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Fun girl, that hotwife of mine

Stacey pranced out from our bedroom in her short and torn denim cutoffs and loose, off-the-shoulder white top. She plopped down onto Carey’s lap where he slumped deep in his seat, his arms resting at ear level up atop the arms of his chair. She pulled strands of her hair over her face and through her lips. “Take a picture,” she said to me where I slumped in the other chair watching her every move. He and I had just got back from a hard climb. “We’re cute, aren’t we?” she said, and she kicked her legs out straight, arched deep in her back, and laughed gutturally at me. We met eyes, both set hard. 
She suddenly twisted around in Carey’s lap and gaped up at him from below his chin. “Oh my god! Are you getting a boner under my ass?” She turned to me. “I think your friend,” she said, making air quotes and rolling her eyes, “is getting a hard-on under me,” she said. She rocked her hips back and forth over his lap. “You better beat him up and throw him out.” She looked through the lens of my camera and licked her lips and flicked her hair. “I think he might be bigger than you, honey,” she said as though in a private whisper with her eyes widening. She bit her lip and arched her chest out. “You better stop him,” she groaned.
I snapped out a string of photos and startled and laughed at myself. It was a new camera and I was just learning about it — like the auto fast-speed shutter setting. Stacy laughed and reached behind her head with her twisted arm to clutch her hand into the hair on the back of Carey’s head. “Maybe you can sell sexy pictures of me and Carey online,” she said, and she pulled her top down over her shoulder and over the side of her chest showing her bra strap and the top edge of her bra.
“You get some good shots of me climbing today?” Carey said to me. We climbed together, spotting each other up the side of cliffs. That was the idea with the new camera: maybe we could get great photos of being glued to a wall of rock halfway up beside a waterfall kind of thing and post them online.
I stared through the lens at my wife sucking on strands of hair stretching her feet out to catch her toes on the edge of the coffee table, and I twisted the focus and turned the f-stop function trying to learn how to do field of depth shots.
“Got some good shots, yeah,” I said. “Need to be able to grab them faster though. Without thinking.”
“Like the way we climb,” he said, wrapping his arms around the bare shoulders of my wife. “Without conscious thinking.”
She wriggled and nestled herself deeper back against his chest. “Are you thinking now?” she said to him but with her eyes through the big lens and locked on mine. “Because whatever it is you’re thinking, my husband is right in front of us with a big honking camera, so you’ll never get away with it.”
“Shut up you,” he said, pulling her hair away from the side of her face and pushing his face down to kiss her cheek and reach with his lips trying to catch her mouth.
“Uh, husband,” she raised her eyebrows at me. “He’s trying to make out with me, aren’t you going to do something?”
“Wassa matta baby, you no like?” he said in his shitty Italian gangster accent.
“I like it,” she twisted her face around and stretched her neck to catch his lips with hers. “Maybe a bit too much. But maybe we should be a little more discreet with our affair.”
He chuckled and shook his head also looking at me through the lens. “Come on, Sanford, control your fucking wife. She’s getting me all wound up here.” He kissed her again. “Come on, Stacy, enough. You’re making a grown man cry here.”
“Aw, what’s the matter, honey?” she said looking behind her and up into his face. She cupped his chin in her palm. “You not getting laid these days?” She squirmed her hips in his lap and snickered.
I chuckled and snapped more pics. “These look pretty good, actually,” I said. “Lover’s shots sell a lot too, or so the Reddit says,” I said, and I pulled the zoom in on her fingers wrapped around his cheek.
“I get laid plenty,” he murmured into her ear. “I get laid enough, anyway. I think,” he raised his face to me and shrugged with a frown. “Right?”
“I don’t know, man,” I shook my head. “When’s the last time?”
My wife turned around in his lap and sat on his knees facing him, planting her hands in his shoulders. “Yeah, when was the last time you got your dick wet?” She tittered and twisted around to catch his knee with one of her hands with the other gripped around the back of his neck. “We talking blow job or full on fucking?” she said to me over her bare shoulder.
“Blow job or fuck, either one, when was the last time?” I said to him past her grinning face.
She wriggled on his lap and pulled herself up closer against his body. She played in the hair on the back of his head and arched her back so her chest pressed into his neck. “It’s okay, baby,” she said softly to him. “You’re with friends, we won’t laugh.” She leaned her head down and kissed him a little too long and a little too deeply for friends just having fun.
I snapped away and kept my eyes behind the camera.
He shook his head with a smirk and she reached down between their abdomens. She twisted around over her shoulder again and said to me, “He’s very hard, honey. I don’t think it’s at all appropriate that your wife is sitting on your friend’s lap rubbing his hard dick, do you?”
I smirked and pulled my face around the side of my camera. “It’s so wrong, it just might come around the other side from behind and bump into very right.”
My wife rocked on his lap in time with the music and seemed to be thinking hard with her eyes on mine silently before she turned back to Carey. She reached down his sides and began tugging at the bottom of his shirt to pull it up over his chest. She pressed her palms into his bare chest. “Now you’re making me horny,” she said softly to him before twisting around to me again. “Honey?” she said to me and she bit her lip. “Now your friend is making me horny. And I got laid just last night,” she said, turning to face him again. “And good, too,” she groaned deeply. She turned back to me. “I think you should send him home now.”
Carey pushed her back and made her top slip down far enough over her arm, the cup of her bra was fully exposed. “Your wife is giving me a boner, dude, can you please get her off of me.”
She tittered and grinded her hips down harder into his lap. “Aw, poor baby. What are we going to do about your friend’s boner, honey?” she rocked her face back and forth at me with pretend innocence. “He doesn’t seem able to control himself.” She twisted around again and shook her face toward his. “Maybe that’s why you aren’t getting laid very much — do you have . . . “ she paused and tickled the underside of his chin. “Self control?” she nearly whispered.
“Obviously more than you do,” he sneered. “If I started rubbing your tits or your pussy, I’m pretty sure you’d get whatever girls get for boners, too.”
She bit her lip and pushed her chest up and out. “Wet, baby,” she said to him, stretching up to kiss the underside of his chin. “Girls get wet — that’s how you know they like you.” She turned toward me. “Your poor friend doesn’t know that girls get wet when they’re horny.”
“Fuck off,” he laughed.
She brought her tongue out under her top lip and dropped her mouth open. She seized his wrist in her hand and pushed it down between her legs, opening her thighs and pressing his fingers into the underside of her crotch. “Down here,” she said softly. “This is where a girl gets wet — you need to touch her here,” she said, leaving his hand between her legs and reaching up to wrap her arms around the back of his head. She closed her eyes. “That’s right,” she said nearly inaudibly. “Right there,” she whispered and she grinned because she knew I was watching.
Carey continued to rub his finger up and down over the hard denim seam of her shorts that ran down the centre of the apex of her thighs and he brought his eyes to mine. “Maybe it’s your wife that isn’t getting laid good enough,” he said to me. “You sure you looking after her, dude?” he said.
I rocked my head to the music and snickered. I turned my camera around and busied myself with it’s other settings. “That lady gets more than enough,” I said and I snorted.
She stretched her body up and back and pushed her head over Carey’s shoulder so that her mouth could kiss his ear. She laid flat on her back out over him head to toe. “I don’t know honey,” she moaned. Her top rode up her body and her stomach and the bottom of her ribs became exposed. “Who knows what’s too much and what’s enough?” She began to dance horizontally on top of him. “Anyway,” she said, squirming with her hips and groaning, pushing her abdomen up into his hand. “There’s different kinds of horny, isn’t there.”
Carey tried to pull his hand away from in between her legs, but she squeezed her thighs tightly on him and seized his wrist to push him down and keep him there. “Keep going,” she moaned up to him. She undid the button in the waist of her shorts and pulled the short fly down. Her low-rider white lace underwear became visible deep below her stomach.
“I’m not comfortable,” he said. She laughed and closed her eyes but lifted her face to me over her stomach and hips. “You don’t mind, do you honey?” Without waiting for my reply, she twisted back against him, kissed his neck, and pulled open her shorts. “He doesn’t mind.”
“Tell your wife you mind,” Carey said. “It ain’t right for a friend to stick his hand down his wife’s panties.”
“He wants you to,” she murmured still with her eyes closed. “Tell him you want him to finger your wife,” she said to me over their bodies. She bit his neck and ear. “It’s a different kind of thing. It’s ‘different day,’” she tittered and kissed his neck. “It’s ‘different day,’ isn’t it, honey,” she called to me. “I’m your wife today, he’s the friend who has to leave,” she chuckled up to him.
“Sanford?” he said and he flared his eyes at me and shook his head.
“What?” I said. I held the camera up and snapped pictures. “Got to say, it looks pretty hot. Might be some pretty good pictures here.” I pressed the camera closer to my face to make it clear to them both: I wasn’t going to stop anything, I was only going to take pictures.
The thing was, Stacy and I always teased each other about cheating. We would be at a party, and she’d hold me close and murmur in my ear, “See that guy at your 2-o’clock?”
I’d try to look around her shoulder but she’d giggle nervously and press her body against mine. “Don’t look!” she squealed in my ear. “But I want to fuck him — can I fuck him?”
“No honey,” I said. “You’re a wife — you’re my wife. No fucking anybody else anymore.”
She pouted and twisted around against me and stomped her feet, pushing her ass into my groin and pulling my arms around the front of her chest. “I never get to have any fun!”
Or we would be at a cafe Saturday afternoon. “Just going to set these down,” I said, putting our coffees on the table in front of her. “Barrista is fucking hot,” I said, “and she wants to fuck me — like right now.”
Stacy leaned out to see around me to the back of the cafe. “She say that to you?”
“Uh huh,” I said, sitting down. “Nothing unusual about that, mind you. All of them here sooner or later try to fuck me.”
“Go then,” she shrugged. “I’ll save your seat.” She blew on her coffee and looked casually around.
“Okay then, just going to bang that sweet pussy against the manager’s desk behind that wall then and split her wide open. I hope she doesn’t make too much noise for you.”
Stacy shrugged with one shoulder. “Just don’t shoot your cum in her hair, she’s still at work, you know.”
“I’ll spray it all over her face and tits — just like I did you this morning.”
She heaved over and her shoulders jiggled. “You just about made me spray my coffee all over your face and tits!” she barely restrained her laughing.
“Seriously though,” I said, sipping from my cup. “What if I did do her?”
“I would seriously draw and quarter you and drag your body parts behind your pickup truck up and down the street until everything was worn down to stubs and all that was left of you was curls of rubbed skin and loose teeth in the gutters.” She shrugged calmly and sipped her coffee and swung her one leg from the knee of her other leg.
“That’s not what I said when you asked me seriously.”
“Double standard, what, you new to the planet?”
“I said that I would enjoy experiencing vicariously the intensity of your sensuality and euphoria.” I sipped.
“One way street,” she shrugged again. “Doesn’t turn me on thinking about you fucking another girl. But obviously it turns you on thinking about me fucking another guy.”
I snorted and leaned low over our table and brought her down with me. “Would you fuck off with that?” I grinned and chuckled. “That was private!”
“I think it’s hot,” she grinned back at me. “Playing around with another guy right in front of you.” She bit her tongue and scanned her eyes all around my face.
“You don’t have the balls for it,” I sneered.
“You don’t think I could do it?” she said, twisting her face at me.
“You’re all talk,” I said.
“Is that a dare?” Her eyes looked at my mouth like she was ready to fuck me right on the table.
“You’re getting hot right now, aren’t you,” I teased her.
“Maybe. Maybe I’m thinking about someone specifically right in front of you.”
“That’s all it ever will be too, must imagination.”
She gasped and tapped my arm with her fingers. “What about Carey?” She widened her eyes and dropped her mouth wide open.
“What about him?”
“What if I fucked him? Would you get all angry and mad and stomp around and get a divorce and everything?”
“You wouldn’t fuck him, you don’t even think about him that way.”
She sat back and crossed her arms over her chest. “What little you know,” she shook her head at me. “What little you know.”
I paused. I thought I knew her well enough to know she was mostly all talk. But I also knew ‘mostly’ was not ‘completely.’ We teased each other mercilessly and it was often enough to get the other to do something they didn’t want to do. For me, it was her relentless teasing that made me put my name in for manager of my group at the IT department at the utility, something I had no business imagining I was ready for, but you know what? They hired me — my inexperience was a plus, they said, new eyes, new ideas kind of thing. I teased her about publishing her novel. But you know what? Just to show me, she hit the button at the end, and the thing actually sells a few copies a week, much to her amazement, and mine, to be honest. I had to be careful. Pushing too hard made us do things.
“We’re going climbing, by the way, Saturday morning, early,” I told her. “Back in the evening sometime.”
“Bring him over for beers,” she said.
“Okay, I’ll bring him over,” I shrugged. “First time out with the new camera.”
“You don’t think I’ll do anything to him,” she said, her whole body rocking from her leg that swung with agitation from her knee.
“I know you won’t,” I replied and I immediately regretted saying it. Red flags shot up all over my mind like the most egregious penalty on the field had been caught by all four refs. I shouldn’t have said it. I knew it was one tease too many. I pushed her over that fine line and all I could think the next two days and up the side of the cliff Saturday was how I knew in my mind’s eye she was going to do something and there was no way I could derail it without losing face. I had to bring him over when we got back. My mind screamed at me but I could think of no solution.
Now she was spread over his body with her shorts open and his hand on her panties and her top pushed up so high the bottoms of her bra cups were exposed to me.
“You getting good pictures, honey?” she said.
“Sure I am,” I replied behind the camera.
“Maybe your friend and I should go to our bedroom — isn’t that what people like in these kinds of shots?”
“I am not going to your bedroom with your wife, dude,” Carey shook his head.
“Oh come on,” she twisted around and kissed his cheek behind her. “He dared me.”
“You dared your wife?” he said with his face screwed up.
“I’m fine if she’s fine,” I shrugged with stoicism. She hung her pinky from her teeth and grinned at me. Her face reddened too. She knew I was trapped: if I said ‘No’ in any way, she’d never let me live it down.
“Watch this,” she said softly to Carey over her shoulder. “Oh honey,” she called to me. “I want to show Carey something in our bedroom, do you mind?”
“I don’t care,” I shrugged and I snapped away at the camera. “I’d like it. I’d watch,” I said. “I’ll take pictures, even.”
She tittered at me through the lens. “You know you’re going to stop me,” she said only for me, even though she was still squirming and pressing her exposed body all over Carey’s body. “Do you need me to keep going?”
“Not going to give you the satisfaction,” I grinned back at her.
“I don’t believe you,” she stuck her tongue out. “You can’t handle it.”
“It’s you who can’t handle it,” I said. “Me? I fucking get off on it.”
She laughed and twisted around so she was lying face down on him and she looked over her shoulder and down her back and over her ass at me. “Do you think about me screwing other men?”
I snapped pictures. “I jerk off thinking about it.”
She laughed and spread her legs open over Carey’s lap. “Something the matter with you, you know that?”
“Sometimes,” I said, the camera hard over my eye. “I imagine I’m a different man when I’m fucking you.”
She laughed so hard her whole body jiggled. “I should tell you,” she said when she stopped laughing. “Warn you,” she said, pursing her lips and caressing the back of Carey’s head. “I actually am getting kind of hot thinking about it.”
Carey squeezed her ass with his hand inside her shorts. His other hand drew up her bared back and stoked her skin with his nails. “Should I even be here?” he said.
“Shut up,” she said to him but with her eyes on mine.
I breathed deeply and jutted my jaw. “I’m just the photographer. Your his wife tonight, didn’t you say that?”
She squinted at me and pushed her body down harder into his. “I can’t tell what you’re saying right now.”
“Go to the bedroom,” I said. “That’s what I’m saying.”
She pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes. “Come on,” she said to Carey still looking at me. “Take me to the bedroom then.”
She rolled off him and stood to pull him up with both their arms outstretched.
“Dude, just no,” he said, struggling to press his body heavier into his chair.
“Just let her take you,” I said. “Just roll with it.”
He shook his head and sighed, but he let her pull him up and she tittered, pulling him behind her with both her hands behind her back. I followed down the hallway snapping pictures as I went.
When I came around the corner into our bedroom, Stacy was standing on our unmade bed and pulling Carey up behind her. She twisted around and lifted one leg and leaned back against him, letting him catch her with one hand around her wrist, his other hand around her waist. She curled her shoulders forward and twisted her head behind her and gasped in his embrace. I snapped the picture.
