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My wife crossed the line

My wife Jodie pulled herself as tightly as she could against the far side of our long, sand-beige couch. She curled her shoulders over her chest, hunched her back, and pressed her prayer-held hands deeply down between her tightly-pressed thighs. She twisted her downward face sideways, and through strands of escaped and fallen chocolate-brown waves, she grinned crookedly. “Prolly not a good idea, she said in a tiny, high and shy voice.
She liked Collin. She even joked with me sometimes about how, if I wasn’t careful, she’d leave me for him. “I can always call Collin up and see what he’s doing tonight,” she said when I groaned about going with her to one of her mandatory work parties.
“You’d just love it if I said you could, wouldn’t you,” I teased her right back as we hung from each other with our hands clasped around the other’s back, our arms out straight, eye brows dancing, grins stretching, and just a hint of uncertainty between our eyes about how much of it was just kidding, and how much wasn’t.
She shrugged and straightened up. “Never know till you try,” she said, trying to be calm and cool, before erupting into open-mouthed, shrieking laughter. 
The thing with Collin was always proferred as an outlandish joke or an edgy tease, but the glint in her eye and the way she fought to suppress her tight, curling smile by stretching her lips told me the scenario was not out of the realm of the imaginable — or even that it had been imagined, and probably more than once, too.
Not that she’d tell me what fantasies she harboured in her closely-guarded mind. It wasn’t because she wanted to keep secrets, it was because light, teasing banter about “calling up Collin” was the hottest, most daring dirty talk Jodie could ever devise. Even after five years of marriage, and after several episodes where it became clear what she liked in bed, when I forced her to verbally tell me, she recoiled and contorted in shame and guilt.
“You know!” she said beside me with the sheets pulled up to her eyes.
“Just say it,” I grinned.
“I can’t!”
“Then I won’t do it,” I turned my face away, closed my eyes, and crossed my arms over my chest.
“That’s fine,” she said, and then less than one minute later, she started pushing her naked leg over my leg under the sheets and biting her lip and widening her eyes at my eyes — her way of communicating to me that she was extremely horny, another word she could never say.
“Just whisper it in my ear,” I suggested.
“No!” she shrieked, and she pulled the sheet over her head. “I can’t,” she said to the underside of the stretched bedding.
“I’ll put my ear close to your mouth on the other side of the sheet,” I offered.
Her not replying was, I knew, her agreeing to try. A lot of our sex talk was like that — if she didn’t explicitly reject something, it meant she was willing to at least test it out for a few seconds.
I leaned over, and even before I brought my mouth down to the sheet stretched over her face, she squealed and I could see, from the shapes under the sheet, her whole body was squirming and twisting.
“Do you want me to . . . . “ I began and paused. I could hear her breath and even tiny gasps and moans from below. I whispered through the sheet, “ . . . lick you down there?” and she nearly erupted. She threw herself sideways away from me and shrieked and crawled further under the sheets and curled up into a ball near the wall.
I knew to wait. I knew not to push. A few moments later, she rolled onto her back and pulled the sheets down far enough for just her deep, brown eyes to peer out at me. She pulled the sheet up in her fingers grappling from below until the bottom edge inched up over her painted toenails, up her narrow ankles, over her knees and up, slowly, slowly, over her thighs, until — for her, being dirty as fuck — she exposed her powder-blue floral lace hipster panties to me.
Even with that, I had to be careful or she’d recoil back into her shell. I didn’t look but I slowly, very slowly! moved my hand down beside her body and gently, very gently! placed it on her warm, smooth thigh, lower down, just above her knee. Her eyes widened and her breath came deep and fast.
When I deemed it possible to begin to slide my hand up her thigh, tiny chirps and moans escaped from under the sheet still held tightly over her mouth. When I dragged the back of my knuckles over the sides of her hips, her legs slightly separated and shook. When I touched the waistband of her panties with the pad of my fingertips, she inhaled like someone sucking at a bong, and buried her eyes under the sheet again.
That was her signal to me that she had resigned herself to it and no longer bore responsibility for what happened to or with her body. It was a tug-of-war for her every time, a battle between wanting it and believing it too dirty, too crass, too immoral, to ever admit wanting it.
I moved down and crouched between her legs, helping her spread them for me by caressing her ankles with the edges of my fingernails and coaxing them apart millimetre by millimetre. Little squeals erupted from further up. She tugged the sheet tightly enough to tear it. Her breath was hoarse before my light, little circular fingernail scratches even made it up the inside of her legs as far as the insides of her knees.
When I hooked my fingertips around the low waist of her scallop-edged panties, she cried out. She tried to squeeze her knees together again but found my hips between them. She reached to snatch her panties and hold them up, but her grip was intentionally weak. I pulled her panties down just enough to expose the bump and sides of her prominent mons pubis.
I looked down. The front of her panties gave her game away: a large dark patch right down the middle and around the back. When I eased them gently over her hips, strings of her lubrication stretched like saliva she was so wet. But she also lifted her knees, folded her calves down to the back of her thighs, and pointed her toes, letting me slide her panties easily off her the rest of the way.
That was how she was: contradictory messaging all the way, fighting her internal battles between what she dearly desired and what she didn’t allow herself to enjoy. I laid down between her legs and tucked my arms under her thighs and around her hips to lay my palms on her abdomen and I spread my fingers over her stomach. I used my two thumbs to touch and then to press and then to spread open the lips of her pussy. The odor was rich like musk and forest. She opened her hips and laid out her knees, shaking and tensed, to the sides of the bed. I blew a light breath over her rosy pink and glistening dewy pussy lips and she chewed the sheets, her knuckles turned white where she nearly tore the sheet in half, and her toes curled impossibly inward.
When I touched my tongue just above her erect and enlarged clit, her hips shot up and retreated back down in jerks and trembles. When I scoped with the tip of my tongue down through the cleft of her lips, she cried out loudly, though she tried hard to squelch her voice at the same time. Making sounds was not allowed, a ruling she always broke badly, though she fought valiantly to hold it back each time. When I circled her clit without touching it with my stiffened tongue, her hips involuntarily chased me, trying to capture me and make me give her what she could barely resist taking.
When I finally touched — just touched — her clit with my tongue, her back arched as deeply as a gymnast’s and her chest shot up so far, her head rolled onto its top until she faced the headboard upside down. Her heels dug into the mattress and her hips came up so high, she was completely supported by only her heels and head, her whole body in between pushed up to mash her pussy into my face.
When I pressed my lips, closed and tight, around her clit and flicked at it with my tongue inside my mouth, her body vibrated like it was wired to an outlet. When I pushed her hips down with my hands and sucked her clit and pulled my head back to let it snap back on her, her body pummelled into the mattress below her, her stomach muscles crunched, and she silently screamed before burying her face under a pillow she nearly bit to death. And when I finally did what I knew she couldn’t take — when I finally flicked my tongue rapidly and relentless, but lightly, over her clit, she gasped in higher and higher pitches, her whole upper body tensed, and she went hard and still throughout her body like a plank.
She grabbed and pulled at my hair without taking breath and slapped and punched my face. Her heels kicked and her toes dug down. Her body tried to roll both ways until she sat up like some come-to-life zombie in a coffin. And then my chin and neck would flood with a long drain of warmth and she would sink back down and every muscle would evaporate until she was nothing but a puddle all over the bed.
Afterward, she couldn’t stop laughing and kissing and touching and pressing herself against me all over. Then she would get on her elbows and knees, sink her cheek sideways into the pillow that she hugged, and push her back down and her ass up in front of me and tell me with a twinkle and a grin that she guessed I earned it, so to go ahead and take it.
Even though she had powerful orgasms on my tongue, when we made love, she fought to stop herself from cumming again, convinced that she was peeing and that it was unclean. She urged me to cum as fast as possible in order to keep herself from cumming again all over my cock because it so embarrassing for her to lose it. She reached behind herself and closed her fingers tightly around the base of my cock where I pumped myself against her ass, or she would reach further and dig her nails into the back of my thigh and pull me, urging me to hit her harder and faster.
Yes, contradictory. But I think getting licked was so powerful for her that she forgot or overlooked how it seemed, in her eyes, like she was peeing in my mouth. I felt it was a conversation for a later time.
I sometimes talked her into sucking my cock, but she didn’t like it, even when it was only barely the head of my cock she managed to twist her nervous lips around. It was a kink too far to do more than kiss it.
“That’s not supposed to be the way you do it with a husband,” she said. I didn’t pursue what she meant by that conclusion — whether she implied all men and women, or just one’s spouse. “Maybe Collin, though,” she said once, before laughing hard and hitting my head with a pillow and getting up from bed to wash.
I hunkered down in the closet amid the shoes and boxes and peered through the gap between the bifold doors from where I had a complete view of the length of our couch. I knew Collin since we were in grade school. We had a tradition between us of doing favours for each other when needed on demand. We had secrets, too, and some of them bordered on the extreme and unusual. He knew about Jodie’s temperateness in bed.
“She’s fine,” I said to him, but I squinted my eyes when I looked past him across the dark bar just enough to make him doubt and ask.
“She’s not fine,” he half grinned. “What’s going on?”
I heaved in my shoulders and filled my lungs before I leaned forward over the table and lifted my chin to make him come down to join me. “I told you before she’s pretty tightly wound up in bed, right?”
“You might have mentioned it once or twice,” he replied politely. I did more than mention it, and certainly more than once or twice.
“I just think, you know that phrase, the first one is always the hardest . . . “
“Meaning?”
I shrugged and looked over the close reflective surface of the table. “I need her to find out that breaking little rules isn’t going to end the world.”
“What kind of rules are we talking about?”
“I feel, I don’t know, it’s like she doesn’t know that as a human, she’s allowed to do things that she wants to do, that she’s allowed to seek pleasure, you know what I mean?”
“Not sure what you’re telling me,” he said.
I realized I would have to be more blunt. “I want her to break some rules to get what she wants, to acknowledge to herself that she wants these things bad enough. I want her to get a little more selfish.”
“Not sure I understand,” he kept on with his playing-dumb act. He did understand where I was going with it, but he needed me to spell it out. We always did that with each other on the serious things. That’s how we made sure with each other that it was definitely what we wanted — we needing to spell things out so that it forced us to hear ourselves, to shock ourselves, in case we weren’t actually sure we wanted it.
“I want her to do something wrong with you, so that she experiences the thrill of it and finds out that she can go after things that she likes and it’s not going to be the end of the world.”
“By things, we mean . . . ?”
“Everything. She is too cautious at work, she is too cautious with money, she is too cautious with her family, everything. But it starts with her sex. She is too cautious there, too. I want her to experience taking chances sexually.”
“Fuck man,” he said, sitting back and considering me down the length of his nose and folding his arms over his chest. “You want me to entice your wife.”
“Yes,” I shot up and sat back mirroring him. “Perfect word. Entice her.” Collin was the man for the job, too. He was always good with the ladies. I don’t know if it was his grin, or his always-relaxed mode sitting or standing, or the way his eyes flashed as though only for the one he was talking to, but the guy could turn up iced water in a desert.
“How far do I go with it?” he asked out narrowed eyes and a face half turned away.
I laughed and shook my head at him. “It’s Jodie we’re talking about,” I said. “At this point, you’re not going to even get a kiss. We’re in early days, my friend. She does not do it, full stop, fold the paper, lick the envelope.”
“I just think we need to have terms on the table, in case . . . “ he said, but I had to cut him off.
“However far you get her to go, is never going to be over the line for me, I guarantee it.”
“What if one thing leads to another?”
I force-laughed out loud. “That’s what I want!” I cried out at him. “I’m hoping it leads to something!”
“We have to have a stop line,” he squinted at me.
“Okay, look,” I said. “I’m going to be hiding out and watching — I have to see what she does and how far she goes with you. So, if anything starts to happen that I don’t want to happen — as if!” I chuckled again, the concept was so outlandish. “If there’s anything I don’t want to happen, I will text your phone and tell you to end it.”
He narrowed his eyes and pushed out his closed lips considering the deal. Finally, he said, “Okay, you text me to stop. So anything that gets going, without you texting, it’s going to keep going. Correct?”
“That’s right,” I nodded still chuckling. “Take her as far as you can and just know that if there’s anything I don’t like, I’ll text you.”
“So without a text, you’re watching, you’re seeing it, and you’re fine with it?”
“Scout’s honour, man,” I clasped his hand.
“Anything she does or lets me do, you’re good with it?” he coninued to check.
I was sure of my plan. Jodie needed to learn how to take life by the horns. She needed to go over her line and find out that nothing happens. I had little to worry about: her life in bed and out of it was circumscribed by lines so thick and tight, her ‘over the line’ was anybody’s else’s normal day.
“How many times do I have to tell you,” I said to him chuckling and shaking my head, “if you can get her to do anything, if you can get her to allow you to do anything to her, it’s all good.”
And if Collin couldn’t get anything out of her, nobody could.
We made a plan where he’d come over like he often did to watch a game at night in our condo, only this time, I’d have to leave for something at work and he’d stay there with Jodie. Then I’d text to say that I was going to be out all night on the emergency call.
“What about all the way?” Collin checked one more time.
“Now you’re just getting ridiculous,” I said. “I know your abilities, but this is Jodie.”
“Right,” he nodded thoughtfully.
The plan thus far had played out without a hitch. She knew Collin well enough to feel comfortable being left alone with him for a half hour or so when I first had to go. He’d been over often enough they weren’t awkward being alone in the same room. When I called her to tell her the issue at work was more serious and that I wouldn’t be back till something like 3 AM at the earliest, she sounded disappointed and nervous, but she also didn’t insist that Collin should leave.
“I guess he can stay and watch the rest of the game, at least,” she said from inside the bathroom where she took my call.
“Only if you want him to,” I said, setting the situation up for her as her choice. She needed to own whatever might happen.
“I don’t mind I guess,” she said. “Did you say 3?”
“At least.”
“For sure? You can’t get home earlier?”
“Not a chance,” I said. “I’ll call you for sure anyway before I get out of here.”
“Promise?”
“Of course.”
“Because I’ll worry,” she said. “About you,” she added.
I snuck into the closet, though. I had to see what she would do.
“Can’t we have one kiss?” Collin had said. “I always dreamed of it.”
“But I’m married,” Jodie said. They’d put on a show when the game was over and got some wine out, too.
“I see you look at me,” he said with a grin.
“No rules against looking.”
“I know Max very well,” he said. “We share a lot of things, always have.”
I’d crawled into the closet when Jodie went in the kitchen for wine and glasses. She was wearing pale yellow shorts that were a little too short, and crop-cut black t-shirt that left her stomach exposed. I’d never mentioned it, but whenever Collin was coming over, she changed, usually into something a little more revealing, but nothing that crossed the line.
“Pretty sure not that,” she said.
“You know,” he said. “Before you and he got married, he got with my girlfriend one night.”
“I didn’t know that,” she glazed her eyes and lowered her lids, “but I’m sure he and you got up to all sorts of no-good back then.”
“Thing is,” he smirked at her. “I didn’t mind. It was Max, it wasn’t some stranger. I was flattered, actually.”
“You were flattered that my husband slept with your girlfriend,” she ducked her face and squinted at him.
“Also,” he said, “I slept with his.”
Jodie half smirked though she pursed her lips to hide it. “You shared girlfriends all over the place, did you?”
“Not all the time. We didn’t practice it, we weren’t kinky like that. But when it happened, between him and I, there was an understanding. It was a like a quid pro quo thing. We didn’t take it badly.”
“I find that hard to believe.”
“Just saying, a little making out isn’t going to be a problem for him. If you want to. You can do it, and you can take it from me, he isn’t going to be mad about it. Believe me, I’ve known the guy since forever and that’s just the kind of friendship we have.”
“It’s weird,” she pronounced.
“We both just take it as flattery,” he shrugged. “It’s happened lots, we just laugh about it.”
“He didn’t get mad at his girlfriend for kissing you?”
“No,” he said, “we’ve just never seen it that way. I don’t even think they brought it up between them.”
“One kiss?”
