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My wife wouldn't stop teasing me

“But you still act like you think you possess your wife,” Lori said to me. She pulled her grin sideways and squinted at me through the corners of her eyes — she knew she was provoking me. “You’re not so modern and free as you like to think you are!” She retracted her chin down so far it nearly touched her chest and she caught her tongue between her rows of gleaming teeth and smiled widely. She was in one of her playful, teasing moods. 
Lori is my wife, a receptionist at a high-end medical clinic. She chuckled and shrugged and shook her head of copper-brown lazy waves at me before swinging her face over to Aaron.
“Well, let’s just see,” my friend said to her. “Let’s test it,” he darted his eyebrows up and down over his forehead the way he does.
Aaron was passing through town — he always travelled nationally and internationally, even, as a corporate environmental software rep. He patted the couch beside him where he sat far to one end. “Why don’t you sit right up beside me and see if he does anything about it?” He grinned sideways at me and snorted a puff of air out his nose.
I shrugged and nodded and chuckled to myself. We’d made a sport of testing each other’s rash claims all through college and we came up with some pretty hair-raising nights because of it.
Aaron insisted Lori and I don’t change anything about what we were planning on doing for the night just for him. “All I want is to have a normal night doing nothing; that to me would be exotic,” he said on the phone. “I’m tired of experiences,” he said with a chuckle. We’d been watching episodes of a show. It involved a guy — a cop — who goes homicidal over his cheating wife.
Though we were supposed to be as casual as any other night at home, Lori nonetheless got dressed up for my old college roommate in a tight little black number. For our “normal” evening,  she put together one of her great charcuterie boards, bought champagne, and searched for music
“What?” she said with a snort as she loaded the fridge with what she came home with. “Isn’t this how we normally live, honey?” she said, spinning around and throwing her arms over my shoulder with a snicker. “You won’t be arguing when I deep-throat you in bed tonight,” she whispered in my hear and she tussled my hair with her long, painted fingers. “Like any other ‘normal’ night, right?” she tittered with air-quotes.
She’d heard all the sordid tales about my old college friend, but she never met him before we invited him to stay with us and sleep on our couch. But she always showed a keen interest in meeting the subject of my most insane tales from back in the day. It was her idea to invite him to stay with us. “Maybe I get to learn something about you through him,” she said, turning away and licking her fingers like she’d been poking them through cake.
“So sit beside me and see if he reacts in any way,” Aaron said, patting the cushion again close to his leg. “I mean, why not, right?” It was a loaded “why not” and he knew it. He always did that — talked about me in the third person right in front of me, posing me as a subject in another cockamamie experiment of his.
I snorted at Lori. “‘Why not?’ is the question that got us into so many . . . “ I paused.
“ . . . adventures,” Aaron snapped his finger like that was the word I’d been searching for. “So why not?” he grinned with devilish mischief creeping up his face as he slowly — for effect — rotated his face back to my wife’s.
“Um,” she held up a finger from where her hand clasped on her arms crossed over her chest. “Maybe because I heard too much about you?” she swung her head down and around to him lazily and let her hair fall over her face to partially obscure her dark brown eyes. She’d put make-up on for the night too — her eyes were lined darkly, her lips frosted very pinkly. She looked like a single girl ready for a night out clubbing.
I found her in the bathroom earlier, taking a long time for a night at home watching shows, as we’d promised our globetrotter friend Aaron we’d do.
“What,” she said with a steady, monotone voice. She was close to the mirror pulling up her eyelashes with her tiny brush. “Don’t you want your friend to see how fabulously you made out in the game of life and love?”
She spun around in only her black satin underwear. “He might know you have a small dick,” she said, “but tonight he finds out it’s what you do with it that counts,” she lapped her tongue out her mouth and kicked her foot up behind her ass before she laughed and exited the bathroom, dragging her hand as though by happenstance across the front of my underwear. “Just kidding, Blake, I’m sure your dick is at least average,” she said, before chuckling to herself louder and looking over her shoulder on her way to her closet to see if her teasing had the desired effect.
I gave her my best narrowed eyes. “And it’s not how you do it, but the enthusiasm that you bring to the task,” I said across the room.
She stuck her tongue out at me. “Your dick is fine,” she called out from inside the closet. “What is it with men and the size of their dicks, anyway?”
“In Colombia,” I said, “they hang coconuts from their dicks to see who can lift up the most weight with it,” I pointed out, sitting on the can with the door open.
“Do you want to try that with Aaron tonight?” she said, coming into the bathroom with me and bending over, turning her back to me, and flipping her hair up over her head and down the front of her body. She was exposing to me the tiny zipper up the middle of the back of that tiny black dress.
“Aaron has a big dick, just so you know,” I said, pulling up her zipper while still seated. Yes, I pee sitting down. It beats cleaning the floor all the time.
She stepped toward the door and grappled it between her arms and raised a leg as though humping her groin into the front edge of it. “Really wish you didn’t tell me that, honey,” she said. She pressed her pelvis hard into the door and dropped her head back so that her hair nearly graced her ass so tight in her black dress. “You know that shit I keep saying about size not mattering?”
I didn’t give her the satisfaction of a reply.
She turned away and looked at me over her shoulder and scrunched her fists together in her lap and bent over at her hips and knees, pressed hard together. “It matters a lot,” she groaned as though in pain, before laughing at her own humour and leaving the bedroom. “Hurry up,” she said, “my date is almost here.” I could hear her chuckling all the way down the hall to the kitchen, and she knew I could, too.
It was, apparently, a complete coincidence that the show her and I were in the middle of binging on involved marital infidelity. “Who. Knew!” Lori said, when she plopped down on the end of the couch opposite Aaron.
The first episode passed mostly silently with nothing more than bits of prosciutto, lumps of Camembert, dollops of jam, and chunks of baguette. But as the next episode got going, it was me who posed the issue.
“It’s about concepts of possession, isn’t it,” I said. “I mean, what does the wedding ring symbolize but a collar? A show of ownership, sealed with something of immense value — a diamond,” I said. 
Lori rolled her face over to Aaron. “Was he this didactic at college too?”
Aaron rolled his eyes with excessive exaggeration back to her and nodded his chin even more deeply. “What do you think made me such a raging alcoholic all through college?”
Lori laughed out loud with a blurt and turned back to me. “I like this one,” she said. “Your other friends from college are boring as fuck, but what was it you were telling me about Aaron tonight? Before he got here?”
I kept my face expressionless as I took my time rolling my gaze over to her. She knew damn well what it was and it wasn’t the size of his eyes. She couldn’t keep both corners of her mouth from curling up.
I sipped my drink, I turned back to the show, and I said, as though bored, “He has big hands.”
Lori burst out laughing so hard her wine dribbled out her mouth and down her lips and she needed to cup her hand under her chin to catch it before it stained her dress.
“What did he tell you about me?” Aaron said, looking past my crack about hands.
Not to be outdone with demonstrating just how cool under pressure she could be, Lori laid her hand over the top of the couch behind him and turned to him with her face down and her eyes up. “He said, ‘Aaron has a big dick, just so you know.’” She shrugged and drank some champagne and kept her titters under control for nearly three full beats before bending over at her waist, throwing her hand over my lap where I sat in the chair, and laughing heartily, as she often does, at her own humour.
When she finally inhaled with her hands over her mouth, she flung herself back into the couch and reached over to pat his knee. “I’m sorry,” she snorted and laughed again just us uproariously at her snort. “Been a long hard week in the salt mines,” she said, and she tapped his leg with her long fingers before leaving her hand to rest on his lap, with a glance up to my eyes and the tiniest curl at the corner of her lips.
“He isn’t wrong,” Arron said, sipping from his flute of champagne and turning casually to the screen. “It is big,” he shrugged. “More of a burden than a blessing.”
“Still,” I said, just as causally, “my wife assures me it doesn’t matter.”
“Oh it fucking matters,” he shot back at me with a reassuring nod.
“It doesn’t matter,” I repeated with my hand patting the air down between us and my eyes blinking academically closed.
“I think we need to ask the only one here who can truly answer,” he said. It was another of his challenges. We both turned slowly to face Lori.
“What!?” she shrieked, and she grabbed a pillow to hide her face behind it. I saw her blush.
“If you can be mature a minute, darling,” I said to her, gently tugging the pillow down from in front of her face.
“What?” she said like she didn’t know. She tugged the pillow back up over her face, revealing only her dark eyes.
“Inform our guest, would you. Does size truly matter?” I sipped my champagne and half-lidded my eyes and I raised my pinky.
She stared at me several seconds before she shrieked again and ducked down at her waist and buried her face in the pillow in her lap to scream again.
“I’m so sorry, honey,” she said, finally lifting herself up.
Aaron made a wide gesture with his outstretched arm sweeping across the room like he knew all along, and I guess he did.
“Bu- bu- but, you always said size doesn’t matter!” I protested, half in jest, but also half seriously.
“That’s what girls say to guys who don’t have big dicks, just to make them feel okay,” she squeezed out like it was painful to inform me. “Anyway, its just one factor. There can be pretty cocks too,” she said with her head tilting and her eyes big and innocent. “Does he have a pretty cock?”
Aaron and I both began snickering out of control.
“Not exactly what a guy notices at the urinals at the game, to be honest,” he said, leaning over to tap his hand on her bare thigh.
Both Lori and I noticed the familiarity of the touch and we shot a brief glance at each other. Her hand remained on his bare thigh, too.
“Anyway,” he said, “weren’t you going to sit right beside me and see what he does about it?” he said.
“Can I see his cock?” she said to me. “Just see it!” she shook her head and dropped her chin with one of those looks. She moved over the couch while awaiting my reply, pressing her body up against his, snuggling against him and smiling defiantly back at me. She laid her hand fully spread out over the top of his thigh and scrunched her fingers into a fist and released it, her nails, painted flat deep brown, scratching his skin.
“Okay, so whip your cocks out, then,” she said. “I’ll tell you whose is prettier . . . “
A word about my wife: she can be shy, but she also rebels against the stereotype and forces herself in situations to go far over to the other side when she detects herself feeling sheepish. I’ve supported her in this. She’s told me enough about her upbringing for me to know, it’s important that she gets to be “one of the boys,” as she puts it.
She means by it, being bold, being unafraid, taking what she wants, rejecting expectations. She raised her eyes to mine to convey all that and more. She laboured in a heavily male-dominated business, and she had aspirations of surmounting it all and running the place one day.
Mastering “jock talk” was what she determined was her ticket. She might have laboured under misinformed and naive ideas about what guys actually talk about, or “josh” each other about, as she puts it, in locker rooms and pubs, but she felt strongly about it. Promotions were not based on merit, but on “jocularity.”
I couldn’t disagree: I didn’t live her experience every day. But it didn’t sound too wrong. I’m a tech guy in the water department. I’m nothing. Aside from the shrugs of work-friends, I could die and no one would notice. If Lori didn’t show up to work, a lot of people on both ends that she connects — doctors and patients — would be at a total loss, and not just for a few hours. But I was paid four times what she was paid, seven times if you count the overtime that is always available to me if I want.
I saw her point: guys who were “jocular” moved up and ran departments.
“I have to be like that,” she said, punching “that” like it was a most highly sought, and most elusive, goal.
All of that was in her look she gave me when she said, “whip out your cocks.” So of course, I looked at Aaron, I shrugged to say that there were no options, and I lifted my hips and undid my pants. In the look I gave him, he recognized the sense of things too, and so he also raised his hips and tugged down his shorts. Aaron — he was always up for it.
To say Lori is a “sexy babe” might be taken with a grain of salt, given I am her husband and so of course I would say that about her. But look again at the cover of this book. I took that picture. We were at an art museum and the painting behind her was a huge famous abstract. We only meant to capture the fact that we saw the painting, but she bent on her hip, she hung her left arm, and she raised her chin to me — after pulling her hair over her shoulders. She posed and I clicked. Those eyes, half-lidded, that mouth, open, but not tense, not smiling but also not growling, is her all over. She liked using her body to convey sexiness, but she was a tangle of contradictions, like we all are. She hated that women used their bodies to get ahead.
My wife is a complicated woman, and I love every aspect of her tangled-up self.
She tried so hard to be clinical when she reached her left hand over Aaron’s lap and her right hand over my lap, when I moved over to the other end of the couch, and she wrapped her two hands around our respective cocks with an air of studious objectivity about her. 
“He’s certainly longer but you’re thicker,” she said to me with a reassuring nod. She brought her palms up and down over both our cocks in equal time. She turned her face to me and held it a moment as though composing herself before stating her next observation. “His cock is hotter than yours.”
She suddenly ducked low and turned her face sideways away from me and squealed. She lifted it just enough to find me in the corners of her eyes with her nose touching her knee. “I don’t mean hotter like that, I mean warmer,” she pursed her lips to stop grinning and snickering.
Aaron leaned forward and turned his head sideways to see me over my wife’s body between us. “Your wife is pretty out there, Blake,” he said.
“What?” I said back to him leaning into the couch cushions behind me. “You said an ordinary night like any other, didn’t you?”
They both laughed and I shut my eyes and let my wife’s slow, soft hand do its usual magic on me. Nobody else was talking either, and when I opened one eye to peek over, I found Lori turned toward Aaron, and when I leaned forward to see, I caught them kissing. My wive’s chest heaved with her deep breaths and her back arched to push her breasts out tight against her dress.
Lori must have sensed I was staring at her kissing my friend, and she slowly pulled away from him and rolled her face to me across the back of the couch. Her eyes were glassy. “Why is it always the girl who has to get naked?” she said.
“Huh?” I replied, noticing that Aaron closed his eyes and leaned his head deeply back into the couch cushion as she stroked him talking to me.
“When you guys went to those strip clubs,” she said, recalling one of the tales of adventure I told her about.
“You want him and me to get naked?” I grinned.
She just stared at my eyes and I knew her answer. “C’mon, Aaron,” I said, “fair’s fair — she has a point.”
“Well if you say so,” he said, and he stood up with me and we both began to strip down. When Aaron and I were roommates, we lived by the golden rule of improv theatre: to every suggestion, the answer is always “Yes, and . . . “
My wife leaned back comfortably in the couch to watch us both in front of her, her leg hooked over her other knee, her foot dangling with her lipstick-red peep-toe pumps hanging from her toes and her arms crossed over her tight black chest.
“Stand side by side,” she said. “In front of me.”
Aaron and I glanced at each other but we obeyed. It wasn’t awkward — we’d been on any number of sports teams together.
“Closer,” Lori said, but her voice caught and she glanced at me. We stepped forward until our shins touched the front edge of the couch and our knees touched her legs. Lori dropped her mouth open and dragged the tip of her tongue over the underside of her top lip before reaching out with both hands to wrap her cool fingers around both of our cocks again. “The prettiness of a cock,” she said almost as though talking to herself, “depends on the context — it has to belong to the body,” she said with a squint as though it were a difficult academic concept.
Aaron and I, nearly shoulder to shoulder and stark naked in front of her, glanced sideways at each other and we both snorted and squelched our laughing.
She bent at her waist and leaned forward, curling her hand under my cock and resting it in her palm as she brought her mouth to the head. I gasped when she closed her eyes, projected her face on her extended neck, and took me between her hung lips and pushed me deep inside her mouth.
She pulled off again. “Okay,” she said with a slow nod. “Nice,” she protruded her lips thoughtfully. I watched as she turned her face to Aaron’s cock and did the same thing — she bent forward, she extended her neck, she dropped open her mouth, and she drew her soft, full, pink lips over the head of his cock and down over his shaft, filling her mouth with him.
“Fuck me,” Aaron groaned.
I snorted but briefly. I’d never seen a girl take a guy in her mouth  that wasn’t porn. But something else was going on, too. With me, she pushed her lips over my cock, and just as quickly, pulled up and off me. With Aaron, though, I could see her cheeks bulge and her throat undulate — she wasn’t coming off him nearly as quickly, and I knew her tongue got busy on him inside her mouth.
Aaron steadied himself on his feet by spreading them and putting his hands on his hips before he looked down at the top of her head, and as though instinctually, forgetting the mouth was his friend’s wife’s mouth, he drove his fingers into her hair and over her forehead and drove it back over her head to see better as she pulled up to the head of his cock, and plunged down again so far, her pink lipstick left a smooch on his pubic bone.
She pulled off of him and curled her lips between her teeth and looked at me with her face down and her eyes through their tops. “Taste test?” she said to me as though I were asking for an explanation.
She pulled off his cock and pulled her knees up to kneel on the couch sideways facing me. “Come on,” she said softly, “ya big cry baby,” she grinned. She patted the couch and nodded at me to sit again. I did, and she dropped to her elbows and knees and gobbled me up in her mouth with corkscrewing enthusiasm and I sank back into the couch and pushed my fingers through her hair and I smiled. “That’s right,” I thought to myself. “Just like that.”
My wife moaned on me and panted and drew short breaths. I almost forgot that we had a guest, she was going down on me so blindingly good. I peeked open one eye to see if he was even still here.
He was. He had sat down like I did, and Lori had lifted her knees over his lap and laid her hips over his naked groin. I should have known that sucking me alone wasn’t what was giving her those rising-pitches of short, inhaled gasps. My wife’s black dress was pulled up over her hips and Aaron’s hand was plunged down inside her black panties. I could see his fingers working between her legs. She still had her red shoes on, too.
As Lori sucked on me between her gasps and cries, Aaron rotated his body under her so that he came to lie on his back with his legs draped over the far arm of the couch. His head was directly under my wife’s pelvis.
Lori spread her legs and planted her knees into the sides of the cushions and tightly arched her back so her stomach and chest pushed into the couch and her hips shook and snapped over his face. He wrapped his arms around her waist and his hands gripped and masaged her ass inside her black panties.
My wife looked up and caught me watching how she was rotating and curling her hips into my friend’s face under her and she pushed herself up to me on her straightened arms and nuzzled her face against mine until we kissed sloppily.
“Fuck, Blake!” she whispered against my ear as she wrapped her arms around my neck and hung on to me tightly. “He’s going to make me cum if he keeps doing that!”
No sooner had she said it than she arched harder in her back, inhaled as though she were suddenly stabbed, and held her breath with her jaw writhing like she was drowning under water. Her whole body shook violently, and she cried out loud and began to laugh immediately. Her body collapsed and she rolled onto her back over my lap with her head on the arm of the couch beside me.
Blake pulled himself out from under her and sat up a foot or so down the couch from me and he looked over at me and swallowed. “Sorry, Blake,” he said, and he drew his arm over his mouth to wipe my wife’s residue from his lips.
“You boys having fun reliving your glory days yet?” she said hanging her pinky on her bottom lip. She brought a knee up and carefully pointed the glossy red toe of her shoe into and around Aaron’s cock, still half-erect. She tittered as she poked at his balls with the point of her shoe. She brought her other knee up and her dress fell around her waist. She lifted both beet and clasped them together around both sides of his cock and she pulled up and down, stroking him with her red shoes.
“Pretty sure this is a first,” Aaron said looking at me, and my wife laughed and bolted up from me. She twisted around and fell backward into Aaron’s lap, throwing her arms around his neck to hang from him, and she looked back over her shoulder at me.
“I thought you two shared everything,” she said coyly, lifting her mouth to his to kiss him, and her eyes to mine to watch me.
“Not quite everything,” he said. My wife tittered and pushed her face up to his ear and whispered something private to him.
“Don’t think that’s a good idea,” he said to her loud enough for me to hear.
She laughed and bit her lip and thought of something else to whisper to him, once she got control of her giggles.
“She wants me to take her clothes off,” he said to me over the top of her head.
She gasped with horror and lightly slapped his cheek. “You weren’t supposed to tell him!” she flared her eyes at him. She twisted and contorted until she spread her knees over his hips and pulled herself up to straddle his lap and lean her chest into his face. She turned her head sideways with her chin on top of his head and she narrowed her eyes at me. “Feeling possessive yet?” she said, biting her lip at me.
I grinned. I’d almost forgotten that that was how this whole thing started: the show, the cheating wife, the raging, homicidal husband.
“I don’t own you,” I shrugged.
She kept staring at me even as she reached with a twisted arm up behind her shoulders and she tugged the tiny tag of her zipper all the way down her long, slender back. She pushed herself back from Aaron’s chest with her arms out straight until she sat up rigidly on his knees. She curled her shoulders in, tugged at one short sleeve and then the other, and wriggled her torso until her tight black dress fell forward from her body and bunched around her waist.
She turned her face down to Aaron but kept her eyes tight in their corners on mine and raised her arms straight up to the ceiling and lifted her hips off his thighs just enough. She didn’t have to say anything, Aaron knew to pull her dress up and over her body and head and arms, and he laid it carefully over the back of the couch to his side behind him.
My wife shrugged one shoulder at me and clamped her bottom lip between her gleaming rows of teeth and looked down at Aaron below her. She let one shoulder fall forward and then the other, and the thin black ribbons of the shoulder straps of her bra fell down over her biceps. She pulled one elbow out and then the other. She looked over at me again as she reached with both arms bent tightly behind her, and she unclasped her bra. She held the cups to her breasts with one hand and wrapped her other hand around the back of Aaron’s head.