He roamed with his hands down the front of her body and over the open front of her shorts and she lifted her face to mine with her hands falling around his wrists, both restraining him and allowing him. They both looked at me across the room.
“How far are you letting us go?” she said to me softly and seriously. “I’ll going to keep going until you say stop,” Carey warned me. His hands pushed down inside her shorts and she crunched her abdomen and bent at her waist. Her ass pushed back into his groin. “You have to say stop, okay?” she said in nearly a whisper.
I nodded and stayed hidden behind the camera.
Carey stared at me through the lens as he pushed his fingers beneath the waistband of her panties. “You have to say stop, bruh,” he squinted at me hard.
“Just fuck off and keep going,” I said, snapping pictures. “Stop being such a pussy.”
He shook his head at me. “This isn’t some cliff we’re talking each other up, you know,” he said. I could see the front of my wife’s panties bulge where his hand pushed further down inside.
She pressed her ass harder back against his crotch and seized his forearm in her grip. “I told you,” she gasped at me. “You can’t take it.”
I sat down in the chair and said nothing.
“Fuck,” she sighed and she twisted around against Carey’s body and pushed herself against him to kiss him deeply on his mouth. “Would you fucking stop that a second?” she said to him with a grin and a snicker and she squeezed his wrist in her hand, but she didn’t pull him out of her panties. She recoiled in her hips and gasped again. “Baby?” she said to me sticking her ass as far back from Carey as she could. Still his hand worked inside her panties. “He’s making me so wet,” she groaned at me and she bit her lip.
I wasn’t going to lose though. “Do you want to do it with him?” I said to her.
She immediately nodded fast and deeply at me still biting her lip. “Yes, of course I do,” she said with barely any breath at all. “Im a bad girl,” she croaked and her jaw dropped down as her eyes clamped shut. I could tell his finger had entered her. He wrapped his arms around her harder and she pushed her body back against his. “You love seeing me in this state, don’t you,” she half grinned as she bent over at her waist and kicked one leg down like someone needing to go pee.
It was true. “Let me watch you masturbarte then,” she said to me one night as we reclined together on the couch. I told her that time she masturbated for me as I drove was one of the hottest things we’d ever done together. “See if I can tell what you’re talking about.”
I’d said back then that watching her do it to herself gave me a high by feeling through our connection her sexual feelings. She might have been wearing the same denim shorts she wore standing on the bed turning around and passionately, quietly, kissing my friend. We were excited to be getting out of town. It was just a road trip for the sake of a road trip to some place unremarkable except for being about three hours from home. Come to think of it, she was wearing the same off-the-shoulder white top, too. Had she planned to remind me the whole time?
“Like this?” she said on the truck seat beside me as we rolled down the rural highway. She had parted her shorts and slipped her hand inside her panties.
“Like how you want to do it — like how you would do it if I wasn’t here,” I said to her.
She thought about it gazing out the front window. “Kind of hard in public like this.”
I looked around. “There’s nobody out here,” I said.
She lowered her face and raised her eyes. “You sure?”
I nodded.
She wriggled on her ass and worked her tight shorts down her legs. Looking out the back window and at the occasional farm house going by, she tittered and then fluffed her top up and ducked down to pull it up and over her head. She looked at me and bit her lip and widened her eyes. I wasn’t expecting it, but she wriggled on her hips again and pulled her panties down and off her toes. She lifted her feet to press them into the dashboard and let her knees fall apart.
The sun beamed in through her open side window and her hair flew up and around behind her. She sank down in the seat and sucked her fingers wet before cupping her hand over her pussy. She looked up at me squinting through the sun and covering her face with her hand. “Are you sure?” she said again. I didn’t answer, I only smiled. She closed her eyes, dropped her mouth open, and spread her pussy lips with two fingers of her right hand before wetting the middle finger of her left hand and touching it to the cleft between her already swollen lips.
It wasn’t long before her hips vibrated and her legs flexed to lift her ass off the seat. Her head swung back and forth and her hair whipped over her face. Her mouth dropped open and she cried out with a death-like gasp before shutting her legs on her hand and rolling over on her hips to lay her nude body against mine and hide her grinning face in my shoulder.
She bit me and groaned. “Oh my god, I came so fast,” she said. She pushed herself up and nearly chewed my ear off. “And so hard,” she whispered. “You need to pull over and fuck me, baby,” she groaned as though in pain, she was so horny.
It was how she groaned toward me standing on the bed with Carey when he pushed her panties off her hips and halfway down her thighs where they stretched between her spread legs. “I think he’s going to fuck me, baby,” she breathed more than said. Her body writhed and she stamped her foot again. She did that thing with her top, fluffing it up and then pulling her arms down so it flew up and off her body. She turned around and pulled her hair up over the top of her head so it spread down over her face and she turned her head sideways and stared at me, or at my lens anyway. She had exposed the clasps of her bra to Carey and pushed her back up to him to enable him to undo them.
She shook her arms and the cups of her bra fell from her breasts and she caught the strap in her finger and laughed when she tossed it at me and it landed, hanging, from my lens. She lifted one knee and then the oother and used her toes to catch the waist of her panties and pulled them down and off her legs, throwing them behind her with her toe kicking up. Carey remained standing on the bed as my wife pushed his t-shirt up and over his head and then, with her hands feeling his torso all over like a blind sculptor, she found his button, undid it, and slid her fingers inside the loosened waist of his pants.
She turned around and stared at me over her shoulder as she slowly bent her knees and slid her body down the front of his body. He planted his hands on his hips and stared at me too, even as she pushed his pants down his thighs, and then pulled his underpants down too. He stepped out of his crumpled clothes and I snapped pictures. My friend and my wife were completely naked on my bed together and my heart pumped hard not with anger or jealousy, but with arousal. I was in tune with my wife. She ran her hands back up his legs, scratching all the way with her nails and staring at me, even as her hands reached his cock that hung rigid between them.
She grinned the tiniest grin before she closed her eyes, turned back toward him, and played her tongue out flat over her teeth and lips. She pressed her palm into the top of his cock and wrapped her tongue around the underside of it and tittered, looking up and finding his eyes with hers.
He raised his gaze from her hungry, moaning face and up to mine, still hiding behind my whirring and clicking lens. “Dude,” he said. “Things are going to happen. Things we can’t stop,” he half turned away.
My wife fell to her knees and reached up his body to cover his mouth with her fingers. “Shh,” she said, and she closed her eyes and opened her mouth like a schoolgirl readying to receive her first communion, and sank her soft, pink lips around the head of his cock.
I struggled to focus on the photography aspects of the scene in front of me. But I found a kind of peace, a kind of objective distance when I put the lens between myself and my wife and friend. It was her moans that infiltrated my mind: the sound of my wife experiencing such a sexual thrill was what shook me — it’s what I still recall now, and get hard about replaying, even though I didn’t record it, I only took still shots. I focused then on the visuals, but the audio is what turned a deliciously illicit sexual encounter into something that changed all of our lives.
A spouse may cheat not because she is unhappy or unloved or unfulfilled. On the contrary, she may cheat for the very opposite reasons: because she is so in tune with her body, so captivated by her lived experience of sensuality. Maybe she cheats because in her world of responsibilities and routines by which she is identified and identifies herself, as a professional, as a wife, a mother, a daughter to aging parents, a soccer coach, whatever, she needs a holiday. It’s a holiday precisely because the dalliance would never work in real life, the man would never be someone she could live with, the encounter never could be something that would be main to her life. It works because it’s wrong — and who doesn’t want to be wrong a little bit now and then?
And me? The feeling was surprisingly similar. I had my identities too, as a professional, as a husband, as a man, and as a fit, athletic guy. I had expectations from those around me and myself too — expectations of how to react to different situations, like a fire, a confrontation on the ice or field, an argument at work, or the discovery of a cheating spouse. And I too found like her the relief of escape from roles, from expectants, from proscribed behaviours. I was supposed to stop my wife fucking my friend. I was supposed to push my friend away from her and challenge him. I was supposed to divorce her, leave her, be hurt and pissed off.
To sit back and do nothing that I was expected to do was a holiday from myself as well, even as my wife’s head bobbed forward and back against my friend’s hips. And even as she tugged at his hands and his knees buckled until he came to kneel like her, and then to fall back under her as she pushed herself over him, I watched and I liked.
I pulled the camera away from my face and gazed at the bed as though it was a place I’d never looked at before. My wife pushed her body down over my friend’s body and dragged her tits — her delicious, marvellous tits — up his chest and neck, and she raised herself on her hands and pushed them into his mouth.
She laughed and kissed his mouth and glanced one last time over her shoulder at me sitting behind them. Her eyes glowed and her mouth curled in a slight smile. It was as though she and I both knew — this was a holiday for both of us.
She reached down between their abdomens and I saw her hand emerge from between her legs where her fingers, long and deft, wrapped around his stiff erection that rose behind her squirming ass. His hands pushed down from her shoulders and over her back to grip her ass and squeeze her there before he took control of her thighs in his grips. She curled her spine and her hips raised up and angled down. She drew the head of his cock through the cleft of her puffy and moist lips and then let go. I heard her gasp and I watched her pussy lips fold around the head of his cock, and then slide down the shaft until he completely disappeared inside her. It was the first time I’d seen in real life a cock and pussy fucking that wasn’t my own.
She curled her spine and raised her hips and his cock re-emerged from inside her grasping lips coated in shiny glisten from inside her. But she plunged back down over him again so hard I could hear the smash of her hips against his. She pushed herself up on straight stretched out arms and planted her hands into his shoulders and began to snap her body and plunge her hips against him, fucking him with rhythm and power.
He pushed her off and she squealed and laughed as he climbed up over her body and spread her legs under him. There was no more need to remind her to pretend I wasn’t there. She wasn’t looking at me anymore. Nor was he. It was as though they were a couple in their private bedroom having sex after a date. He dove down between her thighs and she yelped when he pushed his mouth against her pussy, but she also snapped her spine and arched her back and twisted her whitening knuckles into the sheets she pulled free of the side of the bed.
“Oh fuck!” my wife cried out with her face nearly turned upside down to the headboard behind her. When he released her with his mouth, her hips dropped as though from a height into the bed and he pushed himself up over her and before she could regain her bearings, he pushed his dick into her and she yelped again and curled up with her stomach crunching to bite his shoulder and grimace. He rammed himself against her so hard the bed skidded on the floor and the headboard knocked the bricks behind it.
When they fell apart to catch their breath, I saw my wife reach for her glass and noticed, just as I did, that it was empty. I jumped up and snatched it and mine too and darted to the bathroom. I came back and placed full glasses of water by each of them and went back to my chair and pretended that I had been remembering to take pictures the whole time. My wife and Carey sipped their water and glanced at me, but soon they were kissing again and began to ram their bodies at each other again, lying on their sides.
My wife rolled away from him and let him stab his cock into her pussy from behind. She pushed him down and threw her legs over him to drop her mouth back down over his cock that she lapped at and swallowed like a starved animal. He tapped her hips and tugged her thighs and she laughed and squealed as she brought her hips over his face and lowered herself down over him. She tried to keep sucking him but every now and then his eating her was too much and she squeezed his cock in her fist and threw her head up and back from his lap and clenched her eyes toward me and groaned out loud.
He slapped her ass and she squealed and said, “Hey!”but she also crawled down his body to grip his ankles in her hands and wave her ass over his lap. She raised her face up from his knees even as he gripped her hips and pulled her down over his cock. Her eyes were on mine even as his cock pushed back inside her pussy. She struggled to keep them open as long as she could, even as he pumped his hips up against her and as she twerked her ass and fucked him fast and hard reverse cowgirl style. Her mouth dropped open and her breathing stopped. I saw her nails dig into his ankles and I knew, she was cumming.
As soon as she breathed again, Carey pushed up behind her and gasped her hips where she remained on her elbows and knees and he pulled her ass up to his hips. My wife’s chin rested on the bottom corner of the bed facing me. Her hands twisted up inside the loose sheet and she tugged on the tension. When he pushed his cock into her from behind, her eyes clenched but she opened them again and stared at me. She was glassy and sweaty. Her whole body jerked with each thrust he hammered into her.
“Baby,” she groaned at me with half-lidded eyes and her mouth dropped wide open. “He’s fucking me so hard!” she winced.
I put the camera aside and I slid down out of my chair and walked on my hands and knees to the foot of the bed. I knelt there with my face right in front of hers. She winced with each slam he rocked into her from behind. “Is it good honey?” I said, and I kissed her on her sweating lips.
“Fuck yeah, it’s good,” she cried in a voice that barely registered.
“Do you like getting fucked in front of your husband?” I said and we kissed sloppily again.
“Fuck yeah,” she breathed hard. She clamped her eyes shut and her face bounced forward against mine. We both heard him grunt behind her. “He’s going to cum inside your wife, baby,” she nearly hyperventilated.
“Are you going to cum again?” I said, holding her face in my hands.
“Oh shit,” she groaned, and she stopped breathing again. The slapping was loud and the bed was getting destroyed. I kissed her as she cried out in a scream.
__________
Sometimes they play on the couch when we’re watching shows, and sometimes they fuck there, too. Sometimes they take it to bed. And sometimes my wife gets a particular thrill out of not letting me come with them, or watch. Sometimes he steals her from me and takes her home. Sometimes I come home and find him fucking her on the kitchen counter, like last week, or on the couch or in bed already.
He’s taking her to Vegas for the weekend, without me. ‘We’re going to share a bed,” she said to me, hanging her arms around my neck and kissing me with a snicker and a smile. “We’re going to sleep together,” she kissed me. “And I’ll fuck him in the morning before we get up,” she licked my neck. “He’s going to make me so sore,” she groaned into my ear.
He was standingin the kitchen, too, both their bags slung around his shoulders. “You’re fucking wife, man,” he said and he shook his head even as he took her hand. “Not sure when she expects me to sleep,” he said as they went out the door together.
My wife giggled as she pressed her body against his and went out the door with him. “Bye honey,” she said with a titter and she waved at me with her fingers as the door closed. I could hear her laugh and squeal as they receded down the hallway.
I nearly killed my cock I jerked off so much the whole weekend long. 




The philosophy of cuckoldry

“We have lots of rules that don’t make natural sense!” my wife Stacy said, her jaw down, her mouth wide. “And you know it, too,” she added through a grin with her face half turned as though it were some secret between us.
Luther, her colleague in the math department at the college, and incidentally a “friend” from their days at MIT, swirled his Irish whiskey in his glass and scoffed. “I agree with her, you may be on thin ice there, Jay,” he said. We were having drinks on our third-floor building’s roof-top patio at night — the first warm night in forever. “I’m with your wife on this one.”
I snorted staring at the in-table fire ring between the wicker chair I sat in and the matching patio couch Stacy and Luther sat on. “Most people, I’m just saying, they don’t need rules like ‘Don’t steal,’ or ‘Don’t murder,’ because they wouldn’t do those things anyway.” I was in the philosophy department, which was pretty much math, too, nowadays. “I mean,” I looked from Luther to Stacy and back again, “do you really need reminders about penalties to stop yourselves from stealing or murdering, as though you’d steal and murder if it weren’t for penalties?”
“What about speeding?” Stacy said with her head thrown back, her chin thrust up toward me, her eyes glinting. She rolled her head back and forth and stuck her tongue out like she really had me on that score. She was referencing, of course, the recent Saturday trip to our cottage on the lake where I got two speeding tickets within the same half-hour. I caught Luther running his eyes over the outline of the front of my wife’s stretched up and back body, lingering on her prominent erect nipples. I guess in the dark he didn’t think anyone was watching.
“Well there again,” I pointed at her with my glass of whiskey slung from my grappling fingers, “if posted speed limits were more consistent, they’d function better as warnings about hazards — that’s how they function most of the time. As information, not natural rules, and not usually as arbitrary rules, either, except out there on Highway 9.” I drank back a noisy slurp even as both Stacy and Luther laughed at me. “Those speed limits where I got the tickets bear no relationship whatsoever to the surrounding conditions,” I sneered. I played myself off as a victim and joined them in chuckling at myself.
“Rules as information,” Luther said tilting his head sideways when we finally stopped laughing. “As descriptors,” he squinted at me. “Natural laws of physics are like that, I guess,” he said.
“Exactly,” I nodded.