“One kiss, two kisses, a long kiss . . . “ he grinned.
“You’re bad,” she narrowed her eyes at him. “You get one kiss and that’s only because you asked nicely.”
“Lights out?”
“Lights on!” she flared her eyes at him. “And just one kiss and only on the lips.”
“Only lips, got it,” he said sliding closer to her.
She pressed her fingers into his chest and retracted her head on her neck. “And no hands anywhere!” she warned him.
“No touching, got it.”
“And three second limit,” she added, releasing her hands from his chest to allow him to come closer.
“Three seconds,” he agreed.
She moved her hands to his shoulders and gripped him there. “And you stop when I say to stop.”
“Of course,” he nodded solemnly.
“And once I kiss you, no asking for another one and trying to break me down again.”
“Okay,” he said, “You have to ask for the second one.”
She stared at him through doubtful eyes several moments. “Maybe not ask like that,” she said, “but indicate in some other way that it would be okay.”
“How about,” he said, wrapping his hands around her bare sides. She didn’t push his hands off her skin. They faced each other both twisted in their waists on the edge of the couch. “You kiss me if you want to kiss again?”
“Don’t I have to ask you?” she said.
“For tonight, with me, lets say this: Jodie gets to do what she wants without asking or saying anything.”
Her hands squeezed into his shoulders and her chest heaved up with a deep breath. “That’s just crazy talk,” she intoned.
“Your husband is going to be fine with it, I guarantee it, and I’m fine with it, I am telling you that right now, scout’s honour.”
She grinned but squelched it. She bit her bottom lip but stopped herself by curling her lips between her teeth. “You’re crazy, you know that?”
“Are you ready?”
“Three seconds!” she widened her eyes at him. “And no hands!”
“I’m already touching your sides,” he pointed out.
“Don’t think I didn’t notice that,” she said. “But no moving them up. At all!”
“Do you want to close your eyes or leave them open?”
“I’m not closing my eyes with you, you little snake!” she grinned.
“Okay, here I come then.”
“Quickly,” she suddenly nearly whispered, and her head fell back and sideways, and though she said she wanted to keep her eyes open, they fluttered closed.
Collin came in close to her and their lips touched. But only touched. After a few seconds, he pulled back from her just a bit. Her head yearned forward a millimetre and her eyes slightly blinked. Her chest came up and her back arched in. Her fingers tapped with nervous energy on the back of his shoulders and she licked her lips. He had only pulled away an inch, but she inhaled, she dropped her mouth open, and she squeezed her hands into the back of his neck and pulled him to her.
Their mouths met open this time, sealing a full-on kiss. My wife’s fingers travelled from his neck up into the hair on the back of his head where they entangled and twirled, and pulled. I heard even over the voices of the show a tiny, high-pitched chirp emerge from the very back of her throat. The long, corkscrewing, heavy kiss went on for nearly a minute before Jodie pushed Collin violently away and squirmed in her shorts over to the far arm of the couch.
“Do you want to try again?” Collin said.
That’s when she lifted her face sideways to him and through her fallen strands of hair, said, “Prolly not a good idea,” in her high, little voice.
He half got up anyway and, leaning on the back of the couch, he scootched down closer to her and ducked down to twist his face up and look up into her face from below.
She snorted a puff of air out her nose and grinned and looked away. “Okay, that was nice, is that what you need to hear?” she said.
“I liked it a lot,” he grinned back at her.
“Well that’s good, because that’s all that you’re going to get.”
“Is that all you’re going to get, too?”
“What are you talking about now?” she shook her head and more of her strands fell over her face before she combed her fingers into her hair and pushed it back up and over her forehead.
“It’s not just me who gets things they want, it’s you too, you know.”
“No it’s not,” she replied right away in a whisper.
“What if I just sat here and did nothing, but told you that you can do whatever you want. He doesn’t have to know — he and I already know not to ask.”
“You can sit there all you want, but I’m not going to do anything.”
“Okay,” he shrugged one shoulder. “Just saying, if you do, nobody will know.” He settled into the back of the couch and relaxed.
She spied him through her hair with her face still down and twisted. She pushed her hands further down between her flexing tight thighs and curled her lips in. “You’re being ridiculous,” she said.
“No consequences,” he said. “Nobody will know.”
“I’ll know,” she said.
“Know what?” he turned to her with a grin.
She paused a moment before snorting air out her nose and turning away. From the closet I could see her blush. She turned back to him and tentatively lifted a hand before letting it come down, slowly as a person attempting to pet a crocodile, onto his thigh.
“You’re a bad man,” she said with a grin.
“Are you a bad girl?” he replied nailing her with his eyes directly on hers.
“How do you know that?” she said, her eyes moving from his eyes down to his mouth. She bent toward him slightly at her waist.
“I’m just guessing,” he said.
“You’re so full of crap,” she replied, before she reached forward, touched his cheek with her fingertips like a blind person would, lightly probing the contours, and she projected her face forward to his and sealed her mouth over his for another, even longer, kiss.
When they came apart, she was breathing like she’d run a race. Her hand travelled up his thigh and her other hand wrapped around the back of his neck. She licked her lips and shivered once but violently throughout her body.
“Are you sure he won’t know?” she said.
“We’re not that crass,” he replied. “But even if he suspects, he won’t . . . . “ he tried to explain, but she twisted toward him, she threw one knee over his lap, and she arched her back and extended her stomach and pushed her hips down into his groin, straddling him.
“I can do whatever I want?” she broke her deep, heaving kiss long enough to ask him with her face pushed against his.
“Whatever,” he said. She buried his mouth with hers again and more tiny moans emerged from inside her mouth.
“Just a little, okay?” she said, and she rocked back on her hips to sit up straight on his knees. She turned her face half sideways and pulled her closed lips into a crooked grin. She crossed her arms over the front of her body and her fingers picked at the bottom of her t-shirt. “Don’t take it the wrong way,” she said, as she began to lift it up to expose her stomach and ribs up as far as the underside of her breasts. “But I got ready for you when I was putting this on.”
She tugged her t-shirt up over her face and stretched her arms high to pull it clear of her hair cascading back down over her shoulders and back. She pushed her hands into her hair and fluffed it but let it remain big and messy and she twisted around on his lap to look where she could toss her shirt behind her.
When she turned back toward him, she said, demurely, quietly, “Do you like it?” She pushed her elbows out to her sides and cupped her palms over the cups of her bra, arching her chest out at him and dropping her chin down to his face below her. “I thought of you looking at me in it,” she said in nearly a whisper.
“You look incredible,” he said.
She let her hair fall over her face again to hide her mischievous grin and flaming eyes. She looked down at her own breasts as she pushed her hands into herself. “I thought of you touching me, too,” she said deeply.
She zeroed her eyes in on his eyes and reached with both her hands to his hands where they rested on her bare thighs, and she lifted them to her chest and pressed his palms into her breasts.
“Is that okay?” she whispered.
“It’s whatever you want,” he said.
“You better not say that.”
“Why not?”
“Because you never know what you might cause.”
“But it will only be what you want,” he said.
“That’s the problem,” she sighed and she gritted her teeth and shivered throughout her body again. She leaned back and, with her hands behind her, she gripped his knees and rolled her face to the ceiling, stretching her body out for him.
She flung herself forward again and leaned her hands into the back of the couch to either side of his head and she dropped her head down between her high-poking shoulders to cover his mouth with hers in a long, sloppy, noisy kiss.
“I warned you, didn’t I,” she said, sitting back up straight on his lap. She chicken-winged her arms behind her back and worked at the clasp of her bra until the shoulder straps went slack and one slid off and down her bicep. She curled her shoulders in and held her bra to the front of her chest with her palms as she collapsed her frame and extracted her arms one by one from the straps of her bra. She held it to her chest with one hand as she leaned over his face and cuddled her other hand behind his head and pulled him forward to her body. When his face was against her chest, she pulled her bra away from between them, and sank down to push her bare breasts against his face.
He licked and sucked and kissed her bare breasts and I gawked from the closet and dropped my jaw.
Jodie tittered as she slowly withdrew her chest from his kissing mouth and sat back on his knees again with her hands dropping in his lap. She was testing out how comfortable she was being nude from the waist up with my friend on the couch in our living room.
“Your turn now,” she said, and a moment later, she squealed and tittered and hid her blushing face behind her hands.
“My turn what?” he said through a sideways grin.
She rolled off his lap and pulled her knees up to her chin as she rocked onto her back with her head propped against the back of the couch. She didn’t say what she wanted, but she used her dextrous toes to poke and prod at the waist of his pants where he sat up beside her.
“Off?” he questioned her.
She continued to keep her entire face but for her eyes hidden by her hands but she uncovered her mouth to say one word before covering it again. “Off,” she said, and she poked her toe again at the front of his pants before withdrawing her leg back inside the tight embrace of her curled-up self-hug.
Collin got up off the couch and stood in front of her and began to undo the button and belt of his pants. Her eyes remained as passive as a gallery visitor considering art on the wall. When he pulled them down and off his feet and stood in front of her again, passive and relaxed, she silently poked her toe out to touch the waist of his underwear, and her eyes drew up to his eyes.
“Off too?” he said.
She squealed and turned her head sharply sideways. She shielded herself from vision of him. “You said whatever I wanted!” she cried out from deep behind her hands and the back of the couch.
“And I meant it,” he said, and he pulled his underwear off. He unbuttoned his shirt too, and dropped it behind him. He eased himself back down onto the couch beside her, now completely naked.
My wife remained curled up in a ball sideways on the couch with her hands tightly clamped over her face. But she spread her fingers and peaked. Collin made a show of being unselfconscious and relaxed, draping his arm over the back of the couch above her and limply laying his other arm out, palm up, on the cushion beside him.
My wife reached out tentatively and rested her hand on the top of his bare thigh.
“What if I want to?” she said with her mouth still buried behind her other hand.
“Want to what?” he replied.
She suddenly leapt up and stood on the floor facing him. “I suppose you want me to take these off, too,” she said, and before he answered, she untwisted the button in the front of her yellow shorts, squatted in her knees and waist, and shimmied herself out of her tight shorts. She drew her thumbs around inside the waist of her panties and pulled them out to let the elastic waist snap back.
“Do you like these too?” she said nonchalantly. She was wearing matching panties.
“Nice,” he said, nodding and smiling.
“Don’t think I don’t know what you’re thinking,” she shook her head down at him but she also stepped forward and nudged her shin between his knees to push his legs open. She wavered back and forth until both her legs were between his knees and she leaned over at her waist, pushed her extended fingers into the tops of his thighs, and brought her face up to his.
“What if I don’t do it right?” she said softly.
“There’s hardly any wrong way, aside from just watching out for you teeth,” he said.
She snickered and licked her lips and began to bend at her knees. “You said I could do what I want, right?” she said dropping further down in front of him between his legs.
“Anything,” he nodded.
“Just a little bit, okay?” she said with her mouth twisting and shifting.
“Up to you,” he nodded.
“You’ll tell me if I’m doing it wrong?” she said, dropping still until her knees came gently to the floor between his feet. She shook her head and gathered her hair in a lose twisted rope and pulled it over one shoulder. She wrapped her hand around his cock and opened her mouth like a Sunday school girl ready for her first communion — eyes gently closed, mouth slightly open, breath soft but shaky.
I nearly buckled at my knees and shook throughout my body. My eyes watered from failing to blink.
Jodie exhaled audibly and raised her shoulders and dropped her head down. She moaned a deep “mmm” even as her lips, still pursed, pressed against the tip of the head of his cock. And then I nearly fell out the doors and onto the floor of the hallway. Jodie pushed her face down, her lips, soft and puffy, opened, and Collin’s cock slowly disappeared inside her mouth.
When she came back up, she twisted her face sideways, she tittered and dragged her arm over her mouth, and smiled up at him. “Was that good?” she said.
He only chuckled, and my wife dove back down on him and began to suck and stroke his cock with a vigour I was unfamiliar with. Gone also was her inhibition about making noise. She groaned and moaned loudly, though it was muffled with his cock so deep in her mouth. Her shoulders rose high and her back, toned and tight, squirmed and twisted. Her hair shimmered down her back and her hips pushed forward and her back arched in and out.
She pushed herself up. “Lay down,” she ordered him. Gone was the reticence, the embarrassment, the tentativeness.
“This way?” he asked.
She showed him by pushing his body, laying him down lengthwise along the couch. “You said anything I want,” she said, and this time, it wasn’t a question, it was a statement. She tittered as she crawled back up onto the couch with her head toward the opposite end from his. She carefully knelt her knees down into the couch on opposite sides of his head, and she lowered herself down to her elbows. She arched her back so her stomach, lean and toned, brushed against his chest, and she curled her hips and pushed her panties down against his face. She sighed and pushed her face up before gathering her hair out of her way, wrapping her hands around his cock below her face, and sinking her mouth far down his shaft with an enthusiasm I’d never seen before.
Collin wrapped his arms around her hips and pushed his hands into her lower back. She gyrated her hips and dragged the front of her panties up and down and side to side over his face. When he barely tugged at the waist of her panties, she immediately shot up onto her toes and straight-stretched legs, and when he pulled, she dropped one knee after the other to shimmy and writhe until her panties fell down her legs. She lifted one foot at a time to assist Collin who lifted her panties off her feet to drop them on the floor in front of the couch.
Slowly as a a descending moon over the horizon she dropped her hips back down as shaking trembles erupting before she covered his face again with her now bare pussy.
I nearly passed out in the closet. My mouth hung wide and my eyes bled. I couldn’t breathe. I checked my pulse in case I was having a heart attack. It felt like I had been running a race.
My wife, my Jodie, writhed and snaked all over Collin’s naked body, kissing him, sucking him, stroking him and crying out loud all the while. She looked down between their bodies to watch him eat her out and she clamped her eyes shut and shook his cock in her tight grip and sank her mouth greedily back down over him.
He kept licking her, kept touching her. She shook and cried and gasped. She sank down on his cock and cried out with it buried deep in her mouth. She came up and began to hump him with her hips up and down over his whole face.
“You have to stop!” she cried but she continued to mash her hips down over his chin and vibrate through her whole body. “Oh fuck!”she cried out loud. I’d never heard the word from her lips before.
A moment later, she delicately pulled her knees away from his face and tittered and sank down on the couch with her arms folded up over her chest and her fingers clasped together at her neck. Her naked body was splayed over the couch languidly, and when he sat up, she poked at his cock with her toes.
“Poor thing,” she grinned up at him from the cushion. “I suppose you need to finish too.” She laughed and shot up and leaned over him, hugging him tightly. “That was nice,”  she said, “but . . . “ she added, and she licked the fingers of her hand and plunged it down into her pussy and rubbed herself beside him. She’d never rubbed herself in front of me.
“But what?” he said with glinting eyes and a crooked grin.
“You know!” she sighed heavily and she reached down and stroked his cock.
“Say it,” he said.
I smirked amidst everything that I was witnessing. He might have got her to do things far beyond what I could ever have imagined she’d do, but saying what she wanted? That was the ultimate step too far. I might have reached for my phone and got ready to text him to stop. I never in a million years thought I’d have to execute that part of the plan, but I obviously didn’t know my wife nearly as much as I thought I did. But him asking her to say it? That made me put my phone away. Things were bound to stop on their own. I looked back up through the gap in the doors.
“Fuck me,” my wife Jodie suddenly said. There wasn’t even hesitation. I gaped and nearly fell through the doors again. “But fight me for it,” she said slyly through her half-turned face.
“What do you mean?” he checked.
“You have to fight me to get it in me,” she said with her chin jutting forward, a defiant smile spreading over her face.
“Fight you?” he looked sideways through squinting eyes.
“Hold me down, stop me from struggling, and force it in me,” she stated clearly.
“Are you sure?” he said. He glanced at the closet, which we agreed he would never do — it was too risky. He also glanced at his phone. But there was no incoming message. I was too stunned.