She looked down as she brought her hand away and let the cups of her bra fall from her bare breasts. She inhaled with a gasp when she pulled his head and pushed her chest, and fed her bare breast into his mouth. He kissed and licked her and she rolled her face to mine with her messy hair all over her eyes. “Anything now?” she breathed more than she spoke.
I swallowed and I let my eyes run down her cheek, over her neck, and down her long, toned, undulating back, to her hips, her round ass, and her toned legs spread over Aaron’s lap. I didn’t answer her, I only gripped my cock in my hand and lifted my eyes back up to her’s by way of giving her my answer. She grinned hard, struggling to keep her lips together, and she buried her blushing face deep into Aaron’s neck.
She whispered in his ear and tittered and scrunched herself down tighter into his neck. She lifted her ass from his lap a little bit — but just enough.
“Do it,” I heard her gravely voice order him close against his ear and she pushed her chest harder against his face.
Aaron’s hands flowed over her shoulders and down over the skin of her back. She licked his ear and panted against him. He pushed his fingers under the waist band of her panties and she chuckled privately against him. He tried to turn his head sideways to me but she prevented him with kisses and licks over his cheek. She groaned with impatience and nipped his ear tip with her bared teeth.
He pushed her panties down over her ass and they stretched between her spread thighs. My wife rocked up onto one knee and let him draw her panties down over it, and then the other knee, until finally she reached behind herself and pulled her panties the rest of the way down her shins and over her red shoes and off. She merely glanced at me with disinterest and let her panties fall from her raised, pincered thumb and finger, and let her panties float to the floor in front of the couch. She was left wearing only her red shoes, a tiny silver chain around her ankle, another one just as fine around her waist, and a tight necklace and bracelets and rings around her fingers and thumb. And earrings — long, silver drop-stick earrings that tinkled when she swung her head back to Aaron under her. She dropped down and curled her naked body to smooch her lips into his chest.
“He’s not going to do anything, watch,” she said to him, but with her eyes shooting over to mine. I saw her far elbow stick up and drive down and I saw between their bodies her hand wrap around his erection and pull and push over it.
What started out as fun, light-hearted teasing became, by the twists and turns of my wife’s naked body writhing in my friend’s lap, quiet and serious making out. For the first time all night, I had the urge to shout, “Stop it!,” to push up and pull her by her naked shoulders off him. But I wasn’t sure I’d be able to win if I did challenge her. Things had gone too far.
And yet, they hadn’t gone nearly as far as they could . . . .
I reached over to stroke her back, but she pushed her arm at mine and pushed me off. I wanted to lean over her and kiss the back of her neck, but she looked at me through glazed, half-lidded eyes and cascades of her hair and shook her head “No” at me. I wanted to hold her hand, but she curled her fingers into a fist, pulled it between their humping, naked bodies, and turned her face away from mine.
The music thumped, the show played on silently, and the lights were dim. I stumbled back into my chair and plopped down, pulling my clothes over my naked body as though in shame and I gripped my chin in my hand and rubbed it wondering what to do, how to do it, when?
My wife was breathing hard and moaning and biting Aaron’s neck, and his hands roamed over her back, down over her obliques, and held her by her waist, her hips, and her thighs.
My wife whispered in his ear and grinned widely. I could see Aaron’s head shake “no,” but my wife’s face, nearly hidden in his neck, grinned wider and nodded “yes.” I saw her arm push down between them and I could tell Aaron was trying to grip her wrist and pull her hand off of his cock that rose between them and pressed against her stomach.
I crossed and recrossed my legs and my heart rate went through the roof. My wife whined like a kid not getting what they want and she tittered and bit his hear and lifted her hips above his lap. Her hand reached down between her legs from in front of her pelvis, and I could see from behind her palm grasp Aaron’s cock and she pulled it so the head cut through the cleft of her pussy lips. They hung from her they were so swollen and puffy and they glistened in the dim light, she was so wet.
He recoiled in his hips and tried to sink himself into the back of the couch to keep his cock away from her pussy, but she moaned with amused irritation again and threw her arm behind her back to reach for his cock between her legs from behind.
In the tiny space between their faces, I heard Aaron, with firmness, say, “No!” to her, and immediately my wife, with teeth clenched and rocking her forehead into his forehead, said more emphatically, “Yes!” before she tittered. She stroked his cock behind her and lowered her hips. His hands appeared under her ass where he struggled to push her body up and keep her from sinking it down on him.
She curled her hips in and her lips folded around the head of his cock and she reached for the top of the couch above and behind his head and gripped it hard enough to whiten her knuckles. He pushed with all his strength against the insides of the very top of her thighs, and he groaned with exertion like a weightlifter. But Lori also groaned with a high-pitched, needy whine and she clenched her stomach, flexed her shoulders, and curled her hips in. Slowly, I watched his cock slide deeper into her pussy until she succeeded in making their pelvises meet.
It was like I was no longer there. My wife began to ride Aaron, throwing her head back, clutching his hands to her breasts, and crying out loud to the ceiling with her hair so long down her back it draped over his knees. And Aaron, he held her ass cheeks, but no longer to hold her away from him — he was pushing and pulling her, fucking her body and ramming his hips up into her from below.
My eyes dried out and my fingers wrapped around the edge of the arms of my chair.
Aaron pushed up and, with my wife clinging to his body, he turned around, landed his hands into the top of the back of the couch, and with my wife’s legs stretching up to the ceiling around his waist, he sank his hips down into her, and he fucked her hard, deep, and rhythmically. My wife’s voice was high-pitched, breathless, and surprised. Her back arched deeply and she buried her face in the crease between the cushions behind her.
“Oh my god!” she cried out loud. She’d had another orgasm with his cock pounding into her. She tried to catch her breath and she tried to laugh, but Aaron was lost in his own oblivion. My wife struggled up from under him but only to fold her body over the arm of the couch, her legs over it like it was a saddle, and she raised her ass for him to take her from behind.
He did, but he surprised her. She yelped and cried out, “No!” and tried to reach behind herself to push his hips away from her ass, but he slowed his advance and seized her hips in his hands and made her lie her body down over the length of the arm of the couch until her face rested on its side facing me.
When he eased himself into her anus a little bit more, she sucked sharp breaths and grabbed at the fabric of the arm of the couch and winced and clenched her eyes. When he pushed a little more into her, tears emerged on her cheek. He stopped pushing, but she said with her mouth sloppily dragging on the fabric, “A little more.”
When he pushed a bit more into her, her head shot up and her back arched as tightly as a gymnast’s. “Oh my fuck!” she bellowed to the wall behind the couch.
Aaron pulled out of her nearly all the way and my wife gasped and sank into the arm of the couch. When he pushed into her again, she cried out louder than ever. I could see his cock entering and emerging from her anus. And when he pulled out and pushed in again, I saw his cum gush from the hole and his neck muscles bulge and his veins stand up.
Lori felt him cum inside her and she frantically reached behind her body to pull at his hips and scratch at anything she could touch of him. Her whole body shook and it sank as though it would pass through the arm and through the floor. She’d cum yet again. Three times.
When she finally pushed Aaron off her and got up on her wobbling legs, she held his shoulder for balance before stumbling over the floor, gripping my shoulder for balance, and stepping uncertainly the rest of the way down the hall to the bathroom. She walked like someone who’d just done anal for the first time.
Aaron and I both got dressed silently. Lori came back having showered and in her robe she slipped down into the chair with me. “Hey, you okay?” she said to me privately and she stretched her neck up to gently kiss my cheek.
What could I say? I didn’t stop it. And with what I’d said all night about possession and marriage and ownership of bodies, there wasn’t much I could say.
“I’ll get a sheet and pillow out for the couch, okay?” she said to me and she kissed me on the nose.
Aaron and I sat still silently and blankly watching the show without the volume and listening to the quiet music, not looking at each other. Lori came back and gestured with her head for Aaron to get off the couch. When he stood up, she said something in his ear and when he stood there squinting at her, she pushed him and pointed down the hallway. He frowned at her but she shut her eyes and nodded at him.
“So, what end do you want your pillow at?” she said to me as she flicked the sheet and settled it down flat over the couch.
I stared as though stunned.
She put the pillow at the far end and leaned over me in the chair with her hands pushed into the back of it above my head. “Are you going to be okay with this?” she said. “We can talk in the morning, okay?” she said with a happy smile, and she touched her fingertip to my nose. “Maybe keep the music on, though, okay?” She shrugged and blushed. “Might be loud?”
I knew Aaron was standing behind me but I didn’t turn to look. I heard Loir whisper and giggle and I heard him protest also in a whisper. But I heard her laugh more, I heard their bodies struggle, and I heard their whispered argument recede further and further away until I finally heard Lori’s and my bedroom door close — tightly.
I laid on the couch and stared at the ceiling and wondered what I would say in the morning. I must have fallen asleep because I was awoken after what felt like a couple of hours later. I was startled by what I thought was a cat in distress. But then I heard the cry again, and then again, louder. I sat up and turned my head, trying to discern where it was coming from.
Down the hall, light emerged from under our bedroom door. I crept down the hallway and before I even got to the door, I could hear my wife behind it, gasping and crying in a rhythm that matched the low, bumping thud of the bed against the wall.
I twisted the knob but she had locked the door. I leaned my forehead into it and heard yet again her breath inhale to the top of her lungs, her breath and cries stop, and then her release like someone thrown from a very high cliff, and then her joyful laughter.
Late in the morning, after I had had my third coffee, I heard it again. The high pitched gasps, the cries, the thumping, and then nothing, before the loud cry, and the gigling laughter. They both came out a few moments later, Aaron to race, completely naked, to the bathroom, and my wife, pushing her messy hair over her head, tying up her robe over her naked body.
She threw her arms around my shoulders from behind and kissed my neck and said into my ear, “Mm-mm!”
She spun me around on my stool and through her downcast face and upturned guilty eyes, she said, close to me and privately, “Thank you. You’re the bestest husband a girl could ever wish for,” and she hugged me tightly and for a long time.
“I gotta jet,” Aaron said from the hallway halfway to the condo door. He waved and turned to go already fully dressed. He was in a hurry to get out, I could tell. “Talk later?” he said to me, holding his hand to his face like a phone.
Lori hurried after him and stopped him at the front door after he’d already gone out into the hallway. She went out after him and let the door close on her foot she trailed behind her. I leaned back on my stool and could see her arms around his waist and his hands around her ass. I knew they were kissing and talking quietly.
Finally he left, she let the door close, and she came sheepishly up to me. She hugged me from behind and rocked me against her chest.
“Just so you know?” she said. “I could never live with a guy like that, not in a million years.” She kissed the top of my head. “And you and I, we have great sex, you know that,” she kissed me again. “Before you say anything, I need you to know, that what just happened — that was so much fun, but that was all it was. It was just fun — it was like getting pie-eyed drunk for a night, or going on stupid rides at the park, or overeating my favourite pie. It was just fun, ike you and him used to do, right? I let loose, I did crazy things, and it all means nothing but a night of crazy fun. Okay?”
She came around and sat beside me and held my hands in my lap.
I looked at her and she looked back at me, and it was too hard to deny anything she just said. She looked exactly the same as she ever did after going overboard at a party the previous night. How could I be mad?
“Let’s not even talk about it,” I shrugged.
She threw her arms around my shoulders and pressed her body to mine. She kissed me a thousand times on my lips and squealed. “I can’t believe the kind of great husband I have!” she said, and she went to the coffee machine and got it working on her cup.
She looked over her shoulder as the creamy golden foam dribbled out the nozzle. “Aaron says he’s going to be passing back through in about three weeks. You okay with me inviting him to stay again?” she said with eyes and mouth held as relaxed and serious as though she were asking me about going to get groceries later.
I puffed my cheeks out and scratched the back of my head. “I mean, I guess . . . “ I started, but she cut me off.
“I already invited him!” she squealed and she brushed her body against me as she passed by on her way back to bed. “Come and make love to your wife,” she called down the hallway. “But we have to take it slow and easy, I’m a bit sore,” she called to me as she turned into the bedroom. “Anyway, I think I owe you one deep-throat blow-job to completion, don’t I,” she called out loud from bed, and she laughed. 




The delicious pain of the unfaithful wife

My wife Britney settled back onto the couch facing the wall of windows and the lit up city below at night. She was in her tight, torn, and faded jeans and royal-blue rolled-sleeve linen men’s shirt, untucked with long tails. She’d kicked off her white trainers at our condo front door when she came back in with Chris.
She folded a leg under herself and twisted sideways to sink her elbow into the sagging top of the back of the couch and laid her cheek in her open palm. She chuckled to herself as though recalling some joke, before sipping from her stemless glass of wine that she picked up from the long, narrow table behind the couch.
She swirled it and stared down into the transparent red ripples. “Soooo . . . ” she grinned up through strands of her golden-blonde lazy waves and fixed him with her dark and flaring brown eyes. “ . . . you never told me.  Why did you get divorced, again?” She watched her own hand swing like a grappling crane over the rim of her glass as she swung it over the couch and lowered it back down onto the table with a single, hollow crack.
Her and Chris had been together in high school, but parted when they went to different colleges. They stayed more or less in touch in the 8 or so years since. She always teased me about still “having a thing” for him, and laughed because it was supposed to be so impossible.
“Lack of interest I guess, really,” he shrugged back at her and smirked. “We just didn’t have that much left to do with each other, really, once the wedding was done and the house was bought and so on.”
Britney and I had been married four years. We’d also been talking about the future and the prospect of life together after things had settled into their routines. But it seems we came up with a slightly different solution from what other people do. Which is why Britney asked Chris if he wanted to “hang out” sometime. And why I was stuffed into a closet.
She dropped her arm back down over the top of the couch and let her fingernails touch and drag on the back of his arm which he had also draped over the back of the couch, having pulled himself sideways to face her from where he sat on the middle of our couch, exactly mirroring her pose.
Britney watched her fingers dance ballerina-like over the skin of his arm and puffed air out her nose and lifted her shy grin to his face. “I’ve certainly missed having you around to call on,” she said, still watching her fingers as they walked like a runway model up his arm, her hand twisting left and right. It made her giggle.
“At any time of the day or night, too, no matter what I was doing,” he grinned crookedly back at her.
Britney bent low at her waist and covered her face with both her hands and squealed inside her cupped palms. “I know!” she cried. “I was so bad!”
“Not that I’m complaining,” he shrugged with mock exaggeration and he laughed.
“True,” she said, peeking through her fingers spread open to uncover her eyes. He raised his knee and leaned it against the back cushion and Britney wrapped one hand around his kneecap and her other hand around his thigh and pressed the side of her face against his leg. “I don’t recall you complaining one little bit, as a matter of fact,” she pursed her lips at him.
“Not really possible though, is it,” he said,  “when your mouth is covered the whole time,” he said.
Britney gasped and her face flushed pink. She rolled back and reached behind herself to grab a pillow that she swung at him, softly. “Oh my god! I can’t believe you said that!” She leaned on his leg again and wrapped both hands around the top of his thigh, further up.
“Your favourite thing, if I recall,” he grinned. He quickly snatched the pillow from where she had let it fall in his crotch. He wound up with the pillow behind his head and Britney shrieked, blinked her eyes, and dove forward over his body trying to snatch the pillow back. But he recoiled backward until his head came down on the arm of the couch. He dangled the pillow over his head behind the arm and Britney squirmed over his body, squealing and laughing, trying to pull his arms and his shirt down, and trying to seize the pillow before he swung it at her.
He stretched on his back over the length of the couch sideways and my wife, laughing and shrieking, stretched over his body on her stomach, kicking and snatching at his arms. Their faces were close together, their stomachs were pressed together, and their hips ground into one another’s. It was intimate, it was familiar, and it was sexy. I had to remind myself that I was supposed to feel hurt and angry, but something about helping to organize it made my mind cloud over with arousal that I had to blink hard and shake to struggle against.
“You loved it, too, you know it!” she said, her grinning lips nearly brushing his lips.
“Not gonna deny it,” he said, keeping the pillow away from her grasping hands.
She pulled herself up to sitting on his hips, her knees spread around his waist, straddling him. “You think you’re the only one who remembers things?” she cocked her head sideways before snatching at the bottom of his shirt below her, yanking it up, and playing with the sharp nails of both her hands over his exposed obliques.
He instantly bolted up on his head and heels, lifting my wife off the couch where she sat on his extended hips. She continued to tickle him and laughed just as hard as he did as he torqued and twisted under her completely incapacitated.
She squealed and shimmied on her hips down his legs, and keeping him contorting under her, she pushed his shirt up over his chest and bent over at her waist to blow raspberries on his exposed abs.
His body jerked and thrusted with such violence, she clamped her knees around his thighs and slipped her arms under his back to hug his hips to her body hanging on to him like a mechanical bull rider.
She licked her protruding tongue along the top edge of his jeans below his belly button and laughed. He brought the pillow down on the back of her head and shoulders repeatedly, but she ignored his blows as she tugged and twisted at the button and fly on his jeans. She shrieked when he got himself under enough control to get her back, to twist the buttons of her shirt open. She tried to stop him undoing her shirt, but not by getting away and not by pushing his hands from her chest, but by slashing and poking her tongue at his sensitive skin along the waist of his underwear below his pants that she had managed to open and spread across his groin.
He was ticklish there and he was susceptible to the light, wet lashings of her tongue, but not enough to distract him completely from opening her shirt all the way. She was wearing a black lace bra beneath. We picked it out together.
“I know what exactly what you deserve!” she shrieked and she rolled back onto her back like a flipped beetle and she tugged and yanked at the bottom of his pants when he kicked his legs in the air above her reclined body. He beat her repeatedly over the face and chest with the pillow but she persevered and got his pants down his legs and finally off.
She rolled over onto her stomach and they both stopped squirming and laughing and, sweating, they struggled to catch their breath. My wife folded her elbows and laid her arms over his abdomen and stacked her fists to rest her chin looking up at him over his body exposed up to his neck with his shirt still twisted around and pushed up.
“You were just as bad as me,” she said to him with a languid grin, her hair messy over her face.
“At what?” he said, looking down at her and feigning confusion. He folded his arms behind his head and propped himself half up. He reached behind his neck and tugged his t-shirt the rest of the way over his head and off. He remained on the couch laying on his back under my wife in nothing but his bright-orange tight athletic briefs.
“You know what,” she said shaking her head at him. She rolled in place onto her back with the back of her head nestled into his crotch and she lifted her hips on her heels and shoulders and undid the buckle and fly of her jeans. “Getting too hot in here,” she said as though to herself, as though to justify taking her jeans off, and she snickered. She struggled to push and wriggle to get them down off her ass and she peeled them inside out down her legs until they hung like wind socks from her ankles and she kicked her legs and laughed with exasperation.
“Turn around,” Chris said, and he tapped at her shoulder. She continued kicking her feet and snickering but she spun herself on her hips and lowered her legs down over his body and let her loose inside-out jeans, still hung up on her ankles, collapse over his face and neck. He pulled them from her feet and let them fall from his fingers onto the floor over his head and she watched lying on her back opposite to him, her finger hung from her bottom row of front teeth, her eyes half-lidded with considerations. She wriggled in her back and shoulders and extracted her arms from the sleeves of her shirt and let it, like her jeans, fall over the side of the couch to the floor. She remained in only her bra and panties.
“Roll over,” he said to her.
“What, just so you can get what you want?” She lifted her foot and delicately stroked his cheek with her curled-up big toe and chuckled.
“What you want,” he said.
“You think you still remember how?” she narrowed her eyes at him. “It’s been a while.”
“I guess there’s only one way for you to find out,” he said and he tapped the side of her thigh.
“I suppose you think I’m going to suck your thing too, don’t you,” she shook her head with mock disdain. She drew her toe down his jaw and over his chin and down his neck.
“Why did you call me if you didn’t want to get it crammed down your throat again?”
Her back arched up and she laughed hard. She sank back down and dug her heels into the cushion to either side of his shoulders to drag her body up over his. She lifted her feet and hooked her heels over the arm of the couch and dragged her hips further up over his chest until, tittering, she edged the front of her black lace panties into the bottom of his chin.
“I have a perfectly serviceable cock at home,” she said, rotating her hips and dragging the fabric of the front of her panties up and down over the point of his chin. “Unlike you, I don’t have to go on booty calls from old exes just to get my rocks off,” she bit her lip at him and shoved her crotch harder against his jaw.
“Where is Harry, anyway?” he asked. He had hooked his fingertips into the elastic waist of her panties and began, inch my inch, to tug them over her hips and, stretching, up over his face.
“What if I told you he’s hiding in the closet over there watching us?” she monotoned her reply to him. She lifted her legs and pressed her knees together to facilitate him sliding her rolled-up panties over her knees, down her shins, and over her feet, and off. She carefully settled her feet onto the cushion to either side of his head with her knees still pulled up. She lowered her hips until her bare ass came to rest on his chest and neck. Her bare pussy now touched his chin. We shaved her together earlier that day.
“So he’s one of those guy’s who gets off on watching his wife fuck other guys?” he asked her nonchalantly.