“Versus, as Jay says . . . ” she gestured her head to me as she turned to Luther and tapped his leg with her hand. She left it there, too. “ . . . arbitrary rules. Don’t speed.” She grinned at me. “Don’t cheat,”  she finally said after a pause before turning her face halfway away from me. I caught her dark eyes through their corners. A couple we were close to were going through a messy time after the husband discovered his wife was cheating on him. They were also colleagues at the university and it made for awkward stiffness all around the faculty club Friday afternoons.
“Is cheating a natural rule,” Luther raised his eyes to mine. “An informational rule, a descriptor? Or is it an arbitrary rule?” Luther asked. He tipped his glass at his mouth with his eyes on mine all the way back as though taunting me with my wife’s hand remaining on his thigh, her long and slender fingers relaxed in half-curls up to the sky. She sat with one leg folded under her in a short, tight umber-toned stretch-cotton cami mini dress, her caramel-brown hair pulled behind her ears, her eyes lined darkly the way she does when we’re going out. Only we were only having Luther over.
“I’m waiting for him to say,” she said to Luther, those sultry eyes of hers staying on mine.
“What kind of cheating?” I gestured with my chin back at Luther. “Cheating in a game, like moving a chess piece when the other isn’t looking? Cheating on taxes? Cheating . . . “ I stared at. My wife through the bottom of my glass before tilting it up and draining it through the back of my throat. “ . . . like Gail and Tomas?” I jutted my jaw sideways and set my eyes on the middle of the fire.
“There’s no law about the last one, is there,” Stacy said, sipping her drink with her eyes as locked on the fire as mine were. “Interestingly,” she added after a pause.
“Is there any game where cheating is allowed?” Luther raised his eyebrows to the fire as well. “Where cheating is fully accepted by the other player?”
“Golf,” my wife said, turning to him. “A handicap — you give strokes to the poorer player and you don’t count the actual swings he takes.”
“I suppose,” I said, watching my wife’s hand where it moved further up Luther’s leg, “some couple’s let one or the other cheat without gripping too hard on the marriage rule book.”
Stacy squinted at the fire. “So that one is neither natural nor informational, is it,” she said. She stared at my eyes as she flipped her hand over and pushed it even further up Luther’s leg.
“She has a point,” Luther said, continuing to ignore her hand as it pushed further up his thigh. “Not natural, since, unlike murder, say, there isn’t an automatic negative consequence, as you point out, making the rule redundant, and not informational, either, since it can be breached by agreement, post facto even, or tacitly, say.” He drank some more of his whiskey and now both sets of eyes hung onto mine in the dancing golden glow of the flickering fire. We had tiny point lights strung around the rooftop fencing, otherwise the patio was dark and quiet. I noticed they had somehow come closer together on the couch so that the sides of their legs and shoulders touched.
“So in your taxonomy,” Stacy finally leaned forward and clanked her glass down on the table between us. She pulled her leg out from under herself, “that particular rule would be an arbitrary rule — the worst kind,” she said. “I think you said it was the kind we should endeavour to root out at every occasion where it rears up. That the only positive evolution is moving from arbitrary to natural rules.”
Luther finally looked down in his lap. My wife’s hand was too obvious to ignore anymore, now lodged into the crease between his thigh and his abdomen from where her wedding ring sparkled at me and her fingers curled and relaxed grasping at the fabric of his pants. She looked too, at her own hand, as though it weren’t connected to her, and my eyes dropped to join both of them in mutual contemplation of what we were witnessing.
“I think you said,” my wife spoke toward her hand and Luther’s lap, “that Tomas could choose to accept Gail doing what she was doing, since what she was doing,” she dragged her eyes from Luther’s lap, over the table and the fire, and up to my body to, finally, find my eyes, “was only cheating in the sense that Tomas didn’t know.” She moved her hand over the front of Luther’s crotch and cupped her palm there. She and I held each other’s gazes firm. “As though knowing makes all the difference,” she said.
Luther cleared his throat. He and Stacy had had some sort of fling when they were students but I never questioned her on the details. “I don’t think I could do it,” he said.
“Do what?” she turned to him and squeezed the front of his pants. It was as though she were waiting for him to make direct reference to what she was doing to him.
“Let my wife cheat,” he finally said after a swallow.  He drew his gaze over to me but I remained quiet and still, my eyes still considering her hand squeezing and releasing his crotch like one might dispassionately watch a mouse sniff out a maze.
“But it’s not cheating . . . ” she said to him even as her dextrous fingers found and tugged the tag of the zipper of his pants, and pulled it down. “ . . . if the other one knows about it, and doesn’t object.” She turned her face back to mine even as she withdrew Luther’s cock from inside his pants and wrapped her hand around it. “Do you have any objections?” She raised her eyebrows at me.
I shifted in my chair and uncrossed and recrossed my legs and reached for the bottle to refill my glass. It wasn’t how I thought the night would go down, but in truth, we didn’t spell things out and we weren’t even certain anything would go down. She already knew my answer to her question, though, because it had come up earlier, before he came over. I reached over the table to pour more out for Luther, who reached with his glass just in time to catch the stream I began pouring. I tipped it up and steered it over the table leaving a trail of drips to splash a refill into Stacy’s glass too. And then I placed the bottle down on the table and leaned back in my chair facing both of them. I let silence be my answer.
She half-turned to Luther but kept her eyes on mine. “Don’t worry, he knows that you and I used to do it, it’s not like anything is so new here,” she said to him. “Right, Jay?” she said to me, before she twisted on the couch and bent over at her waist. She pulled her hair aside with one hand, and with her other hand, she stood his cock up where it rose incongruously from the opening of his pants. She sank her soft lips around it, all the way down far enough to press her face into the fabric of his pants.
I swallowed hard and looked across at Luther. “She’s good at that, isn’t she,” I intoned with a low growl.
“It was always the best that I had ever had,” he replied, running his hand through her hair and petting the back of her head where it began to bob slowly in his lap. She had pulled up her legs and crouched on her knees with her elbows resting on his leg. Both her hands wrapped around his cock where they followed her mouth up and down his shaft.
I half stood and walked my chair over that I pulled up against my crouched body behind me until I sat close to the side of the couch. That way, resuming my relaxed slump in my chair, I was able to hold my glass on one armmof the chair and lean my elbow on the other arm to drop my hand close enough to pull the bottom of my wife’s dress up over her ass. I pushed it up over her waist to make it stay up and I lightly slapped her black-lace boy-shorts panties.
“She’s a good lay, too, isn’t she,” I said to him as I squeezed and patted her ass as though she were a side of ham I was inspecting.
She lifted her face from Luther’s lap and looked up at him. “Any objections from you?” she said. It seemed a little late, but my wife was always more into stimulating conversation than any other kind of stimulation.
“I think it’s weird,” he shook his head. “I think you two deserve each other,” he nodded. My wife snickered and pushed her mouth back down over his cock and sank her lips far enough to kiss the fly of his pants. “And I don’t know if I fully understand what exactly is going on here ,” he finally added after clearing strands of my wife’s hair from the side of her face and leaning over sideways to get a better view of her mouth sucking and pushing over his cock. “But objections?” he lifted his face to mine. “No,” he said.
“Stacy likes to push the envelope, you know that already, Luther,” I said running my hand over her round ass and down her bare thighs. “She likes to test me, don’t you my . . . “ I paused. “ . . . wife.”
She pulled up and off Luther’s cock and sat straight on the couch again. She bent over at her waist and picked up her glass to sip before pulling the shoulder straps of her dress down her arms and then wriggling side to side on her ass to pull and stretch her dress down her legs and off her body. “And husband here,” she said to Luther but facing me, “likes to tease me and taunt me, too, don’t you.” She sipped her glass again before pushing herself up and carefully guiding one knee over Luther’s lap and settling herself down on him, facing him. “Sometimes he makes me think he won’t stop from me from doing anything,” she said twisting toward me before turning her face back to Luther’s and ducking down to close her eyes and kiss him on the mouth.
His hands tentatively wrapped around her bare waist before gripping her more certainly and pulling up around her ribs, just under the line of her black bra. “You two do this a lot then?” he said between her increasingly impassioned and breathy kisses on his mouth.
“Nothing quite like this,” I said to him, watching my wife’s hips curl in and out to slide her pelvis up and down his legs and even to push into his abdomen. “But she did warm me before you came over,” I said.
“I told him I wanted to fuck you,” she said directly to his face from an inch away, before laughing and collapsing down against him. She twisted her face around from where her head pushed into his chest and she reached with her lips to nearly kiss his nipple with her eyes on mine. “And he said . . . “ she went on, but I cut her off.
“ . . . Stacy,” I squinted my eyes at her and shook my head subtly.
“What baby?” she kissed his chest with her eyes still on mine. “Are you embarrassed about it?”
I sipped my drink and placed it down on the arm of my chair where I twisted it around and around.
She knelt higher over Luther’s lap and pulled his cock up to press it with her palm against her stomach. She licked her hand and pulled on him. “He said it excited him to think about watching me fuck you,” she said down to Luther below her.
He glanced around her body to me.
“I said,” I grinned sideways, “that there are some men out there who like to watch their wives.”
“And then I said,” she kissed his mouth and lowered her hips to press his cock against the front of her panties, “how does one even find out that that might be something they like?” She used her cutest most innocence voice and facial expression.
“Experimentation,” Luther said, his fingers unclasping her bra behind her back.
“That’s exactly what I said!” she pouted at him. The only indication she made that she was even aware that he was removing her bra was when she removed one hand and then the other from his cock as the straps fell limply down her arms and the cups fell from her breasts, baring her chest to the air and the night.
“Did you plan for this happening tonight?” he said when he found me with his weaving and bobbing face trying to look around the shoulders of my writhing wife as she tittered and pushed her bare chest into his face.
“No,” I said adding emphatic surprise to my voice. “Not exactly.”
My wife spun around and caught me with a jaw-dropping grin over her shoulder. “You lie!” she gasped. She turned back to Luther. “I told him what I wanted to do to you and he even helped me decide what to wear,” she said, pulling on his cock with increased desperation.
“True?” he asked leaning around her again.
I puffed air out my nose and shook my head and rolled my eyes and raised my eyebrows. “Technically true, I suppose, if we’re going by the letter,” I shrugged. “It was just talking, though.”
“Does that mean you want her to stop?” he asked me.
“Yeah,” Stacy said, twisting around again. She was dragging the head of his erection up and down against the increasingly dark spot on the front of her panties. “Does that mean you want me to stop?”
I twisted my glass around and around staring at the vibrating surface. I clenched my teeth and pulled my cheeks tight like someone slowing cranking a jack-in-the-box.
“It isn’t so much that one’s wife is fucking another man, as you so delicately put it,” I said, keeping my gaze on my vibrating drink. “I mean, what wive hasn’t done it with others before and will go on to do it with others after, even in the most faithful of marriages, right?” I sipped my drink and twirled the glass more. “And it isn’t even so much that she wants to fuck another man — I mean isn’t that what accounts for most of the Hollywood industry, and most of the book business too?” I chewed the inside of my cheek before lifting my gaze back to the slender back of my wife where she moved on Luther’s lap like smoke curling with her arms busy between their bodies, her hands somewhere between their pelvises. “And who doesn’t like watching couples get it on?” I chuckled. “Porn is half the internet.” I drank back the rest of my glass. “It’s really only whether other men know about it,” I said. “It’s what we fear others may think about us that makes us set that particular arbitrary rule.”
I stood up and seized my wife’s shoulders from behind. She rose off of Luther’s lap and stood leaning her back against me facing him. “Maybe that’s the root of all arbitrary rules — they’re meant to reflect how we wish to be judged,” I said. I wrapped my arms around my wife’s body and hugged her against me. “They put up those speed limit signs at the county line not to inform you that there are hazards to beware,  not to restate what is already known, but to project to visitors and remind the residents daily that they wish to be seen as a morally upstanding community that believes in old fashioned things like lower speeds even though we have much safer cars now.”
“Still on about the fucking tickets!” my wife chuckled and twisted her face around and up to mine. I hooked my thumbs under the hips of her panties and bent at my knees to push them down her legs, kissing the concavity of her waist. She let them fall over her knees and down to her feet and she balled her fists together and held them over her mouth as she looked down and lifted one foot and then the other out of her panties crumpled on the floor. She was completely naked.
I reached around her face and steered her jaw sideways and kissed her mouth. “Do you want to fuck him, darling?” I said to her.
She pushed her hands down behind her back and grasped the front of my pants. “Him and then you,” she said. She turned in my arms and lifted herself on her toes to drape her arms around my neck and pull me close against her body to kiss me.
I leaned over her neck and found Luther sitting behind her. “In point of fact,” I said to him with my chin on my wife’s shoulder, “we were talking last weekend about fantasies. And I said that I liked it whenever I noticed out an apartment window when I was younger, when I was a student or in some other situation where I saw a couple fucking. And then she said that she fantasized about being watched while fucking.”
Stacy buried her face down and into my chest where she bit me through a grin. “It’s embarrassing.”
“So we ended up putting two and two together — me watching, she being watched, and . . . “ Luther cut me off.
“ . . . and you called me up.”
Stacy turned around again but kept her naked body pressed against mine. “Well,” she said to him with her head falling in a tilt. “I mean, I already know we’re compatible, you and me. It wasn’t the sex that ended our little fling back in the day.”
“What did end it,” I said, nuzzling her ear from behind.
Luther snickered. “She fucked my friend,” he said.
Stacy puffed air out her nose and pulled her hair over her face, hanging her head down with a grin. “I can’t help it,” she said with a squeamish voice. “And anyway, you could have joined us.”
I drew my hand down over her breasts, down her taut stomach, and over her bare pussy. I touched her lips and found her soaking. “Wow, you really want to fuck him, don’t you,” I cleared hair from her ear and bit her there.
“Yes,” she sighed and shivered.
“Why don’t you take your clothes off, Luther,” I said to him over my wife’s shoulder. She stamped her feet with impatience and bent her knees unable to keep her body from squirming with anticipation. I ran my finger through the wet cleft of her pussy lips and found her clit hard and exposed. She raised her arms high and dropped her hands over the back of my head and pushed her ass backward into my pelvis.
“You guys are weird,” he said, but he stood up and undid the buttons of his shirt beginning at the top.
“So you keep saying,” I said to him. “And yet . . . “
“And you’re just going to sit there and watch?” he said, wavering to keep his balance as he tugged his pants off his feet.
My wife inhaled and pushed my hand harder against her pussy. She dragged her ass side to side over my bulge. “Underwear too, right honey?” she said.
“Underwear too,” I said to Luther. “And no, I’m not just going to sit here and watch,” I said.
Stacy pushed away from me and darted over the floor to kneel again straddling his lap before he even resumed sitting. “He’s going to jerk off watching his wife fuck another man,” she grinned at him and she kissed his neck. “I always loved fucking you,” she breathed close to his hear.
I slumped further down in my chair and surreptitiously pulled down my fly and opened my pants. Stacy arched her back and snapped her hips to drag her bare pussy over Luther’s erect cock between their bodies. She twisted around and grasped his cock behind her and curled her hips up to press it with her palm against the glistening lips of her pussy. She raised her dark eyes to me over the flame between us. “Can you see well enough?” she asked me. “Why don’t you come closer?” She let go of his cock when she straightened back to face Luther. She made an exaggerated show of shifting her hips all around but missing landing her pussy on the head of his cock. “I need help,” she said with a chuckle before leaning her head down to kiss Luther sloppily all over his mouth.
I drank a stiff gulp of whiskey and sucked a breath through my close teeth and stretched lips before stepping around the table to sit on the edge directly behind the torquing and writhing back of my wife.
“Need you so bad inside me,” she said down to Luther, but it was meant for me. She whined and pouted, unable to capture his cock with her pussy. I clasped her waist in my hands and tried to steer her over his cock, but she made a show of overshooting him every time. I finally took Luther’s cock in my hand and dragged the head of it through the soaking cleft of my wife’s pussy. She gasped and shook and chuckled. I pushed her shoulders down with one hand while I held his cock up with my other hand, joining my wife to her lover and locking them down together.
Stacy began to bound on Luther’s lap up and down with slushy noisiness between them and she twisted around from his face to flash her tongue out of her mouth at me, begging for my mouth without words. I leaned against the back of her rising and falling body and kissed her on her mouth.