She slipped her leg over his lap and straddled him again. “Do you want to fuck your friend’s wife or not?” she groaned menacingly at him from above, before she threw herself off him, pranced on her toes around the far side of the couch, and snickered at him. “You have to catch me first!” she said, and she darted, nude and playfully, around the couch and to the kitchen.
Collin stood up and planted his hands on his hips and stared at her where she bent and gripped the edge of the counter ready to dart away at a moment.
“And if I catch you?” he said.
“Then you get to fuck me!” she laughed and ran behind our small dining area table, gripping it and making ready to run again.
My jaw hit the floor.
Collin chuckled and took a few tentative steps toward her. Jodie yelped and ran in short, fast steps through the rooms, and when he reached out to snatch at her waist when she flew by too close, she screamed and laughed.
He caught her by the arm when she couldn’t get around the couch quick enough, and when he tickled her side, she laughed and squirmed and fell on the couch, kicking and slapping and twisting and laughing as he tickled his fingertips up and down her sides.
When he knelt on the couch and gripped her ankles in his hands, she screamed and kicked harder, and when he pushed his hips down between her spread-wide thighs, she tugger her hips down into the cushions and protected her spread pussy with her hands.
He seized her wrists in one hand and pinned her arms above her head laid out on the couch. With his other hand, he hugged her upraised thighs to his chest and pulled to press her ankles up over his shoulders. She writhed and contorted but he pushed against her, and when she arched hard in her back and tried to bite his arm that held her wrists above her head, he pushed his cock against the lips of her pussy.
She yelped and cried out but she also squirmed and laughed, and when his cock pushed deeper into her, she gasped loudly and cried out with a sexual release that sounded to me like an entirely different woman. He began to drill himself into her and her struggle and yelping turned into writhing and moaning.
She loosened her legs and wrapped them around his waist and locked her ankles in his back. They kissed deeply and she locked her arms around his neck too, so that she hung from his body upside down as he bounced her in the hips with his hips. The slushing sound of his cock pumping into her pussy was murder on my ears. My wife’s orgasm on the end of my friend’s cock made me fall to my knees inside the closet and cover my ears.
They kept going for an hour or more in every position imaginable, including my wife rotating her ass in his face riding him reverse cowgirl style. They stopped to eat and drink and tease and laugh, and then they fucked more, on the floor, on the kitchen counter, in a kitchen chair, and back on the couch. It was her idea, when it came time, for him to cum all over her face, her hair, her mouth and chin and neck and breasts and stomach. She squealed and laughed and finished him in her mouth before dragging him with her to the shower.
A few times in the past Collin stayed over in the spare room we had. When they came out of the shower together, I texted.
“On my way,”I said.
“Stay over!” she said to him. “Max will be fine with it.”
“You sure?”
She reached inside the towel that hung from his waist and squeezed his cock inside. “Uh-huh,” she said and she laughed. They went into the  spare room together, her pushing him backward with her body. “It’s what I want,” she tittered. 
I slipped out of the closet and snuck past the door to get to the front door and pretend I was just coming in. They had about 15 minutes. I paused at the closed spare room door and listened. At first I heard nothing and I wondered if I even heard and saw right, or if Jodie when back to our bed to wait for me. But then I heard it: softly at first, but then louder, and in higher and higher pitches. Before long, I heard the bump of the bed against the wall and the rhythmic cries of my wife’s passion. They were fucking again.
I texted when I went outside into the hallway and texted again, not wanting to come in and having to catch her at it. When I finally gave it enough time, I made as much noise as possible and came in the front door. Jodie was in the hallway wrapping her robe around herself with the tie undone, and if I wanted to look fast, I would have seen her shutting the door to the spare room behind her.
She welcomed me home with a kiss and smelled like cum and sex all over. But her robe fell open against me and she undid my pants and pulled me, stumbling backward and laughing gutturally, into our bedroom. She gasped and sighed and raised herself on her toes to whisper hoarsely in my ear, “Baby, I’ve been waiting to fuck you all night!”
When she got me naked, she straddled my face as I fell back into the pillows, and she didn’t ask, she pushed her pussy down on my mouth where she leaned against the headboard above me. “Lick me, baby,” she groaned out loud. “Make me cum again!” she cried.
“What’s that?” I said, pulling my mouth from her soaking pussy a moment. “Again?”
She only tittered and bit her lip. “Just do it,” she whispered impatiently and she shoved her pussy harder on my mouth.
The following weekend, I really did have an emergency to attend at work. “We can still have Collin over, can’t we?” she said. By which she meant just herself, because I was already getting ready to leave and it was only 7 at night.
“You want Collin over?” I asked her.
“I already invited him,” she twisted away sheepishly. “If that’s okay.”
I texted him on my way to my car. “When did she invite you over?” I asked him.
“Like five minutes ago,” he said. “Or I would have told you.”
I pondered that, staring at my phone as I got in my car and sat in the seat without turning the motor on.
“You okay with that?” he texted.
My wife Jodie was all over me all week. And she was also talking about other jobs, other opportunities, and other training she could take at work.
“Treat her nicely,” I said, and I put my phone away and drove in to work. 




I bet my wife away

When my older brother Denny comes over, he doesn’t call ahead or even knock.
“What’s cookin’ good lookin’?” he shouted, coming down the hall and passing through our kitchen before our screen door even banged shut behind him. He slapped my wife Candi’s ass too hard like he always does, and he knew it too, because he crouched and darted out of her reach, smirking and snickering.
“Asshole!” she shrieked at him, but not without a half-grin up one side of her face.
She was getting burgers ready for the grill and was dressed in her tight, white, denim cut-off shorts and loose, extra-large, pink top with her white strapless bikini underneath. She pursed her lips over her shoulder at him and shot a glance at me where I was lying stretched out on the couch reading a book.
“You’re brother’s here,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Again.” 
“You better be making enough of those darlin’, I don’t think Ike-the-Psych is going to leave us alone and give us some privacy,” he shouted loud enough for her to hear, even though he was leaning over the couch and me on it and batting disinterestedly at my legs to make me move, even though he only needed to ask. “Right buddy?” he said, flopping his large frame down and nearly crushing my shins and ankles if I didn’t retract them in time. He slapped my thigh hard enough to leave a red imprint of his hand.
“Oh hey, come on right in, Denny, make yourself at home, why don’t you,” I said, pulling my knees up to my chest and rocking side to side to rotate myself around and sit up on the opposite end of the couch. I closed my book on my finger and reached for my bookmark on the coffee table.
But he snatched it up before I got to it. “What the fuck is this?” he said, turning it over and squinting at it. “You make this in your craft class?” he said, snickering at his own humour.
It was a crocheted bookmark Candi made for me back when she was trying her hand at another hobby. I didn’t want him to know it was meaningful to me. He seized on things like that, when he found out that kind of intel. I let him sniff it and even rub it under his armpit, squelching any expression on my face.
“Woman!” he shouted as though addressing the bookmark he held up close to his face, before he tossed it aside, onto the floor, bored. “Beer! Now!” He rotated his head toward Candi just as she came in holding two cold beers, one in each hand held down low by her knees from her sagging, rounded shoulders.
“What do you say,” she said with her head tilting to the side when she came to a stop three feet in front of him.
He stared back at her and they held each other’s gaze for two or three beats before he quickly bent at his waist, snatched my wife with his big, thick arm around her waist, and in one move, spun her, lifted her, and pulled her, stumbling backward, down onto his lap.
Candi squealed and shrieked and held the bottles up to avoid dropping them or bashing them and her legs caught the front of the couch and she collapsed backward hard into his arm and chest, her ass landing on his lap. He seized her wrist and, while she still held the bottles, he tugged her arm around the back of his shoulders and leaned back, pulling her with him so she fell sideways into his chest half lying over the front of him.
“I already said what I say when you take too long to bring me one of my brother’s beers,” he said to her, taking the bottle from her hand that draped, lifelessly, trapped behind his shoulder. “I say, ‘Woman,” and I say, ‘Beer,’ and I say ‘Now.’” He pushed his head forward and puckered his lips but she turned her face away in time to make him kiss her on her cheek.
“You’re so fucking gross,” she said, turned away from him. But she stifled a grin.
He turned to me and pulled her tighter against his body. Her legs dangled from his enormous thigh and she reached with her free arm to pass the other bottle over him and to me. “She’s learning though, isn’t she,” he nodded to me. “Don’t worry, Icky-Ikey, gonna make a good woman out of her yet,” he said to me with what he imagined was a reassuring nod. He used the back of his hand to brush the bottle she offered me away. Without looking at her, he said, “That’s for you sweetheart. He’s capable of getting his own,” he turned back to her, “is he not?”
He pushed his head back over the top of the sofa so far his face rolled up parallel to the ceiling and he emptied half the burbling bottle in one go before he leaned forward to slam it with a loud crack on the coffee table. He used his other arm to hold Candi tightly by the waist to keep her from sliding out of his lap when he leaned so far forward. The hand she draped around his shoulder scrunched and held on to his golf shirt. He leaned back, squirmed into the cushions to slump further down, and put his heavy feet up on the table — tugging her arm tighter around his neck to make sure it stayed in place and to keep her tight against him. 
Candi eyed me and tipped her bottle at her lips so briefly I doubt she got more than a thimble of beer in her mouth. Her legs swung back and forth but only a little before she stopped them. She hung from his neck and reached far over to put her bottle beside his on the table and came back to relax into his chest and arm behind her. Her free hand pushed down between her bare thighs.
She half fluttered her eyelids and dropped her gaping mouth open.  “So what did you come over to steal — sorry,” she formed air-quotes with her hand — “borrow from poor Ike this time?” She narrowed her eyes at him and tightened her lips, but it was for comic affect.
“What, I need a reason to come over and lay eyes on my favourite sister in law?”
“I’m you’re only sister in law,” she rolled her eyes at him. She pushed forward against his embrace and he loosened his arm enough to allow her to grasp her bottle from the table, to drink back a larger swill, and lean forward again to put it back on the table. She laid back into his enormous chest as though to prove his trust of her. She wasn’t going to try to get away.
“Good girl,” he said very quietly and close to her ear, and she slightly smiled to herself.
He pulled up her wrist where it was nestled between her legs and hung her hand in front of his face the same way he earlier examined the bookmark. “Aw, honey,” he said to her, turning her hand over and over again in front of his eyes. “You do your nails up nice like that just for me?”
She puffed air out her nose and rolled her eyes and shot them over to mine. She held her mouth tightly in a tiny circle as though trying to keep her lips from grinning. “No!” she said privately to him with her eyes still on mine, before she drew them hard to their corners to look in his eyes from less than three inches away,. They widened at him, almost as though to communicate something. She pulled her hand from his grip and, softly as a kitten’s paw, she slapped her fingers against his cheek. “Don’t be so rude, anyway,” she said with her eyes still flaring. She looked at me and shook her head. “He’s just being rude,” she narrowed her eyes. She curled the fingers of both her hands to hide her nails inside her palms. They were glossy brown, and perfect. “You know you’re brother.”
“Awful hot in here,” he said to her. He pulled at the bottom of her loose top. “You should take this off,  you’re too hot. Got to cool down,” he turned to me, “right bro?” She gasped with disdain at him and pushed her hand down hard into his wrist to try to release his pincering fingers from the edge of her top, but that only made him stretch it down tightly over the front of her body.
He turned to me still fighting with her, and lifted her top up over her bare stomach as though her strength were nothing to him. “You don’t mind if she takes this off, right?” he said. “I mean, she’s still dressed in something underneath, right?” He turned to her where she squirmed and tittered in his lap, struggling with her hand on his arm to keep him from pulling it up further over her ribs. “You’re still dressed in something under there, right?” he said with exaggerated concern. He pulled it up over her chest as though she wasn’t doing anything to stop him, even though she was appearing to struggle with all her strength to hold her top down, and he leaned his head sideways and down as though to look back up and under her top.
“You’re wife still has something on, bud, no problem there, right?” He kept staring at me as he used his much greater strength to simply pull her top up and over her head despite her shrieks, her laughter, and her arms scrambling to hold it down.
“I think she pretty plainly said ’No,’” I said to him and I swallowed.
He looked back at her with an open, shocked mouth, and wide eyes. “You said ‘No’?” he said, as though it was the most unbelievable thing imaginable. He kept pulling at it until she finally raised her trapped arms and let him pull it the rest of the way up and off her body. Her beach blonde hair fell back down around her shoulders and back.
“Your husband thinks you said ‘No,’ to me. Could that be true?” he said, laying her top over the arm of the couch behind her body.
My wife looked at me, now wearing only her white shorts and her white, strapless bikini top. He wrapped his arm back around her bare waist again and pulled her against his body. With the side of her face landing on his chest, she raised her eyes to mine. “It’s okay,” she nearly whispered to me, and she shook her head slightly. She grinned and shrugged. “Whatever,” she said to the far wall and reached for her beer again.
“Whatcha got on under these?” he said privately to her with a crooked grin, seizing the button in the middle of the waist of her white cutoffs with his strong, stubby fingers.
“She was just getting something ready for the grill, if you don’t mind,” I said to him.
He rolled his head over the back of the couch and toward me. “Buddy, I’m just admiring your fucking hot wife.” He looked back at her. “You’re okay if I just want to admire your fucking hotness, aren’t you?”
She blushed and sucked her lips in between her teeth as though fighting off another grin.
“Were you just getting your bro-in-law some dinner like a good woman?” he said.
She shrugged and spun around on his lap to hike her thumb over her shoulder to the kitchen behind her. “Just making burgers for the grill,” she said. While they both looked the other way to the kitchen, he continued to twist and pull at the button in the waist of her white shorts, and she twisted her fingers into his fingers, trying to keep him from succeeding in undoing them.
But she failed. She heaved herself forward and bent herself at the waist and pushed her hand into his chest to throw herself up and onto her bare feet. She struggled to get away from his grasp around her bare waist and continued to bend sharply at her hips, pushing her hand into her abdomen as though to hold her shorts up now the button had come undone.
But Denny thrusted forward and hooked his fingers into the belt loops on the side of the waist of her shorts and yanked them mid-way down her thighs. Candi shrieked and laughed and bent to try to pull her shorts back up, but he pulled her backward, and she abandoned her grip on her shorts and pulled one foot up and out and then the other, squealing and shrieking.
She spun around and stepped backward toward the kitchen, pointing and laughing like she got one up on him. He held her freed shorts in front of his face a moment before tossing them aside without looking, and without noticing he hit me in the face with them. I let them sit there a moment, blinding me to make a point, before pulling them off my face, folding them, and placing them on the coffee table.
Candi was wearing her white bikini bottoms, but there was a reason this was the one suit she only wore in private and not out at any public beach. The bottoms were thong-style, high on the hips with the thinnest of ribbons, and aside from a tiny triangle at the top of the back, not even visible between her ass cheeks. She bought it as a teaser for us at home. She backed up toward the kitchen to not reveal her bared ass and she held her knees together, she bent low at her hips, and covered the front of her bottoms with both her hands. She chuckled with a warning type of groan.
I followed her into the kitchen. “I can just tell him to go,” I said.
She worked on getting things together in the kitchen stripped to just the very private white bikini.  “Don’t bother,” she shook her head. “It’s just Denny. That’s just the way he is. Doesn’t mean anything by it.” She shrugged, picked up her stainless steel bowls, and walked backward to bump the door to the patio open with her nearly-bare ass. “Never going to change, right?” 
I followed her out to the patio and held the screen door so it didn’t slam. “But he just grabs you and makes you sit on his lap and now he’s even pulling all your clothes off. It isn’t right.”
She pressed her open hand against my chest and looked up at me. “Some men just express their affection differently.” She went back inside and I heard her whoop as though caught by surprise.
I turned around and looked back through the screen patio door. Denny surprised her in the kitchen. They were both facing me, but Denny was behind her with his arms wrapped around her stomach and his big hands crossing over each other and holding her bare hips. His face was down and buried in her hair and shoulder and neck. Candi’s hands were busy with utensils and bowls, incapacitating her. She kicked and squirmed and twisted side to side but she was weakened by her laughing and shrieking.
