he did before.
“That’s it!” Jasmine shouted, and she launched herself at him, grabbing his wrists in her hands and climbing over his body as he fell backward and kicked and squirmed sliding off the couch and onto the floor.
I stepped aside as they rolled and struggled across the floor at my feet.
“Help me brother!” he pretended to be losing.
My wife wrapped his waist in her legs from behind and she locked her heels together in his abdomen. She was shrieking and laughing so hard she could barely breathe. He was contorted backward and grabbing her arms, but instead of biting, he was licking her all over. They rolled and rolled and she ended up on his chest where he sprawled on his back and she held his arms down in her hands and pressed her calves into his thighs. She lowered the ends of her hair down over his face and dragged it back and forth, trying to annoy him and tickle him.
“Not the Thai pussy torture! Noooo!” he cried out.
“You fucking sick prick!” she couldn’t stop laughing.
“Come on you guys, I need to figure this out. Tickets are tomorrow.”
From under her sweeps of hair, he cried out, “Let me take your wife, please, I beg you! I swear to god I won’t put a hand on her!”
“I thought you said if he doesn’t see us, it doesn’t happen, you cheating little liar,” Jasmine shook her head at him again with her mouth open in a broad grin. She moved her hands to his ribs and tickled him.
“I really don’t think I can go, Jaz,” I said to her. “And you’re right, everything is too late to cancel.”
“I’m not canceling, fuck that shit!” she cried over her shoulder at me. “I work too hard to not have my fun!”
They stopped wrestling and tickling each other and both sat up on the floor beside each other huffing and puffing. “That totally sucks, Eric,” she said with despondency.
“I know it does, but all kidding aside, she ain’t dead yet, so . . . ”
My wife looked up at me through her messed hair. “Do you promise she will die soon though?”
“You’re so totally evil, I half believe you mean it.”
She just stared at me while Keith combed her hair with his fingers lying on his side propped up on one elbow. “I’ll take real good care of her,” he said in a little creep voice.
She slowly pushed his hand away from her but not terribly forcefully.
“I promise meester Eric,” he went on, “I take really good care . . . “
She looked up at me from the floor where I stood directly over her. “He’s scary he does creepy so well. I’m actually afraid right now. He scares me,” she nodded.
“I can teach her theengs,” he said. “Many wonderful theengs.”
I had to grin. “He is a fucking creep, I’ll give you that. Is it any wonder why he’s still single.”
“They always stop breathing somehow,” he said behind her back where he slowly lifted her tight sleeveless t-shirt. “For some reason,” he said very quietly, still in his disturbing accent. Then he blew a loud raspberry on the skin of her lower back and lost it, rolling back and laughing too hard to hold himself up.
Jasmine just shook her head at me and drew a look of disbelief across her face. “It’ll be like this the whole time. It’ll be like going on a holiday with a fucking 12-year-old.”
“He’s not that bad if you don’t let him near the booze,” I said. I shouted over her shoulder when he was still lying staring at the ceiling, but with his hand resting on her shoulder. “Keith!” I raised my voice. “No booze!”
“Okay señor,” he said in the ridiculous Spanish accent. “No booze.” He ran his fingernails over Jasmine’s bare back in large arcs. He didn’t pull it back down and neither had she. “Only tequila. Si, señor.”
Jasmine dipped her head forward so her hair fell down over the front of her body and pulled her top further up her back all the way to her shoulders. “Up,” she said softly to Keith. “Left, left,” she said. “My fucking left dolt-brain, other left.” She hung her head lower and moaned. “Down,” she said in a softer voice. “Lower.” He scratched her back all over, even under the top edge of her denim cutoffs where the waist of her white thong panties  were visible.
“Seriously Keith,” I said, plopping down on the couch. “You can get away next three days?”
“Si, señor,” he said to the ceiling scratching my moaning wife’s back.
“Can you behave yourself that long, alone with my wife, without me there to beat the living shit out of you?”
“Si señor.”
“Just you two alone,” I drawled. “Doesn’t seem altogether safe.”
“It’s what I’ve been trying to tell you,” Jasmine said to me with a grin.
“What are you talking about Jazzy,” he said,  “we’ve been alone together more times than I can count. He hasn’t caught on yet, either.”
She smiled up at me and shook her head. “He’s so full of shit, I swear to god he’s going to come back in a body bag.”
“Just going to have to take our chances,” I said to her. “He is what he is.”
She turned around and pondered him lying on the floor behind her. “He can be cute. He can be useful.” She made a big sigh. “Bowl of food and some water, and he’s probably set to go.”
“And a walk, don’t forget,” he said.
“You have to walk him every day or he’ll tear the place to shit,” I nodded at her.
“And rub my belly too,” he said.
She snorted. “You shouldn’t say that right in front of my husband.” She still loved calling me her husband, though it had been over a year.
“It’s time he knew,” he shrugged on his back.
Jasmine pushed her hand through her hair and lifted it, throwing it over her shoulders and down her back. “Do you know he humps my leg when I’m trying to cook?”
“Just your legs?” I asked disinterestedly.
He pushed himself up and shouted, “And her ears!” He curled his back like a dog and he grasped her head and pushed his groin into the side of her face.
Jasmine screeched and shouted “Eww!” and batted at him. “So fucking gross!” she shouted and she batted at her ear as though the residue of the thought still lingered.
He laughed hard and plopped down right beside me on the couch and slapped my thigh. He had made a reference to a party he and I had attended where there had been a pet monkey who kept leaping on girls’ shoulders and trying to shove his tiny but hard penis in their ears. It was probably our funniest story of all time.
Jasmine spun herself around and remained on the floor cross legged and she leaned forward resting her elbows on both Keith’s and my knees and she plopped her chin down on her fists. “I’m sad.”
“Me too, peaches.”
“She’s not as sad as you, bro,” he said turning his head to me where we both leaned back hard into the back cushion of the sectional. “She’s still going to Mexico, without you.” He looked down his leg at her where she draped her long hair over both our thighs. “Look at her, she’s going to forget all about you even before the plane lands.”
She grinned up at him. “You’re so full of shit, Keith.”
He rolled his head back to me. “You know she was quite the slut back in college, don’t you?” He wagged his hand as though it were burning. “Whoa. She got around, my friend.”
“I know,” I agreed with him.
She reached up and cupped her hand around my balls and began to squeeze. “Careful,” she grinned.
“I rescued her from all that,” I said. “I saved her. I redeemed her.”
“She gets out of your control, she gets out of your sight, you never know what she’s going to revert back to. Girl like that?” we both looked down our legs at her where she shook her head and grinned and rolled her eyes and looked away to keep us from seeing her laugh, “she might go feral.”
“I’m warning you,” she said to me gripping her hand over my balls tighter.
“I’m not saying anything, it’s all him!” I protested.
She reached up with her other hand and gripped it around his balls. “I’m warning the both of you,” she said.
“I think it’s beginning to happen already,” Keith nearly whispered to me with a mock-serious expression on his face. “I’m scared.”
Jasmine squeezed me harder and I had to assume she was squeezing Keith just as hard. “I wasn’t a slut,” she shook her head and made her hair cover her face. “I was sexually expressive. And anyway, I probably still didn’t do as many guys as you did girls,” she sneered up at me.
“Like I was saying,” Keith said, “she gets off that plane in Baja, she might just go fucking wild, that slut right there. Look at her face, she’s going to be creaming everything, dragging that worn out flaccid pussy of hers over everything that moves.”
“Are you going to let him talk about your pretty young wife like that?” she looked aghast at me.
“He’s got a point babe,” I shrugged. “You know how you get with tequila, and the shit runs like water from the tap down there.”
“I do not get like that,” she ducked her face, but she grinned and even blushed. She released our balls from such a tight grip but she continued to massage both of us.
“You remember the last time . . . “ I reminded her.
“What?” she ducked down further and chuckled to herself, remembering it, I knew, well.
“The hotel. The bar. That nightclub.”
“That was different,” she said in a tiny voice with her face hidden in my leg. She rubbed my stiffening cock with her fingers and I glanced over and noticed she was rubbing Keith the same way.
I turned to Keith. “So, we’re on the dance-floor, place is wild, the whole throng is just moving as one. Hot, sweaty, half the girls are stripped down to their underwear. People are just grabbing anybody anywhere.”
“Sort of like what she’s doing right now,” Keith said keeping his eyes on me and trying to remain serious as we talked.
‘Shut up,” Jasmine breathed against my leg. She slipped her hand under my shorts and gripped my cock directly. I looked over and noticed she had done the same thing to Keith. I was surprised. But I didn’t want to spoil the mood going round.
“Jasmine suddenly turns around, squats down, and comes up with her panties in her hand and she hands them to me. Proceeds to dance against me.”
“I’m getting hard just you telling me this you know.”
“Yeah, that’s the only reason you’re getting hard, right,” I said. Jasmine laughed in tiny chirps. She pushed up to more of a kneeling position and flicked her head so her hair fell all over face. She clawed at the waist of my shorts until I undid the button and pulled down my fly. She lolled her head over sideways and gave Keith a “what the fuck you waiting for look” and he opened his pants and fly too.
“Then what did I do, baby,” she said to me with an innocent expression on her face. “What did this horny little slut do next, huh?” She stared right through my eyes with my cock in her left hand, stroking me up and down softly and slowly. In her right hand she stroked Keith’s cock the same way, slowly and softly. She challenged me to stop her with her eyes drilling through mine. I didn’t, though. I didn’t know what was happening but I didn’t mind it.
I turned to Keith who put his arms behind his head and nodded at me, “Go on, you were saying?” He was doing well ignoring what she was doing to him.
“She opens my pants right in the middle of the dance floor.”
“Sort of like what’s going on right here, then.”
“In a way, the same sort of thing as what’s going on right here, true,” I nodded.
Jasmine chuckled and squinted her eyes at me and leaned forward to press her smile toward me and she bit the tip of her tongue between her bared smiling teeth. “You love it,” she groaned at me. “You love the idea of sharing me with your biggest buddy.”
I turned to Keith. “Fucking girl, this one right here,” I tilted my head gesturing to Jasmine. “She starts to bend over and squirm until she gets my fucking cock in her pussy.”
“Right there on the dance floor?” Nobody made a comment about what she said.
“Right in the middle of the dance floor. Now,” I nodded, “It needs to be said. I firmly believe she wasn’t the only one doing that at the time.”
“You firmly believe,” he said.
“To be fair, it wasn’t all her fault.” I gasped and raised my eyebrows at him. Jasmine had leaned all the way over my lap and had wrapped her pretty lips around the head of my cock and pushed her mouth down around my shaft.
“This wife of yours,” he nodded at her. “She’s quite the little minx. Did she do this to you on the dancefloor as well perchance?”
I tapped her shoulder and she looked up with glazed eyes and saliva dripping from her mouth. I gestured with my head toward Keith.
She frowned and squinted, not sure she understood. I gestured again and nodded. She grinned hard and looked down and away. “No!” she said in a squeamish voice. But still she stroked his cock, rubbing his pre-cum around his head with her thumb. “Go on,” I said, “poor guy, who knows when he’s last had any.”
“No!” she squirmed again and looked up at me through her hair from where she laid it over my thighs hiding on my far side from Keith. She shook her head and smiled widely, even as she said silently, mouthing the word, “No!” with her eyes bulging.
“Go on,” I groaned as though I were trying to hide the words through the corner of my mouth. “Pretend I’m not here,” I said in a voice meant to be too quiet for him to hear. He looked away like he wasn’t hearing or noticing anything.
“He’s not my husband,” she said as she came back up to a straight back. But she salivated. I knew she wanted to.
“I’m going to be your husband for the next three days down in Baja, sounds like,” he said. He nudged me with his elbow and said, “Right bro?”