“Don’t know yet,” she shrugged. Her hips quivered and she pressed her heels into the cushion to lift her crotch and drag it, upside down, up his chin and to his mouth. “But he hasn’t stopped things yet, has he,” she grinned over her body to his face between her legs and bit on her finger.
My breath caught and my heart flipped. But she wasn’t lying. I might have been clutching my phone in my hand hard enough to crush it with the message “Stop!” ready to send on the screen, but I didn’t send it yet. Still, telling him I was home, hiding in the closet, was not something we’d discussed or agreed to.
He threaded his arms under her legs and laid his hands flat on her stomach and ribs. She shivered and curled her toes into the cushions and gripped his forearms in her hands. When he parted his lips and poked his tongue out to touch with the stiff tip the puffy and glistening lips of her pussy, she inhaled a shot of breath through her clenched-tight teeth and grimaced.
“Britney’s kryptonite,” he groaned quietly and she briefly tittered but the grin fell just as quickly from her face.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she said with a shaking voice that was mostly breath. “I’m a married woman, now,” she groaned to him.
“Whose husband is apparently hiding in the closet ten feet away,” he said, before he pressed his mouth around her pussy lips like a French kiss.
She inhaled with a shaky breath and rotated her hips harder against his mouth. “It’s true,” she forced out with nearly no breath at all. “And I’m his wife whose ex boyfriend is going down on her,” she cried out in a high-pitched voice. She squirmed and rolled on him and pulled herself up onto her knees and elbows. She was frantic about tugging his boxers down, and she laughed at herself and her own clumsiness. His cock sprang up in front of her face when she pulled the waist down and she immediately pushed her lips down around the head and took him inside her mouth with a loud, whining moan.
Chris pulled at the back of her waist and she protested with a voice muffled by his cock deep in her mouth, but she also relented, and squatted at her hips to lower her groin slowly as an elevator until her pussy touched and vibrated and sank, finally, down over his mouth. She pulled her face up from his groin and squeezed her shaking hand around his full erection and pumped him violently. She exhaled hoarsely, mouthing the word “Fuck!” more than saying it, and she dropped her face and sank her mouth even further down around the length of his shaft. I could hear the sloshy sound his mouth made, buried under her twitching and curling pussy.
I held my phone in front of me but I didn’t send the “Stop” message. My wife’s head bobbed between her ex’s pulled-up knees and her hair waved where it draped around her shoulders and his groin. Her back arched in and out as she curled her hips up and down over his face, and his hands pressed into her back and clutched at her hips. The sex was unbridled and enthusiastic. It didn’t appear like there would be any limits found between them. The control would be all mine. The more I knew that, the less inclined I was to use it. They looked like they knew each other and hadn’t been apart for more than a week, the way they went at it.
“‘The relationship between physical pain and physical pleasure,’” I read to my wife in bed one night, “is so close as to admit virtually no daylight at all.’” It was a psychology website about BDSM. That wasn’t exactly what Britney and I were looking for, but it touched close enough upon the subject.
“It shouldn’t hurt you just because I have these thoughts,” she said. “I mean, it’s true, isn’t it,” she went on, holding my hand in hers, squeezing it under the white sheet. “We’re supposed to believe that when we find the right person, it’s going to be this idealized, perfect union that completely destroys all other desires.”
We had been comparing, again, out love lives prior to getting together. It was a subject she liked to bring up I thought at first because she wanted to know details mom mine. But I began to realize, when she showed just as much interest in tales and partners she already knew intimately about from several re-tellings, that she liked evoking that time in our lives the way someone else watches a movie over and over or re-reads a favourite book. She liked being put back there.
I knew because I liked it too — remembering the crazy ones, the hot ones, the surprise ones and the dominant ones. I let my hand slide out of her hand and over her hip to find her pussy lips moist. She bit her lip and swallowed and closed her eyes. I kept describing in more and more detail how a girl I liked was on my couch in my college dorm, how she kept saying she couldn’t, but kept tugging at my wrist to pull my hand further up under her skirt. My wife was soaking when I told about how I leaned over, eased her panties down to her knees, and licked her.
It took a few of these to finally turn the table on her and get her to describe to me one of her favourite guys, and one of her favourite times with him that she loved to recall.
“Do you sometimes masturbate thinking about him?” I asked her.
She gasped and covered her face. But she also uncovered her mouth enough to say, “How did you know?”
“Does it hurt you when I tell you about guys I . . . “ she dropped her voice completely and only mouthed the word to me. “ . . . fucked?” She tittered and hid her face under the sheet.
“It does,” I said to her, “but in an interesting way.”
“What do you mean,” she said, clutching her hand around my cock. It remained placid — I still wasn’t recovered from our session moments earlier.
“There’s an excitement about it, too,” I said.
She squeezed and flicked her tongue over my nipple. “I know, right?” she moaned. She didn’t have to explain. She jumped on me and fucked me harder and faster and more vigorously moments earlier than maybe she ever had even when we were new to each other, and what lead to it was me talking about girls I had, and where I had them, either in my car, at a party in a bathroom on a counter, in a forest, in a tent . . . .
It’s what made us look up the idea of pain and pleasure, of which there was a lot of literature when it came to physical pain and physical pleasure, but scarcely anything about emotional pain and emotional pleasure.
“So if you get excited when I tell you things that should make you hurt, like how I fucked certain guys, and how I fantasize about fucking them again, then . . . . “ she trailed off.
“You certainly do when I tell you,” I said. She kicked me under the sheets and guffawed and squealed. “But we’re talking about you right now,” she said.
I knew she wasn’t ready yet. “Then what?” I prodded her, picking up her line of thought before I interrupted her.
“I don’t know,” she equivocated and pulled the sheet up to her eyes and dropped them over to mine. They were dilated and flaring.
“Just say it,” I grinned. “Now’s the time.”
“Well,” she said, pushing herself out of her comfort zone and bravely confronting things. “It would certainly hurt you if I had an affair.” She rolled her head slowly toward me over the pillows and held her face in a stoic expression for three whole beats before she shrieked again and yanked the sheets over her head.
“It would hurt, that’s for sure,” I nodded to the far wall and I waited for her to come back out when she was ready. “I bet you’d just love that, too,” I kidded her, kicking her under the sheets.
But she didn’t deny it. She didn’t laugh. She just held my gaze with hers steadily and silently.
“Oh my god!” I gasped. “You do want to!”
She stayed quiet for several more moments before she said, “It might be fun for you too, you never know, right?”
“Fun for me? To know you’re going out with another guy?” I guffawed and slapped the sheets and gasped and rolled my head to the window. But it was all for effect.
“But maybe there would be pleasure too, of some kind . . . right? Like we were just saying.” She drew her foot up my leg under the sheets and she pursed her lips to staunch a grin that creeped over her face.
“That’s such crazy talk, though!” I said.
“I know, right?” she replied, but she didn’t move her eyes off mine. Suddenly she rolled over on top of me naked under the sheets and she straddled my hips with her legs and lowered her chin to my chest. “But you get off just as much as I do when I tell you about how I did it and with who and where and how it felt and whether I . . . “ she dropped off suddenly.
“ . . . whether you had an orgasm?” I finished her sentence for her.
She squirmed and grinned and hid her face down in my shoulder. “Yes,” she said against my skin. She kept a journal of all the times she ever orgasmed.
“I can’t deny it,” I said to the top of her head. And I couldn’t. As rambunctious as she was making love with me after we shared our best stories, I was lost in fits of physical abandon in and on her just as much. Thinking about my wife experiencing the ultimate in sexual pleasure hurt, but only a little. She was right: we can’t expect our partner in life to be forever-after the most incredible and mind-blowing sexual partner too. There was an indescribable pleasure that seized me when she told me about her favourite fucks. “I get off on it,” I stated flatly to her. I had to admit it — it was obvious.
“Just imagine,” she said, pulling herself back up to my chest and face. She kissed me. “Me having fun with a man now, after we’re married.” She kissed me again.
“You mean fucking him?” I fell back into my incredulous state. I couldn’t believe we were actually talking about it.
She hid her face again, but not for so long this time. “Maybe fucking him. Maybe not. Who knows . . . “ she said, biting her lip with anticipation and mystery.
“Me watching?” I said.
She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open. “I didn’t say that!”
“Hiding,” I said.
She gasped again and swallowed and looked around as though to ensure no one was there to hear the scandalous suggestions. “Watching your wife fuck another man!” she widened her eyes and dropped her smile down widely.
“Hiding in the closet the whole time,” I said.
She pushed her body hard down against mine. “Maybe jerking yourself off watching me suck Chris’s cock,” she said.
We both stopped. Her eyes filled with fright as she brought them guiltily up to mine.
“We didn’t say Chris, did we?” I looked down at her with narrowed eyes.
She bit her lip.
I’d met Chris a few times over the years. He was a nice enough guy, but we both kept our distance. I knew he was my wife’s high school boyfriend, her first experience, and that he remained special to her.
“I mean, it wouldn’t be a stranger, then, would it,” she said quietly into the skin of my neck that she kissed lightly.
That’s how it came to be that I was in the closet and my wife was naked on the couch with Chris, sucking his cock while he licked her pussy. The deal we made was, I would be able to text her to stop at any moment I wanted to, and she would stop. We agreed to let things go as far as they naturally would before that, just to test whether it was true that emotional pain — and what could be more emotionally painful than watching one’s spouse make-out with an ex? — brought emotional pleasure just like physical pain can. The key to the physical pain, according to all the BDSM literature, was that the one experiencing the pain had full control over it, could make it stop at any moment, and decided what would happen, where and when.
So we replicated all those conditions. I held my phone at the ready with the stop message already pre-entered. And I watched through the gap in the closet doors as my wife’s moans filled the room and the scent of musk and sweat and sex filled the air.
I held my phone but I didn’t sent the message, because there was no doubt about it at all. I was gripped by a feverish level of pleasure. I knew I was supposed to make it stop long before clothes starting coming off. Britney predicted I would stop it the moment she began kissing him. But I only watched more intensively the further things went.
My wife pulled up from Chris’s lap with strings of saliva stretching from her mouth to his cock and she carefully lifted and placed her limbs to rotate her naked body over his and she settled herself back down on him to kiss him. Her breasts pushed into his chest, their stomachs and hips came together, and I could see his cock, straight up behind her and nestling in the crack of her ass.
She chuckled and held his jaw in her hand to kiss him more deeply. She reached her hand down between their bodies and I saw her fingers emerge between her legs to wrap around his erection behind her. She stroked it and laughed and cooed to him. It took only the slightest of motions when she torqued her hips, pushed her back down, and pressed his shaft against her lips hard enough to pop the head of his cock inside her pussy. She withdrew her hand that reappeared above her to scrunch her fist in his hair, and her hips curled down to fold her glistening pussy lips over his cock, and she made it disappear entirely inside her.
They murmured together and she sat up on him and pressed her straight-out arms down with her palms spread over his pecs. She rocked on him back and forth and she gasped, she shivered, and she smiled down at him. He reached up to her with his arms out straight, took control of her waist, drew his hands up her ribs and over her breasts, squeezed her there, and closed his hands around her neck.
I swallowed and squinted my eyes. I imagined earlier what it might look like if I let her keep going. But nothing could have prepared me for her high-pitched, breathy sounds and the sucking, slushy sound of his cock penetrating her obviously very wet pussy, and the thick, pungent smells that emanated from them both.
My wife whooped and squealed when he rolled her off of him and she laughed and shrieked when he nudged her feet apart and bent her over the back of the couch. She knelt on the edge and pushed her stomach out and rolled her head to the ceiling when he entered her again with his cock already wet from her. She turned her head sideways and dipped her back further down to kiss him behind her.
He pushed her roughly into the cushions and she allowed herself to be manhandled by him, leaving her limbs limp. He pulled her legs to his chest and hugged the back of her thighs to his body so her ankles flopped and hung over his shoulders. With her hips lifted up from the couch cushions, she held onto the edges at her sides resting only on her shoulders and head. Her body jerked with violence when he pummelled his hips against her upside-down ass.
He pushed her down and she let herself sprawl lifelessly half-off the couch, her limbs twisted and lying awkwardly on the floor, and he went to the kitchen to peer in our fridge. She got up and found him standing at our counter eating and drinking and she pushed herself between him and the counter, dropped herself to her knees in front of him, and took him in her mouth again, moaning more loudly than before.
He pushed the food aside and picked her lifeless body up by her armpits and settled her on the counter. She spread her legs and made a weak attempt to cover her pussy, but he pushed his cock insistently at the back of her hand and she tried to tsk-tsk him for his brutish behaviour, but she was interrupted by her own deep, guttural groan when he stabbed his cock through her.
She wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her ankles together behind his back as he wrapped his hands around her soft bare ass and picked her up to carry her. They continued to fuck like that, him carrying her, she bouncing on his hips, out the kitchen, down the hallway, and out of my line of sight. I heard the bedroom door shut with the thud of a foot and I creeped out of the doors. The bedroom was not discussed. It was all supposed to be on the couch.
The emotional pain began to kick in hard when I leaned my ear to the closed door. Unable anymore to see my wife and watch her, unable to text her either —she’d left her phone on the side table by the couch — I could only listen at my own closed bedroom door. The increasingly higher pitches of her cries, the increasingly longer delays in her breath, and the increasingly louder and faster knocks of the bed against the wall, told me she was getting close.
I sank down onto the floor and twisted my head painfully to the side to keep my ear spread on the back of the door — to hear every nuanced breath, every knock of the bed, every surprised-sounding gasp. Her orgasm was so releasing, I came in my own pants. I didn’t realize that I was squeezing and releasing my cock through my pants the whole time.
“Oh my god,” Britney gasped when I told her later that night after Chris went home and I came out of the closet. “You came too?” She covered her gaping, grinning mouth.
“You don’t know what you sounded like,” I said, looking away.
She flung herself over top of me and pinned my wrists to the sides of the pillows under her hands. “You loved it!” she said with her head lowered below her high poking and round shoulders. “Admit it!” she growled.
“Mixed emotions,” I looked at her through narrowed and turned-sideways eyes.
“Pain and pleasure,” she shrugged one shoulder and pursed her lips to keep from grinning too widely.
“Okay, it was hot,” I finally nodded with my eyes shut.
She shrieked and threw herself off the bed. From the bathroom she shouted back at me. “I knew you’d love it, you perv!” She came back walking like a catwalk model over the floor to the edge of the bed holding up two earrings to her ear.
“What are those?” I said.
“Do they look nice?” she said, twisting her head side to side and letting the earrings swing.  She pulled her hair in a bunch behind her head. “Imagine my hair up,” she said.
“I mean sure,” I squinted back at her. “But why?”
“Because!” she said with barely contained excitement. She darted on the tips of her toes to her closet and flung the doors open. She came out holding a short, black cocktail dress against her nude body. “Nice?” she said, turning around and around.
“Okay,” I said. “But . . . “
“Chris is bringing me to this charity gala thing tomorrow night,” she nodded to herself and went back into the closet. She came out holding an aquamarine satin bra and panties to the front of her body. “And you’re going to help me get ready for him!”
She tilted her head side to side to ask me if I approved.
“Where are those from?” I squinted at her. I didn’t recognize her fancy and expensive new underwear.
She tossed them from her body back inside the closet and flung the door closed before leaping over the floor and diving over the bed and over top of me still lying in it. She kissed me sloppily and hungrily. “Chris bought them for me!” she kissed my nose. “Maybe you know him — my boyfriend?” she tilted her head and widened her innocent eyes a moment before shrieking and laughing.
“Anyway,” she said, “We’re staying overnight at a hotel downtown, so no need to worry.” She sat up on me and straddled her knees around my hips before lifting her hips off mine and cupping both her palms around her pussy. She groaned and winced. “But he’s rough on your cute little wife’s body!” She pulled her hands away and crouched down over me to press her chest into mine and kiss my nose lightly. “Might have to cut you off for a few days after I’m with him,” she said, and she leaned forward to whisper in my ear. “He hurts me.”
She made me clasp her bra and zip the tiny zipper of her dress. She made me strap her shoes and look at her eyes close enough I was intoxicated by her scent.
“But no touching,” she murmured to me holding her lips up for my inspection. She bit her lip and reached to take both my hands in her’s. She tilted her head sideways and puffed a sympathetic breath of air out her nose. “Aw, poor baby. But just think,” she widened her eyes at mine and squeezed my hands tightly. “How hard you’re going to cum in your hand when you know my boyfriend is thrashing me too hard all night long in his hotel bed,” she said and she laughed and went back to the mirror in the bathroom clacking in her high peek-toe platform shoes.
She found me in the mirror behind her staring at her body in that tight, slinky black dress. “Are you going to be okay?” she said. She didn’t wait for an answer, though. Her phone pinged and she startled and rushed for the condo front door. “He’s here!” she cried with alarm.
I followed her to the door but she only gave me air kisses. “I’ll text you if I can, but . . . if I don’t text, well,” she said, biting her lip. “I think you’ll be able to figure it out anyway.” She grinned and scrunched her head down and went out the door backward, closing it and disappearing down the hall.
During the course of the evening, I received periodic pictures of Britney and Chris, selfies with their cheeks together, laughing, or feeding each other bites from their plates, or dancing together, closely.
I wrote her. “Does he know you’re sending me these?” The picture she sent me was their bodies pressed together on the elevator.
She wrote me back. “He doesn’t mind you knowing at all. He likes you!” she wrote. “It was his idea to send you pictures. I said no, but I can’t make him stop.”
I pondered the meaning of it all. There was definitely pain involved. Then another picture came. It was the both of them facing a mirror in a hotel room. She had her thick necklace on, but the picture showed no dress on her shoulders or her chest, and the picture came all the way down to the tops of her breasts. She put a caption on it. “Guess you can tell where this is headed,” she wrote. “He’s so impatient!”
There followed several more pictures, once every ten or so minutes, showing my wife nude, showing their bodies entwined, and sometimes showing nothing decipherable at all, it was so full of motion and out of focus — but mostly pink with barely discernible limbs here and there.
A gap occurred before the next picture. It was taken from above my wife’s head and when I studied it, I realized hear arms were around his waist and his legs were around her back. Her face was down in his naked lap, and he had obviously taken the picture without her knowing. And it was probably him who sent it to me too. I’m not sure BDSM enthusiasts felt that pain.
The next picture was a selfie by my wife alone. She was in the bathroom — I could see the shower behind her. “Oops,” was all she’d written. A white, gelatinous substance hung in gobs from her lips and chin. She hung her tongue from her mouth on which more of the substance hung. Her neck was covered in it, as were her breasts. The index finger from her hand was caught in the act of rubbing it into the areola of her breast.
One more picture arrived an hour later. In it, my wife was asleep or dozing. The pillows were on the floor, the sheets were pulled up and twisted and tussled. My wife’s nude body was flopped over the bed, her feet crammed into the headboard, her hair a mess over the foot of the bed. It was taken from across the room.
“Did is hurt enough?” Britney asked me when we looked at the picture together on my phone later that day.
“It did,” I managed to groan back to her.
“Did it hurt more seeing me so beat up and worn out like that by my boyfriend, knowing he took the picture and sent it?” She bit her lip awaiting my reply.
I shut my eyes and tried to steady my breathing. “Uh-huh,” I said.
“Did you cum?” she whispered in my ear with a grin.
I had to be honest. I mean, isn’t that what healthy marriages are built on? I nodded.
“I can’t hear you,” she said.
“Yes,” I managed to squeeze out from my empty lungs.
“Yes what?”
“Yes I came,” I moaned.
“Doing what?”
“Looking at pictures of you.”
“Where?” She was torturing me.
“In a hotel bed.”
“With who?”
“Your boyfriend.”
“Now put it all together like a good boy.”
My breath was shaky and my limbs burned. She squeezed my cock painfully hard.
“I came looking at pictures of you in a hotel room with your boyfriend,” I said wincing and halting.
“There’s a good boy,” she whispered against my ear. “Now I have to sleep — I’m too sore and worn out,” she said, patting my stomach and rolling over.
I stared at the ceiling unable to get the images out of my head. 




Pro Bowl Hot Wife

Cass and I were invited to Curt and Nora’s place for a little mid-summer get-to-know-ya. Nora was Cass’s friend and colleague at the charity fund she managed, and was a widely-known TV news anchor, and Curt was her all-star football husband. Cass had been over to their mansion several times and knew Curt, too, but I’d never been and didn’t know them.
I thought it strange that such a famous celebrity couple would make an evening of it for just little ol’ Cass and me.
Their enormous front door glided open and we tentatively went inside. Curt leaned out into the hallway from the kitchen to wave us down. 
“Hey!” he smiled broadly and wiped his hands on a tea towel tucked into the waist of his pants. The guy was enormous — wide, tall, and huge in every way. I didn’t know humans were created on that scale. He struck me as the theoretical Nietzschean “superman” embodied: he seemed entirely composed of rippling muscle tissue. He moved like a dancer.
“About time! Thought you got scared!” he kidded in a booming voice as he strode down the hallway toward us like the defensive end he was, heading straight for another doomed quarterback.