She lifted her face up to mine even as Denny’s hands moved up her sides and over her ribs. “I swear to god, Denny!” she cried out loud through a wide grin, staring straight at me.
He raised his face to follow where she was looking through the screen door to me on the patio. He grinned and, with his mouth dropping open and his eyes locked on mine, he slid his hands from the sides of her ribs up over the sides of her bikini top, and finally, over her breasts that he squeezed hard enough, they pushed up and out at her neck.
“Denny, I am warning you!” my wife said with exasperation and she bent far over at her waist to get her chest away from his wondering hand and she stomped her heel into his foot behind her. She attempted to manufacture a serious voice but she had difficulty keeping the grin off her mouth. She shook her head at me and finally pushed herself away from him by arching her back deeply and shoving her ass out into his hips, bumping him hard in the groin.
He growled and clenched at his crotch, bending over, but not before yanking down on the back strap of her bikini top so that her breasts spilled out, bare and pink. Candi screamed and closed her arms in front of her bared chest and darted out the door and past me, hurrying to put down her things before pulling her bikini top back up from her waist and tucking her breasts back inside.
Denny roared with laughter.
She came back inside. “That is enough!” she wagged her finger at him. But when she went past him to get to the cupboards, he threw one big arm around her ribs and with his other hand, he tickled her tummy and waist from behind.
“Cut it out!” she screamed and laughed.
He leaned his enormous frame back to lift her feet off the floor with his hips pressed into her ass. She squirmed and squealed and kicked in the air, but he made her flail uselessly with his tickling on her bare sides and stomach. He went up and down her sides, even high enough to tickle the soft bulges of the sides of her breasts, which I know are particularly sensitive for her. She became breathless — a writhing, squirming, barely breathing mass of nearly naked women in his arm.
“Stop it, Denny!” I finally shouted.
I wasn’t expecting it, but he immediately stopped tickling her. Candi continued to struggle and squirm and pushed both hands down against his huge arm wrapped around her stomach like it was the restraint to a ride at the park, until he finally set her down gently on her feet. Her bikini top had fallen again around her stomach and she pursed her lips at me as she pinched the top of the cups in her fingers and thumbs and pulled them back up over her chest. But she wasn’t as embarrassed this time, nor as quick to cover herself.
“Hey, just having a little fun, bro, take it easy,” he said. Candi went outside with condiments and he slapped her again on her bare ass, but more lightly than last time. She ignored it.
“Be just a few minutes, so wash up, you two,” Candi called from the patio where she became engulfed by curling clouds of smoke from the grill.
“Why do you come here and do that?” I said to him as we both leaned over the kitchen sink to share the faucet and pass the soap back and forth. “You know she doesn’t like it, you know we’re not like that.”
“Just playing around a little, take it easy,” he said. “Wife’s a fucking hotty, what’s a guy supposed to do? Prancing around almost naked like that in front of me, it drives me crazy, I told you that a long time ago.”
“You were the one who pulled her clothes off,” I said.
“Hey, take it from me, bro,” he bumped his shoulder into my shoulder and threw me off balance a moment.  “Girls like that, they love guys like me trying to get in their panties, believe me. They need that — keeps them in line.”
“Well Candi doesn’t like it,” I said.
He turned around and leaned against the counter in front of the sink and used the tea towel over the stove handle to slowly, studiously, dry his hands. “I believe that if you ask her,” he said to the backs of his fingers he inspected close to his face, “any money she’ll tell you she does.”
“I think I would know,” I half lidded my eyes at him.
He held out his hand. “Care to put your money where your mouth is, little bro?”
I looked at his hand. He was nothing if not predictable. Everything could be a bet with him. “We’re not doing this,” I said. I slowly raised my eyes back up to his face. “This is so not going to happen.”
He jabbed me in the stomach with his stubby fingers straight out and tight together. “Depends on the stakes involved, don’t it?”
Candi came back inside. “What you two betting on now?” she said with a wry grin. With Denny’s fingers still pushed into my stomach, she turned, edged between us, lifted herself on her toes, and leaned over his arm extended between us, to reach high up over her head to get her fingers around a roll of paper towels on a high shelf. Her left hand landed on Denny’s shoulder to steady her balance. Her breasts, barely staying inside her bikini top, hung pendulously between our faces.
She came back down holding the roll and said privately and intimately to me, “Don’t take too long,” and she traipsed in her bare feet back out the screen door to the patio. “It’s almost ready!” she called back over her shoulder.
“I don’t want your money,” I said.
“Tell you what,” he said, jabbing me again, harder. “Five thousand, me to you, if I manage to seduce your wife — right in front of you.”
“Stop it,” I seethed.
“And I’m going to make it easy as fuck for you, too,” he said. “If you’re right, and she doesn’t do me, I’ll give you five thousand also.”
“Wait, what?” I squinted. “What kind of bet is that? You’re giving me five grand either way?” I screwed up my face. He wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer at the best of times. But making bets — it was the one thing we had always done.
“Five grand, either way,” he sneered at me. “She gives me nothing, five grand to you. She does me, five grand to you. You can’t lose, bro!”
“It sounds like you’re just paying me five thousand to have a go at my wife.”
He shrugged and lowered his mouth. “Call it what you want. You already won, right? Easiest five thousand you ever made. Just one condition,” he smirked.
I folded my arms over my chest. There’s always one last condition with guys like him. “And what’s that?” I sneered.
“Look,” he said, showing me the face of his phone. “I’m already sending you the money, that’s what a great and trusting older brother I am.”
“So what’s the condition?” I repeated. I heard my phone in my pocket ping — undoubtedly it was his deposit landing in my bank account. I stifled my grin, but barely.
He slid his phone back in his own pocket and stood up to turn square to me. “Condition is this: You don’t say ‘No,’ or ’Stop,’ or anything like that to your wife, no matter what you see going on. And if she asks you what you think of it or if you want her to stop, you don’t say anything. No hand signals, no facial expressions, nothing. No guidance from you at all.”
“No,” I said. I didn’t hesitate.
He didn’t hesitate either. He pulled his phone back out, thumbed a moment, and put it back. My phone pinged again — which he was waiting for. “That’s another five grand. Ten grand.  Just for sitting there saying nothing and doing nothing.”
“Don’t you think Candi should have some say in this?” I said.
“Come on you two!” My wife cried out impatiently from the patio.
“Oh but she will!” he said. “I’m not going to force her, bud! It’s all going to be her choice. That’s why I put that little condition in there. Without you saying or doing anything, it’s all her choice either way this thing goes, right? You don’t say anything, and I don’t force her. That way, you get to see just how your wife really wants it to go. And you get ten grand for your trouble on top of it.”
I pulled out my phone to stall for time, but there it was on my screen, two notifications showing two five-thousand-dollar deposits to my bank account.
“So if she spurns you, you’re not going to force things?” I said, slipping my phone back in my pocket.
He laughed deeply and loudly and slapped me hard on the shoulder as he strode past me. “My bro, what do you take me for?” he said, and he backed his way out the door and out onto the patio walking backward toward my waiting wife. I twisted around to see him turn, come up beside Candi, and wrap his hand around her waist, and to bump his hip against her hip with a little pull.
“Taste,” she said to him, turning sideways to face him. Their faces were already too close together. She wouldn’t let him take the bite of meat with his fingers, pulling it back instead to feed his mouth with her own fingers, and she giggled when he snatched at it with his lips, nearly taking her fingers, too.
“Good?” she asked, and she glanced sideways and through the screen of the door, and back to me standing behind it. I nodded slightly at her and the corners of my mouth curled.
He slapped her ass gently — she wasn’t stopping him in any way anymore — and took one of the chairs. “Not bad,” he said, “but there’s tastier — right out here on the patio, as a matter of fact,” he said, and he skipped a beat or two before laughing heartily at me when I emerged through the door onto the patio. 
My wife rolled her eyes at me and shook her head as she passed by me with a plate full of freshly grilled patties to set on the round table under the umbrella. “Come on,” she said. “Things are hot.” The late evening summer sky lit up in a blaze of reds and oranges and yellows and greens. “Everybody helps themself,” my wife said, pushing the chips and cheese slices and condiments and salad to the middle. She sat beside me and leaned her elbows on the table with her wrists dangling down between the table and her bare stomach. She turned her face to me. “You should go get the bluetooth and your phone and put some music on for us,” she said. I was surprised how at ease she was, wearing nothing but our most most private bikini.
When I came back out, she wasn’t in her chair anymore. Denny was leaning back from the table, and my wife was in his lap. She was holding a plate of salad under her chin and stabbing little tomatoes and veggies with her fork. One of Denny’s hands was wrapped around her bare waist, and his other hand was on her thigh, too high up and close to her bikini bottom — what there was of it.
My wife looked up at me and shrugged. “He did ask nicely this time,” she said. “Hey, you should put the little sparkle lights on,” she said.
I went back inside and poked around behind the door trying to find the right switch.
“Turn the big lights off,” Candi called to me, and when I came out, it was a dimly-lit scene with soft, beat-driven music, and the sunset dying with only residual purple left on the horizon.
I pulled up in my chair close to the table and leaned my elbows on it. I picked at my food and tried to regulate my breathing. Denny said something too softly for me to hear and he chuckled, as did Candi, before she darted a glance up through her fallen strands of hair to me over the table.
“Stop it,” I heard her murmur to him with a grin on her down-cast face.
He shifted in his chair, heaving her body in his lap and tugging her body tighter against his chest.
“Cut it out!” my wife groaned quietly to him and she grimaced at him and flared her eyes. She pushed her hand into his stomach and tried to shift herself away from his body, but he tugged her and wouldn’t let her move. She looked at me and sagged in her shoulders and dropped her head with a tilt. “I swear to god, you’re brother!” she said to me, and she rotated herself on his lap so that she ended up sitting on his thigh with her legs falling down to either side of his leg. She caught the edge of his chair between his legs with the heel of her one foot and continued to poke at her plate of salad.
“Who you liking in the World Series this year, bro?” Denny said to me. Candi lifted her other foot and caught the outside edge of his chair with her other heel so that she sat on his thigh with her knees up like it was a ride. He bounced his leg and she rode him, her back gently undulating.
I watched as he gathered her hair in his hands and twisted it into a rope and pushed it over one of her shoulders to cascade down over her chest. She didn’t appear to even notice.
“Hard not to like the Astros versus the Dodgers,” I said to him.
My wife chuckled, but not from what I said. She continued staring down into her food even as Denny’s hands flowed over her hips. He very gently, very slowly, lifted her with his hands pushing under her bare ass cheeks and he settled her down on the edge of the chair between his wide-spread thighs. She snorted a light breath of air out her nose and glanced quickly through the tops of her eyes at me.
“I hear ya,” he said. “Makes me want to say Mets and Yankees, just to piss you off enough to make you bet against me,” he grinned. I watched silently, still, as he just as slowly, just as gently, slid his hands down under her bare thighs. When he pushed them up, she darted forward and shoved her nearly empty plate onto the table in front of her. He lifted her legs higher and pushed his hands down under her knees and then under her calves. She whined like he was bothering her, until he placed the arches of her feet on the edge of the table in front of her so close, her knees nearly touched her chin and her thighs pushed into her breasts.
Candi, defeated, slumped back until her bare back and head came to rest against his chest. He lowered his chin on the top of her head and slid his hands back up over her shins, over her knees, and up her thighs right up to where her skin creased at her abdomen. Her and I made eye contact just over the tops of her knees, still pressed together — until Denny grasped her knees in his huge hands, and parted them. She let him. He pressed them down widely, and slid his hands back up over her inner thighs to rest at the very apex of her legs.
“You got anything to say against it?” he said over the top of her head.
I shrugged and lifted my eyes, finally, from hers to his eyes. “You want to lose money to me, be my guest,” I said. We stared hard in each other’s eyes, even as he placed his two huge hands directly over top of my wife’s breasts.
“Got so much moola, don’t know what else to do with it,” he said, and he lowered his hands down the front of my wife’s body, taking her bikini top with them. Her nipples popped up from behind his hand, and then her whole breasts popped up as he pushed her bikini top down to her waist.
My wife shivered against him, but she also slightly jutted her chest out. Her head vibrated a second and the muscles of her jaw bulged. She kept her mouth closed even as her chin dropped down. Her chest heaved as she inhaled a long, deep breath through her nose, and she dropped her hands onto his forearms and twirled her polished nails into the dark, thick hairs there. She slowly raised her eyes to me, topless now, sitting against my brother’s crotch with his hands all over her. She did nothing to stop him.
Candi and I were both new teachers and we were paid like it, too. Denny day-traded and, despite the risks of his highly dubious and rash methods, he’d surprisingly made out — again and again — fabulously well. He bought us our house as a wedding present and charged us only enough rent for some line in his tax return to add up advantageously. He also paid for our entire honeymoon. He was extremely generous, no one could say otherwise.
“Guys like him . . . ” my wife said to me one night in bed. “They’re just different — they know what they want, and it’s just that kind of world where guys like that get it,” she shrugged up at me over her shoulder. She was lying with her back and head against my chest and shoulder. We’d just made love.
That time, I was moaning about the tickets he bought from me at the last minute to a game seven of a World Series. He didn’t even like baseball, he just did it so he could phone me from behind home plate and wave at me on the TV. He paid stupid money for them — too stupid for me to turn him down. We needed all we could get, Candi and me.
Another time, it was tickets to a high-end charity night to which several of my all-time favourite authors who were going read. He doesn’t even read. He didn’t recognize any names. I had to show him books to explain to him why they were so famous. He paid the enormously steep table fee and the cost of flights and hotel for both of us.
He never said it, but the look in his eyes made it clear: He owned our house, he bought my car, he owned, even, my student loans — he’s the reason I got though college without having to work. He could, on a whim, simply pull the string and my life would fall like so many beads. He made sure I knew I was at his mercy.
“Do you like him, though?” I screwed my face up at Candi. We were in bed another time talking about how he gropes her, slaps her, picks her up, sits her on his knee. Touches her hair. Tugs at her clothes. Always going on about how “fucking hot!” she is.
“Look,” she said, “not gonna lie, there’s a reason pigs like him have their pick of girls. There’s something attractive about a guy who just takes what he wants.”
“But he’s always groping you right in front of me.”
She twisted around and pulled herself up to sit straddling my hips. “Aw, is Ikey-Wikey feeling jealous?”
She never used to do that with my name — that was something she picked up from Denny.
“I just don’t see how you like that kind of thing.”
She kissed me and rolled her forehead against mine. “With guys like him, you know it’s just stupid physical stuff — it doesn’t mean anything.” 
“But he’s taking liberties with you.”
She shrugged. “It kinda feels good,” she gasped and hid her face in my neck. “He’s a sexy and very rich man, what can I say? He’s paying attention to me! Every girl loves that.”
“You actually do like it,” I screwed up my face. “I thought you just tolerated it. You know, the way we always have to — the way he fucking owns us.”
She pushed herself back up in front of me and sagged her shoulders and sighed. “He makes me feel powerless, and before you go off about how that’s the opposite of how I told you that you make me feel . . . “ she raised her voice and pressed her finger to my lips to stop me from interrupting. “ . . . it’s just Denny, it’s just in those moments when he’s over or something, and it, I don’t know,” she dropped her face into my neck again to hide her widening grin. “It kind of feels good?”
“It feels good to be made to feel powerless?” I said it out loud to demonstrate how absurd she was sounding. But she didn’t hear the absurdity of it. She only nodded her head where it pressed between my head and my shoulder.
“It does,” she whispered and she kissed my neck.
“You make it sound like you fantasize about him or something,” I chuckled.
She didn’t chuckle or deny it. She only sat up and looked deeply into my eyes and bit her bottom lip.
“Oh my god,” I exhaled, and I pushed her off me and got up to go to the bathroom to brush my teeth.
She came in after me and hung herself from my shoulders from behind and pressed her delicate nude body against my back. “Do you remember how we got him to pay for the entire wedding?” she grinned over my shoulder and through the mirror at me.
I had to grin too. I spit out and turned around inside her embrace and leaned back against the bathroom counter and clasped my fingers together behind her back and she leaned back into my hands behind her.