“That’s right, bro, you got it,” I said. I cupped her jaw in my palm and I said to her, “This man here beside me is going to be your husband starting tomorrow while I’m busy at home. You know they don’t like people who aren’t married staying in the same room.”
“Sleeping in the same bed,” he nudged me again.
“Sleeping in the same bed,” I nodded. “Catholic country in a lot of ways.”
“Baby, don’t do this,” she swayed in her back and bit her lip through a growing smile she couldn’t contain.
I still held her jaw in my hand and I began to direct her over toward Keith’s lap. “Listen to me, I am your husband now. I want you to treat this man as your husband for the next three days. I am ordering you.”
She continued stroking him and she didn’t fight where I was pushing her face. She leaned her elbow onto his far leg and she shifted over in front of him, even nudging his knees apart and squeezing between them. She kept her eyes on me. “You don’t know what you’re saying.”
“Might as well get used to it,” I said. “At least get to know it. Get comfortable around it. He’s your husband, fucking treat him like one.”
She curved her back out and exhaled through her wide open mouth. “Baby, he’s your best friend.”
“We share everything,” I nodded at her. “Don’t we bro?” I nudged him.
“Absolutely,” he nodded quickly. “Everything! Why just this morning, he let me have his flathead screwdriver for this filter I was trying to pop free.” He looked at me either truly scared or acting it, I couldn’t tell. “Right bro?” he said.
“Fucking rights, bro,” I nodded at him. “Husband A,” I patted my chest and spoke loud and slowly. “Husband B,” I tapped Keith’s chest.
Jasmine leaned over his lap as though falling asleep with her eyes closing and she exhaled as though catching herself. She leaned the side of her face down on his far thigh and stroked his cock up and down in front of her face, watching me in my eyes. “You’re want to share me with him?”
Until she said it, I hadn’t thought through what I was saying and what we were doing. I got carried away, we were just bullshitting around. When it was just Keith and I, it was our normal bullshit trash talking. But when Jasmine said it, when she said for the first time something that wasn’t resisting but was instead checking, I realized what I was doing as though the lights had suddenly come on. We always talked like that, but just at each other, not with Jasmine a part of it, not when we got that ribald.
But I didn’t feel I could change gears on everybody suddenly, and when she seemed turned on by the idea, especially with Keith, of course, ready for anything no matter how weird it was getting in there, to stop things then would be kind of a dick move, I thought. “It’s just a blowjob, baby,” I said with a shrug. “Not asking you to marry the guy.”
“It’s not just a blowjob,” she said in nearly a whisper, but she raised her head from his lap and she dragged her tongue up the top of his shaft. “Not the way I do it, anyway,” she grinned hard.
“Fucking whowza,” Keith said, suddenly reaching for her face and clasping her cheeks between his fingers, stopping her. “Yeah, no, maybe, ha ha, funny, right?”
But Jasmine kept her eyes on me hard and deep and I wasn’t going to be the one to blink. She began to lick up his shaft and I defiantly stared her down, challenging her to go further. She circled her lips around the head of his cock and she moaned on him. Keith tried again to push her face from his cock but, still staring hard at me, she slapped his hands away, and when he pushed again, she grabbed both his hands by the wrists and shoved them under his thighs. She moved her mouth down over the head of his cock and moaned as she closed her eyes.
“That’s right,” I said to her. “Show him how you love to do me.”
She pulled up from him and stroked him in her hand against her face. “If that’s what husband orders me to do, that’s what wife will do,” she shrugged and breathed unevenly. She stared in my eyes as long as she could before her eyes fluttered closed and she lowered her mouth again over the head of his cock. She plunged slowly down, moving her lips over his shaft and taking him deeper and deeper into her mouth in one long stroke, until her lips kissed the base around his cock, and she coughed, she erupted in laughter out her nose, and she flew back up from his lap.
“Jesus fuck,” Keith said.
Jasmine laughed proudly and loosely, gob strings hanging from her mouth with her eyes glassed over. She finally took her eyes off mine and turned squarely to Keith, squirmed tighter between his legs, and fell down in his lap again. She ran her arm behind her neck and flipped all her hair forward over her head so it fanned out over his lap, and she raised her head and went down on him again. I watched as the back of her head rose and fell between her shoulders poking up and dropping down as her back curved and undulated between his legs. Yeah, she was doing him like she did me.
It must have been awhile for Keith because he began to shake and push at her shoulders trying to pull himself out of her. Before she had a chance to pull off, I could see her cheeks bulge and her eyes clamp shut. She tried to swallow it all but it was far too much and it came out her mouth and shot all over his lap and stomach. She laughed and squealed and ran off toward the bathroom cupping her hand over her mouth with his cum still rushing out her mouth and down her arm.
Kieth sat there on the couch wiping his cock with a napkin from our snacks. “Fucking hell, man, that was pretty fucking hot.”
Jasmine came back from the bathroom laughing and high stepping now completely naked. “Fucking Jesus, Keith,” she cried out at him with a wide grin. “Cum much? Fucker, it came out my nose! Fuck you cum a lot!” She laughed again and sat in my lap facing him and wrapped her arms around my neck. She stretched her face up to mine and we kissed long and deeply. Her mouth felt hot.
She kicked her legs out so that she rested them over his lap and over his cock too. She bent her knees and massaged his cock and balls in her feet. “I guess if we have to go together, we can manage,” she said to him while hanging from my neck. She looked back up at me. “Are you sure you’re going to be okay with it though?”
We had never done anything like that before. We had joked about things and we had all teased each other. They had wrestled before and it had become sexualized before too. She had even squeezed his balls before, through his pants, although it was pretending to give him shit or get his attention. We had joked once before about me sharing her with him when we were walking home drunk from a restaurant one night. She teased me by hanging off of him and trying to push me away and telling me she wanted to go home with him instead, and she kissed him and hung from his neck. But it was all in jest that time.
Another time when he was over for a game, I came back from picking up pizza and found her in her panties and t-shirt sitting in his lap on our couch necking, or appearing to be caught necking, and she pretended to be busted for a few seconds before laughing and telling me she got me. She faked getting caught.
There was another time we were driving back from a girl’s place where Keith had called me to come get him and his stuff — she broke up with him and his car also broke, so he lost his girl, his car, and his home all in one night. Jasmine and me were teasing him from the front seat until she jabbed me and made me notice he was actually crying. She slapped me like I was the one who was teasing him, and she glared at me as she undid her seatbelt and flipped herself over the seat to console him in the backseat.
They kissed most of the rest of the way home and did more things too that I couldn’t see in the blackness of the highway. Jasmine later told me that the best way to get over someone is to get with someone else, and she did it to get him back up and in the saddle again. “I did it for your friend,” she said, not being clear to me what exactly she did. “He needed to feel good about himself, didn’t the.” I have to say, it seemed to work, because he was calling up a girl for a date the very next night.
He stayed at our place a few nights that time and slept on our couch. Each night, after we went to bed, Jasmine sat up and kissed me and said, “I’ll be back in a bit,” and got out of bed.
“He’s okay,” I said to her.
“Just making sure, he’s our guest.”
The first two times I tried to just sleep but I’d wake up from dozing realizing she was gone a long time. I thought I heard light squealing or some kind of laughing and I crept out of our bedroom and peeked into the living room. I saw her curled up against him, her back to his chest, as though she had been warming him up out there but then fell asleep. There was no movement or laugher when I peeked and I chalked it up to dreaming or the neighbors.
The second time that she didn’t come back, I peeked again and found him on his back with her aying on top of him.
“We’re just talking,” she said over her shoulder without turning far enough to look directly at me. “Trying to keep it quiet enough to not wake you, hence . . . “ she said, as though that explained her lying on top of him. But through the shapes the blanket revealed over her back, it sure looked as though his legs were straight out and she was straddling him with her knees pulled up as far as the sides of his chest. I let it go.
The third night I was awakened by a single, sharp, high-pitched cry, or at least that’s what it sounded like. I came out again and stood at the end of the living room. I couldn’t see Jasmine, only Keith, lying on the couch on his side facing the back. He spun around looking over his shoulder with the blanket tight up around his chin.
“You seen Jasmine?” I whispered.
“No, I was going to ask you the same thing!” he said. It was funny, and the couch began to jiggle, but he wasn’t laughing.
As I stared trying to make logical sense of what I was seeing, finally Jasmine’s bare arm flung out from between Keith and the back of the couch and her hair flew and her head twisted over from in front of his chest. “Go to bed honey,” she said. “Just making sure he’s going to be okay. I’ll be in bed a bit, just go.”
I could see that her usual sleeping top was on the floor in front of the couch. I didn’t at the time draw attention to it, nor did I let them see that I also noticed her panties, red and rolled up on the floor too, slightly under the couch. I didn’t mind too much at the time. Maybe it was because I really loved getting my sleep, but the whole thing was more a nuisance than a crime. Keith was my long-time friend. We shared everything. If Jasmine was helping him get over his breakup, I wasn’t going to begrudge him. And my mind was too foggy in the middle of the night to consider the fact that her sleeping shirt and panties on the floor like that implied that she was naked against him, pressed between him and the back of the couch, and that it was that single, high, sharp squeal that woke me up.
“Are you guys going to behave yourselves down there,” I said, returning us to talk of the messed up Mexico trip, “or am I going to have a problem on my hands?”
“I don’t know,” she rubbed her feet up and down his cock. “Hey you,” she said to Keith. “Are you going to try to fuck me down in Mexico?”
Keith looked at me slightly stiff and he swallowed. “Ahh,” was all he managed to say.
Jasmine leaned back and took my jaw in her hand. “I don’t know if you can trust him, baby, I think he might try to fuck me.”
“Are you going to try to fuck my wife?” I asked him straight up.
“Well, I mean,” he began, but he stopped himself. He looked terrified to answer, shooting his eyes from mine to Jasmine’s and back to mine.
“Straight up answer, bro, are you going to try to fuck my wife or not? I’m paying for the whole thing, I’m about to send you to Mexico for free for three days with her, I need to know your intentions, are you going to try to get in her pants?”
“Oh baby,” she turned to me and kissed the bottom of my chin. “He’s been in my pants plenty of times already,” she giggled and kissed my stomach.
I erupted in nearly a full belly laugh, but I quelled it. Keith followed me a split second later but he stifled it too. He wasn’t sure if there was anything to laugh about or nothing to laugh about.
I turned to her and got back my serious expression on my face. “Are you going to let him fuck you?”
“Oh baby, you know how I get down there.” She massaged my cheek and puckered her lips for me to bend over and kiss her.
“Are you?”
“You know I don’t want to,” she answered in a coquettish voice.
“Are you going to though?”
She breathed harder while laying in my lap and she stared up at my face considering things. Finally, she said, “Probably. Yeah. Maybe. It might happen. Who knows, baby? It’s Mexico, it’s tequila, you’re sending me down there alone with him for three days. I don’t know.” She looked over her shoulder at him with her liquid body naked and fine stretched over both our naked laps. “He’s okay looking. He’s kind of funny. He kisses good.”
I looked at Keith. His eyes popped out. He couldn’t believe she said it. “The lady is going to want to fuck you it sounds like. Are you going to be okay with that?”
“Uh, dude,” he said, shaking his head. “I think I’m out, like, this ain’t right, this right here.” He squirmed away from her grasping feet. He was seriously uncomfortable.
I kept staring at him and so did Jasmine for at least five complete seconds. And then as if on cue, we both lost it and peeled with laughter, unable to keep from falling out of the couch and clutching our guts. When I finally managed to calm myself down, I pushed myself up to my feet laboriously and struggled to the kitchen still erupting in full-on laughter.