“Come around the other side,” she said barely able to form an audible voice through her deep breath. She tapped the top of the couch behind Luther’s head to make herself clear. I came around the couch behind them. My wife curled her hands around the back of Luther’s head and yanked at his hair as her mouth gaped open like a starving fish. Her eyes were fixed on my cock still poking out of my pants.
I stepped up over the back of Luther’s sunken head and pushed the head of my cock between the lips of my wife’s mouth, and she moaned deeply like a woman possessed. I torqued my hips and shoved myself to the back of her mouth. Her body rocked on Luther’s below her, sinking her mouth to the base of my cock as she rose off his cock, then withdrawing her mouth to the tip of my cock as she sank her pussy down completely around his cock, back and forth.
I stretched my neck back and clasped my hands against the back of my thighs struggling to keep my knees locked and my balance upright. My wife pulled her mouth off my cock and wrapped her hand around my shaft to stroke me hard and fast — relentlessly pulling me over the edge. She laughed with breathless joy as my cum shot all over her face and chin and chest. She slid down off Luther’s body until she was on her knees between his legs. With my cum dribbling from between her lips and hanging from her chin and tits in long gobs, she gripped Luther’s cock and stroked him furiously in front of her gaping mouth. When he erupted, she closed her mouth around him, swallowed some, and pulled off to let the rest of him also hit her cheeks, her shoulders and her stomach. She fell back to lie on the floor beside the table on her back with her knees pulled up, and she tittered and smeared both loads of cum all over her stomach and breasts and nipples and brought her sticky fingers to her mouth to lick them off.
The next day, I came by her lecture hall to walk with her over to the faculty club for the usual Friday luncheon between the philosophy, physics, and math departments. I snuck into the back and top of her hall — it was a first-year math course she taught, pre-calculus, and about 100 students attended. She looked up and gave me a discreet smile and wave of just one finger from the front of the hall where she worked out the finishing moves on a complex calculation on her whiteboard. “We derive,” she said facing the board in a voice loud enough on the mic around her neck to fill the packed room, “through differentiation,” she made her final strokes of marker and recapped it to spin around and face the mass of faces of her students, “the derivative,” she nodded at them. “In every relationship, there is a limit.”
She held out both hands palms-up and elevated them as though she were weighing scales. “One side of the equation changes, and it causes the other side of the equation to change, too.” She tilted her head sideways. “We might know how much one side changes over some length of time, but we often need to know how much it changes instantaneously — over zero time. Which sort of makes no sense, does it.” She squinted at them and scanned over the class before bringing her eyes to mine up at the top by the door. “But what about an expression that tells us the rate of change as we get closer and closer to zero?” She raised her marker high over her head and let it drop to the floor. “It increases it’s speed every second. And every quarter second. And every one-hundredth of a second. But what is that rate without any passage of time at all?” There was a pause of about three beats and then the buzzer sounded.
At the faculty club, I got talking and so did she and I lost track of her. She came to me 30 minutes later and lifted herself on her toes to whisper in my ear. “Guess where I was just now?” she said.
I looked at her with my chin retracted and my eyes narrowed.
She tittered and cupped her hand behind my neck to whisper in my ear again. “I’ll give you a clue: his cum is running down my leg right now.”
I stepped back and cleared my throat and looked around the room at all my chattering and laughing colleagues. I caught sight of Luther by the big windows and he lifted his glass to me in acknowledgement.
“Where?” I asked her.
She needed a moment to keep herself from snickering before she came back to my ear. “In the coat room,” she said. She turned away and leaned her body back against me and pushed her ass against my pelvis. She lifted and twisted her face up to mine behind her as she pressed herself against my bulge. “But it wasn’t Luther,” she said, before she tittered to herself and pushed off, strolling over the floor to another woman from physics that she gasped at and greeted, leaving me behind.
I drank my drink and scanned around the club eyeing all my colleagues to search out the guilty-looking one. 




The hotwife Challenge Part II

“Doug’s coming over tonight,” Fei said to me as she came out of our bedroom. She was dressed this time in a short, red, widely pleated dress with a wrap top. She came up to me where I was working in the kitchen and pushed herself between me and the counter. She hung her wrists over my shoulders. “Him and I are going out.”
I put the chopping knife down and stepped back from the counter, but she hoisted herself up on it and held me in place, locking her ankles together behind my back. Her skirt fell up her legs and showed me her fancy white lace thong panties. She pulled the back of my neck and pushed her face up to mine to close her eyes, part her freshly painted lips, and kiss me lightly on my lips.
“And after, I’m bringing him home,” she cooed against my mouth. “And I don’t want you here.”
“But I live here, Fei,” I said, pulling a grin up one half of my face.
She dropped her eyes to my mouth and arched her back to press her breasts into my chest. “But my boyfriend is coming over. And we’d like a little privacy.”
I chuckled and shook my head, leaning it back and running my eyes across the kitchen ceiling. “Your boyfriend, now, is it?”
She dragged her fingers down my chest and stomach and hung them, curled, in the waist of my jeans and she raised her shoulders and snickered. “And we’re probably going to want to . . . “ she groaned in nearly a whisper. She pushed her mouth up to my ear and said, “ . . . do it.” She poked her tongue and licked me there. “Again,” she said, and she chuckled with a chirp. “Me and my boyfriend,” she whispered though a wide grin.
She pushed me backward and slipped down from the counter. “Anyway,” she said out loud as she spread her arms out and twirled around in front of me. “Do I look pretty?”
“Yeah, you look hot,” I nodded. It was true.
She pulled up the edge of her skirt and caught it with her chin pulled down against her chest. She pulled the straps of her thong panties up over her hips and wriggled her knees. “Do you like these? I just bought them.” She wavered on her hips with her eyes lifted up through her hair to my eyes. “For my boyfriend,” she bit her lip.
I knew she was just trying to push my buttons. She was taunting me to make me say it: to make me tell her to stop. But my resolve was made nothing if not stronger but her teasing. The further she took things, the more stoic I became. She wasn’t going to win. I would not be the one to stop things.
“I’m sure he’ll like them,” I nodded.
“Not that they’re likely to stay on me for long, right?” she said, dropping her skirt from her chest and turning away from me. She twisted her head over her shoulder and pressed her chest into the doorway. She lifted a leg behind her and poked her top lip with the point of her tongue. “Anyway, no peaking this time.”
“Where am I supposed to go?” I shrugged, now enjoying getting into the elaborate ruse with her.
“The bedroom?” she shrugged. “Doug and I might hang out in the living room, on the couch. Maybe watch a show,” she added with a titter.
“Sort of like how you watched a show with him that last time,” I nodded.
“Sort of like that,” she smiled. “He’s going to be here in a minute, but I told him not to come up. I’ll just go down and meet him out front,” she said.
“Okay, babe,” I called after her. “Tell him ‘hi’ for me,” I called, and I smirked and got back to chopping things.
“He just texted, he’s down in front,” she called from the hallway and she hopped on one foot as she pulled the straps of her pump over her heel. “See you later — well, not see, but . . . “
“Probably hear you later, right?” I said and I chuckled.
She wrapped her arms around my stomach from behind and cupped her hands over my groin. “Can’t really do much to help that,” she cooed. “Anyway, my date’s here, so . . . “
“Well you better get going then,” I said with a grin.
“Okay,” she said and she retreated from the kitchen and clacked up the hallway.
I snickered but refused to turn around. I knew she’d be standing there ready to shout “got you!” at me. I heard the front door open and shut and shook my head and snorted. As if. But then I heard the key in the lock — on the outside. I leaned backward out the doorway and twisted to look up the hallway. I was prepared for some of her trickery and half expected her to jump out at me and squeal with delight for tricking me again.
But she wasn’t there. I dashed to the front door and carefully leaned my ear on it. Then I gripped my hand around the handle and got ready. I suddenly twisted it and flung the door open ready to catch her out in the hallway. But she was not there.
How far was she taking it this time, I wondered. I went to the balcony and looked down at the front entrance of our building. Fei came out the front doors. Doug’s car was actually down there, parked in the looping driveway. I screwed up my face and enunciated out loud to myself, “Huh?” I watched my wife hike her skirt up and slide into the front seat of Doug’s car. And I watched his car move through the driveway, and out onto the street, and away.
I untied my apron and hung my hands on my hips staring blankly at the sky. She was really taking it far this time. My phone buzzed and I pulled it out. It was Fei texting. I wasn’t too surprised and I smirked and opened it.
“He likes them,” she wrote me. “A lot,” she added.
“What?” I wrote back.
“My panties I showed you,” she wrote. “Anyway, we’re going to be in a restaurant and then a movie, so I’m turning my phone off in case you try to get me.”
“Good idea,” I wrote. I looked up to the street half expecting to see Doug’s car come back and both he and my wife come in the door laughing at how good they got me.
But his car didn’t come back. They didn’t appear at the door. And when I wrote her on some pretence about where something was at home, it appeared as though her phone really was off. Either that or she and Doug were laughing as they were watching my texts without answering. But the joke was getting pretty old by then — they’d been gone over an hour.
I eventually went to bed and sat up against the pillows reading. They may well have gone out for something to eat, and they may also have gone to a show. We were all friends, it wouldn’t be too unusual, though typically I would have gone too.
Maybe, I couldn’t help thinking, even as I tried hard to distract myself with my book, she wasn’t teasing me, she wasn’t taunting me, she was actually out on a date with Doug. Something changed that time she took things too far on our couch with Doug. It began as a tease, but the more both of us dug in our heels and refused to lose the dare and make it stop, the more it looked like something else was taking over.
She asked me after if I liked it and she knew from my response that I did. She teased me about it, but I couldn’t hide the fact that something changed for me too. It wasn’t just to keep from losing to her that I held back from stopping her and she knew it. What if she was actually telling me she was going off for a date with Doug? What if she was actually telling me she was bringing him home after? What if she was actually telling me they were going to do it again on the couch?
“No fucking way,” I groaned with a half grin to myself on the bed. But the fact was, she did fuck him right in front of me that last time, and I let it happen. Maybe she wasn’t playing the game anymore. I shivered at the thought just as the key rattled in the front door. I quickly snatched at the light chain and turned out the bedside lamp. I wanted her to think I was sleeping already and not waiting up for her to come home.
I told myself she’d be alone. She’d creep in, expecting to find me steaming and staring, and then she’d tease me for believing something was going to happen. That last time, that was a one off, things got carried away, we lost ourselves in the silly game. I wanted her to peek into the bedroom and find me apparently sleeping and then she’d know, she lost.
But she didn’t come in alone. I heard her giggling and going “Shh! Shh!” through grins. I heard her murmur something and then stop and slip off her pumps. The front door closed and I thought: okay, he brought her to the door, they said goodnight, and he was going home. But then I heard his deep murmur and her stifled tittering.
They crept past the closed bedroom door and I could tell she stopped outside the door, probably to press her ear to it. But then they walked on past, not opening it, not surprising me, not squealing and taunting me for getting me so good.
I laid in bed with my ears tuned. I heard them murmur and laugh and try to keep each other quiet. I heard the fridge open and shut and I heard plates and glasses being taken down. I saw under the doorway a light come on and then go down quickly, dimmed.
I kept listening even as a show came on and I could see under the bedroom door the flickering light of the screen. The volume was just loud enough for them to hear, but not loud enough for me to make anything out. I didn’t hear their voices for a long time — so long, in fact, that I wondered if I heard at all correctly, or if Doug might have come in and then left. 
I got up quietly and pressed my ear to the bedroom door. I could still only hear the light volume of the show. I squeezed the handle and depressed it and eased the door open an inch before carefully releasing the knob. Nothing. I opened it more, enough to lean my head out. The hallway light was out, and if they were watching the show, their faces would be half turned away from the hallway. I poked my head out sideways to see, half expecting them to be hiding against the wall and ready to shriek and laugh at me.
But they really were on the couch, and there really was a show on. I couldn’t hear them because they weren’t talking. They weren’t talking because, astonishingly, they were making out. I pulled my head back inside and screwed up my face in the dark of the bedroom.
Making out in front of me last time, and then worse, actually sucking him, and then even fucking him like last time, was all part of getting carried away in front of me. The whole thing was a tease, a joke, but of course, it required me there to be a joke. Who are you teasing, Fei, if you actually think I’m sleeping?
I poked my head out sideways again and looked up the hallway into the living room. They weren’t just making out, they were all over each other. I opened the door wider and stepped out, pressing my back to the wall. I needed to see more clearly, to see past the wall of the kitchen.
That’s when I heard Fei’s tiny, high-pitched gasp. That wasn’t teasing me, that was a genuine gasp of sexual pleasure. It wasn’t meant to be heard by me — she was struggling to keep her sounds quiet.
I slid further along the wall until I had a view of the entire couch from behind the side. I had to pull back and duck half way down — Fei suddenly twisted around and landed her leg over Doug’s lap. She now had her back to the screen and loomed up over him with her elbows on his shoulders and her head dropped down between her shoulders. Her hair obscured their faces but I could hear the smack of kissing.
She pulled her hair together over her shoulder and leaned her face down to his neck. I saw her smiling and I heard her murmur some more, but I couldn’t tell what. She suddenly tugged and squirmed and I watched her laugh silently as she tugged his shirt up and over his head.
There was no way she knew I was watching. There was no way for her to know I was even awake. She wasn’t even checking down the hallway. It stopped looking like a teasing game. It began to look like a hot girl — my wife — on a date. She fell back from his lap and stood in front of him. She raised her arms up and tussled her hair with her eyes half closed. She swayed her hips at him and then pulled free the sash holding her wrap top closed. She smiled down at him, not down the hall to me and the bedroom, as she dropped her shoulders back and let her dress fall down her back, down her ass, and onto the floor around her legs.
She tittered just loud enough I could hear and she playfully shushed him with a finger held to her smiling lips, though it was her who made the noise. She whispered down to him on the couch in front of him “Baby!” and she gasped. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She held it to her chest as the straps fell down over her biceps and then she let her bra fall from her body altogether. She peeled her pumps off her feet with her toes and crawled back up in his lap wearing only her panties.
I could see her elbows and shoulders move and I could tell her hands were busy between their abdomens as they kissed more fully. Doug’s hands moved over her bare shoulders and back and then around her ribs to her chest. I gaped watching him handle my wife’s bare breasts in his hands — she leaned back and arched in her back hard and lifted her face to the ceiling. Her hands pressed into the back of his and she pushed him harder against her breasts and emitted a moan that was accidentally full volume.
I stood up and came into the living room at that point.
“Hector!” she said as though genuinely startled.
“You made enough noise to wake me up,” I said. “Otherwise . . . “
She laughed and fell forward against him but with her arms still between their bodies. “I’m naked, do you mind?” she said with a grin from his shoulder where she half buried her face.
“Like last time — so what’s new, right?”
She pushed herself tighter against Doug. He was also topless and I knew her bare breasts were squeezing against his skin. “I don’t know,” she said, “you not watching?”
“Maybe I like to watch, you said that last time. Maybe you were right.”
She murmured into Doug’s ear too quietly for me to hear and then she kissed his neck and twisted around to face me with her cheek on his chest. “I like it better with you not watching,” she said. “It makes me too nervous.”
I could see her arm slide slightly between their bodies. Her hand was hidden but was between his legs.
“Do you want me to go back to the bedroom?”
“I thought you were sleeping.”
“If I was, you would have woken me up with all your moaning and groaning.”
She laughed and buried her face in his neck and kissed him. “You’re embarrassing me now,” she murmured.
Doug pushed his head back and cleared her hair from his face. “Should I go?” he said.
My wife sat up on his lap and showed me her hand pulling on his cock that she had fished from his open pants. “No,” she said to him but looking at me. “If he likes to watch me go down on you so much, then we should let him,” she said to him.
She slid down his legs and poured herself onto the floor between his feet. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and pulled her hair over one shoulder to make sure both of us could see. With her eyes in their corners and up on mine, she dropped her mouth open and closed her wet lips around the head of his erection.
I sat down and watched just as she said I would. She knew me.
“Nobody asking me if I like being watched,” Doug said.
“It’s a game we play,” Fei said, making a suction and popping sound when she pulled her mouth up from the head of his cock. “Isn’t it baby?” she smiled at me and devoured his cock more deeply in her mouth with a loud, muffled, moan.
“I’m not exactly comfortable with it,” Doug nodded at me over the top of my wife’s head bobbing in his lap.