“And do you not remember how we made him buy us this house?”
I squinted at her and grinned and pursed my lips to keep from laughing. Of course I remembered, it was one of our masterstrokes.
“Well,” she said, pushing forward and kissing my nose. “That winter break holiday to Mexico is going to run us close to five thousand.”
“Which we don’t have,” I nodded at her with squinting eyes.
“Which we don’t have yet,” she said.
“But what you’re suggesting is something a little bit worse than what we’re usually up for.”
“It’s not like it’s something totally new to us, though,” she said, pulling her face sideways and pushing her eyes into their corners before she laughed out loud and darted like a sprite back to our bedroom.
Candi and I had this thing — hall passes. We talked about it before we got married. We both got around beforehand, and happily so. What are the chances, we reasoned, that we would suddenly be able to stop all of it?
“People like us cheat,” she shrugged, and she was right. As much as I felt the stir of rage inside me about the prospect, back then, of her cheating on me, I also realized that, left to myself in a hotel in a different city and no chance of getting caught — the game we posed each other, with promises to answer completely honestly — I would cheat too, if some hot girl came up to me.
“We might as well be honest before we get married so that if it happens, at least we were forewarned,” she said, and I had to agree. We decided that planning something would be too weird, but that admitting to it after, and describing it, would be fair, as long as it was always kept discreet and out of town.
Over the four years we’d been married, she’d done it ten times — we began to keep a ledger of it just for a laugh — and I’d done it, by then, eleven.
“I believe I am owed one,” she said, back in bed.
“But him?” I screwed up my face and slipped in beside her.
“You figure out . . . ” she said, throwing her leg over me and crouching down to lean her chin on my chest. “ . . . how he’s going to offer you roughly five thousand dollars for it, and I’ll look after getting him ready for you to do your thing.”
That’s how it was set up. And the day wasn’t long in coming, either.
Candi curled her bottom lip between teeth to keep from grinning too widely at me and she twisted her bikini top around her waist to enable her to undo the clasp at her stomach, and she pulled it out from behind herself and draped it over the vacant chair on the dark patio. 
Denny cupped her bare breasts in his hands and squeezed her and she closed her eyes, pressed her hands into his arms and pushed her head back harder into his chest.
“Aren’t you going to stop me, bro?” he said with a sneer.
“I think you should say something,” Candi said, her body stretching and writhing against his behind her.
“Look,” Denny said, jutting his chin at me. “Loser can’t even protect his wife.”
I watched his hands slide down over her stomach and touch the top of the waist of my wife’s bikini bottoms.
“Don’t you want your brother to stop?” Candi said to me with increasing breathlessness. Her eyes flickered closed and her back arched and her stomach pushed up. She brought her feet back from the edge of the table and draped her legs over his thighs, spreading herself widely on him.
“He doesn’t know what to say — maybe he’s one of those guys who likes other guys touching his wife.”
“I don’t think so,” she nearly whispered, her voice was so breathless. She reached up over and behind her head to grip the hair on the back of his head in her fists, and she pulled.
I sipped my drink and popped an olive off a stick and slowly chewed it, staring at his hands roaming freely around my wife’s body. He hooked his thumbs into the waist of her bikini bottoms and my wife squirmed and gasped and twisted against his hands.
“Don’t!” she breathed out, but she also lifted her hips off his lap and squeezed her knees together as she brought them up. He eased her bottoms down over her ass, down her thighs and over her knees, and she pointed her toes to allow him to pull the rolled up fabric off her completely, staring at my beady eyes the whole time. “I’m trying to stop him!” she said with barely a voice.
When he touched the outside of her pussy lips, she shivered and gasped with a short, sharp inhalation, and she twisted around at her waist trying to hide her grinning face in his neck.
“You can stop now,” she whispered to him.
“I’ll stop if he tells me to,” he replied. I stared at him as his finger moved through the cleft of her pussy lips. My wife was wet. She was swollen. Not everything was an act. He put pressure on his finger and it sank inside her and she arched hard in her back and jutted her bare chest out. A tiny high-pitched cry escaped her throat.
“Ask your husband if you can suck Denny’s cock,” Denny said with a grinning murmur against her ear.
She twisted around and faced him with all her limbs tightening around him and she grinned widely full of shyness and buried her face in his neck. “You ask him!” she said and she pressed her full lips to his ear and moaned on him. 
“Hey, bro,” he said to me over the table. I looked at my wife’s completely naked body lit by the dim sparkle lights, writhing on his lap, her slender, long naked back undulating and snaking under his touch, her naked ass pushing into his groin. “I think your sweet young wife wants to blow me, you got anything to say about that?” He sneered at me.
I stared at him at least three long beats before I nodded and said, “I got nothing to say about that.” I had ten thousand reasons to keep quiet — twice what the plan was invented to harvest. I was the one laughing.
He tapped her shoulder and she spun around and glanced at me over her shoulder, even as her nude body poured like oil down his body until she came to her knees on the deck between his legs. She opened his shorts and dutifully raised her shoulders and lowered her head and I watched her blonde waves bob in his lap and heard above the music the sloshy wet sounds she made on him.
She wasted no time getting down to it. If I was to believe my eyes, I’d say she was enjoying it. She was genuinely enthusiastic, and not just faking it.
“That’s right, baby,” he said, caressing the side of her head and pulling strands of her hair out of the way so he could watch her mouth wrap around the head of his cock and her lips sink down over his shaft. She cupped her fingers over her pussy and I could see from behind, between her spread thighs where her hips curled in and out and trembled, her middle finger with it’s long glossy brown nail, slide over her glistening lips and dip inside and circle around at the top. The tiny silver chain she wore around her waist glinted in the light and her toes curled.
He looked up at me. “What I tell you? Chicks love doing it. They like being told to do it, too.”
I did my best to not burst out laughing at him.
He squinted and leaned forward and put the back of his hand to the side of his mouth as though to whisper a secret to me. “I wasn’t going to fuck your wife, bro, but tell you the truth, I’m not sure I’m going to be able to stop her.” He chuckled and gripped the side of my wife’s head with both hands and thrusted his hips up into her face and buried his cock so deep in her throat, she coughed and gagged.
“Come up here,” he said to her and he pulled her with one hand in her armpit. She rose to her feet on rubbery legs and hung from his hand caught around her arm and looked at me with saliva dribbling from her chin.
We didn’t plan on her fucking him either. We never imagined it would come to that. She looked at me and I could tell, she was half way to not being able to stop things herself. But I was sworn to not say anything. We were entering unchartered waters.
He held her with his hands tightly around her hips and he pulled her backward so she had to step her legs widely around his knees. She continued to rub her middle finger up and down through the soaking cleft of her pussy and to slide her pretty painted finger inside herself. She tilted her head, curved her raised eyebrows, and shrugged at me.
I paused for about three beats, our eyes locked on each other. I stayed quiet. She stepped back as he tugged on her hips but when he pressed her hips down, she reached behind herself and slapped his hand and resisted him. When he pushed her hips down again, she reached under and between her legs to his erection that rose up from his lap under her and she slid her long delicate fingers over the top of his cock and down the sides of his shaft. He let go of her hips and leaned back in his chair.
“Fucking A,” he said leaning his head back. He crossed his arms behind his head. “You can always tell the moment when they decide they gonna give it to you.”
My wife curled her fingers and lightly scratched her nails up and down over the sides of his cock and she bit her lip at me and uttered a tiny helpless cry. I looked down her young, slim, body, over her flat stomach and to her pussy. She was rosy, swollen, and glistening. She lifted one knee and then the other so that she came to kneel on the edge of his chair with his legs between hers, still facing me. She pressed his erection against her stomach with both hands, petting the underside of it and dragging her nails tantalizingly up the skin.
I knew she did it with other guys. She knew I did it with other women. But it was always with strangers. I think she was begging me to tell her not to do it, but she knew also, just like I did, that the money was contingent on me saying nothing.
“Are you sure you want to watch?” she finally said to me in a shaking and weak voice. She lifted herself and pulled his cock up under her. Her hips began to rock and her thighs coursed with waves of quaking. She steadied herself with one arm outstretched and her palm planted on his knee. She looked down between her legs and her hair fell forward over her face hiding it from me. With her other hand, she pulled on his cock and lowered her hips to touch the tip of the head of it with her puffy, shining pussy lips.
She flung her head back and pushed her hair over her forehead and arched hard in her back and stuck her chest out at me. She rubbed her hand roughly over her bare breasts and curled her hips back and forth so that his cock drove back and forth through the cleft of her lips.
“You better say,” she said, and her head fell back and her eyes closed. Her mouth fell open and she cried a moan to the dark sky. She continued to hold his cock in her fingers and she continued to rock her hips forward and back, but the head of his cock pushed further inside her and she eventually was holding only the base in her upside-down palm. The head disappeared inside her and her pussy lips folded around his shaft.
“Fucking rights,” groaned Denny and he gripped her shoulders and pushed her so that she fell forward and her hands gripped his knees. He lifted his feet and rested his out-stretched legs over the table. My wife laid her breasts on his legs and seized his ankles in her fists. Her ass poked up high behind her and she twerked her hips and lifted her face through her messed-up hair to my face.
I could hear the wet slosh of my wife fucking Denny. “You didn’t say,” she groaned, and I wasn’t sure if it was part of the act — she knew the conditions Denny set for me for the money — or if she really wanted me, or needed me, to finally say ’No.’
Denny tapped her and she spun around and wiped her arm over her eyes. He helped her off him and stood up. He shook his hips and tugged at his shorts until they fell the rest of the way down his legs and he stepped out of them, leaving them crumpled on the deck. He tugged his golf shirt up over his head with one hand while, with his other hand, he clasped my wife’s waist tight to his hip.
“I think this lady needs a little privacy — she don’t want you watching her in her most intimate moments,” he said, and he tugged her to make her walk alongside him through the door and in.
She pulled at her bottom lip with her finger and thumb and her eyes were large and glassy. He tugged her again, and she made a silent, little wave to me with her fingers just as the screen door slammed behind them.
When I heard nothing, I went inside to investigate. They weren’t in the living room or kitchen. I went down the hall. There was dim light escaping from under our bedroom door. I sank down and leaned against it when I heard my wife’s voice crying out, her moans deep and sharp, and jolted-sounding in time with the bangs of our matrimonial bed against the wall.
I hung my head and buried my face in my hands. “What the fuck have I done?” I said to myself. My wife’s penetrated cries filled the little house. And when they finally finished, I heard her laugh gutturally.
A week later, I found Candi on Saturday evening in our bathroom applying finishing touches to her make-up looking like she was off to a wedding it was so perfect.
“What’s going on?” I said, pushing the door open with my foot. She was dressed only in pale blue lacy underwear with scallop-laced edges.
“Oh,” she said, turning to pass by me to her closet. “Just going to hang out at Denny’s for a bit.”
“Denny’s?” I screwed up my face.
She stepped out of her closet in a pink hoody and tight faded jeans, sliding her feet into sandals she dragged across the bedroom floor.
“It’s just a fun little date,” she said, lifting herself on her toes to press her arms into my chest and kiss my chin. “Don’t get so jealous! Denny says you should be able to just take it by now.”
“Denny said that?”
She turned at the bedroom door and gave me a tiny wave with her fingers — just like the time he took her to my bed. But this time, her eyes were wide and her smile was crooked.
“Don’t think you should wait up, okay?” she said.
“Wait!” I said, and I put my hands on my hips and turned to face her with my feet spread widely on the floor. “What’s going on?”
She came back in after checking the time on her phone. She cupped her hand around my balls and put her made-up face up close to mine. “He did pay you twice, you said,” she dropped her mouth open widely and squeezed my balls. “But then again,” she stood back and dropped her head in a tilt. “He is taking me out to Christopher’s and . . . . “ she bit her lip. “The Stag after that.”
Christopher’s was easily the most expensive restaurant in town. And The Stag was the most hard-to-enter club downtown. But of course, Denny owned a part of it, so that wasn’t an issue for him.
“Maybe he gets to keep that extra one in his back pocket for when he really needs it,” she said with her nose scrunched up and the tip of her tongue caught in her grimacing, clenching teeth.
“So a date?” I said, still standing in our bedroom dumbfounded. “Anyway, you can’t get into Christopher’s dressed in that.”
“Just wearing this over to his place — he bought me a dress!” she squealed. “Isn’t that fun!”
“Sounds like more than just a date,” I said.
“A date, plus,” she shrugged deeply and even blushed a little. “See you tomorrow?” she said. “I think he’s already here waiting.”
I pulled the curtain aside and saw him sitting in his Maserati in our driveway on his phone, grinning. And then I saw my wife skip out, fling the door open, and fall in beside him, leaning over to kiss him deeply, and long, on the lips.
A few minutes later, I got a text. “Denny says thank you for understanding,” she wrote.
I wrote her back. “He really said that?”
It took a while to get her reply. “No,” she wrote. “I was saying thank you for him, silly. You know you’re brother!”
The next time he came over, he was quieter and more respectful than usual. “How’s the car holding up?” he asked me.
“Yeah, it’s good,” I told him. Why wouldn’t it be? It was virtually new when he gave it to me — a hand-me-down when he got his Maserati.
“House good?” he said, scanning his eyes over the ceiling as though that would provide a thorough enough inspection.
“It’s all good — no problems,” I said.
“You guys get that winter break holiday all booked up?” he nodded.
“Yeah,” I said, leaning back on the stove and crossing my arms over my chest.
We stood silently and awkwardly a few more minutes, until we heard Candi padding back down the hallway from the bathroom. When she rounded the corner and came into the kitchen, I thought I’d died.
“What?” she said through a giggle. She was hotter looking than ever, and dressed to kill in a short black dress and hair pulled up with stands beside her face. Her shoes alone looked worth more than my car.
Denny casually wrapped his arm around her waist and she allowed herself to be pulled against him. When he turned his face to hers, she willingly kissed him in front of me long and deeply. All of it was a surprise to me. I had no idea that they had planned another “date.”
“How’s my girlfriend been?” he said, looking at my wife.
She blushed instantly and glanced at me and then away and at the floor. “Denny!” she said in a little, weak, and tittering voice. “Don’t,” she whispered privately to him.
“Wasn’t asking you,” he said to her. He lifted his face to mine. “I’m asking you, Ike. How’s my girlfriend been? You looking after her good for me?” He tapped, he didn’t slap, her ass. He also cupped it in his hand and squeezed it.
I said nothing and he laughed and turned away with her on his arm. He slapped his hand into my stomach. “Don’t sweat it, bro,” he called loudly down the hallway. “I can get her all tuned up myself.”
Candi tittered and glanced over her shoulder at me as he tugged her along after her out the front door.
This time there was one text. “Denny says thank you for letting him have me again.”
I didn’t write back. I knew it wasn’t him thanking me.
He dropped her off back at home around noon the next day. We sat outside at the table where things had begun that other night. “I thought we were just stringing him along,” I said. “What happened?”
“What do you mean?” she tilted her head and tittered nervously. “Still going according to plan, aren’t we?” She looked away as though needing at that moment to scan the yard.
“We never even planned for you to go with him like that to our bedroom that night!” I said.
“You knew there was a chance it could happen,” she said. “I told you how attractive he is to girls.”
“Well what about that date?”
“I told you, he paid you twice for me!”
“What about last night?” I slumped back and threw up my arms.
She scanned left and right and pulled her pursed lips hard to the side of her face. She looked at me and shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said. “I guess that one was on the house?” She chuckled briefly.
“It was supposed to be to get the money for the holiday.”
She leaned forward and clasped my hands in hers. “And we did that! It’s all paid up!” She shook her head like I was the one not understanding something.
“Why are you still going with him then?” I said.
She slumped back in her chair and gripped the arms and stared at me. Finally she dropped her mouth open and hung onto a syllable for a second or two before chuckling and changing her mind. But then she forced it out. “He makes me feel feminine.”
“What the fuck, Candi!” I flew back in my chair.