“Fucking had you right there, Keith!” I pointed hard down my outstretched arm at him. “Right there, buddy. Had you nailed dead to rights! Fucking hilarious!”
Jasmine laughed too, as she pulled on her clothes again and plopped down on the couch beside him. “Aw poor baby,” she said, tickling him under his chin with her long painted nails.
I came back with fresh bottles for the three of us and I handed him one and Jasmine another. I plopped down on the couch and put my feet up. “Anyway, you guys go. There’s a couch in the condo we’re b-n-b’ing that you can sleep on.” I turned up the game. “Jasmine can show you where our favorite breakfast is. But don’t you fuck my wife!” I shouted, and I slapped her bare thigh. Out the corner of my eye I saw Jasmine shoot a glance over her shoulder at Keith, and I saw Keith shrug and pop his eyes wide back at her. I knew there was something going on between them. I just didn’t know how to deal with it.
When Jasmine and I had been making our plans for the holiday, she was adamant that she get to live out a fantasy of hers: to make love in an open-air jeep on a secluded beach in Mexico. I knew that Keith knew the area better than we did and I asked him if he knew of such a beach — private, unseen, a place you can drive onto with a jeep. He did of course.
I am not an idiot and I wasn’t born yesterday. I had a pretty good idea what was about to happen down there. When she told me about her fantasy fuck location, I asked her if it needed to be me. She was confused by the question but I reminded her, we were talking fantasies here, not reality. “You get to say whatever the fantasy is, it’s open season, it’s a fantasy, it’s not really cheating.”
“Of course it’s with you, honey,” she chuckled and shook her head with some bewilderment at me.
“And not, say, Ryan Reynolds?”
She inhaled a gasp. “Is he going to be there?”
It was my turn to chuckle. “So if you got to be on a secluded beach with Ryan Reynolds and you knew I would never know, are you saying you wouldn’t?”
“In Mexico, you forgot that part.”
“In Mexico.”
“It’s not a fair question!” she protested and she kicked her naked legs against mine under the bed sheets.
“It is so fair!”
“It isn’t,” she said, squirming up against me and hugging my arm.
“You’re already horny aren’t you, just from me suggesting it.” I laughed and tore the sheets off her body.
She reached fast and pulled the sheets back over herself. “Am not,” she coyly protested. But she also grabbed my hand and pushed it down the front of her panties. She was showing me how wet she was.
I curled my finger inside her and she moaned and squirmed and jutted her small chest out against my chest. “You better watch out,” she exhaled hard.
“How about Keith,” I said. I knew they flirted. I knew she liked him. And he made no bones about liking her.
She squirmed her body harder against mine and pushed her face into my neck. She gripped her hand tightly around my wrist where I played with her under her panties. “No!” she cried. But she also bit my ear and moaned.
“So Ryan Reynolds, a complete stranger you know nothing about, he could have body odor, he could be a fucking racist, but not Keith, my own friend who you know and care for and love?”
I was teasing her. But she was beginning to buck and strain uncontrollably around my fingers. “Stop it,” she breathed hard in my ear. Her hand shook when she gripped it tightly around my cock.
“So yes to Keith in an open jeep on a secluded beach then?” I said quietly into her ear.
“In Mexico,” she inhaled and shuddered. “You keep forgetting that part,” she was nearly losing it.
“Sorry,” I said, “Keith, in an open jeep in Mexico,” I said, and she cried and caught her jagged breath. She squirmed her leg over me and pulled her body on top of me. “On a secluded beach,” I added, and she breathed only in short, sharp high-pitched gasps. She could barely control her shaking hand as she reached down between us nearly violently and aimed it at her pussy.
“Fuck baby,” she squeezed out.
“With Keith nderneath you,” I said.
“Baby,” she exhaled in a hoarse whisper and she rocked her head violently. She flicked the head of my cock between the engorged and heating lips of her glistening wet pussy.
“His cock inside you,” I bit her ear.
She sank down on me all the way, engulfing me and devouring me body and soul. She immediately began to buck on me and to cry into my neck and fuck me uncontrollably. I could feel her juice flow in seconds and she was embarrassed about cumming so fast and so hard.
When we recuperated, and with her body flopping around sideways on top of mine, she kissed my chest and said, “What’s your’s then?”
“With Keith you mean?”
She laughed and got embarrassed again and kissed my neck and her body squirmed against me all over. “Stop it,” she grinned. “You know what I mean.”
“I don’t have fantasies,” I said.
“Bullshit,” she said, running her fingers over my chest. “Tell me.”
“You are my fantasy,” I said.
“Tell me for real.”
“Okay, for real?”
“For real baby, I want to make it come real for you.”
“Promise you won’t laugh?”
“I won’t laugh baby,” she kissed my skin.
I petted her hair and kissed her head. “I can’t tell you,” I said.
“It’s safe here,” she said. That was a joke — we always said that to tease each other.
“Don’t laugh.”
“I’m not going to laugh.”
“Okay, it is you, for starters.”
She just inhaled and sighed, as though that was enough to say she was getting impatient with me.
“I’m watching you.”
“What am I doing?” she cooed.
“You’re, how do I say this?”
“Just say it,” she whispered.
“Fucking,” I said.
She picked her head up and let her hair fall all over my chest and neck. “Would you please? I told you mine, tell me yours for real.”
“I am telling you my fantasy!”
“You get to fuck me for real all the time, that’s not what a fantasy is.”
“I didn’t say you were fucking me.”
She stopped moving her hand.
“Fucking another guy,” I said.
Her head began to slide up my chest but stopped. Her whole stopped moving as though she was holding her breath.
“Outside,” I went on. She seemed to go stiff. “Maybe a beach, I don’t know. It’s warm, it’s sunny. Maybe not on the sand, too messy. In a car,” I stroked her head. Her hand moved ever so slightly over my chest. Her breathing remained still. “Like a jeep,” I said.
I could hear her inhale and let it out carefully.
“An open jeep, like you said, it’s hot, it’s sunny. It’s a beach,” I said. "A secluded beach.”
She very slowly lifted her head from my chest and began to twist it around up to me.
“And you’re fucking someone, like a really handsome guy, I don’t know, someone like maybe . . . “ I trailed off.
She brought her pursed lips and glinting eyes close to mine. “Someone like Ryan Reynolds?” she seethed angrily.
“Or Keith,” I shrugged.
“You’re impossible,” she shouted, and she punched my chest and rolled over to face away from me. “ I was going to fuck you and whisper your fantasy to you, but forget it now.”
“But that is my fantasy,” I said. “Watching you fuck my friend Keith.”
“Can’t you be serious for a second?” She crossed her arms over her chest and stared at me over her shoulder.
“Okay, there’s one more part I didn’t say.”
She crossed her arms over her chest and tapped her foot even though we both laid in bed.
“The fantasy is you don’t know I’m spying on you, and you think you’re cheating on me.”
“That’s it,” she said, and she got up and left the room. “Don’t tell me your fantasy if you don’t want to, but good luck getting it then, because if I don’t know it, I can’t help give it to you, dummy!”
She came back a few moments later with two glasses of water. She wasn’t really mad at me, just exasperated. “Someday,” she said, pulling my cheek with her hand till I rolled my head sideways toward her. “You’ll tell me your fantasy, for real,” she said with her big eyes looking into my eyes. “I want to know it,” she said, reaching with her face to kiss me. “I want to make it real for you,” she moaned against me.
“I want to make mine real for me too,” I said and she snorted. “I want to help make yours real for you too,” I added.
“Aww,” she grinned. “That’s nice,” she said, as though I’d said I would do the laundry. She pushed her face into my neck and kissed me and we fell asleep like that.
She never did believe me, and she also seemed to have forgotten that she told me hers. Or that I’d said I wanted to make hers real for her . . . and make mine real for myself, too. Or that both were the same thing.
The jeep came out of the trail and through the wall of the jungle and over the last rise of dunes and stopped sideways to the private, hidden beach. I pulled my binoculars up to my eyes and I nestled down lower against the sands. I saw my wife laugh uproariously in the passenger seat and clap her hands and kick her bare legs. She was wearing sandals, faded cutoffs, and a loose white top with a cream colored cowboy hat. I heard the engine of the jeep shut off and I watched Keith push his seat all the way back. They went to Mexico together, and she really thought that I was staying home because of my mom.
I watched as my wife stared around in every direction, scanning the territory and peering deep into the surrounding jungle. I saw Keith’s hands travel up inside her top and Jasmine not stop him or even notice. Even as she continued staring around her entire surroundings, her hand creeped up his leg and her fingers undid his button and pulled down his fly.
I saw them talk and laugh and I watched my wife come close to him, smile, say something, and then kiss him. I watched her remove her hat, stretch back and cross her arms over her body and pull her light white top off. I watched as she laughed and crunched over forward as though shy and embarrassed, but I also watched as she undid the button of her cutoffs and lift her hips off the seat, sliding them down her long legs.
She reached over and pulled Keith’s t-shirt off him too. I could even hear her laughter on occasional tufts of breeze that blew toward me. I saw her bite her finger and check around herself again, peering hard into the jungle all around. She put her hands on her bikini bottoms and shot her head back laughing to the sky, but she paused. He also put his hands on the waist of his shorts. They stared at each other with broad smiles before they both suddenly whipped off their bottoms.
My wife then carefully swung herself over his lap and sat in it, and she picked up his cock in her hand and she stroked it. He reached around her body and unclasped her bikini top and she let him take the ribbon straps down her arms so that now they were both completely naked.
I kept watching. She slid down his lap onto the floor of the jeep where there was room for her to kneel when he pushed his seat back. I kept the binoculars to my eyes as she dropped her head down and took his cock inside her mouth.
She sucked him but not for long. She climbed up and carefully settled her knees on the sides of his seat. She wriggled forward and she stroked his cock against her stomach. And I kept watching.
My wife leaned her elbow into the back of his seat and she leaned over his face and they kissed. Keith’s hands travelled over my wife’s body, up her sides, down her back, and over her ass, and wherever he touched her, her body responded in contortions like a petted kitten starved for attention.
She shifted again and brought her hips high over his hips. I could see her arm working up and down between them, and then I saw her pull her arm away and lean her hand into the back of his seat on the other side of his head. His hands clasped her waist. They kissed long and passionately, and her body sank down.
I lowered the binoculars and I kept watching. I could see his cock, wide, erect, tall and wavering under her. And then I couldn’t see it — but I could see her engorged and glistening pussy lips. She always got so wet, didn’t she. His cock disappeared inside her, only to reappear as she pulled up and crashed down on him again.
I kept watching. In a moment, my wife was gripping the seat behind him and snapping her spine to drive her groin harder against his. She was making the jeep rock on the secluded beach under the Mexican pacific noon-day sun, and she was fucking my friend’s brains out. She reached up and held the roll bar and leaned her head back so her hair fell behind her in waves of jolted lovemaking. I could clearly hear her cries and moans from over the sand dune.
When they both groaned so loud, I even looked around unsure it was all that secluded out there for that kind of noise. She collapsed spent on him and it was minutes before she finally lifted her exhausted body from his. The got out after resting and, hand in hand, they frolicked in the clear water and splashed each other.
They went back to the condo and I followed. They came out hours later. She was dressed in a mini-skirt tight red dress that showed her chest to almost her navel, and she wore platform shoes. I spied from across the street to the open air restaurant they ate in, laughing, touching each other, kissing.
I watched and I followed when they dashed up the street to the nightclub. I snuck in to the balcony above the open air dance floor and I watched her. They danced together all night. She didn’t fuck him on the dance floor, but she rubbed against him every song.