I rolled my eyes and snorted like a kid. He nearly crushed me against the wall as he passed me by and wrapped both his massive arms around Cass’s waist and lifted her feet right off the floor, just to hug her.
I snorted and frowned and wondered what to do.
Cass pushed her palms into the bulging muscles between his shoulders and neck, whatever they’re called, and she kicked her heels up and squealed in a feeble attempt to free herself from his bear-hug. He let her body slide down against his body, causing the bottom of her short, tight, and white dress to slide up the back of her thighs and she exposed her white lace hipster panties for all to see. Nobody but me seemed to see them, though. Or care much.
He didn’t kiss her on the cheek, he pushed his lips right onto her lips. And it wasn’t a friendly peck. He was smooching with her, and he pressed her back against the wall until she formed fists with both her hands and pounded on his shoulder blades and kicked and squealed in a muffled tone inside the kiss like a girl being held.
I stood back and stared in a kind of awe. My wife was not the easily overpowered type. But she was grinning like a kid.
Curt’s wife Nora leaned out into the hallway from the kitchen and chuckled and shook her head at her husband. “Oh my god, Curt,” she called out with a wide grin, rolling her eyes at me. “Let the poor girl say hello at least before you maul her!”
“Hi there, you must be Bryan,” she said passing me by. “Good drive up?”
“Not much traffic,” I replied. She was more striking in person than even with make-up and lights on TV. She seemed to emerge from an entirely different gene pool.
Curt continued to press himself against the front of my wife’s body, pinning her wrists against the wall above her head with one enormous hand. He hung his head down between his huge, round shoulders, and nudged at her downcast face with his nose and chin until he put his finger into the bottom of her chin and lifted her suddenly demure face to his.
She glanced over at me. She knew I wasn’t used to how it went when down she came over. I stared without words.
“You feel that?” Curt said to my wife closely and intimately, and he smiled widely with his mouth nearly touching hers.
Still I stared dumbfounded. It was a lot more than what my wife warned me to expect. “He’s very affectionate,” she told me. “You have to let him be who he is,” she patted my hand in the car on the way up. “He doesn’t know his strength,” she said. “He’s just a big kid inside,” she laughed. “Also, it’s cultural.”
“Cultural?” I said, frowning as we took the correct highway exit.
“He likes to remember and celebrate his culture,” she nodded at me firmly. “It’s really intriguing, isn’t it.”
I didn’t know how to take that: was that also a warning?
Cass turned her face away from his and rolled her head along the wall to face me. “I . . . “ she shrugged and widened her eyes at me and pursed her lips. She turned her face back to Curt’s and their foreheads rolled together. “Yes, I can feel that, of course!” she said in a hushed but grinning voice.
He hung my wife from the wall like some butterfly pinned to cork. Cass seemed content to wait him out, hanging there without struggling. He dragged the back of  hand down the front of her chest, around and over the sides of her breasts, and down over her waist and her hips before he reached around behind her, pushed his huge hands between the wall and her ass, and took her small cheeks in his enormous palms and squeezed her hard enough to make her yelp and hit him, playfully, on his chest. He wasn’t gripping her ass through her dress, but with his hands on her panties.
“Cold!” she scolded him.
But he lifted her off the floor again and pushed her thighs around his waist with his elbows, and she squealed and crossed her ankles together behind his back.
I looked at her and she looked at me, and she gestured with her hands out as though to say, “What are you going to do?” She bounced on his waist as he carried her away from me down the hallway and into the kitchen.
I’d been married to Cass for four years. I knew her only ever as someone in charge of things. She was proud about being in control. Suddenly, within seconds of stepping in the guy’s house, she became a totally foreign subject to me. She became pliant, young, demure, and shy. Submissive would be the word, I guess.
“Come here,” Curt said, carrying my wife on his waist, “got to show you something.” His voice was at once commanding but also controlled, emitting a volume that could carry over a field yet feel hushed beside your ear. He carried her past me so close, he made her body push my body back against the wall behind me. Nobody noticed. I’m not exactly small, but I was suddenly feeling like a flea.
“It’s just Curt being Curt,” Cass said to me quietly as she passed, hanging from his neck like a girl around her uncle’s neck.
“Hey Cass!” Nora said, and Cass hung back and away from Curt with her fingers still locked together behind his neck, and she twisted to exchange friendly pecks on the cheeks with Nora who she passed still riding on Curt’s hips. “Wait till you see what Curt’s been cooking,” she said to Cass, and she followed the back of her enormous husband into the enormous kitchen.
I drove my hands into my pockets and followed behind everyone else. It was like I wasn’t even there. 
Curt carried my wife around the island and set her down on the edge of one of the counters, and her legs dangled and swung. She was wearing high heeled, peep-toe platform sandals. She arched her back and locked her arms straight down with the heels of her hands pressed into the rounded edge of the counter.
“Whatcha got for me, big man?” Cass said to him flirtatiously. She glanced at me but only momentarily.
“Just go with it,” she told me in the car. “He’s a different kind of man — he has very big ideas about himself,” she said with widened eyes, and she shook her head and snorted as we drove through the wooded, remote road. “He might say or do things you don’t like,” she said, “but you have to understand where he’s coming from.”
“Which is?”
Cass rolled her eyes. “He’s just on a different level, is all. He owns companies, Bryan, he doesn’t just work for companies.” She shook her head like I was challenged by the concept.
And maybe I was. The most wealth I ever witnessed was the owner of the KFC franchise I worked at when I was 14.
Curt and Nora giggled and she slapped her husband’s enormous face. “Hold still, you big galumph,” she laughed, before she poured an oyster half-shell into his mouth.
He spun around and stepped up to my wife who reached with her hands expecting to be handed something. But he slapped them away, he leaned his head back, and he struggled to keep from laughing or opening his mouth. He gripped my wife’s bare thighs where her dress was still pushed up too high, and he pushed them open wide like her hips were a wishbone in his fingers.
Cass squealed but Curt seized her tiny wrists in his massive hands and pushed his body forward with his hips spreading her thighs wider around him. She rolled her face side to side to avoid his face that he projected up close to hers, laughing and shrieking. Nora came around behind the counter laughing hilariously, and she pushed one hand into the middle of my wife’s back between her shoulder blades, and took her blonde pony tail in her other hand, and she pulled it back.
When Cass squealed, her mouth opened, and Curt sealed his mouth over her mouth, and my wife suddenly recoiled from him, clenched her eyes shut, raised her knees into her chest, and yanked her head forward from Nora’s grip on her hair. She grabbed Curt’s face by his jaws and ducked her chin down, squinted her eyes tightly, and swallowed something.
“What in the name of fuck was that?” she cried out loud when she raised her face back up. She was also laughing, though, and wiping her arm over her mouth.
I was stunned, I was confused. I was glued to the floor.
“That,” Curt said, beaming with pride, “was just one of my famous vodka-marinated pepper oysters, straight out of the bay this morning,” he nodded sharply as he turned around and made to punch me hard in the stomach. He pulled up an inch from my shirt but not before he aimed several more fake punches from both massive fists right at my stomach. He straightened up, wrapped his massive arm around the back of my neck, and pulled me over at my waist in a tight headlock.
He rubbed his knuckles rapidly and hard into my scalp. “How’s it hangin,’ little Bry?” he said, and he laughed loudly and lost interest in me and went to the counter to pick up a tray of glowing green shots already poured out in tiny glasses.
“Chaser!” he shouted, nearly knocking the tray into the back of his wife before he picked up a glass from the tray and tipped it at my wife’s lips, pouring it into her mouth before she had a chance to agree to it. She was still sitting on the counter with her legs swinging. She seemed comfortable — familiar — with sitting on their counter like that.
“Hits you right there, don’t it,” he said with a wide grin, and he pushed his fist lightly into her stomach and rotated it, and laughed.
“My husband sure likes your cute wife,” Nora looked sideways at me with narrowed eyes and a tight grin. “I can totally see why, too!” she flashed her eyes at me and she grinned as she went past me to get more things out of the fridge. “He’s always got his hands all over her whenever I bring her over.”
It’s not exactly what Cass told me about her visits with her friend at her expensive, famous house. “They’re just a normal couple,” she said. “Normal, but with money.”
I will admit to being a bit old fashioned. I don’t even like family hugs. But the way Curt kissed and touched my wife, I felt like I landed on some alien planet. Could people with excessive wealth really be that different? Was I supposed to just take it?
“Swear to god, Nora,” Curt shouted, pulling my wife off the counter with his hand around both her wrists, “if I wasn’t already married to you, I don’t know what this girl could do to me,” he said, and he circled his mouth and inhaled a breath sharply, tipping his head sideways. He pulled my wife off the counter and dragged her behind him as he strolled around the counter and out through the other room toward the wall of open patio doors. She skipped in tiny steps holding his hand with both of her hands barely keeping herself from being pulled over forward, and she looked over her shoulder at me and grimaced at me silently.
“Your wife is too fucking hot for you, Bry,” Curt shouted at the ceiling and he dragged her behind him out onto the pool patio. She looked over her shoulder having given up struggling against him to free her hands from his grip, and she shrugged at me helplessly. “Bring the horse doovers out, baby,” he shouted. “Girl is making this man hungry!”
“Help?” Nora said to me, and when I turned, she loaded both my hands up with trays. “Patio,” she said, pointing out the open wall and nodding. “He will have what he wants, and when he wants it,” she grinned and shrugged. “He’s always been like this,” she shook her head and shrugged.
I came out onto the patio and found Curt sitting with my wife on his lap at a big round patio table. Nora followed me out with a bottle of liquor and a stack of glasses, and Curt spread his legs and tapped his thigh. Nora sat down on his other leg, and both women — his wife and my wife — sat with their legs dangling and bumping together in his enormous lap, facing each other. He wrapped his hands around both their waists and pushed their backs so that both their chests pushed up against the sides of his face, and he dangled his tongue out his mouth at me and growled a laugh.
“Take a picture, little man,” he said, and he pushed their backs harder so that their breasts mashed up against his cheeks. “People pay mad money for shit like this,” he smiled.
“No, I don’t think so,” I said, and I chuckled feebly and shrugged. I was a history professor, not an instagram influencer. I didn’t even know what Curt was, from the historical perspective. Zeus? Presidents don’t even assume that much power, not on that personal level.
“Take a picture,” he repeated firmly. So I brought my phone up, and as soon as I took the shot, he darted his face sideways and covered the front of my wife’s boob with his entire mouth, and he laughed with his head back. That’s what I got a picture of. A powerful man kissing my wife’s breast, and my wife shrieking and smiling. He pushed her off his lap and slapped her on the ass so hard, she yelped and rubbed it walking away, looking over her shoulder at him, at once hurt but also aroused. 
He got up and went over to the enormous bar-b-que that was sending heatwaves into the air above its stainless-steel lid. “I hope everybody brought their A game because tonight is going to rock,” he shouted to no one in particular and he flung the lids back and let the heat of the grill envelope his face.
Cass pointed inside the doors to tell me she was going to the bathroom and Nora pulled up a chair to the side of the table where her and I sat suddenly alone. I stared at my the huge NFL back and his enormous and wide shoulders — his $42 million dollar shoulders, he called them, usually with a chin-jutting kiss to each one. That was his current pay each year for the next five years for playing 12 or so games, depending on nagging injuries.
I recalled doing the quick math that an historian often has to do when turning up numbers in old documents. $116,000 per minute of actual play in-game on the field. It was within a curl of smoke from being twice what I earned per year — a year! versus a minute, and twice! — of lecturing, marking, attending meetings, researching, writing, publishing, and slowly becoming one of the mid-west’s university experts on 13th century science history.
It bears repeating. His minute, versus my year, times two. He tackles 10 or so quarterbacks a year. I publish an equal amount of scholarly papers. 
“Why do you let him do that to you, Nora?” I said to his wife when he got busy at his huge bar-b-que. I didn’t need to explain what I was talking about. I was feeling brash, I was feeling sassy.
She looked over at him as he moved with the coordination of a dancer amidst his vast set-up along one entire end of the patio. She inhaled, leaned back, and gripped the arms of her chair.
“He’s not as bad as most, let me tell you,” she said with a shrug. “But the life does have it’s perks,” she said looking over at me with a grin.
She moved her ring around her finger with her thumb, around and around. The diamond was the size of a hardball and the other stones around it were probably even more rare. She laughed and bent over and laid her hand on my arm where it rested crossed over my chest. “I’m kidding, I’m kidding!” she said. “He’s just a big kid inside that lunk of a head.”
My wife came out and sat opposite Nora on my other side, pulling up her chair close to the edge of the table.
“Does he bother you, Cass?” Nora asked my wife with a grin. Cass looked up with eyes big, brown, and innocent. “Your husband thinks my husband is bothering you when he treats you like that,” Nora explained. “Does he bother you?”
“I — I don’t know,” Cass shrugged and dipped her head and grinned at me over her shoulder.
Nora looked right at me with her sharp-cut eyes. “Some men are like you, we get that, and some men are like him,” she said, snapping off a celery stick in her mouth. “It’s just the way things are, right Cass?” she turned to my wife and shrugged.
“I guess, I mean, I don’t know,” Cass said back to her.
“Honest answers only, let’s play a game!” Nora said, leaning forward. She reached out and held my wife’s hands in hers. “Honesty Game!” she said. “If you weren’t with Bryan, and I said it was okay, would you or would you not go to Curt’s bed if he invited you tonight?”
“Oh my god, that’s ridiculous!” Cass said immediately, turning her face away from Nora’s face. But she also blushed. She said it as though the idea was not the first time it had been broached.
Nora held Cass’s hands down on the middle of the table and wouldn’t let my wife turn completely away from her. Cass’s grin was wide though she fought to tighten it.
“No husband,” said Nora. She jerked in her chair and leaned over and tried to obscure my wife’s sight of me behind her and she laughed. “Ignore him for just a moment,” she said. “Somehow, it’s just you, me, and Curt here. So then, yes or no?”
Cass rolled her eyes and shook her head with her face lifting up to the underside of the table umbrella, but Nora pushed her head further over. “No looking at him!” she said. “Yes or no, honest answers only!”
“I mean,” Cass said, and she leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest. “He’s a big, rich and  famous football player,” she said with a snort.
Nora drifted her eyes over to me. “I’d fuck your husband,” she said to Cass, looking directly at me. “I got no problem saying it. I love smart guys.”
Cass squealed and covered her mouth with both her hands.
“He’s cute,” she shrugged looking back at Cass. “See? I have no problem telling you that I’d fuck your husband. If you’d let me, I’d do your husband tonight, even.” She kept a straight face looking at Cass.
Nora turned to me. “If Cass said it was okay, would you fuck me?” she said, catching her tongue in her cheek.
“That’s so ridiculous,” I hung my head and shook it and fought to keep the grin off it.
Nora was famously hot — she was a news anchor on a local station, and was routinely voted hottest babe on TV. There wasn’t a man in America that didn’t want to fuck her every night. It was a trick question — she knew I had to say yes or lie.
I looked sideways over at Cass. She rocked in her seat and tightened her arms over her chest and her shoulders heaved up as she tittered. “Well would you?” she said to me quietly.
“Would you?” I said back to her with my eyes flaring widely.
“You first,” she said and she pinched the tip of her tongue between her rows of teeth and ducked her chin further down with a widening grin.
“What?” I said, lifting my face back to Nora’s face and struggling to regain my serious expression. “So if Cass suddenly said, sure, fine, whatever you want, that’s the question?”
Nora grinned and half lidded her eyes at me and her head rocked on her long, elegant neck. “Uh-huh, that’s the question, Bryan. Would you fuck this?” she said with her big blue eyes right on mine. She gestured with her hands down her body.
I shook my head and pursed my lips. I looked back over at Cass. She was hiding her face and was nearly twisted around backward in her chair. She was blushing beet red.
“So, Yes, right?” Cass said in a tiny, private voice, and she lifted her foot and stroked my shin under the table with her exposed toe.
“I guess, yes, sure, I would,” I gestured with my arms upraised and I shrugged deeply at Nora.
Nora knew it was coming and didn’t react to my answer at all. That’s because it was beside the point. She very slowly drew her eyes back to Cass’s eyes. Cass was squirming with shyness because she knew as well as I did that her reply was the point, that my answer was just a ploy.
Cass glanced over her other shoulder at Curt and looked back at Nora. She tried to do what I did, and she straightened up her face, sat up in her chair, and gave a straight, non-snickering answer. But she failed.
“Okay, yeah,” she said, and she hid her face in both her hands and squealed out loud before she forced herself to uncover her even-more red face.
“Okay yeah what?” Nora pressed her with a grin of her own.
Cass glanced at me and back at Nora. “Yes, I would fuck Curt, sure,” she said, and she re-gained her self-control, wavered her head to clear her hair down her back, and she gripped the arms of her chair with new-found confidence.
“Just fuck him?” Nora said, her eyes bearing down on Cass’s eyes. “Or fffffuuuuck! him!” she said, throwing her head back and jutting her chin out for increased emphasis.
Cass rolled her eyes and glanced at me. She was still blushing deeply. “The latter,” she said, looking down at the table top. “I guess,” she snickered, and she looked at me again. “I mean, every girl in America would.”
Nora snorted and kicked her leg where it dangled from the knee of her other leg and she looked into the bottom of her glass before drinking from it. “He’d certainly fuck you,” she said, and she snapped her finger. “Like that.” She rolled back in her chair and laughed languidly. “Pending your sweet husband’s approval, of course.”
“Of course,” I said to her with narrowed eyes.
“Your wife loves the attention, you know,” she said to me. Cass sat silently staring at her as though disbelieving what she was hearing. “Don’t you see how she reacted to him when he grabbed her and touched her? All over her tight little body?” Her foot rocked straight at me from her knee from where it hung.
Cass puffed a shot of air out her nose and widened her eyes and pulled her arms in tighter over her chest. She dropped her mouth open.
“Your wife just loves being all manhandled like that by such a big man,” Nora kept on, staring at me and not noticing my wife openly scoffing and twisting in her chair. “She never stops him, really, does she? I mean . . . ” Nora smiled and drifted her gaze over to Cass. “ . . . she slaps and kicks and pushes back, but not really, am I right, Cass?”
“I try to push him off me!” she shook her grinning face at Nora and shot her eyes at me and back to Nora again and flared her eyes at her silently.
Nora laughed with her head thrown back. “You tease him is all you do,” she said. “Listen, I don’t mind it of course, I love it — men like him,” she shrugged and looked over at me. “I mean you know him as well as I do — they take what they want when they want it, am I wrong?”
“You’re not wrong,” I said back to her flatly.
“I’ve been around pro athletes all my life,” she shrugged. “They’re a different breed of human. You don’t marry one without knowing what you’re signing up to,” she smiled at me and twirled her ring around her finger again. She smiled and dropped her mouth open a moment.
“I mean,” she dropped her eyes, “there is that kind of woman who likes her husband touching other girls,” she said to her glass before raising her eyes up to Cass. “They get off on watching their husbands be the man in control — they like watching their man spoil the litter, as it were,” she touched the corner of her mouth with the tip of her tongue. She looked back at me. “Especially when the other girl is enjoying it so much,” she said and she chuckled.
“Are you saying you actually enjoy your husband grabbing other women like that?” I said.
She ignored my question and lifted her chin to Cass. “Do you enjoy the big man grabbing you like that?”
“I wish he wouldn’t, if that’s what you’re asking,” she shook her head.
Curt came up behind her just then and he planted his huge feet under the back of her chair. Cass didn’t turn but her chest rose with a deep breath. He pulled her ponytail bunchy from her hair and he stroked his fingers through her strands and bunched it around his fist. “Almost ready,” he said oddly tenderly down to the top of her head. He continued to gather the strands of her hair together in his other hand. Cass’s head pulled back gently with each of his strokes and she casually settled her eyes on mine and held my gaze as if nothing was going on.
“Because of how he makes you feel?” Nora asked her, ignoring her husband towering behind Cass, stroking and playing in her hair.
Cass let her eyes drift back to Nora’s. “That’s partly it, I guess,” she said.
Nora grinned sideways at me. “You know,” she said, “he’s got zero interest in taking her from you. He doesn’t want her like that,” she said. “It’s just purely sexual with him.”
I saw in the corner of my eye my wife shiver once down her spine.
“It’s all just physical,” Nora grinned and pulled her face straight again. “Just as it is for your wife,” she said with her eyebrows shooting up. “Ask her if you don’t believe me.”
I didn’t want to but I turned to Cass beside me. Curt had moved his hands down the sides of her head and onto her shoulders. One hand pushed further down, over her clavicle and down over her chest. His fingers slid under the top edge of her dress.
She pursed her lips to the side and lowered her eyes and turned them toward me. But she kept her hands gripped tightly over the arms of her chair. She shook her head to clear loose strands of hair from her face and jutted her bottom lip to blow a strand off her nose, even as Curt’s other hand slid down her chest and inside the top of her dress. She only slightly jutted her chest and arched her back, even as, with my eyes on her eyes, I could see his hands move under her dress and roam directly over her breasts inside.
“What are you doing, Cass?” I said to her. The guy was massaging her boobs right in front of her husband and she just went on sitting there.