She leaned forward over the table. “He overpowers me. It’s like he puts me in a spell. And he . . . “ she paused.
“And he what?” I said, turning away, not sure I wanted to hear it.
“ . . . he makes me cum so fucking hard!” she said under her breath and she squirmed in her chair and cleared her throat and grinned sideways. “Anyway,” she said. She sipped her drink. “It’s just for fun.” She drilled her eyes on mine. “And I did ask you to tell him to stop.” 




Don't ask, don't tell

I was fuelling up on my way to the usual hiking meet-up when I saw Jenn cruise past. That was odd, because I’d just said goodbye to her at home five minutes earlier, and  she was planning on marking students’ essays all weekend.
I thought it would be funny to surprise her. We had just been gloating to each other about how, after seven years of marriage, our lives were so stable and so safe, and how we were so dependable for each other.
“Even,” she said, scanning her eyes sideways out their corners at me where we laid in our big white bed with our mugs and phones, “and don’t take this the wrong way.” She grinned and playfully bit the tip of her tongue between her gleaming white teeth. A long bright shard of Saturday morning sunlight laid across her body. She was wearing a silken teddy camisole, white and pure and trimmed in the lightest scalloped lace. She was sunken into the flotilla of pillows with her knees up, one leg crossed at the ankle over the knee of the other, leaving her foot to dangle and her toes to curl and release. “But very predictable too.”
I rolled over sideways toward her and ran my hand over her silk-covered stomach and up further, over the edge of her ribs, and up the underside of her breasts. “I suppose you’re going to tell me now that predictability is a good thing.”
She squealed and rolled over to face me closely. “But it is!” she said, puffing her lips out and placing an envelope-sealing kiss on the tip of my nose. She reached down between my legs and pressed her cupped palm over my groin. “It’s definitely the most underrated aspect of a sexy man,” she cooed. She rolled her body over on top of mine and pressed her hips down against mine and gasped against my ear. “And it turns me on so much . . . “ she groaned as she curled her spine and dragged the front of the crotch of her thin camisole up and down over my stiffening erection. She tittered, too. Making me hard always surprised and amused her, every time.
I jumped in my car and went out the gas station the same way I came in. I snickered when I saw her get caught by the next red light. Wherever she was going, she didn’t tell me about it before, and she certainly didn’t text me anything that came up, either. It wasn’t on her way to her college office and nor was it the direction to her sisters or her parents.
“Boy oh boy,” I grinned and shook my head. “You gonna have some ’splainin’ to do, girlfriend!” I laughed spying the back of her head through the windows of the car between us. Hadn’t we just been talking about how good predictability was? 
I stayed back cruising along the boulevard so she wouldn’t notice my car, but stayed close enough that I didn’t lose her. Wherever she was off to, I chuckled imagining her surprise when I busted her. Obviously, I thought, it was something she forgot to tell me about, or it was some quick pick up or drop off at the Fed Ex, or it was a limited-time sale at some favourite store, who knows. Maybe, I even thought, she was sneaking off to buy me something by surprise, even though my birthday was nowhere near and any other gift giving date was equally far off. “Meh,” I thought, “we’ll have a good laugh whatever it turns out to be.”
I frowned several minutes later having run out of fun theories because she was not headed anywhere nearby in the neighbourhood. Her car, then the two cars behind her, and then my car, bumped over the absurdly high train tracks that crossed McAllister, the warning bumps, we always joked, that told you you were now entering the proverbial and literal other side of the tracks.
My amused chuckling turned to studied curiosity and then to fevered intrigue. She turned into the vacant and dusty streets of the light industrial area that stretched between the bridges and she slowed down. I needed to hang back further because there were no other cars around, being a Saturday. She turned and I turned too, but her car had vanished in the time in took me to approach the corner.
I went around the block, searched a few other blocks, and then came back through an alley. That’s when I spotted her car, parked beside another car at the back of a low, white building with no signs on it. It did, however, have an enormous garage door that was opened to the air and the sunlight and the slope down to the river and the high-rises of the city on the other side.
I pulled in behind another building a few doors down and slipped my car into a shaded spot and killed the engine. I leaned forward and hugged my arms around my steering wheel and looked up through the top of my front windshield as though I’d spotted a rare bird or saw a cool plane. I squinted as though I had, too, but I was looking inward, searching for anything I could recall in what she’d said or done lately that would explain her sneaking off to a nondescript building on the side of town we always talked about as a place full of mystery and risk. She said she didn’t like it.
There was a popular bohemian-like commercial street a couple blocks up the slope with funky cafes and art galleries, and above them, old and cheap apartments. We often went there to window-gaze, people-gaze, and weirdo-gaze over coffees at one place or another. It was the best we could do for adventure in our regimented lives. But it wasn’t a place Jenn would go alone.
“It’s dangerous!” she emphasized with widened eyes when I told her she’d be fine one day when I couldn’t go with her because my hiking meet-up moved to a new time — Saturday mornings. She didn’t go. In fact, once I started going hiking Saturdays, we didn’t go down there at all anymore. At least, that’s what I thought was the case.
I got out of the car and walked around the front of the block to see if there was any signage on that side, but there was none. I came back through the alley from the other side and stopped to lean against a wall close to its corner where the small parking area was, and her car and the other car, too. If anyone drove by, it would look like I was relaxing, taking a break, maybe having a smoke and gazing at the river and city.
I dropped my head and twisted my neck and shot a glance into the dark, gaping maw of the open garage door, and pulled immediately back in the manner of special ops. But I’d seen nothing, just her car.
I ran through my mind the possible explanations I could produce for what I was doing there, and why I was lurking around surreptitiously.
“I saw your car and wondered if it had been stolen.”
“Why didn’t you just phone me?” I imagined would be her reply.
“I followed you there to surprise you,” I could try.
“Following me? All the way from home?” I could hear her saying with an edge of fear.
But then the thought occurred to me: if she did catch me lurking around, she would be the one who’d have to say what she was doing there. My showing up, my lurking around, my spying would be an afterthought, a matter of secondary concern after the primary issue was dealt with: what in the world was she doing down there?
I boldly rounded the corner and danced on my toes sideways up to the edge of the wall beside the open garage bay. Still hearing nothing, I ducked my head around and pulled it back and examined the impressions left on my retina.
It wasn’t a car repair place anymore — it looked like an artist’s studio space. Paint splatters of all colors covered the sheets on the floor and the work tables and walls. Frames and canvas and paint cans and brushes were everywhere. A loft at the back was stacked with paintings. But there was no-one visible in the large, tall space. I slid my back around the edge of the wall and pressed myself to the inside of it facing the studio. If anyone was there, I was surely busted and excuse time would begin.
But there wasn’t anyone there. I scanned back and forth and spotted a dim light behind ratty metal blinds that badly covered a window into what looked like a mechanic’s office tucked into the back corner of the space under a loft. I crept like a French mime along the wall, knees bent, arms straight down, hands turned backward to slide along the cool cement. When I got to the windows I ducked down in a squat.
I shivered and swallowed hard. I could hear what was going on in there, and with whom, long before I periscoped my head up to see through the bent and crooked metal blinds behind the glass. It was a thin wall, mere particle board. The sound was something I’d heard on a few occasions before, but not since college, and not since living in shared space with other guys. It was the soft chuckles of private intimacy. And the popping, sucking sounds of kissing.
I dropped my jaw and shut my eyes. It could not be possible, I said to myself. I knew the statistics. I knew the chances in general. But Jenn and I — we had the closest, most comfortable and.honest of relationships. We hashed everything out with each other including the most heartfelt feelings. There was less than a whiff of any issues between us. Was she unfulfilled? Did I leave her unsatisfied? Was I somehow not a man? Could I be that out of touch and not even know that I left her with no other choice?
I needed to see it, I needed to know it. I twisted around on my toes and pressed my palms to the rough, dirty wall below the window and put the tip of my nose to it. Above me I could see a triangle of window exposed where the metal slats had been too often pulled aside by some gruff old mechanic. I painfully straightened my knees and stubbed my hands and nose up the rough-hewn wall until my head rose above the glass and my eyes came to the bottom edge. I gripped my bent fingertips around the tiny chipped-wood edge of the window frame and my nails dug into the grooves of the old wood. My hips rolled forward and I came down onto my knees with my toes curled under my feet and I straightened my back and brought my eyes up further and into the grimy, open space of that bent triangle.
It was an office with a desk and a computer and chairs and an old beat-up leather couch. There was also a bed against the wall, an open, make-shift closet with clothes, and books helter-skelter over sagging shelves. That explained the hot plate, the tiny fridge, and the little half-table and chair under the loft: whoever the artist was whose studio was the old garage repair bays, he lived here as well. Bohemian, like I said.
There was one other thing on the desk that my eyes passed over as though, being so unaccountable, it didn’t exist right away, like the apocryphal un-contacted island tribes that don’t see the ship beached on their island because they have no category of thought for such a thing.
It was my wife. She was wearing her short, white, sleeveless minidress. Her shoes were off and her hair was down. She was on the edge of the desk with her skirt up around her thighs. Her raised, dangling legs squeezed around a man’s waist who wore no pants, no shirt, and no shoes. His hands were wrapped around her waist, and hers were wrapped around his cheeks and jaw. Their foreheads were pressed together. I couldn’t see his face, but I could see Jenn’s. She was smiling broadly, even wickedly, one could say.
I lowered myself back down and sat on the cold cement leaning against the wall with the window above and behind me. The scene was so jarring to my reality that I shivered and rubbed my eyes like it was all just something that got caught in them, some dust, some wind. I stared from the back of the repair bay out through the blazing light of the middle of the day to the city down the bank and across the river. It was as though the gaping hole of the open garage door were slowly shuttering like a camera aperture and the light declined to nearly nothing.
I heard laughter again and shot my eyes back open widely. It wasn’t sleep I had nearly fallen into, but it was a form of encroaching unconsciousness. I twisted around and crawled back onto my knees again and lifted my eyes back up to the triangle through the bent metal blinds.
The man’s pants were sliding down over his white ass and it was my wife’s hands, her fingers tucked inside the waist, that were sliding them down. Her knees were spread wider and her thighs were lifted higher. Her heels pressed into the small of the man’s bare back. With his pants stretched between his knees, she moved her hands back up to his face to hold him again in her hands.
They were deeply engrossed in a long, full kiss. And then her hands left his face, they slid down his neck, around his shoulders, and down his sides. Palms-forward, elbows in tightly, they pressed upside down down his bare stomach, and still they creeped further down.
I didn’t need to see the man’s cock in her hand to know she had taken him. Her elbows pulled back at her sides and her chest fell forward into his. Her head fell back, exposing her neck to his busy mouth. It looked like someone sitting on a low sled keeping their heels up as they tugged themselves with effort by a rope pulled toward their abdomen, hand over hand, a rope without end.
He kissed and licked her exposed neck and her hair dangled in gentle waves down her back and onto the desk. He pulled the bottom of her dress up around her waist and she sat up against him and pushed her arms straight up to the ceiling. He pulled her dress up over her head and set it down carefully beside her naked body on the desk. She was in her black silk underwear — special underwear, the ones she didn’t wear unless it was a special night. She didn’t have those on when I left her at our house.
She laughed and they teased each other and tickled their naked bodies and she tugged with her toes to pull his pants further down his legs until they crumpled around his ankles and he stepped out of them. But she didn’t stop there. She tugged at his underwear and squealed and laughed and pulled them down too, until he stepped out of those. When they kissed again, he ran his fingers inside the waist of her panties and she rocked on one hip and then the other to let him pull them off her ass and down her legs, and off. They were both completely nude in that old mechanic’s office.
I pressed my hands against the cool flat glass and breathed hard enough to fog it and obscure my view. I wiped it just in time to see my wife’s back arch suddenly and sharply, and her head to drop back further and her mouth to drop open. I didn’t need to see to know that the man had penetrated my wife on top of the desk. The clenching of his buttocks, the forward and back swaying of his tensed thighs, the grip of the man’s hands around my wife’s hips, told me everything. But as though to make sure it was crystal clear, my wife cried out with the gasp of a woman pushed off a cliff.
I could have left. I could have gotten up and kicked the door open. I could have challenged the guy to a fight. I could have screamed and yelled at my wife.
It still seems odd to me that I was in a state of mind that allowed me to enumerate my options so clear-headedly. My eyes glazed over and the fog thickened both in my mind and on the glass, but I made myself watch, even though the vision faded in and out of my consciousness like some passing dream when you’re riding in a car or a train on the edge of sleep.
But the sound remained constant. It was the rhythmic, high-pitched and rising gasps of a woman with a breathy voice being penetrated to the point of near orgasm. It was, to put it coarsely, some serious and good fucking going on in there. When I allowed myself to take an objective distance on the scene, to view it as a movie I watched on my screen at home, I was awe-stricken by the depth of passion on the woman’s face, the height of lust in her breathy cries, and the enthusiasm with which she rammed her hips on the desktop back against his, meeting him stroke for stroke. When I paused my screaming mind that kept reminding me how hurt I was by that person, my wife, and looked at it with detachment, there was no hesitation in the voice in my head that it was far and away the hottest thing I had ever seen. My mind kept flipping back and forth: I’m being betrayed, but it’s so fucking hot, but I’m being betrayed, but she’s so enthralled, but I’m being betrayed . . . .
I looked again, just in time to see Jenn stop breathing and drop her head back and clench with all her muscles, even her toes, which curled tightly. She cried out loud when she came. It was deep, guttural, and powerful. And then she laughed, she slipped down from the desktop, and slithered between the desk and the man and, on her knees, she gripped his cock and wrapped her pretty mouth around the base and pumped him methodically until her cheeks puffed out and white gob burst from the corners of her lips. When he stopped pumping into her and she finished licking and swallowing him, she rolled back from him and seemed proud of herself. She chuckled with self satisfaction, cupping her hand under her chin as more of his cum burbled forth from her laughing mouth. It looked like such careless fun. Until I reminded myself that I was so badly hurt by it, then, and only then, did it become grotesquely ugly.
She came out the door already with her dress and shoes on while I was still panting and wobbly on my knees outside the office window. She went out the big open garage door without turning around, and was in her car and up the alley in seconds. I dashed out, too, just ahead of the man coming out of the office.
I took my time coming home — I didn’t want arrive home sooner than I would, had I gone to hockey. I didn’t want to let her know that I knew right away. I wanted to think, to plan, to figure out, mostly, what I was feeling. I had to account to myself, additionally, why I didn’t come out swinging on the spot the way we’re lead to believe we’d react by movies and shows. I was strangely clear headed and controlled. It was like I had watched another person, not my wife.
When I did come in, I found her coming out of the shower. Of course, I thought.
“You go somewhere today?” I asked her, giving nothing away.
“The what?”
“You go somewhere?” I repeated.
She monkeyed around in the fridge, she checked the back of the utensil drawer for something, and she took a long time bent over with her face buried in lower drawer, before coming up with the corkscrew that was right there as usual. She took her time getting glasses down, too. She pulled out a stool at the kitchen counter and sat down facing me. I stood in the middle of the kitchen the whole time watching her stall.
Finally she sighed and she pushed my full glass toward my side of the counter and said, “Come on, we’re both going to need some.” She pursed her lips and raised her eyes up to mine. They were full of guilt. They were wet.
Why not let her tell as much as she wanted to, I thought, or felt the need to, and keep what I knew in my back pocket for the time being? I could use it whenever it was required. If she veered from the truth, I could let her take as much rope as she wanted before I let her find the end with the yank on the rope my eyes would provide.  I had the hammer in the situation. I pulled up on the stool opposite her.
“Soooo,” she said with a nervous grin, and she pushed her hair back from her head. “We talked about this, about how you give me safety and stability and all that, right?”
“That’s what this is about?” I squinted at her.
“I have something to say, but it might take a bit of a drive getting there,” she said.
I gestured with an outstretched hand. I could give her all the time she needed.
“When we got married,” she went on, “it was a wonderful day and it felt so good to officially become your wife, and I really mean that.”
I nodded with my arms crossed over my chest.