Fei pulled up from his lap and we both said to him at the same time, “Shut up,” and we both chuckled.
Fei smiled at me and stood up and stepped over to me. She spread her feet over my knees and leaned her hands into the back of the chair I sat in and lowered her face to my ear with her hair sweeping over my face and chest. “Take my panties off for your friend,” she whispered to me and she snickered.
She stood up and curled her fists together and pressed them against her grinning mouth. I gripped her hips and she turned around to face Doug from between my spread knees. I pulled at the waist of her thong panties and she squealed and exhaled deeply.
I pulled them down to her knees where they stretched between her legs and she tittered again as she balanced herself with her hand on my head and she lifted one foot and then the other, pulling them through her panties that I held for her.
“I guess that means he wants you to fuck his wife,” she said to Doug with her head tilting to the side. She twisted around and looked down at me over her back. “Isn’t that right baby?”
I stared up at her silently.
“You have to say it, baby,” she grinned and bit her lip.
“I’m not going to say it,” I shook my head and swallowed.
She reached between her legs and slid a long middle finger through the cleft of her pussy lips that I could see hanging down from between her legs wet and swollen. “You need to say it — you have to order me to do it.”
“If you want to do it, then go ahead,” I said.
“You have to tell me to fuck your friend,” she said to me but she swung her face back to Doug and stared at him through strands of hair that fell over her face.
“Doug,” I called to him past my wife’s naked body. “Do you want to fuck my wife?”
Doug swallowed and widened his eyes at me. “Only if you want me to,” he said.
“See?” Fei giggled and she twisted around and looked down at me again. “He needs you to tell him too.”
“This is crazy,” I said.
She stepped away from me and turned to face me as she spread her feet and stood straddling her hips over Doug’s lap. “Are you going to say it?” she bit her lip again and blinked her eyes at me full of fake innocence.
I stared but remained quiet.
She backed up further until her bare ass was nearly in his face. She swayed on her hips and dropped her shoulders to reach down with her extended fingers to touch and tickle his erect cock that rose under her abdomen. “You know you want him to fuck your wife, so just say it.”
I continued to stare.
“You don’t have to,” Doug said from behind her back.
She shivered and bent over to wrap her hand around his shaft. “It’s just us three, baby, and we already know what you are,” she said, and she smiled and dragged her wet tongue all the way around her opened, wet lips with her eyes half shut looking at me. She bent further and wrapped both hands around his cock and stroked him.
I gripped the arms of my chair and tried to smirk, tried to laugh it off, tried to look away. But she was right, I was mesmerized by her. I wanted her to do it.
“You know you want me to fuck him, so why don’t you just say it?” she smiled. She tittered — she knew she was teasing me at a whole new level. She lowered herself and sat on his lap facing me with his cock in her hands rising up against her stomach and she chuckled deeply and dropped her head back. “What’s that word again, Doug?” she said, staring at me. She pressed his erection against her stomach and shut her eyes as she gasped.
I cleared my throat. “Cuckold,” I said, answering for him.
She swayed and smiled and poked her tongue out between her grinning lips. “Cuckold,” she said full of breath. “Is that what you are?” She curled her spine and pushed her hips forward so that her pussy cleft, wet and red, rubbed along the length of his shaft. “A cuckold who wants to watch his wife fuck another man?”
I jutted my jaw sideways and clenched my teeth. I wanted badly to be able to tell her to stop, to end things, to laugh, to get up, to send Doug home, and to tell my wife she wins. But I said nothing.
“Am I your — what was it again, baby?” she said over her shoulder to Doug. He was rubbing her back and slid his hands around her ribs and clasped them over her bare breasts and she snickered and leaned back against him.
“Hotwife,” he said from behind her.
She giggled and teased his cock between her legs and pushed it again harder into the cleft of her lips and she snapped her eyes shut and shivered though her body. “Is that what I am, baby?” she said to me. “Am I you’re little hotwife?”
I swallowed and shut my eyes. I wanted it all to go away but I could not make myself say it. I could not tell her to stop.
“Do you want me to fuck him?” she repeated again. “Cuckold?” she added. She poked the head of his cock inside the glistening fold of her pussy lips and tittered when it popped back out again. “Fucking cuckold,” she teased me with her mouth dropping open with exaggerated shock. “Do you want to watch your wife have an orgasm on your friend’s cock?” she licked her tongue all around her open mouth and giggled again.
“This is too much,” Doug said with his face buried in her hair.
“You have to tell him what you want,” she said to me. She squirmed on his lap and pushed the head of his cock again between her pussy lips and stretched back to lean her head over his shoulder.
His hands roamed over the front of her body stretched out on top of his. “It feels so good, baby,” she said to me as she writhed on top of him. “Are you enjoying watching me?”
She laughed at me — she knew, she could tell.
“Yes,” I finally said.
She shrieked and kicked her legs up. “I told you that you were a cuckold!” She sat up straight and faced me gripping his cock and stroking him against her belly. “You’re a fucking cuckold! I bet you’re even going to jack off watching your wife fuck your friend!”
“Then just fucking do it,” I said.
“You have to spell it out, baby,” she taunted me with that grin of hers. Her breath was fast and deep and her thumb bent over the head of his cock and rubbed him. She pushed her hips forward and pressed his cock against her pussy. “You have to say it!” She dragged her soaking pussy lips up and down over the shaft of his cock and reached up over her head to drive her fingers into his hair behind her.
She pushed up and nearly sank her pussy lips over the head of his cock. Her body writhed on him and she moaned louder. “You have to say it!” she cried out. She trembled with the head of his cock between her lips. Her legs flexed where she wrapped them around his. She tugged at his head behind her neck and she began to move on him as though already fucking him. She sounded like it too, moaning and groaning. He squeezed her breasts and her body spasmed and twisted. “Say it!” she cried out loud. Her hips quaked and her stomach muscles clenched. She panted with her head thrown backward and her chest pushed up. I could see her fluids running from between her legs.
“I want you to fuck him,” I finally shouted.
She bellowed and pushed her hands upside down into the back of the couch beside his head and her body pushed down and her pussy lips folded over his cock and completely absorbed him inside her. The wet slushy sound was shocking. When she pulled back up, the suction sound was loud, and then she pushed back down again and began to fuck him wildly and freely. I never heard my wife make so much noise.
She suddenly flung herself forward and her hair flipped over her head and hung down in front of her face. She bent over and gripped his ankles where his legs stretched out to the ottoman in front of the couch. She wrapped her feet around and under his thighs and she began to romp on him reverse cowgirl style, raising her face to mine through her shimmering fall of hair. She motored her hips up and down on his hips and cried out so loud, I worried about the neighbours.
He rolled her over and she shrieked and laughed. He knelt on the floor and threw her ankles over his shoulders. I watched him from behind as he pulled her down so only her head rested on the back of the couch, and he rammed her so hard, the feet of the couch skidded on the floor. My wife cried out and moaned even louder. I could see her fingers curl around his waist and her fingernails dig into his skin, she pulled him so hard into her.
When she stopped crying and stopped breathing, I knew. She laughed when she breathed again, several seconds later. She was exhausted. She was drowning.
He pulled out at the last second and my wife slid down under him and let him fuck her mouth just as ferociously he had fucked her pussy. She gurgled and her lips bubbled over and she finally cried out and pulled her face away. More of his cum shot on her face and tits. She laughed and his cum burbled from her mouth and ran over her chin and hung down to her stomach. She pushed up and ran away cupping her hand under her chin.
While she was in the bathroom, Doug pushed himself up onto the couch and pulled the blanket over himself. “Sorry about that, man,” he said.
We didn’t make eye contact, but I only shook my head. “I told her to fuck you,” I shrugged.
“And there’s nothing wrong in that,” he shook his head at me with a frown.
“Fuck off, Doug,” I laughed.
Fei came back in her bathrobe and sat in my chair, squeezing in beside me. “Did you like that, baby?” she said, kissing my cheek.
I didn’t answer. But I didn’t have to, she knew I did.
“But next time?” she said softly to me twisting around to kiss my lips. “You really don’t get to watch.” She kissed me again. “I’m going to go over to my boyfriend’s place next time. Okay?” she said, twisting to kiss the underside of my jaw. “That way, you can be a real cuckold.” 




A Cheater's Homage

It was noisy, it was steamy, it was crowded, and it was perfect. My little cafe on the corner: Here is where I came for that “me time” you can only get in a crowd of anonymous strangers. The only place I can get it, anyway.
I pulled my brown, leather-skinned journal out of my tote bag, freed my fine-point pen from the red satin ribbon that bound it, and opened up to a fresh, clean, and un-sullied page. I pushed the spine open, I spread my palm out over the eggshell vellum, and I curled my pursed lips in to keep from grinning like a fool all by myself tucked in the corner by the window at the tiny round table.
It was perfect. All I needed was something to write about . . . .
He — and there’s always a “he” in these things, isn’t there — leaned over my shoulder too close from behind, startling me. He slid his bulbous hands with their thick, stubby fingers over the back of the bent-wood chair unoccupied at my table, and meant to remain that way. I came to this neighbourhood because no one knew me here, and I didn’t know anyone here, either. I could be someone else . . . .
He was wearing an untucked and hung-open plaid cotton shirt that had been through the wash a thousand times, and a plain brown t-shirt below, also untucked. His jeans were worn out, his hair was months from the barber, and his face was unshaved, but not bearded, either. He was plain. He was so everyman, he was no man, one of those people who make themselves invisible. He scored zero in every category. Worse of all, he wasn’t even interesting.
It was his scent that made me glance again. My nose is sensitive and I don’t often encounter scents that intrigue me rather than repulse me. His was some unusual blend of rainfall and cinnamon. It was nothing that could have been purposeful judging by his unconcerned looks, which made me wonder. How do you just pick that up?
But it was his voice that made me turn and face him. Deep and resonant, it was surprisingly soft and intimate even when he was just trying to be clear and polite. He was too close to me for comfort already, but his voice was as though it was inside my own mind and it made me mini-shiver.
“Is anyone using this chair?” he said, and I was so startled by that voice I raised my face, twisted toward him, and stared as though I was at a gallery looking at odd pictures. At first it didn’t even seem possible that the voice and the face went together, one so plain and ordinary, the other so stirring and evocative.
“This one?” he said, and his thick fingers tapped over the back of the empty chair pulling me out of my momentary entrancement.
“Oh, no,” I said, finally coming back to, and I shook my head and smiled with embarrassment. “It’s all yours,” I said, and I turned away and waved my hand to be off with him. “You’re married,” my mind said to itself, which was an absurd thing for it to say. I mean, as if.
Whereupon he pulled the chair out, sat down, crossed one leg over his other leg, and proceeded to absently scratch at his cheek and jaw and stare off as though pondering how to answer something I or someone else might have just asked him. I looked where he was looking and, finding only a wall to the other side, I looked back at him.
He smiled pleasantly, nodded once, and went right on pondering the mysteries of the vague mid-distance all the while making himself more than comfortable at my table.
I looked around as though there might have been a camera recording my reaction to the invasion. He looked over, nodded again and smiled, and turned his face back to the wall.
I’d never been that close to someone who had those eyes that look but don’t see. An invisible man who is also blind, I thought.
It was true, there weren’t a lot of other places to sit, but there were some. He could at least have dragged the chair away to some other spot along the wall. I turned my face out the window and squinted, trying to decide if this was something to oppose or accept. It was a bohemian neighbourhood, safe and busy. The cafe was always crowded. I might not have noticed before, but perhaps it was that kind of place where it was perfectly natural to share tables. It wasn’t my way of life, but then, I wasn’t in my own area of town, was I. 
I was 38, too young to be worrying already about not keeping up with changing times and social habits. But after nine years of marriage, even if I had my “alone time” once a week, does tend to make you feel like the rest of the world is speeding by without you. It wasn’t just me, though. If my husband happened to walk by and see me in the window, there would be no doubt he’d be very curious about who the man was sitting with me just staring out across the cafe blankly as though still figuring out how to answer some incredibly difficult question.
It would be doubly confusing for him because the man wasn’t anyone like who I would have anything to do with in that way or in any other way. He was too large, for one thing. Large men always intimated me. At events or parties even with family, around a large man, I’d step behind my husband and hide out.
His hands were scarred and calloused — and huge. He must have worked manually with wood or pipes or big heavy tools or something — a type of man I had never had anything to do with at work. I was a reader and then a student and then a professional — a legal secretary in a real estate law firm. Men who made things with their hands were something I read or theorized about, but I didn’t know they actually existed in real life. I mean, I did, obviously, but I didn’t know they hung out at cafes and drank coffee or that they travelled alone, even, or hung out at places that were not bars with pick-ups out back.
This man’s biceps, they looked about as big around as my waist. I wondered, staring back out the window after stealing a couple more illicit glances, if I’d even ever had a conversation with a man like him in my life.  I snickered and ducked my face down to hide my grin when I imagined him being so big, I could sit in his hand, swing my legs from his palm, and whisper secrets in his ear that I’d hang my hands from. Wasn’t there some children’s book . . . .
“Can I?” he suddenly said, and he bent with a grunt at his waist and reached halfway across the table, but stopped his hand just wrapped around but not touching the flat wide jar of sugar packets.
I looked from his hand to his eyes and back to the jar and I gestured with my own hand for him to help himself, but not without a crease in my brow. “You might even be able to have two, if you say please,” I nodded at him with narrowed eyes and a sly grin.
“Please?” he nodded dutifully as though catching himself, and when I chuckled and covered my upper lip with my finger, he frowned as though he was the butt of a joke he didn’t understand, and I guess he was. My god, I thought, you read books about people with whom you have less than zero in common, but you don’t really believe it’s actually possible. Same city, same table, even, but completely different planets, I marvelled.
I pushed the jar with my open hand over to his side of the table. “Knock yourself out,” I said, and I flared my eyes wide and directed them back to the middle of my still blank and yawningly wide page.
“I appreciate that,” he replied, and he proceeded to tear three of the little square packets at once, stacked together, being careful to drain every last crystal into his cup by flicking his second finger off his thumb and against the paper packets with three controlled taps.  He then stirred with his huge sausage fingers pinching a wooden stick with the precision of a surgeon. He sipped from his cup, raised his eyes to mine, smiled as slightly as one could and still call it a smile, and then he nodded once even more slightly toward me while he stated, with lips closed, “Mm!”
I closed my journal in my lap and laid my pen back down on the cover to snap it under the ribbon again. “Good, is it?” I said to him with a pursed-lip smile. There was a free table outside, I noticed. It was warm enough.
His eyes took their time coming back to mine but when they did, they seemed to be reading me, studying me. Finally, he said, “It’s a perfect cup of coffee, it really is. And it’s a beautiful day, too.” He inhaled through his nostrils and let it out like some practiced yoga practitioner. “It’s a great little cafe,” he said, nodding in approval with a brief scan around the place. He wrapped his large hand around the edge of the little table and flexed it in his arm like he could snap it off like a chunk of bread. “And I just I love these round tables, they’re perfectly made, aren’t they,” he grinned — something I would never have thought to notice in a table. “And I’m also sitting across from a beautiful woman. How could this cup of coffee, then, not be good?”
I snorted and looked away. All I could think was, Oh my god, I get out once a week if I’m lucky and I have to be the one that gets the weirdo at my table? He was maybe mid-40s, maybe late 20s, maybe looking at 60 — one of those guys you can’t pin down. I may not be a frequent visitor to those parts, but even I could tell he was a foreigner to them far more than I was.
“A married woman,” I nodded at him with a stern expression, and I stretched my fingers out and ran my thumb over my wedding band on the hand I casually held up half way to my face as though examining it for a tiny cut or something. Surely the glint should tell him everything he needs to know?
“I appreciate beautiful things,” he said. “You have a really good look going on there, looks like you . . . “ he paused as though worried he was going to make a faux pas with the wrong word, and I agreed — I thought he was stepping perilously close to cracks in the ice, too. Didn’t I just tell him to buzz off in so many words? “ . . . looks like you try, you know?”
I felt my skin blush and I fought against the rush the only way I knew how whenever I sensed a slipping away of control — I objectified things, I broke them down into their constituent parts. I wasn’t going to let a cliched and tired line like that have any effect on me, not from any man and least of all from a guy like that who struck me as having just fallen off the turnip truck.