They walked back slowly, holding each other’s waists with her head resting on his shoulder. if I didn’t know better, I would guess that that was a husband and his wife. I watched them go into the condo kissing deeply as he kicked the door closed with his foot. I knew the condo well, we’d stayed in the same one a few times. I knew where, behind it, a person could see in, if the curtains to the patio were left open.
I spied from the tiny street behind the condo. I couldn’t see the bedroom, but I could see the couch. It was undisturbed and I could see dim light coming out from the open bedroom door. I slipped over the small wall and lowered myself onto the patio. The door was open a bit — it still locked, you couldn’t open it more. But when I put my ear to it, I didn’t have to see to know what was going on. I could hear it.
It was the cries, whimpers, and laughter and moans of my wife, making love in bed. I went home the next day and left them there alone the rest of the time, together. And I sat on my couch by myself for two days, wondering what had I done, and what I was supposed to do now. 




The Coquette Wife

I slowly leaned forward and eased my head over the railing. I was in the dark balcony of the Old Biltmore, the original and still going movie theatre. It was a quiet night and there was only one couple in the balcony, far over to the right of me. Below me was a thin scattering of couples. I was only able to see the couple directly below me when the scene in the movie was a bright daytime shot outdoors.
But what I did see was very intriguing. The man had thrown his arm around the shoulder of the woman. The woman lifted her hair and settled it back down over his arm and she turned a bit to nestle her head into his chest. She folded her arm up to hold onto his wrist where it dangled over her collar bone.
I breathed deliberately and I checked again over my shoulders and all around. No one was noticing me. When I eased over the railing again and looked down, the woman, I saw, had twisted her head sideways and up, and the man had twisted his head toward her and down. She lifted her chin, she stretched her neck up, and she chased his mouth with hers. She smiled because he teased her and pulled his away, but only momentarily, before sinking into a long kiss together with her.
It was the culmination of an hour of close talking, of hands brushing, and of attempts to redirect their focus on the screen.
His hand slid down her chest and her body snuggled harder against his until his hand ended up clearly on top of her breast. I exhaled with my cheeks puffed out and reminded myself to blink. My heart rate was bursting and my hand around the railing bar was tight as a batter’s grip. I swallowed and looked down again. The woman was smiling with her lips against his. Her hand was over his hand, pressing it. And his hand was squeezing her breast. It was all playing out right below me.
I darted my head back and shut my eyes hard. The woman suddenly looked around and up at the balcony and I thought I was busted. But I carefully edged forward again and saw their legs still entwined around each other’s. I learned further over. The woman was wearing a short, cream colored skirt and a burgundy hoody with white trainers. Her bleach blonde hair cascaded down her back, over his arm, and over the back of her seat.
When the man reached with his far hand over her body and to her neck, and when he slowly pulled the zipper of her hoody a few inches down, the woman nearly pressed herself up out of her seat yearning toward him and her legs twisted around each other and clenched. She looked down at her chest when his hand slipped inside the opening he had made and she looked back at the man’s face as though it were some kind of surprise to her too. My head grew light and my eyes burned.
Her own hand had moved from resting as though it had just fallen there on his thigh, to now squeezing rhythmically, further up, creeping so slowly up his leg it was barely discernible. She darted another look over her shoulder and around behind herself the other way to the last few rows toward the wall, before she stretched up to him with her mouth, eased his reach inside her top by pulling the zipper further down for him, and she squeezed his groin with a devilish grin spreading over her lips just before they locked again in a long, probing, romantic kiss. They were fully and completely making out in the back of the theatre.
I could see from above she was wearing a satin blue bra. But I didn’t need to look to know that. I saw her put it on at home when she was getting ready for “the date.” Because the woman below me was Connie, my wife, and the man who was feeling her up and kissing her in the back of the cinema was Vern, her old high school crush who showed up back in town.
A week earlier, my wife and I were lounging in the Starbucks reading our phones when I showed her a science magazine article I found.
“It says a study shows that when you control for opportunity only, women are as adulterous as men.”
She looked up at me only slowly and with half-lidded, as though uncomprehending, eyes.
“They cheat as much when they have the same chances, it says,” I repeated for her.
She twisted her face away and stifled a burst of laugher. Half-whispering to keep the conversation barely private, she said, “I know what the fuck it means, you dummy!”
Her laughter made me start heaving in the shoulders. “Well why you’d look at me like a cow in the field with your big stupid eyes?”
That did it and we both silently shook for minutes unable to look at each other or stop.
Finally, when we both settled down enough, she said, “Well what did you think?”
“No way,” I said, and I gestured for her to lean over the tiny round table so we could talk in private. Our goofy laughing had caught attention. “Psychologically and evolutionarily a totally different act, it’s not even the same thing.”
I stared at her after she scanned around the place and answered me. “It’s the same thing. I assure you.”
I scanned around too. “Bullshit. Men cheat without thinking, it’s just a thrill, they do it because they can. They aren’t looking to bolt on the relationship or anything. Usually. They aren’t lonely or neglected.”
My wife raised her eyebrows and shut her eyes and recoiled her face like I was subjecting her to a bitter odor. “You have to be joking!” she shouted as best as one can when still whispering. “Before you and I got together, do you think every man I dated before you, I was looking for a relationship every time?”
I thought about that. And I squinted into the distance, because it took some unravelling, that point of hers. “No, I don’t suppose you did.”
“I didn’t have time or space for a relationship, I didn’t want to do that. So do you think I wasn’t dating anyone?”
“Okay okay,” I shushed her with my hand. “I get the point.”
“Do you?” She was grinning and making googly eyes at me.
“I don’t need details,” I shook my head at her with my mouth dropping wide open.
“Well why was I dating then?”
“And by dating, you mean . . . “
She scanned around and looked back at me with her eyes flaring. “Yes!” she hissed. “Jesus,” she rolled her eyes and shook her head.
I hesitated but she wasn’t letting me off the hook. She gestured with her hand like she was pulling the rope of a bucket up a well.
“Cause it was fun?”
She turned up her palms and cast a gaze as to heaven. “Thank you,” she said with a nod to the ceiling. She looked back at me. “Do you think women go through some sort of psychological or evolutionary metamorphosis the day they get a ring put on it?”
It was rhetorical, I knew that, and she turned away with her arms over her chest with a grin like she couldn’t believe how dense I was. But the truth was, I hadn’t actually made that logical connection, and I had instead labored under the unexamined folk delusion that yes, in fact, I behaved as though I thought they did change when married. I looked at her and shrugged my shoulders to give her that one — to let her know that, yeah, I did think that, sort of.
She just waved her head and shrouded her eyes showing me her disbelief.
I gave it a little time but I beckoned her with my finger to the middle of the small table again. “So seriously, for the same reasons?”
“Uh,” she shook her head at me like I was dumb, “yeah!”
“So when we do that hall pass thing when we’re watching shows, are you saying you’re thinking the same thing?”
“Well what are you thinking?” she asked.
I laughed again and stifled it and she shook too. We had to try again to stop our jiggling.
“Well I think we know what I’m thinking, you’re accusing me of it every time my hall pass girl shows up in a movie.”
She just kept staring at me saying nothing.
“So you’re actually thinking that too?”
She rolled her eyes again. “Hello! What did you think I’m thinking?”
“I don’t know, like you were imagining watching him in a movie?”
“I am watching him in a movie!” she shouted in that whispered way again.
“Well then like talking with him, or having a coffee with him or something.”
“Oh yeah, like maybe having a long walk on the beach at sunset with him?” She rolled her eyes.
I had to grin because that was pretty close to what I was thinking. “So if the hall pass was real, you’d, like, get it on with him?”
“Would you get it on with her?”
She was right, I would, of course I would. I nodded slowly as a new understanding dawned on me like a snail.
“Anyway,” she dipped her face and looked up at me through the tops of her eyes, “funny you should bring this up.” She paused a few beats while I gathered my senses and directed my full attention back to her. “My crush from high school happens to be back in town.”
“Your boyfriend?”
“Geez, no, Christ, what is the matter with you, I said crush!”
I shrugged. I didn’t get the difference and I shook my head at her to indicate she needs to give me more than that.
“A crush, obviously, is the one you didn’t get with. The one you always wanted.”
“The guy you always wanted is in town?”
“Not ‘the guy’, guy! Just a guy I had a crush on.”
“How could you be telling me this?” I was scandalized.
“I don’t have a crush on him now you idiot! My crush during high school! You remember that girl you always liked from afar but you couldn’t talk to her and she never noticed you?”
“Besides you,  you mean?”
“I wasn’t at your school, and you did talk to me, so no, not like me,” she spoke slowly and clearly, losing her patience with my thickness of mind.
“Like Trish?”
“Trish was it?” She grinned and nodded. “So, yeah, like Trish.”
“How the fuck did you know about her?”
“For fuck sakes, Cory,” she closed her eyes and exhaled with exhaustion. “Everyone has a crush from high school, everyone.”
“Huh,” was all I could say. After a few moments pondering this information, I recalled that she had just told me that that guy for her was in town.
“How do you know he’s in town?”
“Who?”
“Your crush.”
“Oh yeah, Vern. Funny thing: Vern became a vendor of tech programs and he’s coming to make a presentation to our company. I saw his name cc’d on the email they sent and I thought, ‘No way!’ But I wrote him and just, you know, said, ‘Hope this isn’t too unprofessional, yada yada yada, but are you the Vern who went to Tech High class of ’11?’ And he writes right back, ‘Connie! Is that you!?’ So yeah, we were going back and forth all day on email.”
“That right . . . “ I said thoughtfully.
“Oh don’t get all jealous now, we’re all grown up.”
“He seemed pretty happy to find you. He remembered who you were.”
She leaned over and grasped my forearm in her hand. “You would never guess what he said! He said that he had a crush on me back in school! And that was even before I told him that I had a crush on him!”
“That’s amazing.”
“I know, right?! So when I told him that I was always crushing on him, he was blown away. ‘Many worlds theory I guess,’ he said.”
“Meaning what?”
“Oh just a stupid thing people say,” she brushed me off and looked away. “Other paths, the roads not taken sort of thing.”
“I suppose you would wonder about that though.”
“About what?”
“About what might have been if you, you know,” I trailed off.
“Got it on with him in high school?”
“Yeah, though I would not use such vulgar terms.”
“And that’s what makes life!” she slapped her knees like it was time to go.
“You wonder sometimes what it might have been like?”
“What, a life with Vern?”
“No, no,” I said, “Not every guy you get with is because you want a relationship, you said. I mean, just, what a night might have been like?”
“Why are you asking me that?”
“Just making conversation, Con.”
“You want me to tell you that I imagine taking a roll in the hay with my old high school crush?”
“No, I was just asking if you do imagine it, I don’t need the details.”
“Well let me ask you the same thing: Do you imagine what it would be like to have a roll in the hay with Trish?”
“You mean now, or do you mean back in school?”
She bulged her eyes and shrugged. “Well I think I mean back in school, but sure, okay, let’s go with now.”
“Well are you supposed to or not supposed to?”
“There’s no rules with crushes and hall passes. It’s whatever it is, just tell the honest answer.” She appeared to be getting impatient with me.
“Well yeah okay, I think about her from time to time and wonder about what it would be like with her now.”
She just stared at me saying nothing.
“So do you think about this Vern and how it would be with him now?”
She hesitated again but then she blushed, she looked away because she knew she was, and she grinned into the back of her hand.
“Yes I guess I do,” she finally confessed in a tiny high voice. She scrunched her face down and sank her hands between her legs. The grin on her face was wider than I’d ever seen on her.
“You probably want to grab that date with him you didn’t get to have back then,” I joked and looked back at my phone shaking my head. But she remained quiet. I slowly looked back at her. “What the fuck you looking like that for?”
She still remained silent, just staring at me.