“But,” she looked sideways and away and chewed the inside of her cheek. “it’s not like they sprinkled pixie dust over our eyes and somehow rewired our brains, you know what I mean?”
“I’m not sure.” I didn’t want to spill my beans before she did. I needed to see if she were confessing or just copping out after being busted.
“We talked before,” she said, reaching out to seize my fingers in her hand over the counter, “about how we had this many or that many sexual partners before we got together.”
“Even after we met,” I pointed out. “Before we were together.”
“That’s right, even after we met. I think you outnumbered me by two to one.”
“More like three to one, so yeah,” I had to shrug.
“Three to one! Right!” she chuckled, but it was forced. “So then, all of a sudden, right?” She shrugged deeply and slowly. “Whatever that was that made us kind of . . . “
“Kind of promiscuous?” I helped her.
“ . . . kind of promiscuous, right, whatever it was that made us like that, that made us kind of,” she struggled again.
“We talked already about how we didn’t think it was bad, or mistaken. It was fun,” I said. “We were free.”
“It was fun and free!” she nodded and she clasped both my hands in both of hers. “It was fun and free,” she repeated more thoughtfully. “But when you get married, it’s not like that person who thought it was fun and free, the kind of person who didn’t shy away from it, who made sure it was safe, but allowed themselves to . . . “
“ . . . allowed themselves to have a good time,” I finished her sentence.
“Those kinds of minds — able to think for themselves, that know how to do things that are safe and fun at the same time,” she dropped her head to the side. “They don’t just all of a sudden evaporate on wedding day.”
“No,” I said. I was still keeping my powder dry.
“What was it, what were the qualities that we looked for and found when we did those things?”
“I don’t know,” I narrowed my eyes at her but I grinned too. “Not sure where you’re going with this.”
“Mystery,” she went on undeterred. “Right? Mystery of the other. Maybe even the mystery of ourselves. Finding the other inside ourselves.”
“Okay, sure.” It was not unusual for her and I to talk like that.
“Adventure too, right?” she nodded at me. It was a word I used to describe my playing around to her. “We get adventure out of it.”
I had to nod. That was certainly part of it.
“And there’s the risk.”
“Risk of?” I squinted at her.
She shrugged and looked down at the floor beside her stool. “It always was a little bit wrong, wasn’t it. You didn’t want to advertise that you were getting around so much. For girls anyway, there was something a little wrong about it.”
“Not so much for guys, I guess,” I nodded.
“Not so much, but still, a little, right? So there was this sense of getting away with something, there was a risk. I mean, it wasn’t illegal and it wasn’t super dangerous. It was just a little bit . . . . “
“Naughty?” I tried.
She slapped my chest. “Naughty! That’s the perfect word for it! There was a sense of getting away with something naughty, the risk of it. Especially,” she looked down nd pursed her lips.
“You still get off on doing it where we might get caught,” I said. It was true, she loved a bit of risk in our relationship. She stole a lipstick from a pharmacy once and I never saw her laugh so engrossingly in the car after. I laughed just as hard too, it was true.
“Getting off on getting away with something, don’t I, though . . . ” she grinned. “Risk always excited me, it’s true. But not big physical risks. I don’t enjoy jumping out of airplanes. But a little naughty risk . . . . “
“What are we talking about here, Jenn?” I said.
But she ignored me. “And awe, we look for awe too. The sense of not knowing, of discovering, that whole thing about something new and different.”
“I get it,” I said. “You miss the freedoms.”
She nailed me with her eyes. “That doesn’t go away, does it? Just because you got married. You still have the same brain when you wake up the morning after your wedding night. The need for that awe, for that discovery. For that risk. The need for that exploration of the other — the other self more than anything, really. It’s the biggest mystery that we have, ourselves. We still want to learn about it. It doesn’t stop.”
“What are you trying to tell me, Jenn?” I said.
And with that, we stared at each other for what felt like several minutes. Everything that needed to be said, by her and by me, seemed to have been conveyed through out eyes, as though the words were easier to say and hear that way, not being uttered. It was though just as clear.
Finally, she said, “Do you really want me to say it? Do you really need me to?”
The honest answer was, “No.” I already knew. Instead, I asked her a question: “Does it threaten in any way what we have? Are you going away with me?”
“God no!” she immediately replied. Her face screwed up and she snorted. “That’s impossible. It’s not a relationship,” she said. “It’s just . . . . “ and she stopped herself with bulging eyes as though she caught herself giving it away.
“It’s just sex,” I said for her.
“It’s not even that,” she shook her head. She sighed with resignation. “But I did it and I’m sorry, and if it’s over, I’m very sorry but I would understand. But it’s certainly not love, and I’m not even sure it’s sex.”
“Then what is it?”
“It’s not about you,” she nodded and rubbed my hand. She looked to the wall behind me. “It’s not about him, either,” she said. “Not really.
“Who is it about then?”
“I don’t want to sound so cliched but, it really is about me. But not really,” she tilted her head.
If it was over between us, I decided there was no need to rush things. I thought, there’s going to be a lot of time to mull things over if it is — lots of lonely hours ahead to beat myself up over. I might as well get as much information about what to mull while I still could. “Tell me more,” I sighed.
“It’s me, but it’s different me’s inside me, if that makes any sense. There are other selves, and with you, I am a certain person. I love who I am with you, but there are other selves in there too, and there always was, they never went away. They aren’t who I want to chiefly be, but I also can’t just drown them in the river. They come out in different ways.”
“Like voices?” I tried.
“I think some people experience them as voices, sure. Sometimes they are mean voices, or consoling voices, but other voices. For me, they’re just more rounded out as nearly other people. But those other voices, they have different points of view — for me, they also have different feelings, different ideas, different needs even.”
I got off the stool and went out on the balcony and stared into the distance. Because I knew about the other selves, too. And one thing I knew about them was that they dissipated when light was shone on them. They only worked, they only existed, as a secret. If they weren’t a secret, they’d be nothing at all.
I came back in and I walked up behind Jenn and hugged her. I kissed the back of her neck and went to the kitchen. “What should we have for dinner?”
She turned half away and half grinned. “We’re not going to talk about it anymore?”
“What did the monk say when the initiate asked him about having finished his bowl of porridge?” I said.
“Then wash your bowl,” she replied.
I shrugged. “So what’s for dinner?”
She lifted herself off her stool, drew toward me in the kitchen tentatively, and pulled out some veggies. “I’ll chop, you decide.”
I pulled out the tray of chicken thighs.
Saturday, I packed up and went to hockey. But I pulled over on a side street. It wasn’t long before I saw Jenn drive by, on her way to the other side of the tracks. I didn’t follow this time, I went instead to the rink.
She was home when I got back in. She was showered and in the kitchen. I hugged her from behind and said quietly close to her ear: “Good times?”
She grinned with embarrassment and blushed. “Maybe!” she squirmed. She turned around in my arms and kissed my mouth. “Don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said with widened eyes and a wider grin.
Don’t ask, don’t tell. It works. 




I watched my wife and friend in a tent

“All porn is voyeurism,” Donny declared with a firm, single nod. “Think about it — you’re not in the scene, you’re just watching another couple go at it, and they don’t even know you’re there, they’re ignoring the camera.” He squinted one eye and shot me with a finger gun from his hand holding his can of beer up to his face.
It was exactly the kind of startling, undeniable truth that gets spoken late at night after beers around the fire pit slouching in camping chairs.
I had earlier said to my girlfriend Celina that I wasn’t in any way a voyeur. “Not even once?” she grinned up one side of her face and dropped her head below her bare, rounded shoulders to look sideways at me through strands of her loose hair. She was wearing a loose pink wife-beater and rolled-up denim shorts with flat bejewelled sandals like something out of Marrakech.
“You ever see that thing, you know that thing?” Donny said, snapping his finger, trying to come up with the word. “That thing on the inter web? What’s it called again?” He paused two beats before he turned to face me straight on over the fire. “Oh yeah, porn!” he cried out loud.
“Mac watches all kinds of porn!” Celina laughed out loud and slapped my thigh. She turned again and shielded her mouth from Donny and murmured to me, “I caught you, too!” Her eyes flared wide in the orange flickering light of the fire and she snickered.
“Not voyeur porn, though,” I shrugged with exaggerated sheepishness.
That’s when Donny said his thing about all porn being voyeurism.
“Hadn’t thought about it that way,” I had to admit to him.
Celina spun in her chair and crossed one bare leg over the knee of her other leg and pressed her fingers into her bare chest and slapped her other hand at my chest. “You are so a voyeur!” she gasped with exaggerated shock before giggling and scrunching her fingers in a fist in the chest of my t-shirt. She turned to Donny and surreptitiously let her hand slide down the front of my stomach until her fist scrunched into my groin behind her back.
“Are you one too?” she said to Donny before she casually tipped her long-neck bottle at her lips and poured a long pull back down her throat.
It was supposed to be a long weekend at the campsite with me and Celina and Donny and his girlfriend, but they broke up — it was a long time coming, so he wasn’t too hurt by it. But that made it just Celina, me, and Donny.
Donny ignored Celina and stared with distant eyes into the fire. She slumped in her chair until her ass hung on the forward edge and she extended her leg and pointed her foot to just touch his shin with the front edge of her sandal. “Hey you,” she said. “I said, do you like to watch too?”
He turned his head slowly toward her and let his eyes drop half lidded. “More of a doer than a watcher,” he said deadpan to her, and Celina burst out laughing.
She turned to me and poked at my thighs with her foot. “You like watching a lot, we know that,” she said with a grin. She hung her finger from her bottom row of teeth and lightly bit the tip.
I tipped my can at my lips to demonstrate that I wasn’t paying attention to her, but I let my eyes drift to their corners to see her behind my can while it disgorged its cold fizzy contents down into my mouth. I told her things about growing up in what I thought was strict confidence. But it was only Donny, so I couldn’t really be that mad.
“Look at that,” she sat back and tittered to herself and let her arms drape lifelessly from the sides of her chair. “We have a doer who doesn’t have anyone to do it with anymore, but he gets to watch if he wants, and we have a watcher who doesn’t have anyone to watch, but he can do it whenever he wants.” She lifted her arms in a broad gesture of wonderment. She rolled her face over to Donny. “He doesn’t even try to warm me up first, either,” she pouted to him. “You warm your girlfriends up first, don’t you,” she said to him.
The “watching” Donny could do that she was making reference to was about how I neglected to throw into the car when we were packing for the weekend the cover for our tent, meaning we only had the mesh walls. That was fine for us — it wasn’t going to rain, and we loved the starry night effect. The campsite was certainly private enough, too — when it was just Celina and me.
But this time, Donny was up with us, and there was no place to put our tent that would not be visible to someone else hanging around the site. It was how the whole “who’s a voyeur” conversation got started in the first place.
“I don’t care if someone wants to watch me,” Celina said with a grin and with her chin pulled in against her chest. “If that’s what they like to do.” She glanced at me.
“I care,” I said, as if the point needed mentioning, and I shook my head over the fire at Donny and snorted. “Fucking guy over there hasn’t been getting laid at all lately, you never know what he’s going to do with our tent being transparent like that.” I chuckled at him.
“Not big on watching, I assure you,” he shrugged, pouring his beer back in his throat to project just how cool a cucumber he was.
Neither of us seemed to think the mesh tent was too big a deal, but Celina didn’t seem to want to let it go.
She swung her foot at me from her leg dangling over her knee and grinned like someone thinking bad ideas. She kept her eyes on mine as she twisted her head around to Donny behind her. “But do you mind being watched?” she said to him and grinned and tried drinking from her bottle but erupted in a nervous gale of laughter before dropping her head, squealing into her lap, and pulling her hair down over her face to hide behind.
There was a lull in the conversation at that point, before Celina, with her chin resting on the heel of her hand, her elbow planted on her raised knee, turned to Donny again and said, “How long has it been for you, you poor thing?” She said it with exaggerated sympathy in her voice.
“How long at all, or how long since it was any good?” he said, and they silently held each other’s gaze for a few beats.
Celina leaned further out with her chin on her hand. “Since it was any good, of course,” she said in a soft, breathy voice and half-lidded eyes.
“Who can think back that far,” he groaned almost to himself.
“Did you ever let anyone watch you two?” she said to him.
“I got no problem being watched,” Donny said, “but Carrie? She didn’t even want me to watch her.”
“Watch her do what?” Celina said, edging further and further out over the edge of her chair.
Donny scanned his eyes from my girlfriend’s eyes, to my eyes, and back to my girlfriend. ”Even undressing.” He poured more beer back. “But enough about her, right?”
Celina turned to me nearly bent over double with her chest in her thighs and her face sideways on her knees. “Did you hear that?” she said. “She didn’t even let him watch her undress.”
“I told him,” I said with a shrug. “I told you when you first started hooking up with her,” I called over to him. “I didn’t like her that much.”
Celina lifted her cheek from her knees, swivelled her head without straightening up, and laid her other cheek down on her knees to face Donny. “Mac just loves watching me undress,” she said to him. “Sometimes he pretends to be a burglar, spying on me from the closet, like he broke in.”
“That so,” Donny said, looking down at her through his narrowed eyes.
I frowned at the fire and drank my beer quietly.
“Uh-huh,” she smiled at him before pushing herself up from her chair. She spread her feet on the ground and arched her back and turned to face me straight on. “So warm tonight,” she said with a grin and she crossed her arms over the front of her body, pinched the bottom of her shirt in her fingers and thumbs, and proceeded to wriggle and squirm excessively to peel it inside out and up over her stomach, her ribs, her chest, and finally her face. She shook her head and folded her elbow to plunge her hand into her hair to fluff it and push it around. She was wearing a bright orange bikini top.
Both Donny and I glanced at each other around the sides of my girlfriend’s body. She turned to face Donny the same way she had faced me, with her feet wide, her back arched deeply, and her hair over her face. She stepped up closer to him and twisted around to look at me over her shoulder. “Button’s stuck on my shorts, I thought maybe Donny could help me with it,” she said. She looked down and pushed her hair up over her head to watch.
Donny didn’t take his eyes off mine until I blinked and nodded once and poured back my beer.
“You’re such a cock-teaser,” I said to Celina behind her back.
She twisted around and dropped her face at me. “Your poor friend hasn’t been allowed to watch a girl undress for who knows how long!” she said. “Do you even care about how he’s feeling? It’s just my shorts. I’m wearing a bikini. He’s seen me in it all day,” she said. She turned back to him. “I was torturing you and I didn’t even know it, wasn’t I,” she said to him in a babyish murmur.
I grinned and shook my head. Her shoulders began to heave up and down and she lost the battle to keep her grin from spreading over her whole face. “Is he even your friend?” she said, barely able to keep from bursting out laughing. “Not letting you touch any of his toys?”
She looked back and down at Donny and she made circles with her fingernails over her exposed abdomen just above the waist of her low-riding shorts. “Come on, Donny, it’s okay,” she said in a soft purr to him. “He’s not going to stop you.”
“Not touching that unless and until Mac gives me the A-OK.”
Celina twisted around to me again. “Tell him it’s okay,” she said. “Let your friend take off my shorts.” Poor thing.” She tittered again.
She loved teasing guys. The only thing she loved more was teasing me about how far she was going to tease other guys in front of me. It was some wicked kind of game she played, and she played it well. If I showed the least discomfort, she’d win.
“Go for it,” I shrugged. She always won. I always had to tell her to stop — I was always the one to blink first. This time, I wasn’t going to be the one to stop things.
She grinned with her lips pursed together and she turned back to Donny. “He said he wants you to undo the button on his girlfriend’s shorts,” she said with a snicker. “And take them off me,” she nearly whispered to him.
“Buddy?” he called over to me.
I tilted my beer at my mouth and shrugged and shook my head. “Go ahead, man,” I said. “It’s fine.”
“C’mon,” she said to him privately through a small smile and she stepped closer and jutted her hips forward.
Finally he said, “Shit,” and he put his beer into the holder on the arm of his chair. “Bring it in, then,” he said.