“Why would you say that?” I asked him. “What specifically causes you to notice that?” I said, setting my face square to his and settling myself back on my hips. I needed to assert myself, I needed to get back in control of the spiralling situation. But I also didn’t mind hearing more of his voice, either, if truth be told. I probably wasn’t going to get anything good written that day anyhow.
“Your eyes,” he said without missing a beat. “Your eye shadow, it’s very good, it works really well,” he said.
I felt his eyes like they were fingertips the way he roamed with them around my face and neck, and I struggled to not give away that I was feeling anything because, of course, how could I? Married, 38, not in anyway attracted to men like that, not in any way even ever exposed to men like that, so close up, and nor could I allow myself to be. But he wasn’t going to let me off that easy, was he.
“The way your hair sweeps over your forehead left to right, the way it curls in at you jawline, the way it falls down to your shoulders,” he went on and on.
I ducked my face and toyed with the cross pendent on my tiny gold chain around my neck. “That’s just my salon,” I shrugged.  I looked around — was anyone else noticing this? Why do I become such a silly little girl the minute a man does that to me?
“Your mouth,” he went on unobstructed. “The corners of it twitch when you’re thinking,” he said, now probing the outer edges of strictly husband territory, though I’m not sure if even my husband had ever noticed that about me. Nobody ever mentioned it, husband or otherwise, not in all my years, that much was true. Not until he did.
I knew about it — it was a nervous twitch  inside my cheek when I had something to say but worried people might listen.
“It makes a person wonder if you’re telling yourself clever little jokes that you don’t think you can share with them,” he said, smiling knowingly, but I knew, again, that it was all just tricks. There’s no way he could have figured that out about me from just a few minutes beside me at a table in a cafe. Was there?
I rolled my eyes around the room and exhaled deeply out my nose and brought my flaring eyes back to his eyes and tilted my head sideways. “Do you mind?” I said in a voice a bit too quiet and intimate for a stranger, whether or not that stranger was stripping me bare in front of himself with his mysterious eyes and sonorous voice. “I’m just trying to enjoy a break by myself?”
“Are you asking me?”
“I’m telling you,” I replied sharply.
“What was the joke you told yourself when you looked out the window just then?”
I narrowed my eyes at him, I pursed my lips, and I said, “I laughed at myself because I thought it was just my luck to end up with the one weirdo in the whole place sitting at my table,” and I pushed my book back into my tote bag, I pulled my chair out from behind me, and I turned for the door and didn’t look back.
__________
“You get something down?” my husband Ron called from the kitchen where he had his apron on and pots and pans and herbs and salts out. He supported me and my journaling, encouraging me to go out by myself, to try different places, look for that “Paris” I had always had in my mind — the expats, the writers, the bridges and shops and cafes.
“I was too bugged,” I moaned to him from the front hall where I peeled my sneakers off with my toes.
“Thought you liked the new place.”
“Did. Some weirdo wouldn’t leave me alone, though,” I said, coming into the kitchen to wrap my arms around my husband’s body from behind. I leaned my cheek on the back of his shoulder. “That smells incredible,” I cooed to the back of his neck.
“You want I should have his head?” he said raising a meat cleaver from his block.
I snorted and patted his stomach. “Going to take a shower,” I said, and I pulled my sweater over my head, tossed it over the arm of the couch in the living room, and twisted the button in my jeans as I patted down the hallway. “Thank you for dinner,” I called back without turning over my shoulder.
“Don’t have to thank me everyday,” he called back.
“I know,” I said to myself, rounding into the bathroom and shutting the door behind me. “But I almost forget what it’s like needing to get one for myself,” I said under my breath. I looked in the mirror closely and pulled an eye socket down and let it snap back up. I tilted my head and narrowed my eyes at reflection. “There is literally nothing that I want that I don’t have,” I said in a monotone moan. “Absolutely nothing I can think of,” I squinted at myself “And yet . . . ”
I sagged, twisted around, and pulled up the handle to put the water on for a shower. I stepped in and turned my back to the streaming hot splash. “And yet . . . “ I repeated.
__________
I wasn’t going to let that man chase me out of the neighbourhood I slummed it in, but where I needed to park took me past that cafe on my way up to the next one I was interested in checking out. I saw him too, when I glanced through the front windows, sitting at someone else’s table by the looks of it. I shook my head. He was staring off again, too. No phone, no book, no newspaper, no friend, nothing.
I snorted and shrugged. Imagine just sitting and thinking with your own thoughts. Imagine doing that in public. Who does that?
I got to the next cafe in the next block and joined the long line to the counter. With each periodic shuffle of our feet, I drew closer to the front but increasingly drawn back out the door behind me like the wrong ends of two magnets being pushed together.
“Get you?” the server said.
I just stared through her eyes.
She half twisted her head and squinted at me. “See anything you’re interested in?” she tried again.
I glanced around over one shoulder and then over my other shoulder. Everyone was either on their phone, reading a book, reading a newspaper, working on a laptop, or talking with friends. Everyone.
“No,” I shook my head at her with what she must have taken as an odd level of emphasis.
I spun around, put my head down, and charged back out the door. I stood on the sidewalk and turned to face back down the block I had come up and I inhaled like I was sucking on a mint before I exhaled with dropped shoulders and defeat.
At the original cafe, I got my coffee and turned around. It was as crowded as usual, but just as I decided to try outside, a guy at a table got up and left. Nobody else noticed, and nobody else went for the table. That was because someone else was already there and people don’t usually do that, join a stranger at their table, do they.
But then, the man wasn’t, strictly speaking, a stranger anymore, was he. Not to me so much, anyway.
“Is anyone using this chair?” I said, coming up behind him and snickering at my own sense of humour.
It was evidently lost on him. He gestured for me to take it without even looking over his shoulder up at me, not until I stepped around to the other side of the table and, feeling defiant and empowered, I dropped myself into it without pulling it away from his table.
“Oh!” he finally said, and he smiled broadly. This time, he was covered in fine white dust.
“Snowing where you come from?” I said. He stitched his brows and I danced my fingers around the front of my body and looked at his shirt struggling to clue him in.
He looked down, picked the fabric in his fingers and tent-poled it out to see what I was talking about. “Not snow, no,” he said with either the most dead-pan humour or the most dead-brained coma. “Marble.”
I stared at his blank face when he lifted it back up straight to mine and I blinked slowly three times. I thought I heard him say “marble,” but I knew he couldn’t have, the word made no sense.
“Marble,” I nodded, feigning satisfaction as though that answered that.
“Well, calcium carbonate,” he clarified for me with his chin dropping.
I pulled out my journal and placed it on the table between us without opening it. I wanted to indicate to him what I was there to do, and that I would, without further hesitation, start to do it whenever I choose. It might have been his table, but he didn’t respect my ownership last time, so I felt no such obligation to him this time.
“Of course,” I nodded as though thoughtfully. I guess I was being thoughtful, just not in the way he might have imagined. I wasn’t interested really in the dust. I was wondering instead how a man like him can just sit there so free and easy with nothing to read or look at or talk about. He was not only practiced at being invisible, he also behaved as if he knew he was and had always been.
“Probably should have cleaned myself off before coming up,” he said.
“Why bother, though?” I shrugged at him. He so didn’t care, he was beginning to infect me. He said I was beautiful last time, but then had no followup. He didn’t try to press his case, and he didn’t make it uncomfortable for me in the end. It was as though he were stating his observations for no further purpose than just to share them. “Who cares, right?”
“It doesn’t brush off easily,” he said with a regretful frown.
“The marble you mean?” I narrowed my eyes at him. “The calcium carbonate?”
“It’s very fine,” he nodded at me.
“And how are you getting yourself covered in it in the first place?”
“I work in it.”
“You work in marble?”
“I chisel it,” he stated flatly.
“Why are you chiselling marble?” I was amazed at myself. Without knowing it, I was having a conversation with a man like that; I was actually initiating the conversation, too. He probably weighted twice my weight, but there was something also disarming about him. Something soft in him, almost.
“I make marble sculptures,” he said, hooking his thumb over his shoulder in the direction of the hill down into the small industrial streets behind the main street.
I nodded at him as though that was a perfectly natural and predictable thing to hear someone say. Inside, though, I was roiling. That explained the hard and calloused hands! That explained the strong and precise fingers! I wonder if spending your days with hard rock was also what explained his attitude, his peculiar tack on these waters?
“That your studio down there, then?” I said, gesturing with my chin to the back of the cafe and down the hill where he had hooked his thumb to. I sipped my coffee and covered my eyes with the opposite rim of my cup. If my husband saw me now, he’d have a few questions. I was talking to the man like we were old friends or colleagues or something. But he would have been as struck by the alien appearance and mannerisms as I was: he’d be very curious, that much was certain.
“I can show you, if you like,” the man said.
I laughed and looked around and hung my swivelling head. “As if!” I sneered.
He was as mystified by my reaction to his suggestion as he had been by everything else I said, and I realized, I was probably as alien to him as he was to me.
He shrugged. “If you wanted,” he repeated, and he casually took a sip of his own cup and let his eyes do that thing again where they just settle anywhere they want without actually looking at anything.
It wasn’t safe, and it wasn’t wise. I’m a careful person who is constantly assessing risk. I’m also a married woman, and very happily so. The theme of the last few weeks had been, for me, trying hard to find something there is to want. I had been journaling about it a lot, lately, how we, or me at least, have lost something when we lose anything that we didn’t have but that we perviously wanted. We lose the wanting, and wanting is a very deeply felt emotion. I had been trying to identify the word for that, for what you lose when you lose wanting.
“How far is it?” I said. I was feeling unmoored by my thoughts.
He didn’t answer, he just rose instantly as though lifted by puppet strings, drained the remainder of his cup, and turned for the door. He stopped half way and stared at me over his shoulder like he was confused about why I wasn’t right beside him marching out the door with him. It was like the man had never done anything new that he hadn’t done before, or with someone he’d never done it with before. I shook my head, bulged my eyes, and gasped with annoyance. But I also pushed my journal into my bag, drained my cup back hard at my mouth, and got up and followed him out the door. Like I said, no one knew me there. I’m not sure I even knew me there.
We walked side-by-side down the hill three blocks, talking in an easy, meandering way the whole time about the day, the cafe, the people there, the city, the world — anything and everything. I felt like I owed him nothing, he was so ephemeral as a person. It felt like nothing mattered.
He told a funny story using his hands a lot and when he looked in the imaginary box ink which he held some supposedly surprising thing, I looked not in his box but up and over his hands and at his face. His eyes gleamed like a boy’s on Christmas, he was so deeply reliving some embarrassing moment. I realized that when I watched him in the cafe staring off at nothing, that he in fact was looking intensively at things he was able to conjure in his mind as nearly solidly as objects in reality. It must have been like that: just looking in his eyes as he looked with them at whatever he had in his hands in his mind, gave me more a vision of what he was talking about than I could have imagined myself.
But of course, I thought, as we came to a non-descript door set in a low white stucco building set amidst so many others just like it. He went in and held it open for me to enter, and flicked on the lights. The door closed behind me.
I was staggered. All around me were large figures both human and abstract rising out of stones. There was no doubt all of a sudden that this was in face a busy man.
“You have a lot going on here,” I said, startled. 
“Commissions mostly,” he said, his hand on his hip as he scanned around the lit up place.
“You have commissions?” I grinned up at him. “From where?”
“Not this country too much,” he said, walking into the middle of work tables and tool boxes and stones and vents. “East Asia, lately. Lots of Europe,” he nodded thoughtfully. “Some private collectors -- New York, west coast,” he mumbled. 
I stepped up to a smaller piece balancing near the edge of a work bench. It was a delicate woman’s foot with water running over it — or what, I realized, was marble incredibly carved to appear as though it were transparent water rippling over a foot beneath. It was bewitching as a dream image. The technique was stunning. I reached forward with my finger to touch the water half expecting the stone to feel cold and running, to dip my finger through the transparent-looking marble and see it part around me.
He bent down beside me and his cheek was nearly touching mine. “It’s a study for a much larger piece,” he said so close to my ear I felt his breath. “But a replacement, really,” he said, “for the senate building in Rome.”
I turned my face sideways to his face but I still remained crouched with him at the edge of the work table. “Rome still has a senate?” I said.
His eyes went from my eyes to the toes of the sculpture that were under imaginary water, and back to my eyes. “The Palazzo Madama,” he said matter-of-factly. “15th century edifice,” he clarified. “The Medici’s,” he mumbled.
I looked from his eyes to his mouth and back to his eyes. He looked so innocent. But yet he was creating masterpieces of historical significance in European capitals. I closed my eyes, I wobbled forward over the balls of my toes, and I brought my face close to his. My lips opened and I pressed them to his lips.
It was like entering the eye of a hurricane, the wind being time and the dust in a round wall around us being thoughts, concerns, worries, and husbands and families, and work and obligations and plans. And inside kissing him there was none of that, and nor was their time.
“Okay!” I stepped back and straightened up. “Time to go!” I said, and I marched to his door.
“I’ll walk you up,” he offered.
“No need!” I called without looking back over my shoulder, and I hoofed it up the hill and straight to my car and home.
__________
“Get something down today?” my husband called when he heard me come through the condo door. He was in the kitchen, naturally. I leaned against the doorway and admired his back, they way he bumped into the counter, how he spilled things, how the pans clattered and the utensils dropped. It was like the symphony, but when they’re warming up all at the same time and not playing yet.
He spun around and his elbow caught the open bottle of balsamic and it toppled onto the counter and poured out in a tiny stream onto the floor. “Look out,” I laughed, and I snatched paper towels and crouched at his legs to wipe it up for him.
I brought myself back up with hand grips around his calves, his knees, and his thighs, dragging my body up against his until I lifted my face to him and tilted my head back. I clutched my hand in his groin and squeezed. “Miss me?” I said.
“No,” he said, “Mister Jackson.”
I snorted and shook my head. Always the joker, he was.
In bed, I googled the sculptor’s name. He wasn’t kidding: he was literally everywhere in the world except here at home. He was famous, even, insofar as sculptors are known. And he had a small showing coming up in a tiny gallery space attached to his studio the very next weekend. He didn’t even tell me. “Studies,” it was called. The promo page showed the very same foot-in-water that I noticed and zeroed in on when I visited him in his studio.
Just the sentence shivered me. “ . . . when I visited him in his studio.” What a Parisian thing to say!
“There’s a small studio show I wouldn’t mind taking in,” I said, turning my laptop toward my husband who took a moment to finish the sentence on his device and turn to look over his glasses at my screen.
“What’s that, white water?” he said.
“That’s marble,” I grinned and I bit the tip of my upside-down thumbnail. “I remember seeing works like that when I was in Italy — before we were married.”
“Who is that?” he said.
“Sculptor,” I answered. I didn’t say “Brandon,” I didn’t say, “a man I’ve been meeting up with at the cafe,” I didn’t say “an artist I visited in his studio earlier, alone,” and I certainly didn’t say, “a man I kissed last weekend.”
“Friday night?” he said.
I knew I didn’t have to make myself discourage him from going with me but I knew I wanted to. It was his usual hockey team night. “You’re busy, I know,” I said, faking disappointment. I shut my eyes because I hated lying like that. But had I lied? Yet? Really?
“You don’t mind going yourself?” he asked.
A part of me wanted to, needed to, find a reason to not go, or at least to find a way to make my husband come with me. I didn’t trust myself. “I’ll be fine,” I said, shrugging and turning the laptop back to myself. I shut my eyes and inhaled long and deeply. This should not be so easy, I thought to myself. It’s too easy!
__________
I lingered around the periphery of the long, narrow store-front gallery as though intrigued mostly by the photos of his work process hung on the wall more than the actual pieces set on plinths down the middle. But of course, he, Brandon, was lingering around the middle, answering questions about his work and I was staying away.
But I came, didn’t I. I was even lying to myself now.
I finally got my courage up enough to spin around and at least face him, if from the distance of half the store away. He saw me. It was a slight nod, a very slight smile, and even a more slight, yet lingering, glinting of his eyes on mine over the top of other heads gathered around him.
I twisted back on my toes toward the wall, lifted my wine glass to my lips, and chirped with a smirk. Didn’t think I’d be here, did you? I wanted to say to him.
But he was the one who surprised me. He startled me, appearing right beside my shoulder. In that voice of his, he said, again as though in my mind more than near my ear, “Don’t leave,” he said.