“You do!” I gasped.
She looked around the cafe and pulled up close to me across the table again. “Not so loud,” she murmured.
“Connie, what the fuck? You want to go out on a date with the guy?” I was incredulous.
“Not a date, date,” she bulged her eyes out at me. “Just a . . . ” she played with her necklace over her bottom lip. “Just a night out, maybe.”
“With the guy you used to crush on.”
She blushed harder yet. “You don’t have to put it like that,” she grew all squirrelly and shy.
“You want me to let you go out on a night out, as you call it, with the guy you used to have a crush on.”
“Still do,” she said in such a tiny voice I didn’t hear her. I stared at her until she cleared her throat and repeated herself. “Still do, probably, I guess.” She was squeamish and embarrassed.
“Where?”
“He said, in an email,” she explained, “that this one night, he was trying to phone me to take me to the Biltmore for a movie but his family was teasing him and they wouldn’t leave him alone and he wasn’t able to call me and then he lost his nerve after that.”
“So now you want to go to a movie at the Old Bilt with the guy.”
“Sort of,” she scrunched up her face again and twisted in her seat.
“And you expect me to just say, sure, yeah, that’s good with me?”
“It would be very hot if you said that.”
“It would be hot of me?”
“Well of course! A husband who is so self-assured and confident, he isn’t even threatened when an old crush takes his wife out.”
“To do what?”
She rolled her eyes. “It’s not like I was a freakin’ virgin when we met, so you don’t have to get all protective of me now.”
She meant her ability to look after herself, but what I heard was her saying that if she had sex with other guys before me, then I didn’t have much to oppose if she had sex with one more. I hesitated thinking about this, even though it turned out later that that wasn’t what she meant.
“Maybe you’ll make out with him?”
“Oh my god!” she nearly screamed and she reached over and covered my mouth with her hand and blushed redder yet. “No!” she screamed in a whisper.
I squinted at her because I was therefore confused about what she was saying. She took my squinting as something else — we were really bad at communicating that day.
“Unless . . . “ she weighed her two hands as though she were a balance.
“Unless what?”
“Well if you’re giving me that proverbial hall pass . . . “
“You would?”
“Again,” she leaned over and twisted her ankles and poked her shoulders up swirling her cup of coffee, “Let me put it to you too: if I gave you a real hall pass, and it was Trish, would you?”
“Is the hall pass like really real?”
“Really real,” she groaned low and deep.
“No price to pay?”
“None.” She shook her head to emphasize it.
“And no price even for just saying yes now.”
She grinned and shook her head. “No price even now. We wouldn’t do that to each other.”
I hesitated. We’d been pretty honest with each other about everything. “I guess I would, yeah,” I said in a nervous nearly shaking voice.
I looked up at her and she was staring in my eyes with a tiny grin and a tiny bite at the side of her bottom lip.
“You’re telling me the same answer?”
She shrugged slowly.
“But it’s different, because for you it’s real, he’s here now, it can happen.”
“I know,” she nearly whispered. She looked back up at me with her eyes large and searching.
“This is nuts, you know that?”
She reached again and held my forearm in her tight grip. “I know it is, but it’s also the hottest thing you’ve ever done.”
“I haven’t done it yet.”
“You almost done your coffee?”
I looked but she took it from my hand and said, “You’re done,” and she stood up. “Come on,” she gestured with her head as though she was suddenly in a big hurry.
“What’s going on?”
She stepped up against me and raised herself on her toes to put her lips right against my ear. “I want to fuck you so badly right now I don’t know if I can wait till we get home.”
She dragged me out of the cafe, but to be fair, I scurried along behind her at a speedy clip too.
Me attending in the balcony above was not part of the plan, but I didn’t have it in me to admit to her that I couldn’t let her go on her Hall Pass date without keeping tabs.
I began to wonder if there were other terms we weren’t exactly on the same page of the dictionary with. I wanted to watch over her in case she made out with this Vern guy, by which I mean, kissing with him. I didn’t like it, but that’s all it was going to be, I thought: kissing. That’s hardly adultery. I was utterly unprepared for what I saw going on down below me.
My wife had sunk down in her seat and was turned toward Vern. His hand was not only inside her unzipped hoody, it had worked its way under her bra and he was feeling her up on her bare breast. What was going on between his legs though was by far the greater shock. She had been massaging the front of his pants with growing impatience until, scanning another look around the theater, she giggled against him and drew down the fly of his pants and inserted her hand inside.
I gulped and shook. They kissed long and hard and vigorously, their mouths and tongues working on each other feverishly, all the while his hand was massaging her bare breast and her hand was inside his pants massaging his cock and balls.
I leaned so far over I got vertigo and felt like I was going to fall. Connie laughed against him again and then I saw something I at first could not understand or accept as real. Her head dipped down below his and I realized, she was facing his lap. I wondered what she was doing when her head came up and dropped down, but when Vern’s head rolled back and he faced the ceiling of the theatre, I shivered and gasped. I slapped my face and shook my head and looked down again. My Connie was giving Vern head in the Old Bilt.
The movie came to a quick end, not that any of us were paying attention to it, and by the time the lights dimmed up, my wife was straight in her seat and her hoody was zipped back up. Vern, for his part, managed to get his cock, stiff and unruly, back into his jeans too. I saw my wife pull her phone out and start typing. At the last second I realized she was texting me but my phone volume was still up. I caught it just in time or she would have heard my distinctive phone tone.
I pulled back from the edge of the balcony to avoid being seen and checked what she wrote me. “Movie over,” she wrote. “But we’re having such a good time, lots to catch up on. Maybe not coming home right away?”
I nodded and smirked staring at my phone. Yeah, I thought, an awful lot to get caught up on. But I wasn’t exactly in a position to tell her that “making out” didn’t mean to me jerking him off or sucking his cock, nor letting him touch her naked tits. But how could I tell her that without giving away that I didn’t trust her and that I followed them to the theatre and spied on her from above?
“As long as you’re having a good time,” I said. “Take all the time you want.”
“Thanks bae,” she wrote me back. “I’ll tell you all about it when I’m home.”
I sniggered at that. I was pretty sure she wouldn’t be telling me all the details. But her point still rang out for me. If the tables were turned and it was Trish who showed up confessing a crush for me? And started showing a great deal of interest in a dark theatre on a make-up date? Yeah, I wasn’t sure I would be completely forthcoming with Connie about it either.
“Hall Pass granted,” I wrote without thinking. “No price to pay.” I only thought about it after I sent it. I peeked over and saw them moving up the aisle toward the doors. When they disappeared below me I darted down the side stairs and out toward the exit to the parking behind the screen-end of the theatre. I hopped in my car and crawled to the stop sign. I already noted where she parked, nearly right in front of the theatre. I waited till they climbed in and pulled away before I pulled out and followed from a safe distance.
“Why Vern?” I said to her when she was getting ready to go out. She was paying particular attention to her makeup leaning over the counter and into the bathroom mirror.
“Same as any girl, I guess,” she said standing back from the mirror and tilting her head to study her face. “Football star. I was a cheerleader, don’t forget.”
“I think there’s a John Travolta movie about that.”
She threw her head back and laughed. “You calling me cliched?”
“I would never take that risk,” I said.
“Wise choice,” she grinned.
They were turning right at the last corner before the freeway and the end of town. There was nothing up that street but a row of expensive houses, and the back way into the grounds of the high school. I drove past, saw her taillights as she slowed for the left into the school, and turned around and flew back a few blocks to swing around to the front entrance up the main road.
I killed my headlights before I turned into the school parking lot and rolled into a slot that was the darkest, most hidden spot. I saw no car there and concluded they must have parked in the back parking lot by the football field.
I walked along the edge of the school and peered around like I was a cop on a bust. The coast clear, I walked along the west wall to the next corner and peered around. I saw her car parked up against the school but nobody was in it. That’s when I noticed the middle of the field. My wife and Vern were walking out to the very middle of the field, right to the big TAHS emblem used like a shield by the ferocious depiction of a bear, the school mascot. They were holding hands and I heard my wife shriek and laugh.
I jogged back to my car to get my binoculars. I was able to slip along the back wall of the school mostly out of sight until it was safe to skid down the embankment and get myself under the bleachers facing the field. When I raised the binoculars to my eyes, I saw my wife and Vern sitting facing each other both with their knees up and their arms wrapped around their legs, sitting on my wife’s blanket from her car. I was able to climb the bleacher supports and get high enough to see better down to the middle of the field through the bleacher seats.
What I saw went far beyond what any sane person could call “making out.” I could hear them laughing just before my wife pushed herself up on her hands and knees and pushed Vern back so he fell onto his elbows behind himself, still half up. She crawled further over him and let her hair fall down around his face. I focused and I gasped. She was smiling wickedly as she pushed him down further under her, now with her lips against his. When he finally landed flat on his back, my wife, with her knees up around his waist, lowered herself on top of him. I watched his hands lower slowly onto her back and to rub her.
I was again unable to do anything about it. I might have given her carte blanche earlier in a misunderstanding, but even if I wanted now to withdraw it, there was no way I could think of to explain how I was at the high school football field as well. She’d know I followed them there. And therefore she’d know I was at the theatre. And if I wasn’t spying on her there, what could I possibly have been doing? Going out to watch the very same movie by myself?
No, the lack of trust I showed, and the spying, would by far be the bigger crime than her dubious crime of doing what could be construed as exactly what I gave her permission to do. My mind swirled around how the things we said could lead to such opposing meanings, but I could see no way to save it.
It wasn’t Vern who pushed her skirt down her ass, it was Connie. She lifted herself to her hands and feet in a jackknife pose and she wriggled and used her feet to pull her skirt off. I could hear her laughing. She also began to kiss her way down from his mouth over his chin and down his neck. Vern tugged at her and stopped her going further. I breathed a brief sigh of relief, but I was premature. He only made her squeal more when he turned her around and tugged at her ass in his hands until she lowered her panties over his face.
I know a man is supposed to be crazy with rage when he finds his wife having sex with another man. But what they don’t tell you is that almost every time it happens, there’s a ton of mitigating and confounding factors. It’s hardly ever just a straight up case of her going out and cheating on him. And nor is it always the case that he’s going to be instantaneously mad about it. He likely in most if not all cases has a lot to consider. Would he do the same, were the opportunity turned around, is the most obvious consideration. Did he give her permission of a kind? Is he considering that she is making a mistake? We all get into a mode of thought and carry on doing something that, were we in another mode of thought, we would never do.
I watched Connie on the 50-yard-line opening his pants for the second time that night, and I saw her lower her own hips over his face, and I couldn’t get mad for trying. All I kept thinking was: that’s her high school crush. She’d have had sex with him if they didn’t misunderstand each other back in the day. So sex with him would have happened — I was just having an issue of when. But as Connie explained, she’s no different than me about what she would like, and how. Would I do Trish? To be honest with myself, yes I would.
I raised my binoculars to my eyes again. Connie had taken his cock in her mouth and was going down on him. She quickly stood up and, waving her ass at him below where he laid exactly along the 50-yard-line, she laughed and squatted and eased her panties down her legs and off her feet. She tossed them on top of her skirt and carefully came back down, lowering her bare pussy over his face. I saw the man grab my wife’s ass and massage her, pull her down harder, and eat her out.
It was beautiful if I had still to be honest.
My wife looked amazing in only her hoody and nothing below. She stood again and turned around. I watched as she licked her fingers and rubbed her pussy standing over his face looking down. She pulled her hoody over her head and gently came down over him again, lowering her knees around his waist. They kissed this time gently. I saw him open her hoody again and I saw the sides fall wide, and his hands massage both her breasts. And then I saw something I could not have prepared myself for. My wife reached between her legs and behind her ass and grasped his erect cock and she tugged it, she stroked it, and she lowered her hips closer to it. I could see them kiss and I could see her grin and shake her head “no” at him, but I could also see she that was drawing the head of his cock around the flesh of her wet pussy.