She shook as though startled and gripped his arm in her hand, but she only leaned her head over and kissed his skin. Her nails dug into his flesh, but she didn’t pull his hand out from inside her top.
“It’s just physical,” she said. “Like Nora said. I can’t help it,” she murmured.
“You see,” Nora said, examining her finger nails. “My husband likes to have a lot of different women — he needs a lot of different women.” She raised her eyes to him. He had begun to undo the big buttons down the front of my wife’s dress. “He needs a lot of different women to perform at his best, and as you know,“ she looked back at me, “he gets paid awfully well to be the best he can be.” She looked up at him. “Don’t you poopsy?” she smiled. He waved at her with three fingers, each — I only noticed then — adorned with a SuperBowl ring.
“But we only allow married women,” she suddenly took on a serious tone. “Unmarried ones,” she grinned up at Curt a moment before dropping her serious gaze back down to me, “don’t have anything to lose,” she raised one eyebrow. “They tend to get greedy or stupid,” she smiled widely a brief moment.
Curt gently pulled the shoulders of my wife’s dress back and down her body. When he tugged lightly at the bottom, my wife half stood and he pulled the dress up over her head and handed it over the table to his wife’s ready hand sticking out waiting for it. She didn’t even have to look.
My wife sat down again only in her underwear. She wouldn’t look at me.
“Girls like your wife,” she said, nodding at my semi-nude Cass, “they’re in love. They have loving husbands, much like you,” she smiled and nodded. “Everybody involved is interested in discretion, in other words. And it really is . . . ” she leaned forward and gripped my arm over the table for emphasis. “ . . . entirely physical.”
Curt slid his hands down my wife’s back and unclasped her bra. My wife curled her lips between her teeth but she also curled her shoulders forward so the slack straps could fall down her arms. She retracted her hands from them and he gently withdrew her bra from around her stomach.
“You could think of if it as a visit to the spa!” Nora said with a patronizing smile. “Your wife goes off for an afternoon or an evening, you kiss her goodbye, and when she comes back, she’s all showered and relaxed and she has a glint in her eye!”
Curt snorted with a sideways grin. He reached down further behind her back and she sat forward to make room for his hands. They looked huge around her hips. When he pushed her panties down, she lifted her knees, and he pulled them up her thighs, over her knees, and down her shins, and off her pointed feet.
“When she comes over, when Curt calls on her, he likes them naked after they come in our front door — and to stay naked until it’s time for them to go home again, back to their husbands.”
I darted my eyes from Nora’s eyes to my wife’s eyes and up to Curt’s eyes behind her. He was combing his fingers through her hair again, gathering it, playing in it. She was completely nude.
“It is the tribal way!” he made his voice thunder, and he laughed a deep, hard, maniacal laugh.
“I think we’ll be going,” I said, and I half stood up. Curt put his hand on my shoulder and though he didn’t push, it was a weight that put me back in my chair.
“We haven’t eaten yet!” he declared.
“Oh!” Nora said, snapping her fingers and touching her fingertip to her lips. “I almost forgot the most important part, silly me!” she chuckled. She pulled from her purse hung on the back of her chair a plain white, if thick, envelope. “A gratuity, an honorarium, just a little something to cover your expenses — for your trouble.”
I narrowed my eyes at it. But it was Cass, stripped naked outside on the man’s patio, who shook her head, snorted, and reached for it. She opened it up and flicked her thumb over the stack. I glanced over. There were what appeared to be something like a hundred bills — and they were all thousands.
“You’re trying to pay us?” I said.
“No no,” Nora said, and she took the envelope from Cass and flicked open my jacket to find a pocket to settle it down inside. She patted my chest over the jacket and the envelope safely inside it. “Gas money!” she grinned widely and gestured with her arms outstretched. “And we’re paying you, not your wife. Let’s be clear about that,” she said, and she nodded. “After all,” she went on, “your wife already said she would go with him freely if only you gave her permission to.”
I looked at Cass and she rolled her lips on her teeth and widened her eyes at me and shrugged. “I mean . . . ” she said quietly, but she didn’t finish the sentence.
Curt slid his huge maw down from her shoulder, over her bare arm, and finally over her hand. He closed his grip around it and pulled. My wife came up out of her chair. It was striking to see her completely naked in the sunshine outside on the patio at the back of their house. She appeared to feel natural about it. Like it wasn’t the first time.
Curt began walking and he hung his hand out behind him on his long, thick arm, which my wife clasped tightly in both her hands, and she stepped forward, dropped her shoes from her feet, and she followed Curt inside the house.
I pushed to get up, but Nora tapped my shoulder. “It’s going to be okay,” she said. “You and me will stay here and talk.” My wife glanced over her shoulder one last time and at her hip, her hand turned backward and she gave me a tiny, fluttering wave of her fingers. They disappeared inside.
“When they call,” Nora said, leaning over to me. “They’ll give you a date and a time. I’ll try to give you plenty of warning, but,” she shrugged. “Sometimes it’ll be short notice. You’ll be covered if that’s the case.”
I frowned at her still not fully comprehending what was happening. “A man will come out to get your pretty young wife — she should stay in the car until he opens the door.” She patted my arm again. “That’s just Curt’s thing,” she smiled. “The man will hand you an envelope and then . . . “ she shrugged. “Someone will call you when it’s time to pick her up again,” she grinned. “Easy peasy, right?”
“What if she’s busy?” I said.
“See!?” Nora slapped my arm and rolled back in her chair. “You’re already figuring things out! No problem. Curt’s usually got a few girls coming over at a time,” she shrugged. “He’s very understanding. People have their lives.”
She leaned forward again as though to convey a more secretive part. “On occasion, Curt may wish for one or another girl to stay overnight with him. There would of course be compensation for that. I hope I’m able to tell him that that would be fine, too. With Cass.”
As soon as she said it, I heard what sounded like a bird on a lake. I darted my eyes around and heard it again, above me. I looked up. Nora laughed and covered her mouth in mock shame. “Curt likes it outside,” she said, shooting her eyes up.
Above us was the low, curving wall of a large balcony. I fell back from my chair and staggered further back along the patio, looking up and blocking my eyes from the sun. There was an Egyptian-like tent up there, with a pyramid top and it’s walls pulled back with ties. I heard the cries again and I recognized them, even though I’d never heard them like that. They were the cries of my wife — sexually penetrated cries, the cries she makes when she’s about to cum.
“It’s okay,” Nora said softly to me, and she patted and rubbed my back as I sat back down.
Still my wife’s breathy cries rose from the balcony above us, ever higher pitches of inhaled gasps, followed by loud, low groans. I shut my eyes and clenched my teeth so hard my jaw muscles bulged. I could hear the slap of flesh slamming flesh.
“There, there,” Nora said, and she looked down in her lap as though a little shame came over her.
“When he brings her back down,” she said, pausing to wait for my wife’s particularly loud crying to pass before continuing, “he’s going to ask your wife to sit in his lap,” she nodded. “He will already have explained to her that if she agrees to it, it will be her signal to you that she likes the arrangement. At the same time,” she said, “and this is important. You’re going to get up and kiss your wife on the cheek. That will be your signal to her that you like the arrangement as well. That will be you giving your wife over to the man she is sitting on.”
“What the fuck,” I said.
She shrugged. She spun around when she heard them approaching. “What can I say, the man loves his ancient cultural symbolism,” she snorted. “It’s like a marriage,” she rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Who the fuck knows? It’s what he likes, and he’s paying for us all, isn’t  he?”
Behind her came Curt with my wife, still naked. I shivered. He was naked too. He stared at me with his schlong hanging down in front of him and he let go of my wife’s hand and sat in his chair at the table. My wife stood alone with her feet pointed inward on top of each other and her elbows over her breasts, her fists wrapped up together under her chin as though she was cold.
Curt took a big breath in and pushed his chair back to face me in all his naked splendour. He opened his huge legs wide and slapped his hands down on his massive thighs. Still staring at me, he slapped his thigh twice more with one hand. It looked like some sort of weird ritual.
Cass tentatively stepped around the table and came to stand between us. She looked at me with her big brown eyes, and she slowly bent her knees and lowered her bare ass down onto Curt’s lap and she pursed her lips at me.
All eyes turned to me. I opened my mouth to speak, but Nora shook her head and put her finger to her lips and shut her eyes. No words, she told me. I looked at my wife and she lowered her face and pulled a few loose strands of hair from over her eyes and tucked them behind her ear and curled her feet together as she looked down at them. She pressed her hands together and sunk them down between her thighs. I shivered at the sight of her bare ass squished into the man’s bare thigh where she half-sat, half-leaned on him.
A hundred thousand dollars, I thought to myself.
I pushed half up out of my chair but paused, bent over. Seriously? I said to myself. And then I straightened up, I stepped over, and I leaned down to my wife. She cupped my cheek gently in her palm and I pressed my lips to her cheek, and then I collapsed backward to stagger and stumble back into my chair.
Curt pushed my wife out of his lap and clapped his hands. “Now we feast!” he shouted.
He jumped up full of energy and thrust open the lid of the bar-b-que. He came back to the table with ribs and chicken and all sorts of vegetables.
He made Cass sit in his lap as he ate with his hand tightly around her waist. When she reached for some food, he held her hand back and instead, fed her himself. He kissed her and ran his hand up her bare back and into her hair and he mussed it and laughed and kissed her all over. He cupped her bare breast in his hand as though to show it to me and he fed her more food from his fingers and laughed.
He asked me about my work and though the situation was bizarre, there was nothing for it but to eat his food and chat with him. He turned out to be fairly knowledgeable about a lot of different subjects. “Lots of time to read on airplanes,” he nodded at me. He fed some food to my wife and laughed and kissed her cheek and neck. He flicked his finger over her nipple and laughed again. She shrugged at me.
“I like this one,” he said with a wide grin to his wife.
“She is your new toy,” she smiled back with a shrug. “Happy birthday?” she laughed.
In the midst of a surprising after-dinner conversation where it was possible to momentarily forget what actually was going on, he suddenly stopped me and said, “Bryan!”
He leaned forward, holding my wife around her bare waist to keep her from falling forward off his lap. “I want to take your wife upstairs now,” he said. “It’s time to finish things. Would you like to come up and watch?”
Cass quietly covered her face with both her hands.
He said it with the same casualness with which one would invite someone to come watch a game on TV. “Sometimes,” he said, leaning over to me, “the lesser man wishes to see his wife in the embrace of the greater man — he enjoys her superior pleasure,” he said. “He can enjoy her sexuality,” he nodded. “He sees his wife in a new context, from a different perspective, so to speak.” He nodded at me as though expecting me to answer. “He maybe learns some new things that his wife might like.” He nodded and laughed.
Cass blushed again.
“Yeah, no, I understand,” I snorted and shook my head and half grinned. But I was stuck.
He rose again, and like before, he held my wife’s hand and pulled her behind him — and she followed. This time, though, she didn’t wave her fingers at me. She curled her finger and beckoned me to follow.
“I guess he likes you,” Nora shrugged. She wasn’t going anywhere. “But watching is a one time offer,” she said. “Just so you know.”
I got up and followed Curt taking my wife inside and up the ornate curling stairs. My wife pulled his hand down hard against the front of her body with her two hands, pulling it down in front of her abdomen and squirming as she went up the stairs tightly against him. She tittered and stretched up to whisper something in his ear near the top of the stairs and widened her eyes at his when he turned his face back to hers and smiled. She glanced over her shoulder and down at me a few stairs behind her, and she bit her lip.
At the top of the stairs were enormous double doors like something out of pre-Revolutionary France. Curt went inside and my wife followed, but she stopped at the doors and closed them on me with only her face showing. “Wait out here for a few minutes, okay? I have to get ready.” She shut the doors on me with wide, glowing eyes.
I paced around the broad hallway feeling stupid and lost. I thought about just walking down the stairs and out the front door and back into my car. I thought about pushing in the doors and grabbing my wife and dragging her out with me. I thought about screaming.
But then I heard Cass’s voice. “Okay!” she called out, barely audibly through the heavy wood doors. “You can come in!” she called.
I twisted the knob and leaned into the door as it swung slowly open, and I peered tentatively around the edge. Cass stepped toward me on her toes, nervous and shy, twisting her hands together behind her back. She wore a transparent white veil over her face, gold hoops around her neck, gold snake-themed arm bands around her biceps, and heaps of bracelets around each wrist. She had thin gold chains around her waist, a jewel in her belly button, and gold bands wrapped around her thighs. Her ankles were like her wrists, weighed down with jangles of hoops. She wore rings on her fingers and thumbs and toes. A tiny gold chain hung from her ear to her nose.
“You can sit here,” she said, patting the back of a large, ornate throne-like chair as she swept lightly on her feet behind it and paused at the bed with one knee pulled up and on it. Behind her on the bed stretched out under a white sheet was Curt.
“Do you want to do it?” she said demurely, looking up at me through the tops of her eyes.
“Do what?” I said, frowning.
“Lift my veil off for him,” she said, looking at me with child-like excitement. “He likes it when its the husband,” she said softly.
I got up, came to her, and gently lifted it up over her face, being careful not to snag the chains and hoops and earrings and necklaces that festooned her face and neck.
“All the way off,” she whispered and she puffed breath out her nose and smirked up one side of her face.
I pulled it free of her hair and laid it over the bench at the foot of the enormous bed.
She grasped my wrist in her hand to keep me from going back to the chair. She pulled her face up to whisper in my ear. “You should kiss my lips now and then you have to put my hand on his cock,” she said, barely even annunciating the final word.
She lowered her eyes and curled her lips between her teeth and, while still keeping her eyes on mine, she reached behind herself and began to pull the sheet little by little down from his body. She grinned and puffed a breath of air out her nose and rolled her eyes and blushed. She wasn’t watching, but she knew what she was revealing behind her: Curt’s stretched out naked body, and his large erection standing straight up behind her.
Cass lifted her other knee onto the bed behind her and began to shuffle on her hands and knees backward, bringing her body over his feet and shins. She bent down low and kissed his toes and looked up at me as though to check on me, before she ducked down again and corkscrewed her face over his foot and sucked into her full, painted lips his big toe.
She smiled at me when she came up from his toe and heaved her shoulders and tittered lightly. She bit the corner of her lip harder and backed up more over his body.
“Okay,” she said in a light whisper. “Ready?” she said, and she smiled.
She kept staring at me even as his erection poked her breasts that hung down from her chest and dragged over his lap. She pushed herself up and sat on his hips facing me. His enormous cock stuck up in front of her and bobbed against her stomach and ribs. She nodded at me.
I rolled my eyes but I reached for her wrist when she extended her arm to me, and I brought it down to his cock. She let her hand hang limply over it. “You have to wrap my hand around it,” she shrugged and chuckled.
I did so. I squeezed her hand around his cock and she sank down in her chest, rolled her head back, and sighed with her mouth falling open in a loose smile.
She wrapped her other hand around his cock and squirmed further up his body and came down onto her elbows so that it poked up under her chin, and she looked down at it and licked her lips.
“Okay, you can go now,” she smiled. I stepped backward and sat down in the chair again.
Curt’s huge hands wrapped around the back of her hips and thighs, smooth and toned, and she spread them wider by arching her back and stretching herself out to lower her abdomen over his mouth. She threw her head up and cried with a high, tiny moan, and I knew why: he had brought his mouth to her pussy.
She dropped her head down beneath the shining orbs of her high-rising shoulders, and pushed her mouth down over the bulbous head of his cock and pumped the shaft in her tiny hand furiously. Her muffled moans filled the room and her back flowed in waves like the shore of a lake.
He tapped the back of her head and she lifted her face from his groin with strings of saliva and pre-cum stretching from her lips to his cock. She bit her bottom lip and grinned at me as she wriggled her body back down his body and laid her forearms over his shins and gripped his ankles in her hands. Her back arched deeper than a ballerina’s and Curt squeezed her ass cheeks hard enough to make her wince and gasp. He pulled and she sank her hips down on his groin and she lifted her head to look at me with her glassy eyes fluttering closed and her mouth dropping open as though in silently-felt pain.
She began to ride him reverse cowgirl style, pushing herself up on her arms straight down on his ankles, and with her hair falling messily around her face, her mouth falling open, and her eyes fluttering as though she was moving in and out of a trance state. She gazed at me and smiled.
He began to rouse himself and pulled himself up onto his knees behind my wife and he seized her tiny, narrow hips in his huge hands and he ploughed himself into her so hard from behind, her body jolted and she cried out loud and wrapped her fists in the sheets almost tearing them apart.
He pushed on her and she collapsed under him. Lying on his stomach completely covering her, he humped at her body flattened under his and she gasped as though barely able to breathe. He rolled off her and onto his back and Cass laughed, crawled up over his body, and sat on him facing him, pulling his hands up to her breasts and laughing. I could see from behind as she lifted her hips, reached between her legs, and dangled her pussy over the head of his cock beneath her, dragging the cleft of her soaking pussy lips up and back over his head. Finally she let go of his cock and sank down slowly over it, shivering throughout her body and disappearing his cock inside her.
She rode him slowly and deeply and rhythmically even as I saw his white, foaming cum gush from the corners of her pussy. When he pushed her off his body, she rolled onto her side, pulled herself up against him when his eyes closed, and she gently kissed his neck. She looked at me and said, “You should go now.”
As I went to the door, she leapt up behind me and hung from the back of my shoulders. His cum was all over her stomach and thighs. Her pussy was a mess. She whispered in my ear, “Wait for me on the terrace, I won’t be long — he’s done now.” 
I went downstairs and toward the back. Nora was still there, just staring off into the trees and sunlight. “We’ll let you know when he wishes for her, okay?” she said without turning to me.
Cass came out behind me. She was dressed in what she came over in and she grabbed my hand. “All ready to go!” she said, and she tugged me and lead me through the house to the front door.
I knew we had to have a talk, but that week, Cass kept sneaking up on me to give me blowjobs, to bend over in front of me — in the kitchen, outside, over a couch — and asking me if I wanted to fuck her, and to dress up for me for no reason other than to strip it off in front of me. I kept putting off the conversation.
My phone rang. It was one of the men from Curt’s house. “How does 2 o’clock Saturday afternoon sound to you and Cass?” the voice said.
I gritted my teeth and looked at Cass who was on the couch on her stomach dressed in only a pink camisole teddy. She had been rolling around and playing with a new vibrator, but she switched it off. We held each other’s gaze for three beats before I said, “That’ll be fine.”
I pulled into the driveway and Cass waited for someone to get her door. There was another car waiting, a car leaving, and another car coming in behind me. Each one had a man at the wheel, and a woman — his young wife? — getting out or waiting to get out. The front doors opened and a couple guys came out to get the car doors.
Inside the large foyer, I saw Curt, but also three or four other large pro football-type guys, smiling, laughing, and patting each other’s backs. Before the doors closed, I saw Curt lean over the back of one of the other athletes, and with his hand on the guy’s shoulder, he pointed directly at Cass as she was stepping out of our car. The other athlete winced and grinned and nodded deeply, twisting around to face Curt who was also grinning and slapping his shoulder.
Cass leaned back in over her seat. “It’s a party, I guess,” she said to me. “Might be late, so don’t wait up, okay?” she said. A man rapped his knuckles on my window and I spun around and powered it down. He handed an envelope to me. “Little extra,” he said. “We’ll call you in the morning — maybe like 9, 10?” he said, shrugging. “Good?”
I looked in the envelope. It was maybe twice as heavy and thick as the first one. I looked up at him. “Good,” I said, and I threw the stick down into “drive” and peeled out of there.
In my rear view mirror, I saw a hand, not Curt’s, wrap around the back of my wife, and guide her in through the doors. 




He manhandled my wife

“Brett’s coming down. Is that okay?” my wife Sophie said with a shrug from a stool at our kitchen counter, and she put her phone face-down and hid the way she rushed to our bedroom. She was wearing her bathrobe. When she came out, she was wearing a long, loose, silver and black sleeveless t-shirt. I could see through the large armholes her silver and black full-cup bra.
Brett was a 40-year-old guy on the top floor who Sophie called her “workout buddy” at the gym downstairs. “He knows so much about how the body works!” she said. “He’s incredible! I really want you to meet him.”
There was a light rap at our door and I got up, but Sophie raced past me and pushed her hand into my shoulder to keep me on my stool. “I got it!” she said with a squeal in her high-pitched voice, and she scurried  on her dragging feet down the long hallway.
I heard her laugh, I heard her voice drop low and murmur, and I heard her shriek as though she’d been pinched. She came down the hallway and into the kitchen pulling directly behind her as though dragging a wagon the guy on the end of her extended arms. She spun around and scowled at him and in a hushed, growling voice, she said, “Stop it!” and I saw her hand slap at him directly behind her, and she tittered.
“So this is Brett,” she said, still bent forward and still struggling with her arms behind her back, and still fighting to stop grinning and laughing. “The guy from the gym I was telling you about?” They’re arms and hands and fingers were already wrestling.
Brett stepped out from behind her and, leaning forward but with his arm around my wife’s waist, he thrusted his hand out at me to shake. It was huge and strong, but at least he didn’t crush my hand like those guys always do.