I turned toward him but he was already gone, holding forth with fans adoring him and fondling his works. What does “Don’t leave” even mean? Ever? Tonight? Until something? I poured the rest of my glass down my throat. This man — he had a way of infuriating me with the slightest effort.
He made me wait far longer than I would normally wait in a situation filled with strangers, and for far longer than I had planned to be there. I texted my husband. “Going great. Very interesting. Might be a bit later.”
He texted back. “Just getting out the door for the rink. Take your time.”
It was maybe not the thing I needed to read.
“I want to show you a piece — it’s in the back because it was sold before it even went on display,” Brandon said to me, again sneaking up on me.
“You have to stop doing that, you know,” I said to him, but his large hand covered nearly my entire back and he ushered me unnoticed around the side of a wall and through a thin door into the studio from the other side.
“Stop doing what?” he said.
I turned around so that his hand graced my sides and now cupped over my stomach. “Not even trying,” I said, and I lifted myself on my toes in my pastel pink pumps and I wrapped my arms around his neck. I pulled him to me and we kissed again, longer, harder, and more breathlessly, at least for me.
His hands clasped around my back both strong and gentle. He leaned slightly back and lifted me off the floor just by pressing my body against his, and he sat my rear end on the edge of a work table. If I didn’t lift my heels up the backs of his legs and dig in, I might have fallen backward. It was dusty and dirty.
I pulled my face back from his. “Don’t you have fans to please out front?” I said with a smirk.
“My assistant has it covered,” he said. “People know me to just disappear.”
“Why am I not surprised?” I said, and I snorted, I tilted my head to the side, and I bumped my heels into his ass to make him kiss me again. We could hear the light music flowing through the door and wall and the murmur and polite laugher of the patrons of the arts sipping his wine and nibbling his cheese.
His hand gripped my bare knee and I was again amazed that that large mitt covered in calluses could be so soft, could move with such minute expression. He moved it up my thigh and my legs, and without really thinking, I lifted my knees to hook them over his waist. My dress fell like a cloud up my thighs and crumpled around my hips. He leaned over the table with his legs pressed into the edge and I hung from his neck and arched my back to push my face up to his and keep that kiss going longer inside that timeless whirl.
It didn’t feel like cheating. Ron would never, could never know. And besides, I was such a different woman when I was over there. I was the Parisian expat of my dreams. That’s all it was, I told myself, a vivid dream.
He felt my upper thigh the way I imagined he probably felt his marble work on the bench. When his fingertips, one at a very slow time, crossed over the front of my white, floral-textured hipster panties, I shivered and clung to him harder. When he delicately stroked my skin with his fingers reaching around behind my back and hooked them in the waist of my panties, I pulled on his neck, I lifted my ass off the bench, and I allowed him to pull them down my ass and up my thighs. I pulled my legs from around his body, pulled my knees up to my chest, and allowed him to pull them over my knees and down my calves, and finally, with my feet pointed, over my shoes and off.
Okay, I thought, Kath, you’re cheating. But it truly had nothing to do with Ron. A good husband, a strong marriage, gives us safety and stability and dependability, and we need that like water and bread. But a spouse can’t possibly also give us mystery and intrigue and risk. And that’s the lemon for the water and the butter for the bread, isn’t it, otherwise, it’s just jail food.
When we kissed again, I undid his belt and pants, I folded his jeans down, and I fished out his cock. It was, of course, the first cock I touched since several years before I married, and only the third one I ever did touch. It was heavy, thick, and hot — hotter than I recall them being, generally. His cock, also, made me think I could feel the beat of his heart in it. It was foreign, heavy, and hardening in my grip.
He pushed his hips forward and there was no discussion. I spread my legs and pulled on his cock, guiding him into me. When the head of his cock pushed the lips of my pussy to widely spread and fold around him, I gasped and I snorted, because there really was something funny in it, though what exactly, I couldn’t say. I languidly let go of his cock and dragged the backs of my fingers and hands up the front of his shirt and wrapped my arms tighter than before around his neck. In for a penny in for a pound, I thought. If cheating it be, then let it at least be good and worth it.
His hands opened my dress without me really knowing — I guess that’s what dextrous and quick fingers can do. I looked down at my body, naked but for my bra, and up at him. Of course, I kept thinking, of course. I pulled up to him and pulled my hair over my shoulder. He knew what I meant, and reached around me blindly to quickly unclasp my bra and it fell from my chest and I shook my arms so the straps fell down, and I tossed it onto the dusty and tool-covered bench beside us. I laughed again, because I was completely naked under this man. But he pushed forward and suddenly lights and choirs erupted in my mind. His cock was slow, steady, and insistent, even though at first I gulped and worried I couldn’t fit him. It hurt — but the good hurt.
The man, the sculptor, famous in the continental capitols,  began to fuck me on his workbench. I got ideas and I laughed and squealed and kissed him and rolled over and snuck away, taunting him and teasing him. I dashed to the other side of the workbench but I wasn’t quick enough, was I, to escape his grip seizing my wrist. He turned me around and bent me over the bench and used his feet to spread mine, raised on my toes. He entered me from behind and I bent over the bench and laid my cheek into the rough, worn, and raw plywood.
“Get up here,” I pleaded and I got on my knees and backed up. I laid him down lengthwise over his own workbench after we pushed his tools and exquisite half-done rocks aside, and I straddled him and leaned down to kiss him with my hair gathered in a rope and pulled over one shoulder. I lowered my hips and pushed my pussy down over this cock, taking him all the way inside me. I rocked back onto my calves and pressed my stretched fingertips into his chest and rolled my head back to lift my face to the dark rafters of the ceiling of his studio and I plunged my hips up and down on him. I fucked him. I fucked him good. I like to think that I, little innocent Kath, fucked the famous artist’s brains out.
__________
When I got home, I didn’t stop in at the kitchen but instead went straight for the shower — for obvious reasons. I found my husband elbows-deep in some mixing bowl when I came out.
“Go well today? Get anything good?” he said without turning around.
“Yeah,” I said tightening my robe and checking the fridge for nibbles. I was famished, of course. “Got some really good stuff today.”
“That guy still bothering you at the cafe?”
“Hm?” I said, spinning around. Oh right, I thought. I complained about him before, hadn’t I. I had to cover my mouth to hide my spontaneous titter and I coughed to cover my crime. “Oh him,” I said. “No.” I thought about saying more, but that would only pile on to the lying.
But he reminded me of what I thought of him at first. He was exactly the opposite to the kind of man who could ever be my life partner, and he still was. He attracted me because he was so separate from my world, so outside it. And because he was “over there” in so many other senses, he reminded me just how out of reach he was. I would never be able to simply have him — it would always be a matter of subterfuge, timing, hiding out, and escaping.
How can you tell your husband that you’re cheating on him but that it has nothing to do with him, that everything between you and him is perfectly fine? That it’s a separate world and it’s the very separateness that both makes it so erotic and appealing, but yet also safe and merely escapist? 
I didn’t in the end, because you can’t. I only hugged him from behind and reminded him how much I loved him. But then my phone buzzed and I quickly checked it. It was Brandon. “Little round table in the window again Saturday?” he wrote.
I sent him back a winking face emoji. I really tried not to, but, you know . . . . 




My girlfriend wants to be an actor

My girlfriend was 19 and lived in a shared house with another girl, also 19, and three guys, all of whom were 24. I had my suspicions, but as a 19-year-old myself, I wasn’t sure how to bring them up. My feelings were all over the place.
She usually came to my place, which was the basement of my parent’s home, but this time, we decided to hang out at her place. “Maybe you want to see what it’s like there,” she said tentatively.
Kylie was always pretending to be someone else. She dreamed of being an actor. She loved creating little scenarios and playing out little roles. “Everybody there is into acting. They’re really cool guys — they’re all professionals. They’re working all the time. They’re showing me and Corrie the ropes. Isn’t that cool?”
“How did you end up getting a room in that house?” I asked.
“I met then at an open call!” she replied with wide eyes and a gaping mouth. “They let me practice outside with them when we were all waiting, and then, they just a room come up in this they shared.”
“Why do you like acting so much?” I asked her, after she showed me her room upstairs. We came into the huge living room together.
“Because I can just lose myself in it, I guess,” she smiled at me from the middle of the couch where she sat down. I sat on the big old overstuffed chair on the other side of the coffee table because two of the guys who lived there were already on either end of the couch and it would have been awkward to squeeze in against one of them to side beside Kylie. The two guys were focused on a game they were playing with headphones on.
Above us the ceiling creaked with a certain rhythm that then seemed to speed up. There was music on and the two guys’ headphones were so loud, I could hear their shots through them, too, but behind all that, above our heads, I might have heard breathy cries, though it was hard to tell if it was in the game or not. Kylie seemed to not notice the strange sound up there, even though the cry got pretty just before the creaking stopped.
“So have you got any auditions coming up?” I asked her.
“No!” she grinned with embarrassment. “I’m hardly ready yet. Still practicing, still learning.”
“How are you practicing?” I asked, genuinely interested. Both guys to either side of her twisted their faces toward each other over Kylie’s lap with ominous eyes wide opened at each other, before they both swivelled back to the screen.
“I don’t know,” Kylie shrugged. “Just sort of around here with these guys”
“Oh yeah?” I grinned crookedly at her. “Like here at home?”
“I’m too shy to do it anywhere else yet, you know that,” she said, biting the corner of her lip. She was wearing sky-blue shorts that were folded up at their bottoms and a light and loose white cami top.
“Like up in your room?” I nodded.
She shrugged and puffed a shot of breath out her nose. “Sometimes. Or like just around the house. Different places.” 
“Out here, like?” I said, glancing at the two guys playing their game — Will and Shad, apparently.
The third guy came down and leaned against the arching entrance to the living room dressed only in a long towel tied low over his waist. I thought it was a little odd to be dressed as though the shared space was a guy’s locker room. “The whole house is her stage,” he said, making an elaborate stagey gesture with his sweeping hand, his eyes drawing across the ceiling like it was far away. It was a very high ceiling, but not that high.
Kylie snickered. “I think you just scared him,” she said to him. “That’s Dwayne, by the way,” she said to me, but she didn’t look away from the guy. She looked wary, like she was suddenly nervous. “I think I told you about him,” she squinted, her eyes still on him. His body was built and hairless. He didn’t seem the least concerned about being stripped to his waist as he causally scratched at his huge pecs.
“Does he scare easily?” he said to her over my head like I wasn’t even there.
“Sometimes,” Kylie said to him with large innocent eyes directly up and on his behind me. She shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t know,” she tittered. She twisted her hands together between her thighs where she sat straight up on the couch slightly pushing her chest up and out. “Just showing him around the house, he wanted to know what it’s like here . . . “ she trailed off.
“Just he’s just like you, then,” Dwayne snorted, and he turned and drifted back into the enormous kitchen. “Scaredy cat!” he called out and he laughed.
“You wish!” Kylie shouted and laughed back at him, leaning over to catch him as he left. He wagged his finger at her behind his back and she threw a pillow across the room at him and shrieked. She recoiled with her knees pulled up and her arms in front of her face when he caught it and whipped it back at her much harder.
“That’s they guy who’s your mentor?” I asked her. “The guy you said?”
Dwayne leaned back through the doorway again. “Mentor is it?” he said with a wide sideways grin. “You said that to him?” he snickered.
Kylie’s face immediately went red and she squealed and doubled over at her waist, wrapping her body around the pillow in her lap. “I didn’t say that!” she nearly screamed at him. She sat up and tossed the pillow lightly toward me but I missed it all the same. “That was supposed to be private!” she said quietly to me with flaring eyes.
“You into acting too?” Shad suddenly said, tossing his game controller onto the old chipped-up coffee table and leaning far back into the couch with his headphones pulled around his neck and his leg crossed widely over his other knee. He was in loose and long basketball shorts and a sleeveless t-shirt that hung from his huge shoulders like nearly nothing at all.
“I don’t think so,” I chuckled.
Will also settled his headphones around his neck and stood up and tossed his controller into Kylie’s lap. “You got the look for it, you should think about it,” he said, passing across the room and into the kitchen. “Easy money,” he added, stopping in the archway and tipping his thumb to his lips with a questioning gesture at Kylie and Shad. He was in jeans and a button up shirt that hung untucked and completely open. I didn’t realize no buttons were done up until he rose from the couch. 
Kylie shook her head “No,” but Shad said, “Bring it,” and when Will lifted his chin at me, I shrugged and nodded “Yes” to a beer.
“Okay then, me too!” Kylie suddenly shouted.
“You sure?” Will pointed at her and tilted his head and squinted his eyes at her. “You know what happens . . . “ he said with a crooked grin.
“Get out!” Kylie shrieked and she threw another pillow at the back of his head as he ducked and laughed and went into the kitchen.  “They’re always teasing me like that here,” she shook her head at me with pursed lips pulled to the side of her face. “They’re very unfair to me,” she said to me but loud enough for the two guys in the kitchen to hear.
That’s when Corrie came in. She was also 19 like Kylie, but she was wearing a short shimmering-pink teddy camisole and nothing else. I swallowed and tried not to look. She passed close by my chair and combed her fingers up the back of my head and through my hair.
“Is this him then?” she said to Kylie before padding lightly in her bare feet around the coffee table to drop herself directly against Kylie on the couch.
Kylie twisted sideways and shook her head at Corrie with an exaggerated gape in her mouth and widened eyes. “We could hear you!” she murmured nearly, but not quietly enough, under her breath.
“I didn’t know he was here already,” Corrie groaned back to Kylie through her mouth pulled sideways and she shrugged sheepishly.
“Are you an actor, too?” Corrie said to me as she dropped her arm on Kylie’s bare leg and dug her fingernails into the front of her knee.
“No,” I chuckled and cleared my throat.
Corrie turned to Kylie and their faces were close enough to touch. “He’s nervous like you,” she said, and her eyes darted down to Kylie’s mouth. “I remember your first time here,” she grinned slightly with her eyes widening.
Shad stretched back and turned his face up to the ceiling. He plunged his hand down the front of his loose shorts. “I need to eat me some pussy!” he shouted to no one.
Corrie leaned over Kylie’s lap and slapped him on his stomach. “Don’t be so rude, Shad, Kylie’s boyfriend is here!” She continued to roll over until she laid on her stomach over Kylie’s legs with her ass up toward her face, and she rested her arms crossed over Shad’s bare legs and settled her cheek down sideways on her arm to face me with her light sandy-blonde hair falling over her face and down the front of his legs.
“Maybe he’s one of those guys who likes to watch,” Shad said to the ceiling. His one hand came down on her shimmering satin back that he slipped under her camisole and his other hand plunged into her hair and tugged it.
Her eyes came to settle on mine. “Does he like to watch, Kylie?” she said. She arched her back and pressed her hips up against Kylie’s chest.
“I don’t know, stop it!” Kylie said and she shook her head at me and rolled her eyes with a helpless grin.
Will finally returned with a handful of open beer bottles in his hands. He bent beside me to let me take one from him, before he went to the couch and snaked himself under Corrie’s bare legs up beside Kylie.
“Okay,” he said. “Rog? Roger is it?” he to me.
“I already told you, it’s Roger,” Kylie said quietly to him.
“Give me a woman’s name, Roger,” he said.
“I don’t understand,” I said. Kylie looked over at him and shook her lightly as though to tell him “No.”
“What was your first girlfriend’s name, Roger?” he tried again.
“I don’t know,” I said, “Kim I guess?”
“Okay,” he said. He turned to Kylie. “Hey, Kim-I-Guess,” he said to her, how old are you?”
“Stop it,” she grinned.
“How old?” he repeated.
“She’s 24,” Corrie said and she smiled at me with her face resting on Shad’s lap. Kylie blushed and widened her eyes at me like she was exasperated with them. “And she’s a young mom in some backwoods Texas town,” Corrie giggled.
“Nice one,” Shad said, and I could see, though I wasn’t staring, that his hand had drifted down her back and, still under the shimmering satin, was moving over her ass where it slightly gyrated on Kylie’s lap.
Dwayne returned to stand in the doorway still in nothing but a towel. “What’s the conflict?” he said, pouring a beer back in his throat.
Will turned sideways to lean against the arm of the couch and sneered at Kylie. “The little bitch has been cheating on her dumb fuck husband and she has to distract him and get his mind off it before he up and kills someone.”