They seemed to be talking a while as she touched it to herself and lowered her body to her elbows and kissed him between words. It looked like she wasn’t going to go that far, but just as I shivered and swallowed, I saw her let go of his cock and sink down to hide it completely inside herself.
I grew dizzy watching my wife fuck her crush on the 50-yard-line. She moved so beautifully on him, like waves that slowly rolled up a beach. His hands were all over her body, pulling her hoody up her back and over her head, leaving my wife fully exposed in the middle of the football field at night. He pushed her over and she shrieked and I saw him climb up between her legs and when he penetrated her again, she lifted her feet and locked them around his back, pulling him harder into herself. He pummeled her so hard I could hear the smacking of flesh under the bleachers.
My wife pulled away and got on her hands and knees in front of him, lowering herself to her elbows and staring at him over her shoulder. He knelt behind her ass and he gripped her waist. He began to fuck her doggy style and I nearly lost it. So, apparently, did Connie. She had earlier been keeping her sounds down, being in public like that, even if it was at night. But now she cried out, unable to stop herself or not caring anymore. He plowed himself into her so hard I could see her body jerk from across the field. I didn’t want to watch but I was unable to turn away, even as Vern began to orgasm inside her, and even as my wife began to orgasm with him.
I didn’t feel angry. I felt joyful for my wife. I felt elated that she was getting the experience with her crush that she must have dreamed about so much. I loved watching my wife get fucked by Vern.
At home, she began to tell me about the date with Vern, about the movie, and about walking out on the field at night. She left out the sex scenes. I guess my face betrayed something because she stopped midstream and tilted her head.
“What is it?”
I tried to say “No, carry on,” and I tried to say “It’s nothing.” I tried to say I had seen a movie while she was out, and I was just thinking about it, that I was distracted.
“No you’re not,” she said. She knew something was up. “Tell me, what is it?” She wrapped her arms around my waist and kissed my chin. “Tell Connie what you’re thinking.”
I tried again to get out of it but she wasn’t going to let me escape. “I’m telling you about my date with my crush, I think we have to be very careful to share exactly what we’re feeling particularly now,” she said, and it made sense.
“Confession time,” I said.
She squinted and grinned. “You phoned up Trish?”
I laughed. But I had to be careful. I broke our trust. I didn’t know how she would take it. “Just don’t get too mad, but I understand you might be a little mad.”
She screwed up her face. “Mad about what?”
“I might have kind of spied on you tonight.”
She remained silent for several seconds. “What part?” she finally asked me.
“All of it,” I said quietly.
She stared in my eyes and I stared in hers. “The theatre?”
“The theatre.”
“The football field?”
“Yep,” I said, “The football field.”
“So,” she turned to the wall and the floor and drew out her voice long and slow. “You saw what I ended up doing with him?”
“I did,” I nodded.
“All of it?”
“Yeah. All of it.”
“And,” she started again, slow and long. “What are you feeling now?” She bit her lip and I knew she was holding her breath. “Honestly.”
I twisted my head sideways and pursed my lips. “I fucking loved it,” I said.
“What?” she gasped disbelievingly after she caught her breath.
“It was fucking beautiful,” I said with a nod. “It looked so fucking hot.”
“Are you messing with me right now?”
“Not messing at a time like this. You wanted to know how I honestly felt? I’m telling you the honest truth. I wanted to say something else, anything else besides that, but . . . “ I inhaled shakily and exhaled long and deeply. “I loved watching you fuck him.”
“Oh my god, Cory,” she said.
“I know, right?”
“That’s not at all what I expected.”
“You and me both.”
“You love it, really?”
I nodded.
“But I . . . “ she started.
“You fucked him.”
“I fucked him, right in front of you.”
“Right in front of me. And I have to say, I loved watching you.”
We stared at each other for what seemed like minutes before she broke the spell. “Can I tell you something?”
“This is the time and place for telling,” I shrugged.
“That is the single most hottest thing ever,” she growled. “And I want to fuck you right now so bad I can hardly stand it.”
I began to jiggle though I knew it was not the time for laughing. But Connie was as usual unable to resist once I started, and she began to jiggle too. In seconds we were both laughing so hard we were holding each other up. It hurt in our stomachs we laughed so hard. And our sex that night in bed? There had never been a more epic session between us.
In the morning, we had lots to talk about, including new discoveries about both of us. 




An Inducement to Cheat

The watch party was winding down and our big living room, tall as two floors atop the condo high-rise, was a scatter of chairs and stools and cushions and blankets with empty snack bowls and serving trays and glasses and bottles and cans dotting the marauded and vacated landscape. The last couple woke up from under a blanket thrown over one part of the 3 part sectional, and without disturbing the movie or needing any light, they made their way, hushed, giggling, arms around waists holding each other up, out our condo front door. 
All that remained in the still and quiet darkness occasionally illuminated by the flickering wall-size screen squeezed between the tall windows looking out ceiling to floor over the late night and silently sleeping city below, was me, my wife Beth, and a late entry to her usual coterie of old college watch-party denizens, Davie, now in sales, I was told, and — apparently, also told to me in low tones facing away from the others in the kitchen by one of my wife’s old college roomies who volunteered to help me get out another round of snacks — one of my wife’s  old flames.
“Oh,” I remarked, looking over my shoulder from the lit-up vertical coffin of the open fridge I bent half inside of at the man then nestled quietly up against my wife on the couch.
“Mm,” said the ex-roomie back to me, bumping the fridge door closed with her hip and feeding her mouth with a sampling of the renewed snack bowl on her satisfied way back to the crowded room.
They remained the only two still watching, and they were still up against each other, but now mostly buried under a throw of blankets.
“Oh,” my wife spun around from the couch when I lifted my chin from my chest with a snap of my head. “Time for bed for someone, I think,” she grinned at me.
“Got to see what happens, though,” I said, pushing myself back up in the big easy chair pushed against the back wall.
“You were falling asleep, I saw you!” she said. “You know what’s going to happen, you already know there’s another sequel.”
“I wasn’t sleeping.” I paused a few beats staring at the scene of someone creeping through some basement with shelves loaded with some bottles of some kind of liquid — I had no clue what was going on. “I was checking my eyelids for leaks.”
“You should go to bed,” she said. “There’s like at least a whole hour to go.” She had the blankets pulled up nearly to her mouth and appeared to be sitting with her knees pulled up to her chest. But another lump under the blanket suggested Davie’s knee pulled up as well against the back of the couch, against which my wife would be leaning, I logically surmised from the shapes of the blankets. I realized he was turned sideways, except for his head where it just barely poked above the blanket like my wife’s, when I saw his foot twitch further down the couch where it had been stretched out. It put my wife, if my blanket topography deciphering skills (in the near total darkness to boot) were any good, squarely between “her old flame’s” legs.
“I don’t know,” I hemmed and hawed. “I’ll just see what happens next.”
Beth shook her head and her California brunette curls covered her face. She brought a strand thoughtfully through her candy pink glossy lips and faced the screen again. Slowly so as to disturb the blankets over them as little as possible, she rotated her form and faced the screen full on. She twisted her head around and looked down and behind herself and grinned a wide, gleaming-tooth grin at the man behind her, who had, while she twisted around, slinked nearly imperceptibly down lower against the arm of the couch behind him. He seemed to shrug at her. Through her hair she said, in a voice barely audible to me all deep and soft, “Can you still see?”and her shoulders hunched once with a snicker.
“Does it matter?” I could hear him reply, though he tried with his deeper voice to be as inaudible to me as she was.
She stared at him several more moments before she puffed a tiny puff of air out her nose and rotated her face back to the screen, but not without her gaze snagging on me mid return, before snapping away toward the movie. I saw the lumpen blanket where it hung from her shoulders and created a sort of hammock over to his chin, bump up, and I saw, at the side of the pyramid shape she made sitting cross legged, a sharp poke as though she had moved her elbow. Perhaps she was slowly reaching back to scratch her back.
I stayed still the way I was taught by a kid on a reservation I used to play with when my dad went there to do his weekly doctor’s hours. He thought he could make himself invisible and I pretended he had, and he did the same thing for me. I lowered my breathing and imagined I was made of wood, that I was part of a totem still inside an uncarved tree trunk. My wife rocked side to side like she was shifting her dress under her, and by the inch, she moved herself back further, closer to Davie. She was wearing a glamorous Oscar-night glittering muted-pink dress with long sleeves billowing like Turkish pants before closing in bands around her wrists. It fit around her neck like a choker, and was just as tight over her breasts, stomach, and hips, before ending mini-skirt style, above the mid thigh. It was a long way down to her also glittering ankle strap spike heel sandals, an effect not lost to the sideways eyes of all the men there. Both Davie’s knees now appeared to be pulled up on either side of my wife, still in that dress but minus the shoes, where she nestled between them. Tiny movements bumped the sides of the blankets, stretched here and sagging there, over them.
“I swear to god,” she said to me looking hard out the corners of her eyes at me, “you’re sleeping, Kyle. Go to bed!”
“I’m awake,” I assured her in monotone without moving a muscle. I didn’t want to add that I was invisible too.
Beth suddenly spun around and glared hard at Davie. I could see through the sides of my eyes without moving them away from straight at the screen — another trick that kid and I taught ourselves — and saw her widen her eyes in a scolding flare before glancing at the side of my seemingly oblivious face. She looked back at him and grinned, and she even snapped her teeth in the manner of an agitated cat at him, and bared her teeth. There was a quick movement under the blanket as though she hit him, and I could hear her voice, even less audibly than before, say, “Stop it!” to him.
But when she turned to face the movie again, she started that slow, stealth rocking on her hips side to side one more time, and her shoulders heaved and her elbows poked at the stretched sides of the blankets. She also managed to push herself back all the while several more inches closer to Davie who himself shifted and straightened, also stealthily under the blankets, to be nearly lying with his head on the arm of the couch. It was difficult to make out exact proportions and lines by perceiving out the sides of my eyes, but from the way he was lying down, I calculated my wife would have to be sitting nearly against him between his legs. He was a tall guy with a long torso.
There are movements a blanket would make from a person or two breathing. But though it was so very dark, the blankets over my wife and her ex were visibly — barely — moving not from rising and falling chests, but from elbows poking sideways and shoulders collapsing down for extended reaches, it appeared. I needed to turn my head just a little to catch sight through the very corner of my eye of Davie’s face. I needn’t have been so careful. His eyes were closed. But he wasn’t sleeping. His lips were pursing and releasing and his jaw was dropping and closing. His mouth closed in a circle and released again in the manner of someone feeling something and being very careful about it. It was his shoulders that were collapsing as though he were extending his reach forward.
I rotated my face to the back of my wife’s head, to the locks of shimmering brunette that cascaded down her shoulders and over the blanket stretched between their bodies. I could see the profile of her face. Her mouth, I could see from the side, was doing the same thing his was. Her jaw would drop and close, her lips would pull to a circle and relax to a private smile, and like him too, her eyes were closed. Behind her to her sides it was her elbows that were slowly, rhythmically, poking at the sides of the blankets.
I watched fascinated as my wife slowly drew in a lung full of breath through her open, slightly smiling mouth, imperceptibly shaking in her chest, before letting it out also slowly, also imperceptibley, nearly, in jagged form, and her head shivered momentarily on her neck whose muscles clenched and bulged. She suddenly opened her eyes very wide at the screen and ran her tongue out over her top lip before curling her lips in between her closing teeth and a tiny, truncated, high-pitched chirp escaped from the back of her throat.