He put his other hand on his hip and pulled my wife’s hip even tighter against his. My wife’s face dropped half down and she peered at me through the tops of her eyes and through her fallen waves of cappuccino-brown hair. Her fingers twisted and pulled at his fingers where they gripped her waist, and she puffed a tiny shot of air out her nose and the corners of her mouth pulled up into a slight grin.
“Just need to show her a couple of new stretches,” he smirked at me, and he pulled her body in front of his and drew his big hands up her arms, around her shoulders, and into her neck.
He squeezed her there and she emitted a tiny “ouch!” and shot a quick glance over her shoulder at him with her eyes bulging out.
“I’ve been having trouble with my neck,” she said to me, and demonstrated to me by rolling her head around and grimacing. “Here,” she said, touching her fingers lightly to the exposed side of her neck as she tilted her head all the way over the other way.
Brett leaned his head down and kissed her neck where she had touched herself, and she inhaled a gasp and bent forward and away from him, pushing her hips and ass out behind her and into his hips in the process. She twisted half backward and slapped his cheek lightly before looking up at me and shaking her head and rolling her eyes.
“He’s just being stupid,” she said, and she shrugged one shoulder at me.
His hands wrapped around her hips and, while she was still bent over in front of him, he yanked her body against his and bumped his hips forward at the same time, sending a shock wave through her curtain of hair cascading down in front of her face.
“I said, knock it off!” she groaned at him and she stomped her heel down threateningly and tried to peel his fingers away from her hips. She finally freed herself from him by twisting back and forth and pinching the skin on his arm until he flinched and laughed. As she got away, he gave her a big slap on her ass. She ignored it and opened the kitchen cabinets.
“Glass or just the can this time?” she said over her shoulder to him as he pulled up a stool to sit opposite me at the counter.
“No hard feelings, right?” he said to me, offering a fist bump. “It’s just the way I am — big family, right?” he laughed. “Always physical!”
Sophie came back with two cans of beer and set them down. “Did you want one too?” she said to me, but before I could answer, Brett threw his arm around her back and yanked her off her feet and she fell — a little too easily, I thought — against his body. He leaned back and pulled her ass up over his thigh so she ended up sitting sideways on his lap with both her legs hanging over his other thigh and dangling high off the floor.
She squealed and kicked and struggled and she curled her fist up and punched at his chest and stomach, but she also laughed, and when he tugged her arm up and over his head and patted where it settled down around his neck, she only rolled her eyes at me again and jutted her jaw sideways and clamped her teeth at me. “He’s always like this,” she said. “You just have to get to know him.”
Otherwise, she pretended nothing out of the ordinary was going on. She used one hand to steady a can of beer and pry her fingernail under the tab to pop it open and she carefully folded the tab down. Brett opened his mouth and jutted his neck and she tittered and lifted the can of beer to his protruding bottom lip and gazed closely to be sure to aim the pouring beer in his mouth. And then she poured the same can in her own mouth and set it down, staring right at me.
“Let me ask you something, Carey,” he said to me. I didn’t remember telling him my name. Sophie must have told him at some other time.
“Shoot,” I shrugged, slowly lifting my eyes up to his from where my wife’s fingers touched and twisted in the fabric of his golf shirt at his shoulder.
“Are you bothered by the way I tease your wife and touch her and throw her around like this?”
Sophie immediately spun her head away, grinned too widely, and buried her face into his neck. He pulled on her waist with his big hand and she shifted on his lap and pulled herself up closer against his body. She turned around enough to peak at me through the corners of her eyes and through strands of her hair.
“I mean,” I started and I paused with my mouth hung open, thinking. “It’s a little unusual, don’t you think?”
“Not if you’re a trainer,” he shrugged. “Especially of the mind.”
“You’re not a trainer!” Sophie said privately to him and she slapped his chest and pushed and struggled to slide off his lap. She ended up standing on the floor between his spread knees, bending over the counter with her elbows holding herself up, facing me with her hair draped over the counter between us.
He massaged her spinal column up and down her back as high as her lower skull and as low as her tail bone. She laid her face sideways on the cool counter and stretched her arms out straight to grip the edge of the counter to either side of where I sat.
“So good!” she groaned. She lifted her face and raised her eyes to me. “It’s okay if he gives me a little back rub, isn’t it?” she said.
I looked up from her, low over the counter, to Brett, high behind her.
He snickered at me. “Sure it’s okay,” he answered her for me. “He likes to experience your sexuality vicariously through you,” he said, raising his eyes at mine.
My wife lowered the side of her face onto the counter again and groaned. “Would you knock it off with that shit,” she said. “I swear to god I don’t know what he’s talking about,” she called up to me from the surface of the counter. Her back waved and her hips shifted side to side. Her ass was pressed back hard into his groin. Did she think I didn’t notice?
“Do you think that’s an appropriate thing to say to a husband right in front of his wife?” I said, sitting back on my stool and crossing my arms over my chest.
He looked at my wife’s back and pressed his hands into her shoulders and pulled his hands down hard and deep over her shoulder blades and down over her obliques, and further yet, until he gripped his hands around the cheeks of her ass, pushing her up, making her back arch and her chest push down into the counter. Sophie emitted a short, sharp moan with her eyes closed.
“You feel that?” he grinned at me.
“Stop it,” Sophie groaned at him.
“Right in there?” he continued, ignoring her. He pushed his thumbs down between her ass cheeks. They spread apart a she adjusted her feet wider one the floor. “You feel that, don’t you,” he said, looking at me, and he squeezed her ass cheeks harder.
“Ow!” Sophie murmured into the countertop but she didn’t pull her body away from his. He pushed his pelvis into her spread cheeks. 
“Stand up,” he ordered her. She raised herself on her outstretched arms and twisted around to look at him behind her over her shoulder. She stood with her back deeply arched and her ass still pushed hard into his groin.
“Don’t,” she said with a nervous grin.
“Face him,” he said.
“No,” she murmured in a tiny, hidden voice.
He shook his head and narrowed his eyes and reached forward to clamp his huge palms on each side of her face, and he pulled her up to stand straight and he aimed her face directly at me. She stuck her ass out one way and her stomach and chest out the other way, and she huffed out her nose and flared her eyes at me as though annoyed at him. “He’s very demanding,” she said in a small voice to me.
“You dressed for me, didn’t you,” he said hiding his face behind her and taking her hair in his hands to pull it and comb his fingers through it.
Her head tugged back with each of his passes and she jutted her jaw at me and narrowed her eyes. “I believe you made me,” she sang back at him sarcastically. “He forced me to,” she said softly to me.
“Show your husband what you put on for me,” he said.
She leaned back and tilted her head up while he continued stroking her long hair. She nestled her hips between his thighs and dropped her palms onto his knees where they rose by her hips.
“It’s just a thing he likes to do,” she shrugged one shoulder at me and shook her head like it meant nothing.
“Show him,” he said.
She spun around and grinned and dropped her face down. “No!” she groaned at him privately.
“He likes this, you know,” he said to her just as low and privately. He leaned his head down and kissed her forehead, and when she pulled her face up and away, he kissed her cheekbone.
“Stop it,” she whispered. She reached behind her back to push his mouth from her face but only succeeded in cupping her palm around his jaw.
He used his walking fingers to bunch her light, long t-shirt under his hands, and the hem lifted by increments up her thighs. She pressed herself into his groin as though that would be the way to stop him, and she turned completely around to push the front of her body against his. She lifted her arms over his shoulders and wrapped them around to drive her fingers into the hair on the back of his head.
“He doesn’t like it,” she whispered so softly I barely heard her.
He kept his eyes on mine where his chin dropped down onto her shoulder and he snickered at me. He kept walking her t-shit up the back of her legs until her silver and black panties emerged visible to me. I didn’t drop my eyes to look. Finally he pulled the t-shirt straight up her back and exposed her whole body to me from her neck down.
“Don’t!” she cried with her face against his neck and she stomped her heel into the floor. She tried to reach down between their bodies to tug her top down her body, but he overpowered her and finally she lifted her hands to the ceiling and he lifted it up and off her. She turned just far enough to see me out the corner of one eye, and she tugged on her bottom lip with her finger and thumb.
“He thinks you like this,” she said in a quiet voice to me.
He scratched his fingernails down the expanse of her bare back and her body shivered and her eyes fluttered open and closed.
“He does,” he said and he raised his eyebrows at me beckoning me to say something.
But I just stared hard at his eyes and regulated my breathing. My mind was in turmoil.
My wife pushed her forehead against his forehead and I could see enough of the side of her face to know she was smiling demurely at him with her lips too close to his. “Stop it now?” she said to him quietly. Her hips rocked in a tiny circular pattern pressed hard against his pelvis. His hands moved up and down her bare sides.
He nudged her face with his face and pushed until she lifted it to him and he put his lips on her lips. She tried to turn her face away and she clenched her eyes and pursed her mouth but, staring directly at me, he seized her jaw in his hand and pulled it up and held it still. When he sank his mouth over my wife’s mouth, her jaw fell open, her head fell back, and her chest and stomach sank against his body. I heard a moan and a short, sharp, inhalation of breath.
He pushed her hair around and tugged it so her head came sideways and he pushed his hand into the skin of her exposed neck. He brought his lips down close to her ear, still keeping his beady eyes on mine. “Go around and see if he has a hard-on,” he said into her ear and he raised his hand and spanked it hard on her ass.
Her body contorted under his smack and she yelped with a high-pitched squeal. I could see her scrunch her abdomen and flex her buttocks. She was pressing her hips harder into his groin.
“He doesn’t have a hard-on,” she said with the corners of her mouth curling up. She pronounced “on” with her jaw dropped down in a shy smile. I could hear her whisper, she was too loud: “But somebody does!” she said with her lips pressed against his ear. Her arm squeezed down between their tightly pressed bodies and her elbow stuck out.
“Go, check,” he said, and when she turned to face me, rolling her body around between his legs, he leaned around the side of her face and kissed her from behind. As though on instinct, she lifted her chin and half-turned her face to his behind and beside her, and she puckered her lips to kiss the corner of his lips.
“Do you have a hard-on?” she said with a grin and she bit her lip.
“Go check,” he said, and he pushed her.
“Stop!” she said over her shoulder to him and she pushed her palm down over her ass and rubbed herself. “And ow!” she scowled at him and flared her eyes wide.
“See if he’s hard,” he nudged his chin toward me, her eyes on hers.
“What the fuck is going on, anyway?” I said. “You think you can just come in here and start throwing my wife around like that, pulling her, pushing her?”
Sophie stepped tentatively around the end of the counter and lingered there leaning with her hands on the counter and putting the toes of one foot down on the back of her other foot.
“I do,” he said, crossing his big arms over his chest and turning square to me, straightening his back.
“Well I don’t think so,” I said. “I think it’s time for you to leave.”
He just snickered and raised his eyebrows at me and nodded. “You’re hard as fuck right now, aren’t you,” he said.
“You can just fuck off right now,” I said.
Sophie took another step toward me and bit her lip again. “Are you hard though?” she said in a tiny voice.
“Go and feel him up, I don’t mind, I give you permission,” he snorted and his body heaved on his hips with stifled laughter.
“Can I check?” she said stepping closer to me.
My mind raced and my eyes fluttered. I stared at Brent and my breath was short. My heart raced. Sophie reached one arm out and pushed her long delicate fingers over the top of my thigh. She stepped another step closer and slowly drew her hand up toward my groin. And then she inhaled with a caught breath and cupped her palm around my cock.
“Baby,” she said, tilting her head and dropping her mouth open. Her eyebrows curved sympathetically around her eyes. “Why are you so hard?” she said in a private murmur.
I didn’t move and I didn’t answer her.
“It’s because he knows you’re so wet right now,” Brent said, not letting his eyes deviate from mine.
“Is that why?” she said. She squeezed me and released me and bit her lip again.
“Show him how wet you are,” he said.
She spun around and covered her face with her hand and ducked her head down. “No!” she squealed.
“Go on,” he said, “take your panties off.”
“I don’t want to,” she frowned at him.
“Let him see how wet you are right now.”
She squealed and covered her face with her hands. “No!” she said through her hands. But he just narrowed his eyes at her. She turned to me still with her hands over her face.
“Do you want to see?” she said.
“Take them down,” he urged her.
“I am!” she shouted back at him. She looked at me and snorted a puff of air out her nose. “He doesn’t stop,” she tilted her head at me, even as she pulled her elbows up her waist. “He doesn’t give me a choice,” she said, and she hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties. “I can’t help it,” she said to me softly, and she bent at her ankles, knees, and hips and, facing me the whole time, she sank down and pushed her panties off her ass, down her thighs, and over her knees.
She stood back up and used her toes to hold her panties and lift her feet out of them. She curled her toes around them where they crumpled on the floor and she picked them up behind her ass and snatched them in her fingers from her toes and threw them with a nervous chuckle right into Brent’s face. She laughed at him. “Your’s anyway,” she said with a grin.
She reached for my wrist and tugged until I uncrossed my arms over my chest. She pushed my hand down the front of her body and stepped up closer to me, jutting her hips forward. She slid her hand over my hand and took my middle finger in her finger and thumb, and drew it down between her legs. She dropped her chin to her chest, gathered her hair out of her way with her other hand, and pushed her pelvis forward and curled her hips up. She touched the tip of my finger to the cleft between her pussy lips.
“She wet?” Brent said to me.
I could only jut my jaw sideways.
“Rub her,” he grinned at me.
“No, Brent,” Sophie said and she retracted her hips away from my finger.
“Make him rub you,” he said to her.
“He doesn’t want to,” she said, dropping her head sideways. But she pulled my finger forward again and shoved her groin out. She raised her face close to mine and in a tiny voice, she said, “Can you feel that?” She drew my finger up and down through her pussy lips.
I cleared my throat. “So what’s your point, Brent?” I said.
Sophie began to rub the tip of my finger around and around just inside her lips and over her hard, shining clit. She shut her eyes and shivered and her inhalations were sharp and broken.
We stared at each other for a long, drawn-out moment. The only sound was my wife’s uneven breaths.
Finally he peeled back and laughed at the ceiling. “Aw fuck,” he slapped the counter between us, “I’m just messin’ with you, guy!” he shouted. “You’re wife, though,” he said, tugging his face hard to the side and forming a circle with his lips. “Whoo!” he shouted. “She is one fucking hottie, isn’t she,” he raised his eyebrows at me. “I sure hope you know how to look after one of them when they look like this,” he chuckled.
He pushed up from the counter. “Come on” he said, thrusting his head sideways and leaning at his waist to grip the edge of the counter like he was getting ready to tear it off. “Come on up to my place, games on, got some snacks and shit, cold beers,” he called over his shoulder as he turned toward the doorway out of the kitchen. He tossed my wife’s long t-shirt at her and said, “make yourself decent — could be neighbours on the elevator,“ he said, and he hung his arm out to his side like it was draped around the shoulders of someone invisible.
My wife threw her t-shirt over her head and shoulders and shuddered in her body to make it fall down over her hips and ass. He kept her panties twisted up in his hand. “He just likes to kid around like that,” she shrugged at me. She darted around the counter and inserted herself under his arm and he dropped it down over her shoulders. She twisted around toward me and closed both her hands around his forearm where it grasped around her upper chest so that he gripped his hand on her near shoulder. “You coming?” she said to me. She poked her toes into her flat sandals and he tugged her and she stumbled and laughed and slapped her hand on his lower stomach.
“601 when you’re feeling up for it,” he shouted at the door as he pulled it open for them. “But knock first, if you know what I mean.” Sophie laughed and the door closed and everything fell silent.
My wife was always one of those flirty girls at parties. She liked dressing slinky to go out, even if it was just to the grocery store. She loved to tease me about guys in shows we were watching, saying things like how she’d love to do this or that guy, and she’d look up into my eyes and shriek and slap my stomach.
She told me about Brent, how they met in the gym, how he was teaching her some routines and stretches. She laughed about how he talked about the mind being the biggest muscle, whatever that means. “I don’t know, he just says a lot of things,” she said.
One day she told me she had a little confession to make. On the couch beside me she bit her thumb nail and said that when her and Brent work out together, she gets a little turned on by him.
“He was the one who told me I should tell you!” she said by way of defence.
“Well like, what kind of turned on?” I said.
She rolled her eyes and looked away and squirmed and pushed her hands together between her thighs and pulled up. “You know!” she said.
“I thought he was just showing you some routines in the gym,” I said.
“Sometimes in his place,” she said softly. “Stretches and stuff.”
“Why are you going up to his place?”
She dropped her head and grinned and rolled on her hips. “I just told you why!” she said in a tiny, growling voice.
“He gets you all turned on so that’s why you go to his place?”
“It’s part of the process, he says,” she shrugged. “And it’s embarrassing in the gym — what he does.”
“Jesus, Sophie, what does that mean?”
She shrugged and pushed against me. “He pushes me around, like,” she said. “I’m supposed to balance while he’s pushing my body in different directions.” She bit her lip. “And in different places.”
“I don’t get it,” I said, pulling away from her.
“He calls it whole body balancing, so like,” she hopped up. “Let me show you!” she said and she beckoned me with her hands curling to stand.
I gave in and stood up.
“So,” she said, “you have to imagine that I’m like a lot bigger than you,” she tittered. “Stand with your feet together,” she said. I drew them together. “It sort of works better when you don’t have too many clothes on,” she nodded, and then she turned her hands palms up and forward and she pressed the heels of her palms into my lower abdomen. I staggered backward a step and caught myself.
She laughed. “See? Good, right?” she smiled. She pushed again. Her fingers were spread over the front of my groin but she ignored that.
“Now the sides,” she said, and she gripped my hips and turned me sideways to her. She stood beside me and lifted her arms and bent her knees like a skier and she bounced her hip against my hip.
I stepped sideways and staggered and regained my balance. “Nice!” she clapped her hands. “But watch,” she said, and she wrapped both her hands around my thigh in front and behind and locked her fingers together up hard in my crotch. “This is why you can’t wear clothes for this,” she nodded, and she bumped me again but this time clenched my thigh hard to hers making my free leg shoot out and I nearly toppled over.
She laughed and squealed and covered her face in her hands. “There’s a bunch more,” she said.
I stood up and looked at her with narrowed eyes. “Like what?” I said.
“Things on hand and knees, or like lying on your side, or your back . . . .” she said. “There’s this one where I lie on my back on his back, but upside down, and he hooks his knees in my elbows and I hook my knees in his elbows, and you sort of roll around like that?” she said screwing up her face.
“And you’re doing all this up in his place and not in the gym like where you said you were going,” I said.
“He said you’d react like this.”
“Did he?” I smiled.
“But he also said some guys like it when he does that to their wives.”
“And what makes him think that?” I said, shaking my head and dropping my mouth open with disbelief.
She twisted her fingers together. “I guess I’m not his only . . . “ she paused and her eyes shot around the ceiling. “Wife?” she shrugged.
“And so what, he picks up guys’  wives in gyms and then tells them to tell their husbands?” I laughed and shook my head.
But Sophie wasn’t laughing. “Uh-huh,” she said. “He said there’s only one way to find out.”
“Find out what?” I shrieked with exasperation.
“If you like watching,” she said.
“Watching what exactly?” I widened my eyes out the front of my face and dropped my jaw down.
“Watching him, you know, take their wife . . . “ she said, biting her lip and looking away.
“Have you done it with him, is this what you’re trying to tell me, Sophie?” I cried out loud.
“No!” she shook her head frantically.
“This is fucked. I don’t get it.” I shook my head. “So what’s this way of his to find out if they guy likes watching?” I said.
“He can come over,” she replied sheepishly.
“And?” I shouted.
“And he touches me and stuff, makes me do things,” she said. “In front of you.”
“In front of me?” I grinned with disbelief. 
“Uh-huh,” she said. “And he says maybe you won’t do anything.”
“He said that?” I snorted.
“He says that he’ll do that to me in front of you and then he’ll take me up to his place, and that you’ll eventually come up, because you might want to watch a man like him sort of, you know, do it . . . with his wife.”
“Do it,” I said, squinting.
“He says if you don’t do anything to stop me or him, that its because you want him to.”
“How the fuck does he think he knows that?” I said.
She immediately held her phone out to me. “He says to make you send this text to him if you don’t want to try.”
I took her phone and frowned at how elaborate all the planning seemed to be. It contained a text already written, but not yet sent. It said, “Do not come over.”
I shrugged at her and shook my head.
She said, “So press send, then,” she shrugged back at me. “And he won’t come over.”
“And you don’t go up to his place anymore?”
“Uh-huh,” she nodded. “Nothing happens if you press send. He’s a really honest man. He’s got lots of integrity.”
“I’ll bet,” I snorted and I rolled her phone around in my hand.
“So just press send then,” she said.
I put the phone down. “And if I don’t?”
“He’ll come over,” she said in a small voice.
“And?”
She swallowed and bit her lip. “He’ll sort of push me around and touch me and stuff,” she said.
“And if still don’t do anything?”
“He’ll take me up to his place,” she said, pointing at our ceiling.
“Alone?”
“No,” she said. “You can come too.”