Corrie cooed and rolled on Kylie’s and Shad’s laps until she faced up to Shad’s chin from below. “Nice one — can you handle it?” she said, biting lightly on the tip of her tongue. She reached inside the loose leg of his shorts and I saw, for a second, what appeared to be the head of his cock that she played with in her hand, before Will yanked on her ankles and dragged her body back roughly over Kylie’s lap.
“That one’s for Kim,” he said, “you fucking slut.” Corrie squealed and everybody chuckled.
“You are, a little bit, though,” Dwayne said from the doorway. “Aren’t you baby,” he grinned and winked.
“Like you don’t love it,” Corrie said to him standing behind me. She pulled herself up to sit between Will’s spread open and pulled up knees, leaning herself gently back against his chest and pulling her hair around her neck and over her shoulder to let if fall over her chest. “Can you see?” she said softly up to him over and behind her head. He wrapped his arms around her body and I couldn’t help notice that she didn’t seem to mind that his palms cupped her breasts. She wasn’t wearing anything under her teddy. Her pokes of her nipples were visible before his hand covered her there.
The lights in the two floor lamps suddenly dimmed and I spun around to notice that Dwayne was twisting a dimmer switch in the wall. “It helps them get into character,” he said to me as if I was asking.
Shad inhaled sharply and puffed his cheeks out as he exhaled with force and he stretched his arms out in front of himself and shook them like flags before he slapped himself in the face.
“Are you okay with this?” Kylie said softly to me with her face cast down and her eyes up under her hair that had fallen down over her face.
“Okay with what?” I said.
“You told him, right?” Dwayne said to Kylie.
“Yeah!” Kylie replied, but I was confused about what it was she supposedly told me. All she ever said was that she lived with actors in a shared house and that they mentored her and got her little roles on movie sets they were working on. “We practice all the time. It’s like living your art, not just talking about it like some workshop.”
“What do you mean practicing?” I said.
“It’s just acting,” she shook her head at me. “It’s not real, don’t worry.”
“What’s not real?” I said.
“You know!” she blushed.
That was all she ever told me about her house. Just “You know.” That was it.
Suddenly Shad shouted. “Bitch!” And he exhaled sharply again with his bottom jaw jutting out and his lips curled tight to his teeth. He huffed breath like he was about to explode and his face turned red. “I swear to god!” His fists curled in his lap. I, for one, was shaken and I shivered in my body.
Kylie shrugged at me.
“Go girl,” Dwayne said, sitting down on the arm of my chair. “That’s your cue.” The slit of his towel fell open along his thigh that was bare and nearly touching my arm, if I didn’t slightly shift away. “Camera’s rolling,” he said, as he brought his phone sideways up to his face.
“It’s just a little improve exercise we do,” Kylie said to me half pushing up. “Kind of a warm up,” she said. “It’s to get over all the inhibitions,” she shrugged.
Corrie lifted her leg and pushed the sole of her foot into Kylie’s thigh until she had to stand up. “Go,” she said to her. “You have to do it. Your turn, slut!” she grinned.
“My turn,” she said to me twisting around to see me over her shoulder. “But you can just watch, okay?”
I looked at Shad who was still fuming at something and then to Will who calmly, casually, rubbed Corrie’s breasts with his hand now under her teddy, and then to Corrie who equally casually dropped her arms behind her back down to where his crotch was.
“I think she’s going to be a good little actor tonight,” Dwayne said quietly down to me. “So fucking hot too,” he grinned. “What are you feeling, Kim?” he said louder to her across the room. 
She turned to Dwayne. “Scared? He might have found out?” She looked back down at Shad and inhaled, held her breath, and let it out slowly. She shook her arms that hung at her sides in the same way that Shad earlier had.
“Scared as fuck,” Dwayne said.
Kylie looked down at Shad. “Baby?” she said in a tiny, high-pitched and breathy voice. I twisted my face back to her and pressed my back harder into the back of my chair. She definitely had a sudden Texas twang to her voice. Her expression seemed to transform.
“Are you fucking him?” Shad said to Kylie. His eyes narrowed and his chest rose and fell with deep and fast breath.
“I don’t even know who you mean,” she said. She stepped toward him and nudged her knees against his until his knees spread. Her hand hung down at her side and she let her fingernails touch and brush over the top of his thigh. “Why don’t we just . . . “ she said and she tittered looking down at him.
“I’ll fucking kill him,” Shad said.
“You have to distract him, remember?” Dwayne said to Kylie over my shoulder. “Can’t let him go out and kill a man, right?”
Kylie twisted around to face Dwayne and listened to him carefully. “Okay,” she said to him and she glanced at me and grinned and puffed a shot of breath out her nose. She turned back toward Shad below her. “We didn’t do anything, baby,” Kylie said to him, and she picked up one leg and then the other to place her knees on the couch outside his legs where he slumped deeply on the cushion. “Why don’t you just let me . . . “ she paused and she bit her lip with a grin and began to tug at the waist of his shorts.
“I swear to fucking god, I’ll snap his fucking neck!” he said.
Kylie twisted around again. “Should I . . . “ she began, looking to Dwayne for direction.
“What do you think Kim would do? That’s her husband, she’s been fucking the neighbour, and he’s about to find out. What would Kim do?”
“Suck him off!” Corrie shouted and she laughed.
Will pulled his hand out from inside her top and lightly slapped her face. “Shut up you, or you’re next,” he said quietly to her.
“You wish,” she said to him still looking down the couch at Kylie and Shad. I could tell she squeezed his cock behind her back because he contorted and yelped and laughed, and she smirked.
Kylie sat on Shad’s lap and pressed her hands down into the tops of his thighs. She twisted around to face me. “Are you sure you want to stay? You can go, if you like,” she shrugged at me.
Shad tugged at the bottom of her cami top and while she continued to stare across the room at me, he lifted it up and over her head. She let him — she raised her arms up for him. She was wearing a white satin bra beneath.
“Do you want to go?” she repeated. He gripped her breasts hard enough in his hands that she shuddered, but she kept staring at me. “I don’t mind if you need to go now,” she said, but her breath was short and catching.
“I don’t know what’s going on,” I said.
“You ever been to improv theatre?” Will shouted over the room at me. I just frowned at him with incomprehension.
“Whatever anyone shouts out, you can’t say ‘No,’ you have to do it,” Dwayne murmured to me.
“She can say ‘No,’” Corrie scoffed.  She turned toward me and shook her head with a grin. “The girls get to say ‘No’ if they want, just the boys can’t.”
“You mean the real actors can’t say ‘No,’ but the students get to,” Will said.
Corrie spun around and pushed herself up until she was sitting in his lap and she let her knees spread down around his hips. “You’re such a shit,” she said to him with a grin and she leaned against his chest and twisted her face to look at Kylie and Shad over her shoulder. She chuckled and her arms were busy between their bodies.
“They have to practice not saying ‘No,’ that’s what their training is all about, right?” Dwayne said to me softly over my shoulder. “You going to be okay with that, big guy?”
I looked back at Kylie who sat in Shad’s lap twisted around looking at me and she shrugged. “I have to learn, right?” she said. Still twisted around toward me, still with her big, soft eyes on my eyes, she let her body slide down between Shad’s legs until her knees came to the floor in front of him on the couch. “Just a little, okay?” she said to me. “I have to get good,” she said. “It’s just acting, okay?”  she said. She turned back toward Shad and twisted her lips together trying to squelch a grin. Her fingers wrapped around his waist before they slipped under the band of his shorts and she pulled on them.
Shad stretched his arms out along the back of the couch as he planked his body and raised his hips and Will grinned from the other end of the couch and reached over to slide his hand palm-down over Shad’s palm.
“You guys are such pigs,” Corrie said in a murmur. She had slipped off his lap sideways, and though it was dim, I thought I could see, over her bare hip, her hand wrapped around his cock, but I wasn’t sure.
“Slut,” Dwayne said to her from behind me.
She didn’t look at him but she chuckled. “Fuck off,” she said. “You weren’t complaining half an hour ago.”
Kylie squared up to Shad as she tugged his shorts down his thighs and over his knees. He lifted his feet one at a time from beside her hips to let her take his shorts completely off.
“Underwear too,” Dwayne said.
“She knows,” Corrie barked at him. “Right Roger?” she tittered at me. She was definitely jerking Will off right in front of everyone.
Kylie looked over her shoulder at me. “Okay?” she said. Her fingers had hooked into the waistband of his underwear and she began to pull them down, too.
I wanted to leave, but Kylie lived there — would I leave her there with them? But she had been living there for three months — whatever was going on, it had been going on probably the whole time. Would I leave and insist she come with me? I don’t think she would have. And for what purpose? She’d only go back. She lived there.
“It’s good for her development that you’re here,” Dwayne said quietly to me. “She has to get over the self-consciousness.” He tapped my shoulder. “You good there?”
Shad was looking at me, Corrie and Will stopped moving and they both stared at me, Dwayne was looking down at me, and even Kylie kept looking over her shoulder at me. I squeezed both arms of the chair and sank down further into it.
“Are you sure you want to stay and watch?”Kylie said softly. Her shorts had fallen from her hips and had bunched around her knees where she knelt on the floor. She remained only in her bra and panties.
I swallowed and my heart rate went through the roof. I said nothing and Kylie began to pull Shad’s underwear down his legs, still staring at me. Everyone continued staring at me, even as his schlong sprang up semi-erect into the back of her head. Her eyes narrowed and I could see in his lap her little hand return to his groin and wrap around his cock. She glanced behind me to Dwayne and gave him a tiny nod before she turned her face away from me and back to Shad, pulling her eyes into their corners as far as they could go before she broke contact with my eyes.
Shad’s hands dragged down the sides of her head like he was patting down her hair, before they travelled  out over her shoulders to slide her bra straps off. The tiny white ribbons fell slackened down her biceps. Her back swayed and her head ducked forward into his lap. She shook one arm and then the other until her bra fell from the front of her body and hung from her hips. Her shoulders, bare, perfectly round, and shiny, poked up and her head dropped down.
Shad looked over the top of my girlfriend’s bobbing head and shoulders and gave me a thumbs up. “Fucking rights, buddy,” he said to me. “She’s blowing me right in front of you.” He turned to Will down the other end of the couch. “Right in front of the dude, right?” he said chuckling.
“Don’t be a pig,” Corrie said softly glaring at him but she also grinned. She looked at me as Will lifted her shoulder straps down her arms. Her camisole crumpled around her waist and her back was bare, facing me. “You don’t mind, right?” she said to me.
I tried to push myself up but Dwayne pressed my shoulders back down. “Just experience it, man,” he said. “Don’t fight it.”
Kylie chuckled and snorted as she pulled herself up and stood with her back to me as she bent at the waist, hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and pushed them down to her knees. She wriggled her legs until they fell to the floor and she delicately stepped out of them. She crawled up into his lap and sat on his thighs, draping her arms around his neck. All she had on was her bra, twisted and loose around her waist. Will said something in her ear and she scrunched her body down against his and pressed her face into his neck. I could hear her squeal against him and say, “No,” but also laugh.
“So fucking hot,” Corrie said, twisting around in Will’s lap to watch Kylie play and tease Shad in his lap.
Kylie laughed nervously and and buried her face harder into Shad’s neck. He ran his hands down her bare back and tickled her sides and she squirmed and shrieked and twisted and laughed. Shad scooped his hands under her ass and lifted her up. She squealed and hung on to his neck, but when he lowered her again, his cock was under her abdomen. I could see from behind the head of his cock press against the lips of her pussy and I could hear her moan and gasp as he let her weight go and as her body lowered onto his, and as his cock disappeared inside her glistening, folding lips.
“Look,” Corrie said to Will and Dwayne. “He’s just sitting there watching him fuck his girlfriend.”
“I told you,” Dwayne said.
“Isn’t he going to do anything?” she said, biting and nibbling at Will’s neck.
“I get her next,” Will said, and he sneered.
Corrie snapped up and buried his mouth with hers. When she pulled her face away, she said, “I thought you were going to do me tonight.” She pouted with exaggeration.
“Didn’t I wake up with you in my bed this morning already?” he said with an equally exaggerated frown.
“No, silly, that was Kylie.” She kissed him hard again. “I was in Shad’s bed last night,” she giggled.
Dwayne cleared his throat and I looked at him and he brushed his hand at his throat in a gesture to make them shut up.
Corrie tittered and wriggled in Will’s lap. “I forgot he was still here,” she laughed.
“Hey buddy,” Will said over the top of Corrie’s head. “You’re not staying over, are you?”
I heard a loud cry and I looked as though dazed down the couch and finally over to the other side. Kylie was riding Shad fast and hard. Her head fell back and her face grimaced up to the ceiling almost upside down. “Fuck!” she cried again almost without breath. Finally she inhaled and held her breath a moment before she shook all over, moaned loudly, and began to laugh. She hid her face in Shad’s neck and her body jiggled with stifled laughter.
“Go stick your cock in her mouth,” Dwayne said, pushing my shoulder up. “She likes it.”
I was unable to move or talk.
He still held the camera in front of his face even as he stepped around in front of me and moved the camera down. “Here, you do this then,” he said, smoothly handing it off to me. I took it from him and looked through the back. What else was I supposed to do?
Through the camera I watched as  Dwayne entered the field of view. On one end of the couch, Corrie, with her camisole twisted around her waist, rode in Will’s lap reverse style, watching the other end of the couch, her round ass bounding up and down and slapping against his lap hard. Will’s hands squeezed and fondled her breasts that hung down forward from her chest.
Down the other end of the couch, my girlfriend Kylie squirmed and writhed in Shad’s lap, recovering from her orgasm but still tittering and moaning, and still fucking him. Dwayne had dropped his towel and was completely naked when he appeared behind the couch. He hefted his cock in his hand and pushed the head of it at the side of Kylie’s face. Without looking, without being alarmed or even surprised, she turned her face and chased his cock with her open, yearning mouth until he jutted his hips and buried it between her lips.
Kylie moaned with muffled cries as Dwayne fucked her face and her body was jolted from below as Shad rammed his hips up into her from below. Corrie reared up and stretched her body all the way back to clasp the back of Will’s head behind her shoulders and she pulled at his hair and bounced in his lap and cried out.
“Keep it rolling,” Dwayne shouted at me from the behind the couch. I could hear my girlfriend moan and I could see the back of her head jolt with each of his thrusts into her mouth. Shad slapped her ass so hard I could see the red imprint of his hand after and it seemed to make her ride on him faster.
Suddenly Corrie yelped and she leapt up and spun around. She tried to throw her mouth around Will’s cock but she wasn’t  quick enough before wads of his cum sprayed her face. She laughed and screamed at the same time and buried her mouth over his cock to catch the rest of him.
I could barely breathe. I heard Kylie cry out in a muffled tone and then I saw cum gush from the corners of her mouth before Dwayne pulled out of her lips and jerked his cock at her smiling face. He got it all over her tits, too, and she laughed languidly and used her fingertips to rub him into her nipples like it was lotion.
Shad started to bounce her high in his lap, but when Kylie yelped, Dwayne pressed her shoulders down and Shad gripped her hard by the ass. She yelped and laughed and squirmed until I could see cum gush from her pussy.
She climbed off and staggered warily and bent over to gain her balance with her hand on the coffee table. She wiped her arm over her mouth and cupped her hand under her pussy where cum ran out through her fingers in stringy gobs. “You bastards!” she laughed, and she padded on her toes and went upstairs.
In minutes everyone but me had left the living room. I could have gone, but I was too bewildered to move. After a while, Kylie had come back down wearing panties and a long sleeveless t-shirt.
“Want to play a little?” she said, handing me one of the game controllers. We sat on the couch together, her with her knees up to her chest and her heels on the edge, laughing and screaming as we chased each other and shot away like maniacs. She leaned over to kiss me and she smiled.
About an hour later, Dwayne came into the kitchen. He and Kylie made some kind of hand signals to each other and they both laughed before he went back upstairs. A few minutes later, Kylie turned to me and said, “I’ll be back down in a bit, okay? Don’t finish the game without me!”
“Where are you going?” I said.
“Just have to do something,” she said, hopping over my outstretched legs and half turning to wave at me as she skipped out of the living room.
I paused the game a few minutes later because I heard a funny sound. It was above me — repetitive creaking that stopped and started and sped up and slowed down. It finally stopped, and Kylie came back down a few minutes later.
“All done?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, and she held my face in her hands and kissed my nose. “Ready to play again?” she said with a grin and she picked up her controller.
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