She quickly darted a glance over her shoulder at me but I returned my gaze forward to the screen in time. She continued turning the rest of the way around, slowly, to Davie and she vibrated her head on her clenched neck at him and flared her eyes again. She also looked back at the side of my face before gritting her teeth and frowning her brow. There was a movement bounding against the side of the blanket and I could see Davie gasp silently, his mouth dropping open with exaggeration of a pain response, followed by a devious smile. He cleared his throat and pushed himself up to sit straighter against the couch arm, and in the sudden flurry of motion and sound, clearing his throat again, my wife’s body slid back as though pulled toward him tighter. She had widened her eyes and ducked her torso and nearly laughed. She looked away toward the kitchen over the back of the couch to hide the wide grin on her face.
She turned further around that way toward him, her face pushing into the back cushions of the couch, and said in a low voice but loud enough for me to hear, and obviously through a smile, “Are you quite alright back there?”
She kept staring at him through all her fallen hair and I could see, though she didn’t know I could, being twisted this time all the way around away from me, that she was grinning widely at him.
“Almost alright,” he said, “just . . . “ he added, and he exaggerated the groans of someone struggling and in pain, as everything under the blankets appeared to be in motion, “got to get,” he groaned more, “there!” he said, and things settled down.
“Better now?” my wife said in the same wide and secret grin at him with a puff of amused air out her nose and through her hair that covered her face. She kept staring at him over her other shoulder even as she chuckled very lightly, in a very high tone.
“Just about,” he corrected himself one more time, and suddenly another flurry of movement erupted beneath the obscuring blankets. My wife’s body seemed to rise and fall and she gasped and bounced. The blanket momentarily shifted and slipped aside when she pressed her legs straight out forward, showing me her bare feet and painted toenails a moment before she quickly bent forward and re-threw the blanket over her exposed feet. Her eyes flared as she stared forward and I saw her knees rise and fall one after the other. On her face was the studied look of concentration as her feet worked one after the other. Slowly she bent over forward and reached her arm under the blanket all the way to a foot that itself pulled back toward her, her one knee rising up to facilitate it, all of it unfolding in slow motion to nearly make invisible the whole coordinated activity.
The movements had lifted the blanket from the side so that I was able to see the shadowed side of Davie’s hips and leg. When my wife’s slow and surreptitious movements halted, his began, starting with his elbow poking out, unawares, from the opening in the side of the blanket. I watched through the side of my eyes his hand slowly retract from under the blanket, and then push into the pocket of his pants, and just as slowly, come out again, and slide back into obscurity under the blanket. There was something small, something satiny — a tiny twist of fabric — in his hand that glinted in the light from the screen for a moment.
My wife turned her face around to me again. She was biting on her thumbnail as her wide eyes considered me. “You should go to bed I think,” she said more firmly this time. But she also contorted as she spoke, jutting her chest forward. She slinked down again but kept her eyes on mine the whole time. “About time, don’t you think?”
I turned toward her and inhaled slowly and steadied my exhalation. The blanket was not entirely up around her neck, but left exposed the choker part of her dress cinched tight. Or it had been tight. It was now slack but she didn’t seem to notice or remained unaware that it was visible to me. There were more slow contortions under the blanket and she turned forward again and withdrew her arms back under the blankets. The choker of her dress, once slack, slowly withdrew down under the blanket edge as well.
She grinned at the screen and seemed to fold her shoulders back and shook her head at the show as though something were all too typical or too predictable. Her shoulders seemed to collapse under the blankets and she leaned herself forward a moment, fidgeting at the centre of her back.
“It’s hard trying to watch the show knowing your staring, Kyle,” she said to me without turning. “I really wish you’d call it a night. You’re not even watching anymore.”
“I am so!” I protested.
“What’s happening then?” she said, turning to look at me over her shoulder. The blanket slipped from her chin showing me that her shoulder was now bare, before she pulled it back up and around her exposed neck.
As I described the previous scene of the movie — I had been watching it, in fact, and was maybe the only person who was anymore — she kept her eyes studiously on mine through the barely discernible darkness even as she slowly reached her arm under the blanket, up the height of the back of the couch, and then over the top. I caught a glimpse of muted-pink glitter but when her hand returned, it was empty. I gave away nothing, keeping my eyes on the screen and detailing the action that unfolded in the scene just ended. She kept her eyes on mine and lifted something else over the back of the couch — something small, something red, something with straps that dropped on the floor behind the couch like the last thing.
“Well fine then,” she said, “Stay up — but you know how you are the next day if you don’t sleep well.” She turned to the screen, twisted her body, and eased it down lower than she had been before. They both in fact were moving under the blankets until the edge pulled from Davie’s neck. I breathed and I slowly turned my head. He was focused on watching the show again with wide open-eyes. My wife’s hair, all chocolate and happy waves, spread over his chest. His arms came to rest over both of my wife’s shoulders, visibly glowing bare even though she kept struggling to pull the blanket up to hide them.
We all seemed to settle into the movie again, before I was distracted by my wife’s breathing, deep again, and not smooth. Between Davie’s slightly raised knees, my wife’s whole torso seemed to rise and fall. It hurt my eyes to turn them into their corners hard enough to see without budging my head. Her mouth was widening and closing again, her head was curling back and pressing into his chest, and her eyes were clenching shut as her lips curled between her clamping teeth. Another of those high-pitched, stifled chirps sounded from deep in her throat.
She twisted around from her nearly lying flat position and looked up through the top of her eyes at me. “Really baby, I want you to go now,” she breathed more than said.
“But it’s not over yet,” I said.
“I think you have to,” she exhaled hoarsely.
“Why?” I shrugged as innocently as possible.
“You just should I think.”
“Maybe you should,” I said back to her.
She looked further up behind her head to Davie who sat their stoically facing the screen. She shook her head and grinned and turned back to me with fluttering eyelids. “We have a guest. I can’t.”
“I see that,” I nodded.
“Anyway,” she said, shooting her jaw crookedly with annoyance. But she suddenly flinched and grinned and said, “What are you doing?” to Davie more quietly than she had spoken to me. She laughed and squealed and her body tossed as though another struggle had emerged under the blankets. “Stop it!” she said to him in a loud whisper and she seemed to be kicking and reaching behind her back with her hands.
Davie’s head shot back and he groaned out loud, “Ow!”
“Serves you,” she said loud enough also for me to hear. She looked at me and said, “And our guest can’t keep still or settle himself down either.” She looked over her head to him with flared eyes and a crooked grin.
“And your wife can’t seem to get comfortable.”
“Well I would if you would stop trying to . . . “ she said, stopping herself. They both flinched again and her back shot up enough for her head, pressing into his chest, to turn nearly upside down toward him. “Stop it I said,” she laughed and squirmed when she caught her breath again.
“I’m not doing anything!” he shrugged and pulled his arms out from under the blankets and held them up to show me, turning to me with a shrug and a who-me expression.
“Yeah right,” she said, now squeezed, it seemed to me, between the back of the cushion and his body, still lying out along the couch straight enough his feet poked out the bottom of the reach of the blankets. She lifted her head from his chest, gathered her luxury of brunette waves and twisted it into a loose rope that she pulled over her shoulder, and she settled her head gently back down, and curled it to face the screen, her cheek now on his stomach, though she had managed in the maneuver to pull the blanket up over his body to his neck, leaving her neck and head poking out from his side.
There came a little more struggling.
“What are you doing?” Davie said privately to her, trying to contain his exasperated laughter.
“I’m trying to pull your knees up,” she said equally privately to him, equally stifling her own exasperated laughter.
“You won’t be able to see,” he said to her, even as he did as she asked, and he created a stretch of the blanket over his body between the rising bridge stanchions of his knees.
“I’ve seen it before, I don’t need to see it,” she said.
“You haven’t,” he corrected her.
“Shut up,” she replied in an exhausted whisper.
Where I had earlier transformed myself into wood, now I felt a cement-like sensation filling my limbs and gut. I stared, but not at the screen — rather to an invisible point about half way. The invisibility I felt now was less from remaining so still and more a kind of transparency slowly transforming me, like the cement was perhaps turning into glass.
My mouth hung open but locked and my eyes could not blink nor turn, even as more struggling and tittering and loudly-conveyed “Shhh!”s emanated from the long couch beside me. I began to feel, I realized, like one of those patient’s Salk described — the “locked-in.” Though unable to move my eyes, I was still, like a prisoner pressing his face hard to his bars, able to perceive out the corners of my cemented eyes. With the same clandestine checking over shoulders, my wife kept her eyes on mine as slow and soft kicking and struggled ensued under the blankets until her arm rose slowly over the back of the couch, this time not hidden by the blanket. The tinkle of the latch of his belt was superfluous to me as evidence — I could see it was his pants she was dropping over the back of the couch.
They giggled and shh’d each other and she pulled the blanket over his body up to his neck and then let it down again. His t-shirt was in her hand where it crept up the back of the couch, until she released her grip on it, her pink-glitter painted nails catching the light of the screen for a moment.
She finally, after all the struggle, settled down again, except for one more not even concealed raising of her arm over the back of the couch — cotton fabric, red with white polka dots, dropped. She pulled her hair again and settled her head down onto his chest, curling her face toward the show so her cheek was on his abdomen. His knees fell flat again and she didn’t push them up this time.
About four of five inches in front of her face, below his abdomen, a lump the size of a fist rose and fell under the blanket.
Like Neo filling up with the glass of the mirror, I felt it solidify in my neck and, though I raised my chin, it filled my face too so that I could no longer feel it.
She didn’t look up at me, but she said, in a quiet voice, “Are you sleeping yet?”
I was paralyzed and my eyes, from the pain of the encroachment of the glass up my neck and face, fell half-lidded. I could see Davie twist where he rested his head on the arm of the couch, checking my eyes. But it was dark for him too. Staring over his shoulder at me, his arm emerged from under the blanket, and he tapped the back of my wife’s head with his fingers lightly.
She slowly, carefully, lifted the edge of the blanket from his body and ducked her head under it, letting it fall down over her head when her delicate fingers with their gleaming frosted nails let it go.
Davie’s head slowly rotated back toward the other end of the couch and he exhaled deeply through a mouth held in an “O” shape, and his eyes clenched tightly closed. Where it had been a fist slowly rising and falling below his abdomen, now it was a rounded ball the size of a head that rose and fell at the same exact pace.
The shock of it made me snort and the motion stopped and he twisted around quickly to look at me again, but I shut my eyes and gaped open my mouth. Perhaps, they must have thought, I was sleeping so soundly I had snored. I could hear her titter from under the blanket and I could see through my tightly slitted eyes that he had withdrawn the blanket from over her head and tapped her brunette mess again, still staring over his shoulder at me.
She had pushed the blanket off his entire torso to his hips and pushed herself up onto her hands and knees over him. Though I didn’t need the confirmation, she showed me that not only had she made herself completely naked under the blanket, she had also stripped him completely naked too. She dropped her head between her high shoulders and she grinned hard with the tip of her tongue pinched between her gleaming white teeth, and she bent toward him even as, balancing on knees and one hand, she had in her other hand a wide, hard cord that she pulled up and pushed down on. She brought her lips to his lips and she whispered to him an inch away, “You’re so bad.”
“Why is he still here?” I could hear his slow-spoken hushed whisper. He slowly pointed over his shoulder with his extended thumb, before placing his hands on the sides of my wife’s pretty head, and though she tried to kiss him and to extend the kiss with a moan even, he pushed down and she gasped with disdain resisting his push and squirming with an agitated squeal until her mouth met the side of her fist, and her cheeks bulged and the squeal became a muffled moan as her mouth followed her fist that slid down the length of that rope that stiffly emerged from between his legs, and disappeared inside her face.