“It doesn’t mean anything if I don’t press send,” I shook my head at her.
“Nope,” she agreed. “It just means he’ll come over.”
“And if don’t do anything when he’s over, it doesn’t mean anything,” I said.
She shook her head and looked down at the floor. “Not really, no,” she said.
“And then, what, I’m just supposed to sit here and let him take you upstairs to his place?”
She shrugged. “I guess, I don’t know.”
“And what, I’m supposed to go up too?”
“Don’t have to,” she said but her voice cracked and she cleared her throat.
“But something’s going to happen at that point, correct?”
She widened her eyes and drew them slowly up to me and pursed her lips. She shrugged slightly and tilted her head. “I guess,” she said in a voice so tiny I almost couldn’t hear it. “But like you keep saying, it doesn’t really mean anything, right?”
“It’s kind of a major thing, I think,” I said.
“But it’s just physical, its just stretching, that’s really all it is, he says.”
“It seems like you really want to do this,” I said to her.
“It’s been really good for me,” she nodded. “It’s more whole body than the conventional workout.”
“He gave you that line?” I said.
She snickered and looked away. “Yeah,” she grinned.
I raised my head to the ceiling and I heaved my chest out in a deep breath. “Alright, you know what?” I shrugged deeply. “Fuck it. Bring him over. Introduce me. I’d love to see what has you so enthralled with this fucking guy.”
“Are you sure?” she said.
“Fuck it!” I said again. “Let me get my eyes on this dickhead!”
That’s what lead to Brent coming over.
Now I sat with my face in my hands on our couch in the silent condo knowing my wife went upstairs with him, knowing what it was supposed to mean, and knowing that I did nothing while he touched and pushed my wife’s body around like that.
I slapped my face several times and I groaned out loud to the ceiling and I shouted at the wall leaning my palms against it as though trying to push it over. “Fuck it!” I shouted and I stormed through the room, down the hallway, and out the door.
I got up to 601 and looked left and right. No one was around. I leaned my ear close to the door. I could hear something — it was high and repetitive. I pressed my ear harder to the door and closed my eyes. I heard high-pitched panting. I rapped the back of my knuckles on the door and it immediately stopped.
The knob twisted and I stood back. Brent pulled his door open and gestured broadly for me to come inside. He was naked but for a towel he held around his waist. It wasn’t even tucked. His body was sweating.
“No shame in it,” he said, closing the door behind me. “Sit where you like,” he said.
I followed him into the living room. On the couch sat my wife Sophie holding a sheet up to her chin. The rest of it was spread around under her on top of the couch. She was breathing hard and sweating and her hair was wildly messed.
“Hydration break!” he called to her and she swallowed and nodded and smiled with a closed mouth at him. He dropped his towel over the back of a chair and strolled naked into his kitchen and came back, cock hanging down, to hand a bottle to Sophie. She slipped a bare arm out from under the sheet and took the bottle from him and drank nearly the whole thing in one go. I looked around the room. Her long t-shirt was on the floor. Her bra was beside it, on top of her sandals.
He plopped down on the couch against my wife. “Sometimes, guys like to pretend they aren’t seen, like they’re spying or something from the closet,” he said, nodding toward the double bi-folding doors in the wall. “Less awkward that way, maybe.”
I was having trouble finding my breath and I steadied myself by grabbing the back of the chair in front of me.
“Would you like that, honey?” Sophie said. She smiled and tilted her head sideways. “Pretend like you’re spying?”
I couldn’t form words.
“In the closet?” she said.
I looked behind me but I was unable to shift my feet. It was as though I were standing in cement.
My wife got up and shed the sheet from her shoulders. She padded over toward me completely naked and urged me around and toward the closet with one hand on my back and another around my wrist.
“Just watch what you want to watch,” she shrugged, “and close your eyes if there’s parts you don’t want to see,” she said.
“I can put the music up louder if you don’t want to hear your wife,” Brent called from the couch.
I shook my head and looked around inside the closet. There were no clothes in there. It was empty except for a low stool and a roll of paper towels — and a waste basket beside it. My wife gently closed the doors in front of me and I slowly turned around inside and sat down.
My wife snorted and grinned and pulled her arms down her back with her fingers twisting together and she lifted herself on her toes and stepped back toward Brent with his legs spread and his arms flopped out across the couch.
My wife kneeled on the edge of the couch and murmured something to him and arched her back so her breasts pushed into his face and mouth. I saw her fingers between her legs from behind, and I saw her hand close around his cock. She stroked it and twisted to look over her shoulder at me and lifted her hips. He turned her face back to his with his finger on her chin and she drew the head of his cock into the cleft of her swollen pussy lips and let it go.
The gasp was loud when she released the tension in her legs and sank down over his erection, taking it, disappearing it, inside herself. She began to rise and fall on him faster and harder. The gasping I heard with my ear to the door earlier started up again. It was clear to me that it was exactly what I had interrupted with my knock.
She squealed and laughed when he rolled her off his lap and muscled her under him lengthwise down the couch. She pushed her legs up the sides of his waist and folded her knees over his back and locked her ankles together. She pulled her arms around his back and he leaned over her on his hands and knees. He penetrated her and she yelped and arched and leaned her head all the way back. I could hear the smash of his thighs against the back of her thighs. I could hear the slosh of his cock mashing into her soaking pussy. And I could smell the musk of sweat and sex fill the room, as if it already didn’t stink of it.
They rolled around and she laughed and squealed and pulled herself up onto her knees and elbows and looked over her back at him kneeling behind her upturned ass. When he ploughed himself into her, her fists twisted in the sheet so hard her knuckles turned white. She lowered her face to the sheet over the cushion and her cheek skidded up and down over it with each of his heavy thrusts into her.
She came like that — with Brent grasping her hips in his hands, bouncing his hips off her ass, her mouth wide open in a silent scream, her hands twisted around and around in balls of sheets. And then they kissed, they cooed to each other, she tittered, and finally pushed her spent body up and danced on the balls of her toes past the closet doors and down the hall to his bathroom. Her eyes glanced through the gap in the closet doors as she passed.
When she closed the door, I stepped out of the closet. I didn’t make eye contact with Brent who nonetheless smiled and waved, sweating and still catching his breath on the couch. I went out his door and back down the stairs to our place.
Sophie came down a little later. “So,” she started tentatively after we didn’t talk for an hour. “Are you okay?”
I shut my eyes and leaned my head back. “For now,” I said to the ceiling. I didn’t know what to say.
She touched my arm with her fingertip. “Did you do something in there?” she grinned slightly up at me.
I clamped my eyes and gritted my teeth. But it didn’t feel like the time to tell any more lies. “Uh-huh,” I said.
She leaned into me and nuzzled her nose into my neck and tittered. “Was it nice for you?” she said.
I squeezed the bridge of my nose. “Nice for you?” I said back to her.
She squealed and hid her face and grinned. “Yes!” she said with embarrassment. She whispered against my ear, “He always makes me cum so hard,” she groaned.
“I thought you didn’t do it before,” I said.
“Oh no, we didn’t, just with his finger, I mean,” she said. “He says it’s really good for me, that he can tell it’s really opening me up.”
Of course I decided that it was over between us. I didn’t tell her I decided that — I thought I’d wait until I had all my chickens in a row and a new place to hop over to. I’d wait to the last moment and rip the bandage off.
In the meantime, I just played it off as though everything was fine. We went about our lives in the usual way. But it was a tight rental market and the finances were not at the best place. When the initial shock wore off, I found I was able to tolerate being home with her, doing the usual things. I bided my time and kept my mouth shut about my evolving plan.
About a week later, Sophie said, “Brent’s coming down to just show me something, that okay?”
I shrugged and kept my eyes on the screen. “Sure,” I said, trying to play it cool enough to not arouse any of her suspicions.
He came in and I heard my wife whoop and hollar. He came into the living room with my wife hanging from his neck and her legs closed around his waist. Her face was buried in the side of his neck where she kissed him passionately.
I refused to look. He sat down on the couch and my wife slid down his body and opened his legs under her and laughed as she poured herself down to the floor on her knees.
“Good game?” he said to me and I shrugged and turned up the volume.
In the corner of my eyes I saw my wife’s head lift high and drop low between her shoulders. Brent sighed and grinned and slumped in the couch and laid his head back over the top of it behind him. He clasped my wife’s head in his hands. “That’s right,” he said breathily. I could see his erection disappear in my wife’s eager mouth.
She suddenly shot up and flashed her fingers at him to grasp him and she pulled him up from the couch. “We’re just going to be down the hall for a bit doing some stretches, okay?” she said to me and she lead him with her arms out behind her into our bedroom, and shut the door. But the breeze from outside didn’t let it latch and I knew it would have sprung back open a couple of inches.
It was her repeated high-pitched gasping cries that finally did it to me. I went down the hall and leaned my eye to the gap in the bedroom door. My wife rode Brent with a fury and his hands reached up and squeezed and massaged her breasts. She came even harder, it seemed, with her whole body shuddering before she laughed in squeals.
When they finished, I wiped myself up too and darted back to the couch. They came out together. Sophie was in another long t-shirt but nothing on underneath. She sat on the couch beside me and pulled her knees up to tug them inside her stretchy long t-shirt. Brent came out later and wore a towel around his hips and sat on her other side.
We all pretended to watch the game, even though she shifted and adjusted until she was leaning against his chest between his legs and his hands were down inside her legs where he fingered her. I could hear it. In the corners of my eyes, I could see Sophie’s eyes were closed and her mouth was open.
I never quite completed my search for a new apartment. Every Friday Brent came down, and my wife would play with him, either on the couch or in our bed. Or he’d take her up to his place. And every time, she came back to me, spent, exhausted, and satisfied.
We never talked about it and it didn’t interfere in our lives in any other way. One time, Sophie went to the bathroom to shower and douche his cum out of her pussy. I turned to him. “How many, Brent?”
He shrugged. Currently five,” he said.
“And all the husbands — they’re just fine with it? They sit there, like me? Or watch?”
He shrugged again and smiled. “Every one of them,” he said. “I got no interest in taking anybody’s wife away, that’s what they come to realize.”
“How do you do this?” I said.
He leaned forward and glanced down the hallway to make sure Sophie wasn’t coming. “You want to know what it is?”
I nodded.
“Every man wants to give his woman the best, deepest possible orgasm, true?”
I rolled my eyes and nodded.
“But you all know you’re not that kind of guy — it’s hard to do it that good, hard to focus on her like that, just hard,” he squinted and nodded. “Am I right?”
I shrugged. He wasn’t wrong.
“But,” he reached over and slapped my shoulder. “You are giving your wife the best possible orgasm, aren’t you,” he beamed. “You could have bought your wife a toy, let her use that on herself.” He shrugged. “Not the best thing though — ain’t no foreplay in that, ain’t no anticipation and teasing and all that shit,” he grinned broadly. “Me? I’m just a toy, but better. You’re giving me to her to give her good orgasms, that’s all that’s going on.”
He leaned back and slapped my back again. “Aright, I’m gonna get going, got a date tonight,” he heaved with a deep satisfied breath and sighed. “Man’s work is never done, am I right?” He laughed deep and loudly.
“Tell your wife I had to go,” he said going down the hallway. “And hey,” he added over his shoulder. “Try teasing her about it, you might have a laugh with her, right? Not going to hurt nothing — never know. Have fun with it?” he shrugged at me.
He left the front door just as Sophie came out of the bathroom in her bathrobe and came down the hallway toward me.
“You skanky slut,” I said to her. “I could hear you cumming all the way out here,” I said.
She squealed and rose on her toes and dashed to jump on the couch and hide her face in my neck. “So embarrassing!” she shrieked, and I draped my arm around her curled back. 




My wife’s old roommate came to see her

“Whoa,” I said, and I stepped back. I was startled by my wife Celine. I was just in the kitchen making a sandwich.
She curled her shoulders around her chest, pushed her fingers in her pockets, and twisted one knee over the other, planting the ball of her bare toes down into the top of her other foot. She squirmed learning into and around the kitchen entrance.
“What?” she said defensively, pushing her fingers up through her hair that had fallen over her forehead. She puffed a shot of air out her nose and looked sideways and away from me to obscure the tiny grin that peeled up at the corners of her tightly-held lips. “Just felt like it,” she said, and she shrugged and curled her lips down in between her teeth.
“I’ve just never seen you wearing anything like it,” I said, turning around to lean into the kitchen counter and cross my leg over my other leg. I held out the plate to offer her one of the sandwiches.
She shook her head. “It’s okay though, isn’t it?” she said quietly with her face down and her eyes up. She picked at the fabric like it was something she’d just as soon throw away. “It doesn’t look so bad, does it?”
I chomped on my sandwich. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with Lee coming over would it?” I said with a grin up the side of my face as I chewed away.
“No!” she suddenly squealed, and she dropped her mouth wide open with a grinning gape, flared her eyes wide at me, and reached over the kitchen to slap my forearm. “As if!” she said. But she also turned completely away from me on the pretence of noticing something fly by the window. I saw her eyes widen and bulge. She was hiding something from me.
What she was wearing were very short white denim cutoff shorts with a fancy gold belt, and an off-the-shoulder white taffeta top that barely covered the underside of her boobs and exposed her entire midriff. It was sexy as fuck.
Lee was one of the four people with whom Celine once shared a big old rented house back in the day, before she and I met and married, three years ago. It was three guys and two girls, she told me. “Like a sitcom every day in there, I swear to god!” she laughed when she reminisced. “Different times, though,” she said somewhat wistfully.
The Celine I knew hardly sounded like the girl she revealed to me in bits and pieces from that time before her and I met. I knew a quiet, conservative, and dutiful 28-year-old woman with heavy stress at work managing a chaotic office, difficult and ill parents with no help from her siblings, and chronic insomnia.
“You’re my rock,” she shook her head at me and laid her cheek on my chest. “I honestly have no idea what state I’d be in if I didn’t have you,” she said.
She came back to me from the kitchen window and cradled my elbows in the palms of her hands. “But I told you, right?” she said in a nervous, uncertain voice. “It was a different life back there. Lee and the other guys, and the other girl . . . ” she shrugged and leaned her head back to look up into my face, checking my eyes back and forth. “. . . I was different back then, too,” she nearly whispered. “Lee,” she shrugged, “he knows a different Celine is all, so he might act a little shocking for you,” she said.
“Hey,” I smiled down at her. “If he takes you back to a place and time before you had to deal with all the shit you’re dealing with now, I don’t care what he says or does, I’m all for it.” I said it and I meant it. I well knew she could use the break — her work alone was killing her. And besides, I was hardly one to talk, given the life I lead before we got married.
She laid her cheek carefully back down onto my chest and kissed my bicep. “He’s just gets a little physical sometimes,” she murmured. “It was just like that then.”
“Bae,” I said, and I kissed the top of her head. “It’s a day off from yourself, isn’t it,” I said. “Take it.”
“I just don’t want you to be upset or surprised, that’s all,” she said. “Promise you won’t be upset? It doesn’t mean anything, anyway,” she said, leaning far back from me with her hands clasped around my lower back. “Whatever it might look like. That girl is left far behind, right?”
“Wait,” I snickered and bit another bite off my sandwich. “What are we talking about here?”
She swung from my body side to side and tilted her head far over and snickered. “We had a lot of fun, that’s all,” she shrugged. “It just looks sort of, you know . . . “ she said. “Different for me.”
“Looks like what?” I grinned at her.
She blushed and looked away to the floor under her. “He’s not an ex or anything, none of them were,” she snorted. “If that’s what you’re thinking.” She spun around in my embrace and rocked her hips back against mine with her back to me. Her hands reached around to twist her fingers in the fabric of my pants behind her legs. “I’m just concerned you might be scared if you see me being . . . “ she paused. “ . . . a little unusual from what you know about me. With him,” she added after another pause.
“Unusual like how?” I was still chuckling, at least on the inside. That’s because the more she told me, the more she warned me about this “different Celine” I might be seeing, the more I was enticed to see it. I felt it as much as she did: the pressure of all her responsibilities was taking the joy of life out of her. I hated it.
She rolled back against me to face me. “We played around, like,” she said, “kind of rough-housing, like. Wrestling, like.” She pushed herself up on her toes and kissed my chest above my t-shirt. “It’s just how we were — it was . . . “ she bit her lip and clamped her eyes.
“Fun?” I tried.
She curled her hand in a fist and pounded my chest. “Fun!” she cried out loud with a wide smile. “That’s all it was! And I loved it for the fun it was, you know?” she shook her head up at me.  “My god, we didn’t have anything to care about. Everybody was single. It was just silly, it was just playing around, it didn’t mean anything, we were like kids in there all the time, day and night!” She stood back from me and smiled widely. “Are you sure it’s going to be okay if he comes over?”
“Bae,” I said, rocking her in my arms wrapped around her lower back so that she leaned back into my embrace, trusting me not to drop her. “I want you to let it all go, I want you to have that fun again, at least for a day, right?”
“You say that now . . . ” she grinned up at me with her face turned half sideways. “. . . but I wonder how far you’re going to let things go once you see him . . . and me.” She bit her lip and widened her eyes at me like it was a challenge.
“You might be surprised,” I stuck my tongue out at her.
She raised herself on her toes and wrapped her hands around the back of my neck and pulled my face down to hers to kiss me softly and long on my lips. “It kinda turns me on when I know you’ll let me play around like that and still love me,” she murmured with a grin. I knew she was feeling frisky — she was rubbing against me all over like a hungry cat.
“Well if that’s the case . . . ” I smiled back at her and kissed her lips back. “. . . why don’t you just test me and see how far I might really let you go.”
She grinned and bit the tip of her tongue and closed her eyes. With our mouths close enough for our lips to brush each other’s, she said, “Is that a challenge?” She murmured it low and softly.
“How far are you planning on going, anyway?” I teased her right back.
“One never knows,” she grinned and raised her eyebrows at me. “How about I go as far as you’re willing to let me go?” she bent at her waist and laughed deeply like she got me there. 
“Or,” I said, squinting at her, “how about I let you go as far as you’re willing to let yourself go?” I widened my eyes right back at her and snorted. Because I got her there.
She grimaced and sucked breath through her clamped teeth. “I don’t know, Bae, you might be playing with fire here,” she said in a whisper and she pressed her lips to mine and pushed her hips forward into my hips and grinded them on me. “How do you know you’re not going to break before I do?” she whispered and lifted my t-shirt and scratched her nails into my skin along the top band of my pants. She bent at her waist and bit her tongue and chuckled devilishly.
“I can let you take things as far as you want to take them, I have no problem with that. I’m not threatened,” I shrugged. “I’m not worried. Why shouldn’t my wife get to re-live her days of fun and folly?” I said to her, grinding my hips back into hers.
She suddenly reefed up my t-shirt to my neck and attacked my chest and abs with bites and kisses. She brought her face up to mine and pressed her forehead into my forehead and inhaled a sharp breath through her gritting teeth and shivered in her neck and head. “You know what? After Lee goes . . . ” she said, and she pulled my head down further and twisted it harshly to press her hot, soft lips right into my ear. “. . . I’m going to jump your bones and fuck you like I’m mad at you!” she whispered gutturally, and pulled back, slapped my stomach, and pulled my t-shirt back down.
“But for now, I have to change my underwear before Lee gets here, because you just made me too wet already,” she said and she turned away and walked casually before squealing and lifting her heels high and dashing down the hallway to our bedroom.
I shook my head and snorted at her. She was already having fun like I’d never seen her before, just at the thought of one of her old roommates showing up in town and coming to visit. She never talked like that, not so out-loud and brazenly. I liked it. I loved it. Maybe this guy stopping by was just what she needed.
Our buzzer went. “Oh my god!” Celine squealed from the bathroom where she had her make-up spread out. She ran up to me at my standing desk in my office at home and nearly broke my fingers off bending them backward in her hands. “Are you sure about this?” she glared into my eyes like it was some kind of final warning.
She’d done them with dark lining and shaded them in a bright sky blue. Her lips were pink and glossed. A scent rose from her chest — cinnamon and musk. She widened her eyes at mine and her chest heaved with a deep breath. “You don’t have to stay if you don’t want to, okay?”
“You want me to leave?”
“Just,” she bit her lip and raised her eyebrows. “If you don’t like what you see?” she said with her voice cracking. “It’s just, we’re just going to be catching up and doing the old things, I don’t know how interested you’ll be listening and watching all that.” Her breath was shallow and rapid and her fingers were twisting my fingers inside out. Her face blushed deeply.
There was a light rapping at our condo door and Celine squealed and covered her mouth with her hands and ran out of my office and down the hall to the front door flying on the tips of her toes. I squinted at the doorway of my office.
Out by the front, I heard Celine scream and laugh and then shriek again. And then I heard her squealing voice become muffled. I leaned out of my office door and looked up the hall. The guy — Lee — was holding my wife’s body against his with his arms wrapped around her back and her feet lifted off the floor and kicking up behind her ass. He was twirling her around. Her head was above his but her face hung down to his face, turned up. Her squealing was muffled because they were kissing fully on the mouths.