It felt as though a thousand tiny clawed crows’ feet sprouted from the chair I sat in and slowly grew to dig into my skin and spread like roots of a tree over my body, a thousand sharp claws pinning me like a butterly to cork. To breathe in rippled my body with the pain of a thousand paper cuts and I shallowed my lungs to the tiniest minimum and contorted my face into a frozen silent scream.
My wife giggled and checked briefly over his hip, and satisfied I was by then completely out of it, she pulled on his legs from the far end of the couch and when he protested and shrugged in confusion, she only laughed and put her delicate finger to her mouth and, through squinting eyes, she shushed him again and pulled on his ankles. He assisted her, sliding down the length of the couch until his head came off the arm and he laid flat on the seat cushions. My wife kissed his thighs and his stomach and she said to him close to his face, “Shush you!” and she spread her limbs like an ant and rotated her body, nude and spectacular in the tint of blue light from the dark screen, over top of his body until they were upside down to each other.
She peaked over her shoulder and shook her head and struggled to contain her giggles with the tip of her tongue pinched again between her perfect rows of white teeth. She gingerly planted her knees down astride his shoulders. His arms struggled before uncurling, emerging from between her thighs and her hips, to wrap comfortably around her ass sticking up as she lowered herself to her elbows, and sank her head between his legs.
She toyed with his cock, pressing it against her cheek and kissing its side intimately and softly with a deep smile of contentedness she could not contain. The pain removed me from my body and I felt myself melt through the back of my chair like a molten cobalt ball dropping through slabs of lead. Freed of my body, I floated to the ceiling and looked down dispassionately at the figure grimacing and clenching, eyes stretched wide open, neck muscles ripping, fingernails digging through the leather of the arms. “Such extraordinary pain,” I remarked to myself in a dispassionate murmur, before redirecting my aloof attention four feet over to the goings-on taking place atop the sagging and groaning couch.
I sank like a cooling passenger balloon down in front of the couch and sat on the ottoman like the thinking man, one leg crossed over the other’s knee, my chin settling down to rest in my hand’s perlicue. I bent over and leaned for a better view. My wife licked his cock and giggled with it and kissed it and scratched it lightly with her brilliant pink fingernails. Her smile was not for him,  he couldn’t see it, his face was under her ass and between her legs, busy on her as a kitten taking up water from a bowl. Yet it was such a deeply-felt smile, until the sensations he gave her (one had to think reliably) raced up her torso and got to her mind like sniffing salts hitting her nasal septum. She sharply inhaled and drove her face up from his crotch and gripped her hand around his cock tight as pulling a shoelace. She dropped her head down suddenly ravenous for his cock, pushing her wet lips down over the head and crying with muffled moan as she pushed down and took him through bulging cheeks deep enough to show me his head poking at her throat.
Free of both the gravity and physics of a body, I drifted through the space closer to her, yet in that bodiless realm, still managing to keep perfect focus in my eyes for something so close-up, and I watched bubbles of her saliva form in the crease between her full lips and the slick skin of his cock, and pop and dribble down his length to slide inside her loose grip pumping up and down over his shaft. She brought her mouth off and up from the head of his cock and clenched her eyes and moaned. He was relentless on her. I moved between his cock and her chin and when she turned her face down again and opened her mouth wide, I looked all around me in wonder like a man seeing the northern lights for the first time directly overhead, and I marveled at the glistening moisture on the puffs of lip between the creases, the stretches of pre-cum and saliva between her top and bottom lips, and her tongue, laid out flat and so wet, drool clung to the tip. Her two rows of brilliant white teeth parted in front of me.
All went dark when her lips came down over my head and pressed in a soft “O” shape around my neck. Her tongue retracted and protruded again, slithering down my chest and stomach, coating me in her saliva, warm and slippery. My shoulders collapsed and my arms were pressed over my torso like I was a body in a morgue being prepared for the bag, when her lips pushed down over my body, firm and yielding, but relentless and determined, further and further down, until I felt the top of my head poke at the back of her throat, and her lips closed tightly around my ankles and my whole body was heaved as she gagged.
When she pulled excruciatingly slowly back up my body, sliding her wet lips over my torso and writhing her wet tongue around me, pumping it in and out of her mouth, stroking me with her tongue so expertly and knowingly, I could feel myself nearly tripping over the precipice and exploding through the top of my head. But she wrapped her long, deft fingers around my waist and squeezed me so tight, I was held in a limbo, neither exploding nor subsiding.
She twisted around and looked at my body in the chair and my attention was drawn to it by her, to the stiff, arm-clenched board stuck there as though frozen.
“Do you think he’s okay?” she said in a hushed tone to Davie. He merely shrugged without looking.
I floated over to his face when he pulled it away from my wife’s groin. “A bit late now, isn’t it?” he hushed back at her. I found myself looking up at my wife’s shining wet pussy lips through the backs of his teeth, before they opened, and everything went dark again. My face pushed against one soft, full and wet pillow, and then another. My face went down between them and entered a tight squeeze between gripping and releasing walls of flesh below the engorged lips. In a world of heat and wetness, covered in slippery tears, my face was dragged up over a hard, hot bump the size of my own nose. And when I kissed it and bumped it and played with it, the entire world of my wife’s hips and ass and thighs and pussy ground down, rotated, and curled up, repeatedly smashing against my face like torrid ocean waves pounding a shoreline.
She suddenly rolled off and stood up and pranced away to the kitchen, returning with a glass of water before both Davie and I had rubbed our eyes and sat up startled at the sudden coolness of air, released from the weight of her body. She cradled his head and tittered and fed him water like a nurse in a war zone.
“You’re so bad!” she said to him, setting the water aside and crawling over his body with hers crouched and close. I reached to touch her lips and to comb her hair out in my fingers but instead fit into her body as though I climbed into a wet suit, tight and zipped. I was trapped in her and struggled to free myself but it was as though it were a suit of rubber clear and so stretchy in was impossible to tear open from the inside. I kicked and pulled and I tried to bite the membrane, even as she leaned in down low over his body, and even as she brought her mouth, so recently a place of such intimate and immense pleasure for me, but now an instrument of a most vile betrayal, down to his lips and to his mouth inside which was the tongue I had just inhabited.
No amount of struggle could free me of the bonds that sucked me tight to her limbs from arms and thighs to the very tips of her fingers and toes. The membrane was as tough to tear as it was thin, so much so it was as though it gave no barrier at all between her skin and his skin, where they touched, first on the inside of her thighs to his hips, then her hands to his chest, his hands around her torso and across her back, warming and massaging, rubbing up and down, and finally her lips against his, her tongue around his, wrestling like two serpents in a bag.
I realized it was as though I was a non-dimensional membrane wrapped skin-tight around her body, yet completely endowed with every nerve end of a body myself. He rubbed her breasts and I felt his hands on my chest. He tickled his fingernails in the bite of her waist and I felt the light scratching. She reached her hand down between their abdomens and I felt the hardness, the heat, of his cock as she wrapped her hand hungrily around it.
She cooed using my throat. She playfully lapped at his lips with my tongue. She inhaled filling my lungs and she arched her back stretching my muscles. She squeezed his cock using my trembling fingers. And when she lowered her hips bringing the business ends of their bodies together to touch, it was my wet, full lips that were kissed by the head of his yearning cock.
I squirmed and I stretched and I kicked and tore, but everything I did only made him paw me, rub me, and plant his mouth all over every part of me that he could reach. When he groaned in my ear, I recoiled in horror and pushed to escape, but only fell further down toward him so that I could feel the big, bulbous foreign object press rudely against my crotch. I tried to scream and I tried to punch and scar and scrape and pinch, but his hands, heavy and warm, pressed my backside down with an insistence and a force that I could not counter.
The thing was too wide, it was too blunt, to go any further, but he pulled on my lower back and would not relent. I screamed and I twisted but it was like quicksand — the more I struggled the deeper I sank. When I thought I was going to be pried open by his forceful yanking, I found her lubrication, by now coating his cock, allowing my groin to slide without friction over the head and to open me just wide enough to accept, if I breathed, if I relaxed, an increasing proportion of the long, hard thing up and inside me. Though I held my breath and clenched my eyes and girded myself, the thing slowly and inexorably filled me until I felt as stuffed as roast pig on a feast table.
I relented and sank in my resistance, exhausted and spent as he pulled down and rammed back up, emptying me and refilling me with the harsh, unforgiving ruthlessness of a pile driver. I was alone and alienated in my feelings — my wife was breathing in squeals and moans and through smiles and kisses, she squirmed and undulated on his body with enthusiasm.
They both laughed and my body was tugged from his as though like a puppet with a hand inside me, and I was, wrapped around my wife, dropped unceremoniously onto my knees and elbows, and his hands, rough and determined, rushed and uncompromising, wrapped with no permission around my waist, and he slapped my ass as hard as a rodeo. I clenched my fists into the arm of the couch and I clamped my eyes tightly shut. I wanted to crawl away, to burn myself through the bottom of her body, through the couch and the floor, all the condos below, and down into the crust of the Earth, to burn myself into the iron core of the planet. But I was not granted an escape before he rammed his cock so hard, so abruptly, up into me from behind, it felt like he was pushing it out my throat.
His things rammed so hard against my ass I grew sore and raw and my elbows skidding painfully on the cushion of the couch until my head was bent crookedly against the side of the arm of the couch. He was remorseless in his savagery. Yet inside the thin membrane that I was, I felt my wife’s body spasm and contract. I could feel her neck strain and her inner thigh muscles clamp. Still he was fierce with his beating of my body with his jackhammer hips, even as tiny vibrations erupted from the souls of my wife’s feet and spread like heat-lightening through internal channels of her legs and arms, the energy gathering at confluences and multiplying in waves, a roiling turbulence gathering like a thunder across the sky, all of it funneling down to the center of my body, combining and braiding into snapping and crackling ropes all tied together in one big fist of a knot at the apex of my legs. It wouldn’t come undone and it wouldn’t open, it wouldn’t release and it wouldn’t undo. Everything in the world piled up behind it like some enormous global tsunami, and I could not relieve the mounting pressure that pounded at me like successively collapsing stars sucked one after the other into the blackhole at the centre of my body.
Until I did release.
And I lifted free of the membrane in which I was earlier trapped and I floated through the ceiling and up through the night sky, through the sphere of stars and into the void where I travelled at breakneck light speed and not at all.
“Oh,” my wife startled and twisted around. “Time for bed for someone, I think,” she grinned at me and I fell, tumbling through space like a god just given birth, and I plummeted into my rigid and slumped body in the chair, causing me to bounce up from it like I’d fallen from a short cliff.
My wife and Davie were sitting on the couch under blankets watching the show, clothes on, eyes open.
“Yeah maybe so,” I said, rubbing my face and peeling open my eyes by pressing my cheeks down. I inhaled deeply and I shook my head hard.
“I’ll send her in to you when I’m done with her,” joked Davie, and my wife slapped his ankle and shook her head rapidly and sternly at him.
“I'll come to bed when I can finally push this lunk out the door,” she said to me.
I stumbled out and through the bedroom door, but I stopped a moment in the shadows there to look back over my shoulder. I laid my head sideways and worked out what I could of the shapeless lumps the blankets made over the couch in the near total darkness of the living room late at night. It appeared to me as though my wife were nestling with her knees up to her chest between “her old flame’s” legs. But I shut the door against the sounds of the show and their low talking, and hit the sack. I heard light tittering and rustling before I fell deep asleep.
She awoke me coming to bed and I rolled my phone over to see the time. It was two hours later.
“She just ended?” I murmured.
“Yeah, uh-huh,” she answered quickly.
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