“Oh my god!” Celine shrieked, and he tried to set my wife down but she kicked at the wall behind her and shoved his body stumbling backward until he bumped into the wall behind him, and as she slid down his body, she pulled him down with her, both of them laughing too hard to make sounds anymore, and they entangled in puddle of limps and bodies on the floor inside our front door, poking and tickling and kicking and slapping at each other.
Celine pulled herself up as far as her hands and knees and she raised her head and saw me through the tops of her eyes leaning out my office doorway into the hallway. “I’m sorry,” she said wiping spit from her mouth with the back of her hand, before she screamed and flew backward and dropped from her elbows onto her chest.
Lee had got up behind her and snatched at her ankles and pulled her backward. She rolled over onto her back when he tickled her sides, and with her knees pulled up to her chest and her elbows squeezed into her sides, he crawled on his hands and knees over her.
He seized both her wrists in his hands and they fought until he pinned them on the floor above her head with one hand, and with his other hand, he pushed hard to separate her straining knees. When she wouldn’t give, he tickled her bare sides — her top had come up high enough to reveal the underside of her white bra. She squirmed violently under him and he used his knees to spread her thighs wide open to her sides, and to pin her like that on the floor.
“Oh shit,” he said, finally raising his face and finding me looking sideways out my door at the floor of our condo up the hallway. “Thought you were alone,” he said down to her.
My wife caught her breath and quelled her laughing long enough to arch her back under him, raise her head upside down on the top of it, and look at me from the floor. “That’s just Ted,” she said to him, looking at me. She lowered her head and looked up at him from directly below his panting mouth. “My husband?” she said, and her shoulders heaved up and she laughed again, though she struggled to stop.
He pushed himself up and combed his fingers through his hair and stepped over my wife who was also rolling over and trying to get up, causing them to collide and him to stumble, and for them both to laugh uncontrollably again for another couple of minutes.
“I’m sorry, man,” he said, spit flying from his mouth, and he stepped toward me with his hand out to shake. “I forgot she told me about you,” he shrugged and smiled disarmingly widely, and I extended my hand and we shook. He lifted his hand over the back of his head and rubbed it and looked over his shoulder. “It’s been a long time for your wife and me,” he said, chuckling as she used the wall behind him to stagger back up onto her feet. He looked back at me and snorted a puff of air out his nose and raised his eyebrows.
“Hey,” he said over his shoulder to her. “Can I get a shower first?” he said. He looked at me and lifted his hands over his head and tugged his t-shirt up and over his head, and off. “I fucking hate airplanes, so gross!” he said, and he walked past me and patted the back of my shoulder, stripped to his waist.
“Go down and through our bedroom on the right,” Celine called when she came up beside me. “There’s fresh towels in the bathroom, you’ll see,” she said.
He already had his belt and shorts undone before he rounded the doorway into our bedroom.
“I better show him,” Celine said, but I detained her with my hand around her bicep.
“I’m sure he can figure it out,” I smiled over my shoulder at her.
She cleared her throat and held her hands together behind her back. I glanced down at her chest where the underside of her bra became exposed from her top being pushed up, and she looked at it herself and quickly tugged it back down over her chest.
“That’s just the way he is,” she shrugged.
“I can see that,” I smiled at her. “But hey, look,” I went on and I hooked my thumb over my shoulder and glanced over my back at my computer. “I actually have a few things to catch up on,” I said, “I don’t think either of you want me around bringing you down, why don’t I just do my thing in here, you and Lee, go have your laughs,” I said.
“I can stop,” she said.
“No,” I grinned at her and I hugged her. “It’s actually really great to see you like this, so loose and laughing and not caring about anything. It’s a nice change, it really is. It’s good for you.”
She hugged me. “It is nice for me, isn’t it,” she agreed.
“Nice fucking place you landed here, Cel,” Lee shouted from our bedroom.
Celine laughed and rolled her eyes at me and I patted her bum and gestured with my chin and eyes for her to go.
She tittered and ran off. I leaned out the doorway and saw her run into our bedroom, shrieking and laughing. I went up the hallway on the pretence of refilling my glass of water and glanced through our half-open bedroom door.
“So, so great to see you again, Cel!” Lee said, and she laughed and squealed. They were both kneeling on the bed facing each other, hugging. His hands were wrapped around her back on her bare skin. Her hands were wrapped around his bare back, and one hand was clamped onto his ass. Her chin was on his shoulder, and his was on hers. She was arching her back so far, her breasts were mashed up against his chest. I stopped and stared a moment. It felt weirdly like a private, intimate moment that I was spying on, illicitly, even though it was my bed they grappled on, and it was my wife that he was petting.
I got my water, and on the way back down the hallway, I passed Celine leading Lee by the hand, dragging him behind her still full of body-quaking excitement. She glanced at me and he did too, but I just nodded and made my way to the office. She was giving him a tour of our condo.
“And this is the kitchen,” she said with exaggeration. “Annnnd,” she said, “the living room.”
“Nice,” I heard his voice.
“Annnd, this is the couch,” she said in a softer voice and she tittered. The talking stopped and I heard nothing, not ever footsteps walking around. Did they go out on the balcony? But I didn’t hear the door slide open. I tried to ignore it and I tried to refocus on the delicate emails I had to compose, but my mind was distracted. I rolled my eyes, I groaned at my own inability to focus, and I opened my office door and leaned out again, looking up the other way to the living room.
The reason there were no footsteps or voices, was because they were on the couch together. I saw it from the back. He still had no shirt on from the shower, so I could see his bare body from his shoulders up, and the back of his head. At first I couldn’t make out how Celine was sitting, but then I got it.
Her shoulders were high up over him and her head was dropped low between them. I was looking down at the top of her head where it hovered over his face, with his head rolled back over the back of the couch, so it faced up to her. Another thing: where her white taffeta top should have been visible around the top of her torso, the way she was higher up than him, there was only her skin. His hands were wrapped around her bared ribs.
I stepped further out and up the hall a couple of strides. He had pulled her top down around her stomach revealing her strapless bra in its entirety. And they were deep into necking. It was a full-on make-out session. I realized, she was facing him and straddling his lap, kneeling on the couch to either side of his hips.
When they parted their faces, I tiptoed backward into my office and leaned against the open door, hidden away. My heart pounded and my breath was short. I felt my pulse in my wrist to keep from collapsing or having a heart attack. She warned me about what I might see, but I had zero expectation of what was actually taking place on our couch. I felt I had misunderstood the whole conversation.
I went over in my mind what I could recall of what Celine said and how she said it, before Lee got there. And I also went over what I said: that I was good with however far she wanted to take things. And she even challenged me on it, suggesting I wouldn’t let her “go that far.”
I swung around the doorway again and looked up the hallway through to the living room. My wife was still hovering over him where he leaned back under her. But she was pinching her top between her finger and thumb, trying to pull it back up over her bra.
She shook her head down at him with a wide, curling grin. I heard her voice: “No!”
But his hands were all over my wife’s body. He pulled her top down again and she shrieked lightly and laughed and fell against his chest. She was blushing and flustered and grinning more widely than I ever remembered her. I knew that other guys would simply charge out there, yell a bunch of shit, and get rid of that Lee guy right then and there, and then take control of his wife and smarten her up.
But another part of me stepped back and thought about things more objectively. She didn’t seem as shocked at what Lee was doing as I was. She didn’t seem shocked at all, as a matter of fact. So all that time she was checking with me, that she was warning me, that she was preparing me, it was for something like what was actually happening, not for what I had in mind. This right there was what she all along fully expected to go down when Lee came up. This was exactly what she thought would be pretty much okay for a wife to do with her husband down the hallway. It was intriguing to say the least.
I looked up just as she looked up from over Lee’s head, and we caught each other’s gaze. It was too late to retract and hide, she caught me, and I caught her. Lee pushed his face up and kissed her neck and his hands rubbed her back and sides, very close to her breasts. Still, Celine and I kept staring at each other through the long hallway.
So I did something without thinking or planning. I half shut my eyes and I nodded once gently to her. If this was really what she had in mind all along, I was fascinated by what else she expected to happen. If I said to her she was free to take things as far as she wanted to, it now became a fascinating opportunity for insight into my wife: just how far would she want to take things? She wasn’t cheating on me, I was right there, staring at her. And I already said that I was fine with whatever she was fine with. The problem only arose because I didn’t truly know my wife.
A grin slowly spread across her face. With her hands wrapped around the back of his head, her fingers played and tangled and pulled in his hair. She was pressing her chest down into his face. His hands spread over her bare back and his fingers tucked down inside the waist of her shorts where they lifted from the arch of her spine. She blinked slowly at me the way a cat does, and her grin opened into a wide smile directly at me. I know I was supposed to feel angry that she was rolling around with a guy on our couch, but all I felt was excitement for her. I nodded again.
She suddenly whooped loudly and screamed and laughed and her body fell sideways like it was being violently tugged down. I heard more shrieking and faked screaming, and then I saw his head and shoulders fall sideways down below the top of the couch. There were muffled cries and the tops of the cushions moved as though bodies were rolling or pushing against them.
And then I saw the near knee of my wife poke up, and her bare foot push into the side of one of the back cushions. I saw her hand fly up and come down again, upside down and over the top of the arm at the side of the couch. And I saw her other foot rise up on a bare leg stretched straight up to the ceiling, before it folded at the knee and curved in, and came down again.
I heard muffled cries and moans, and I saw the cushions along the back of the couch undulate and crush in rhythm, until I saw his hand frantically reach up and tear and pull at the top of the cushion, and pull it up and over the back so it fell on the floor behind the couch. And then the other two also came up and fell over the back. I heard my wife laugh the whole time — sometimes clearly, sometimes as though her mouth was gagged.
I rolled back into my office and puffed air out my inflated cheeks and stared at the ceiling. Every time I grew accommodated to some new unexpected level of carrying on, Lee and my wife took it to another untenable place. I thought “physical” meant he liked to hug, he might kiss her on the cheek, he might, at most, wrap his hand around her waist. I thought they’d laugh and drink and slap each other’s thighs and shoulders. I actually imagined a little bit of tickling between them and I snorted and chuckled and thought about how I’d find that a bit sexy and hot.
But the man was on top of my wife on the couch, the cushions were all thrown in disarray onto the floor, her legs were up and around him, he had been tugging at her clothes, and now the couch was moving in that telltale way. I could hear her breath and moans and giggles and the muffled sound of kissing, and I knew he was already half stripped on top of her.
Should I stop them? Should I call a halt? Should I go out there like a parent catching their teen? But I thought of my wife, how much pressure she was under, how much stress there was in her life, and how she did try to warn me and get my permission, and how she even checked in with me over the top of the couch.
I did say to go for it, and even when it meant so much more than I was prepared for, still, I gave her the nod. The way she was shrieking and laughing and unable to control herself, it was obvious all the stress was coming out of her. I shrugged and I chuckled to myself. The guy was here for a day. He wasn’t going to hang around. There were holidays in medieval times where anybody could do anything, and it didn’t count. It helped them manage lives of desperate worry and fear. I told myself, this was good for my wife.
And so, just like that, I accommodated myself to another new and higher level of the unexpected. I stuck my head out again. I didn’t want my wife to feel she had to check-in with me all the time. Just go for it, I said to her through the aether, and I looked up the hallway toward the back of the couch, renewed in my confidence that what was going on out there, as unexpected and shocking as it might be, was good for her and good for us.
It was challenging anew. I saw over the top of the couch Lee lean back as though he was sitting on his calves, but my wife’s legs were sticking up to the ceiling in front of him. They were laughing, as usual, and my wife was squealing. But then she began to moan more quietly. Her ankles wrapped around each other and her feet entwined. Lee tugged and my wife’s shorts came up her legs, over her shins, and off her feet. He let them drop over the back of the couch where they landed in a heap half over the side of one of the tossed-aside cushions already thrown there.
It didn’t stop there. Her legs remained writhing and twisting, her toes pointing to the ceiling, as he lifted her panties up over her knees, over her shins, and over her feet, and off. I ducked back behind the door and leaned out with just one eye because my wife suddenly bolted up sideways to me. But she wasn’t looking for me. She wasn’t seeking my approval.
She thrusted her arms over her head toward Lee and dropped her face down. He pulled her ruffly top off her body and over her head and dropped it on top of her panties and shorts behind the couch. They laughed, she shrieked, and then her body flopped back below the top of the couch. 
A moment later his hand emerged over the top, pinching her bra in his finger and thumb, and he dropped it with the rest of her clothes on the floor.
I didn’t have to see what state she was in, the evidence was plain as day all over the floor behind the couch. I stared at it unable to comprehend the meaning. I saw her hand lift up over the back of the couch. She was holding his shorts,  and she dropped them there too. And this his underwear. I knew he already dispensed with his shirt. I knew my wife was completely naked lying on the couch with that guy.
One more time, I rolled back against my door and this time my knees gave out and I slid down onto the floor. I rolled my head back into the door and I squeezed the bridge of my nose and clenched my eyes. Was it really okay? How could she imagine that I was forming the correct images in my mind when she continually asked me if I would be okay with it? Okay with this much? How could she have imagined I understood this?
They were talking — not shrieking or laughing or squealing. I sighed and emptied my lungs. Please, I prayed to the ceiling, let that be the end of it. She was right about one thing: the challenge was far too great for me. When the talking stopped, I rolled sideways and fell onto my shoulder on the floor in the hallway and peered up from the level of the carpet to the back of the couch.
I saw nothing but Lee’s head pushed back over the back of the couch, his face turned to the ceiling. I pulled myself up hugging the door frame and staggered a step and dragged my shoulder against the wall. Suddenly my wife’s head popped up and she laughed and wiped her arm across her mouth. She smiled at him broadly, and then her eyes travelled behind him to me down the hallway. I saw her shoulder undulate and her elbow poke up and draw down. I knew what she was doing to him.
I shut my eyes but when I opened them, she was still staring at me. It was like she wasn’t going to do it again without my signal. It was the opposite of what I prayed for. She was putting it in my hands. I could tell from her movement that she was not only stroking him, but, by the way her chest and shoulders moved, she was drawing his cock around her tits. And it was wet from her mouth all the way down to the base.
She raised her eyebrows at me ever so slightly and she tilted her head sideways. She dropped her mouth open and showed me her tongue, and wagged it inside her mouth at me. She lit it spill out over her chin and raised her eyebrows more.
I nodded at her — I really did.
Her head immediately dropped down and I could see the top of it, I could see her hair wave in heaving moments, and I could see her neck pull as she corkscrewed her face up and down the full length of his cock. If there was any doubt left, the sound removed it: there were vacuum pops and slushy slurps. But it was her muffled moans that took my knees out from under me a second time.
I leaned against the wall in the hallway with my elbows draped over my pulled up knees and my head fell back, my mouth fell open, and gobs strung down my chin. I heard a louder cry and then a series of high-pitched, repeated gasps, and I rolled my drained face over and looked up the wall sideways.
Lee’s head was still over the back of the couch. My wife’s hands gripped the back to either side of his head, tight enough her knuckles were white. Her shoulders rose and fell in front of his face, and her hair fell from her head around the back of his head. His hands reached out and held the sides of her ribs and then the front of her chest. The wood couch legs skidded on the floor with each of my wive’s thrusts into his lap.
I rolled my head back and faced the ceiling. “So that’s what getting physical meant,” I laughed. I felt high, I felt drained, I felt like my brain had no more blood in it. I pushed myself up and told myself, another glass of water, Ted? I ignored the action on the couch and went down the hallway and turned away, into the kitchen. I pretended to myself I was imagining it, and I poured a glass of water and leaned over the counter and looked through the pass-thru.
Lee rolled my wife over and she fell down on her back under him on the couch and laughed and panted and sweated and breathed. Her legs spread wide and straight and her toes pointed with strain toward the windows. Lee stood in front of the couch and hugged her thighs to his stomach with his arms and hauled her hips up from the couch so her head slipped down below the back of it and out of my sight. I remained able to see my wife only from her waist down, only it was up to her toes, as she was being held against his body upside down.
He bounced her violently against his thrusting hips like that and she cried out as loud as someone being attacked, and I drank my water and stared with utter disinterest. When he pulled out, dropping her, she pulled herself up so her head lolled over the back of the couch. He mounted the couch on his feet and bent his knees like some kind of ape, and he wrapped his hand around the back of her head and fed her open-hanging mouth with his cock. She rolled back and he fucked my wife’s face like that, right in front of me.
They laughed and struggled again and teased and kissed and my wife wrapped her leg over the arm of the couch and gripped the back of it in front of her and lifted her ass up to him where he stood behind her. She caught sight of me watching from the kitchen counter just as he entered her from behind, and he pushed himself deeply into her with an animal like urgency. We met eyes just as she arched hard in her back and shot her head up to the ceiling. Her eyes dropped half-lidded but they remained on mine, even as she grunted heavily and deeply with each thrust he hammered into her with his lap slamming her ass as loud as a face slap, over and over and over again.
My wife orgasmed like that, the man’s hands wrapped around her tits from behind, her body impossibly arched up, his hips pummelling her ass, and her eyes on mine. It was powerful and loud. And he was too, and I saw his cum shoot all over my wife’s back and ass and she sank down and hugged the arm of the couch as he pulled out and flopped onto his back on the couch.
I tried leaving but I got as far as the hallway before my legs collapsed.
Celine came past me on her toes, her hand cupping her pussy, cum dripping from between her fingers, and she tugged my wrist and dragged me behind her into our bedroom and through to the bathroom. She shut the door and stepped into the shower and used the handheld nozzle to spray and wash her groin and back. I sat on the toilet and stared until she tossed a cloth at me and turned her back. His cum clung to her back and ass and she turned to me over her shoulder with a pleading look. So I took the shower head from her hand and sprayed her and wiped her clean.
She pulled a robe around her shoulders and we stepped out of the bathroom together. Lee was standing in our bedroom.
“You have to go, okay?” Celine said to him immediately.
“Just getting my shirt,” he said, and he pointed to where it had been thrown earlier onto the end of our bed. “Call me later,” he said over his shoulder and we both remained still until we heard our condo front door close.
“I guess I didn’t exactly give you a complete idea of what it was like living in that house,” she said, and she took my hand in her lap and squeezed it between her two hands. “I was afraid if you knew, you’d think differently of me. You wouldn’t like me.”
I rocked back and forth like someone in shock. “You said ‘physical’,” I said to the floor.
“I know,” she sighed. “I think I forgot just how . . . “ she paused looking for the word. “ . . . I was nervous about telling you and when he showed up and wanted to come over, I didn’t think it through, I didn’t think about how you’d be affected, you’re always such a rock!”
I turned my face to her. “Did you know this was going to happen?”
She brought the back of my hand up to her lips and placed a soft kiss on it. “I honestly thought you’d let it go as far as you were comfortable with it, and then stop me.”
“You saw me look at you.”
“I did and I was so happy seeing you there, with you knowing I was doing that and letting me do it.” She kissed my hand again. “It was a previous me,” she said.
“But we’re married now,” I said to her with my face screwed up.
“He’s from a different life, he doesn’t mean anything to me, he’s just, he’s nothing!” She smiled and shook her head. “It’s purely physical, it’s just . . . “ she paused.
“. . . stress relief?”
She slapped my arm. “Stress relief!” she said, and she gaped her mouth at me with a big smile. “Exactly!”
I shook my head and snorted. And then I shook it again, realizing that I just watched my wife fuck a man wildly all over the couch, and we were holding hands and laughing about it.
“Are you sure you’re okay with it?” she said, bending low and twisting around to look up into my face.
I shrugged and sniffed. “I said I was going to be okay with whatever you were okay doing. I can’t go back on my word now,” I said.
We walked together back up the hallway and I helped her pick up the cushions and her twisted-up panties and shorts and we sat together on the couch and put our feet up.
“He moved — he lives just an hour away now,” she said, her eyes straight ahead, her face dead-pan.
I looked slowly over at her with shock and horror on my face and she bent over at her waist and howled with laughter. And then she kissed me, she laid her head on my shoulder, and she held my hand in both of hers and rubbed her thumb over the back of it.
“But seriously,” she said. “What do you think?” I said nothing, but she twisted her face toward mine and looked with a glint in her eye up into my eyes. “Did you like watching me do it with him?” she said in a nearly inaudible voice.
She didn’t have to ask it. She knew it. When she finished with Lee and darted from the couch and past the kitchen and found me leaning against the wall in the hallway, she saw it, all over the floor and my hand and down my pants. My cum was everywhere and my cock was still out and in my hand.
I cleared my throat but still caught my voice in it. “Don’t tell anyone, okay?” I said.
She threw her leg over my lap and held my face in both her hands and ducked her head down to hold me and kiss me on the mouth. “Of course not, baby,” she said. “Our little secret,” she smiled, and she hugged me tight. “It’s so fucking hot knowing you enjoyed watching me that much,” she said.
“And just for being such a good husband, you get to say when he comes over again, okay?” she said, kissing me all over. “And maybe I’ll even let you help me decide what to wear for him,” she said, kissing my nose. “Would that excite you too, honey?” she said.
I took a while to answer. But I finally did. I said, “Yes, I’d like that.”
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