Celina stepped around his outstretched legs and brought her hips up close to his chest. Without sitting up, Donny reached to her waist and untwisted the button from the hole.
She twisted around to me. “Why don’t you put some music on, honey?” she said. So I did, quietly — it was late at night at a campsite, after all.
Celina dropped down in a squat and stuck her ass out far and pushed her chest up close to his face before she slowly rose up in front of him. She stepped her legs over his but stayed close in front of him as she turned around to face me. She lifted her arms over her head and closed her eyes and began to dance to the music like she was at some rave club. She didn’t pull her shorts down, but they began, little by little, to fall down off her hips the more she gyrated and danced to the music.
She stared at me through her hair fallen all over her face from how she shook and snapped her spine and she pointed at me and smiled and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth. She turned around again to face Donny and she lightly slapped his legs until he spread them apart and she stepped between them and knelt on the edge of his chair. She leaned over his body and whispered in his ear.
“No,” he said.
“Ask him,” she said.
“No,” he repeated.
“Okay, I will, you big baby.” She twisted around and leaned her body against his and faced me from his lap. “Can Donny pull your girlfriend’s shorts all the way off her?” She smiled secretly at me.
“I got no issue with it,” I shrugged.
“What the fuck,” Donny said to me learning around my girlfriend’s body.
“I told you, honey,” she said, lifting his chin up to nearly touch her bikini top, “he likes to watch.”
I laughed out loud and shook my head. She was really pouring it on thick this time.
“You’re really going to let me take Celina’s shorts off?” he said.
She looked down at him below her. “He’s hard watching us right now, you know,” she said, and she tittered. She twisted around and held onto the back of his neck for balance. “You’re hard already aren’t you, baby,” she said. She turned back to him when I didn’t answer. “See?” She began to wiggle and dance where she knelt on the edge of his chair between his legs. “Do it,” she said. “He’s not going to stop you.”
“You sure, man?” he checked again.
“It’s just shorts, I have my bathing suit on under, god!” she said.
I shrugged. What was I going to do? Celina was like that — teasing, fun-loving, spontaneous. And if I said ”No,” she’d be relentlessly on me about being the bigger prude between us.
And that would be ironic: I’d sown plenty of wild seed in my day. Celina, by contrast, was really just coming into herself sexually. She’d gone to an all-girls private school and even college was a restrictive environment for her. Everything was new for her, and she was becoming particularly exploratory.
“I think it’s because I feel so safe with you,” she said in the car on the way up when Donny was inside the gas station store scoring road snacks. “You let me find out who I am, don’t you.”
“Let it happen,” I said to him and I raised my beer to him in a cheers.
Celina pulled her hair out of her way and looked down again with her back to me. I saw Donny’s hands tug at the sides of the waist of Celina’s shorts where they stretched between her thighs and I watched my girlfriend dip one knee and the other and titter as they came down over her legs and fell down around her knees where she still knelt on the front of his chair.
She leaned her hands into his shoulders with exaggerated necessity and pushed herself up to twirl around standing to face me with her feet together, still between his legs. Her shorts crumpled around her ankles and she picked them up with her toe and flung them, laughing, through the air, over the fire between us, to land on my lap. She was wearing low-rise bright orange bikini bottoms with large metal hoops at the hips. Those were the bottoms that showed off her deep mons pubis the most.
She stepped around the fire and she ducked her face, hid behind her fallen hair, and pulled herself up into my chair and curled up to hide inside my arms that I wrapped around her back. She hung her arms with her hands clasped together behind my neck and she kissed my mouth.
“I love how you let me try things,” she said. “I guess you can tell I’m feeling kind of horny tonight,” she giggled and buried her face into my neck and squealed privately. She still got embarrassed about it.
Donny minded his own business and stared into the fire.
“I want to dance,” she suddenly said. “Like you let me do at home.” She had been getting off on stripteasing at home, and dancing like she was a stripper, or a “dirty fucking whore!” as she called it, dancing on a stage in a dark bar. She even made me twist up the lamp shade on our side table so she was lit up and blinded by it.
“You sure about that?” I said. Of course she’d never danced for anyone but me.
“I think so,” she said, burying her face in my neck again and tittering. “But you have to ask him,” she said.
“It’s kind of weird,” I said.
“But I want you to,” she whispered with a groan and she bit my ear hard.
“Celina wants to show you a dance she’s learning online,” I said to Donny over the fire.
She twisted around in my lap and rested her head back into my chest. “Say yes,” she said to him with a wide grin.
“What-evs,” he said with a shrug.
Celina snickered and pushed herself up from my lap. “Start that song list,” she said to me and I picked up my phone and found it.
“Don’t laugh,” she said to him, and she spun around and pointed a warning finger at me with a stern face. The music started and still she glinted her eyes at me to make double sure. Then she suddenly bent at both her knees, pushed her hands into her thighs, and rolled her head back. She began to prance around the fire pit in front of Donny, and then back around in front of me, and then even imaginary guys sitting at the other two sides of the fire.
It was a classic bar-stripper dance with all the moves, minus the pole, of course, and in sandals, not heels. When the second song started, she flipped a huge beach blanket out that had been hanging on our line and spread it beside the fire between Donny and me.
“Come,” she said, indicating with her arms that she wanted us to sit beside each other right in front of her. No sooner had we pulled our chairs around, she said, “No! Over there,” and she pointed to the picnic table and flicked the blanket out over it to cover it completely. She tapped the bench seats and gestured with her head for us to sit on either side of the table and she stepped up the bench and onto her hands and knees on the tabletop.
Donny looked at me and gestured, and I shrugged and returned the gesture, and he swung his head, drank his beer, and lifted his legs over the seat to sit down at the table. I sat on the other side facing him. My wife was on her hands and knees, smoothening out the towel to all four corners of the table before she squealed, hid her face in her hands and sat back on her calves.
I patted her back and she breathed deeply through her hands before she looked at me and nodded. She balanced herself with her hand on my shoulder and brought herself up to standing on the table between us. “Start the song again,” she said down to me and she folded her fists together and turned her toes inward to each other and waited for me to reset it.
As soon as it hit, she lowered her arms and swung them, she spun around, and she pranced up one end of the table and down to the other. She got down on her ass and lifted her legs by holding her ankles and spun herself around between us. She got onto her hands and knees and walked closely past each of our faces. She rolled over on her back and onto her side and danced like that, horizontally.
It was all strip-club, and it was good. She’d been practicing. When the third song started, she got up on her feet again and kicked off her sandals. Then she collapsed her shoulders and caught the cups of her bikini top as they fell from her chest.
I swallowed and widened my eyes. But she only laughed and tossed her top from her chest over my face. She danced and rolled around and squirmed and writhed between us. When that song ended, she began the next song lying on her back with her knees pulled up. She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her bottoms and lifted her hips. Before I knew what she was doing, she had slipped her bottoms down her thighs, over her knees, and down her shins to her feet, and off. She dropped her bottoms in Donny’s lap and he looked up through the tops of his eyes from his lap to my eyes and we gave each other serious expressions.
My wife, now naked, writhed on the table top between Donny and I. She drew her hands up the inside of her thighs with her knees bent lying on her back. First she spun around and dropped her feet onto the balls of her toes on the bench to either side of my hips and she smiled down at me and wrapped her hands around the back of my head and pulled me into her jutting naked chest, and she laughed and squealed.
Then, keeping her eyes on mine in their corners, she lifted her feet, spun on her ass, and dropped them down onto the bench to either side of Donny. She only twisted back to him and away from me when she pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of his head and pulled his face into her bare chest the same way she had just done to me. Only this time, she didn’t laugh or squeal. She moaned.
She finally raised her feet and spun away from him only to pull herself over the towel so her ass came to the edge of the table right under my chin. She lifted her legs and let them drop over my shoulders and she pushed to lift her hips off the table so, on her shoulders, she planked her body and served her flat stomach and nearly bald pussy right up to my mouth, and she tittered again.
She rotated her hips and brushed my chin and even my lips with her pussy lips, and I could smell her musky, damp scent and see the glisten emerging from the cleft between her lips. She reached with her arms straight out and gripped her fingers around the edge of the table and thrusted her hips up harder into my face, kissing my mouth with her pussy lips.
“Baby,” I said, but she only dropped her mouth wide open and reached down her body to slide her middle finger down between her lips, and then she curled it down and inserted it inside herself, making her body shiver and her throat emit a high-pitched gasp. She was definitely taking things a lot further than I imagined possible.
I leaned forward and opened my mouth and played out my tongue, but she quickly covered her pussy with her cupped hand and shook her head “No” at me from the middle of the table top. She kept her eyes on mine again as she slowly, in time with the music, rotated her body around the table and draped her knees over Donny’s shoulders. She stretched in her neck and raised her head on its back to face mine upside down behind her. “He already said he doesn’t like to watch,” she licked her lips. “But you do,” she grinned, “don’t you,” she said, and she kept looking at me even as she planked her body again and lifted her hips from the table to serve her flat stomach and her glistening pussy up to his chin.
She ran her middle finger down through her sticky wet cleft and inserted it into herself again, but this time, when she pulled it out, shiny and dripping, she curled it and beckoned Donny down to her pussy and she licked her lop lip with her tongue and inhaled a gasp at me.
Donny looked over top of my girlfriend’s undulating and tensioned body to me on the other side the table and he puffed his cheeks out.
I looked around one way and the other way, all the way behind me. The glow of some camping lights and fires were visible and faint voices could be heard, but the site was as private as could be. I looked back at Donny. My wife was making tiny cries and pushing her hips up and down, almost mashing her pussy into his mouth. I shrugged and gestured to him with my hand out.
“All yours,” I said and I shook my head.
“You sure?” he said, touching her thighs with both his hands, running his palms up and over them to her hips and her stomach. My girlfriend’s body vibrated and erupted in little spasms under his roaming touch.
Celina reached up and behind her head and grabbed me by the neck of my t-shirt and yanked my face down to hers. She bit my ear and said, “You know that I love you,” she said, and she kissed me. Our faces were upside down to each other. “Tell him yes,” she groaned to me, and she pushed my head back and away from her.
“You know what to do,” I said to him and I chuckled and drank my beer. What else could I do?
Donny looked one last time over her naked writhing body at me before he dropped down and buried his mouth into my wife’s pussy.
I half-crushed my can and looked all around both sides behind me again. Celina started moaning and crying louder. She shook and rotated her hips but slowly she lowered her body tremulously onto the table top and Donny followed her hips down, stretching his hands out over her stomach, up over her protruding ribs, and — much to her nearly uncontrollably-gasping pleasure — over her bare breasts. She was very sensitive there.
She reached over her head without looking at me and she snaked her fingers into mine and squeezed my hands with each enticing and maddening lick and kiss Donny planted on her pussy. She started to shake and lose her breath and she reached up and violently tugged the back of my neck down. I brought my mouth to hers upside down, and she groaned against my lips, “Is it okay? I think he’s going to make me cum, baby!”
No sooner had she said it, but she inhaled to the tops of her lungs, her eyebrows shot up over her forehead, and her fingers nearly squeezed my fingers clean off my hands. She laughed out loud even as her body released and her hips bounded down on the table and she finally covered her pussy with her cupped hands and rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up to her chest.
We tidied up and got ready for bed. Celina enjoyed prancing around in only her bottoms and she chuckled and hugged me and licked my ear. When Donny went to the bathrooms, Celina grabbed both my hands and stopped me.
“Um, so,” she started, screwing up her mouth and looking sideways and down. “You know how you’re always telling me to try new things?”
I smirked back at her. “Tonight was a pretty big step,” I nodded.
“It sort of feels like that kind of night, doesn’t it,” she said.
“What kind of night is that?”
“A night to try things.”
I turned half away and half grinned. “Something’s on your mind,” I said.
“Well,” she smiled deeply and pushed her face into my chest. “I got something pretty fun tonight — sort of a fantasy thing — and I thought maybe you could get a fantasy thing tonight too.” She looked up at me with her big brown eyes and bit her lip uncertainly at me.
“Not sure where you’re going, Celina,” I said.
“I know you like to watch,” she tilted her head. “Other couples doing it.”
I had told her about something I saw when I was 12 and how it created a deep memory for me.
I snorted down at her. “Against the law to peep at people though,” I shrugged.
“Not if they say it’s okay to,” she said, slipping her cool fingers around the back of my neck and pulling my head down to kiss my lips.
“I don’t understand,” I shook my head. Then it hit me. I did load the tent cover. I distinctly remember folding and stuffing it down the side of the tent bag. And then Celina came out to load her stuff when I went back inside.
I pushed her hips back from me and narrowed my eyes down at hers.
“You can watch us if you like,” she said, and she curled her lips between her teeth and lifted her eyes to mine. “Through the tent.”
I stared at her and she let me take my time, keeping her eyes on mine and pursing her lips to say nothing more. She was going to wait me out.
“It’s like you already figured this out with Donny,” I said.
“Only if you want it,” she shook her head at me.
“Do you want it?” I said.
She puffed a breath out her nose and sank her cheek on my chest. “You know I’ve always had the hots for Donny — I even told you that,” she murmured through a grin.
She had. I laughed it off. She squeezed my hands and turned her face back up to mine. “I know its asking a lot. It’s a lot to process. But just think,” she smiled and widened her eyes. “You love to watch, you know you do, but it’s so dangerous. Normally. But this way . . . ” she kissed me, raising herself on the balls of her toes. “. . . you can’t get caught. It’s totally safe. It’s not even wrong,” she smiled and brushed her nose back and forth against my nose.
Donny came back up the trail and slowed when he saw me and Celina deep in a serious conversation.
“Whenever you want to, I can do it for you, in whatever situation you want,” she went on. “In a tent, like you said you saw when you were a kid. Maybe a hotel room,” she tittered against me. “You can hide in the closet,” she said. I told her about that fantasy, too. “If you want,” she kissed my neck, “I can go over to Donny’s place some time,” she kissed me again and again, “and hang out with him on his couch,” she tittered, “make out with him,” she licked my lips with a lash of her tongue, “and you can peek through his windows.” She breathed hard against me and pushed her naked body up and into me. “And watch him and me . . . “ she said, not finishing the sentence.
I’d told her all of them.
“Anytime you want,” she smiled. She stepped back from me just as Donny slowly and reluctantly came forward. She pushed her arm to the side behind her and grasped her hand out until Donny put his hand in hers, and she pulled it until he came up beside her. She kept her eyes on me as she turned her naked body to his and she lifted her naked leg up against his body until her knee pushed into his groin. She ran her hand roughly through his hair and lashed her tongue out to lick up the side of his neck.
“You can pretend to be spying on us,” she said, as she kissed and licked his ear and rubbed her hand over his chest and stomach. “You can do anything you want,” she said. “Hide behind a tree like you just found a couple at a campsite,” she smiled. She pushed her hand inside the waist of Donny’s pants. “You can creep around in the shadows,” she smiled and she turned her body to press it front to front into Donny’s body. “And even if you snap a twig,” she said, remembering every detail from the story I told her, including how I got caught, “we won’t notice,” she said, and she turned her face to Donny’s and planted a kiss with her lips on his lips. “Will we, baby,” she said to him with a smile.
She didn’t wait for my answer. She kissed him again and pushed her body into his harder. “All ready for bed, darling?” she said to him — using a name she used only for me, previously. “Why don’t you wait for me inside,” she said to him, and she urged him with a push to go into our tent. Our semi-transparent tent.
He looked to me for guidance but I looked away to the stars just in time to avoid his eyes. Of course I had a boner as hard as granite. I didn’t need to share details of my deepest fantasies with him too, did I? My avoidance of his gaze was interpreted correctly. He took it as tacit permission and ducked down to crouch inside the tent. He even lit the little orange electric lantern hung from the apex — it was like he knew the details every bit as well as Celina did.
She went to the fire pit, poured the water out on it, and turned down the lantern hung in the tree. Then she walked past me so close I felt the breeze from her, I smelt the scent of her, cedar and smoke, and her hair even brushed the front of my body, but she made as though I were a ghost she didn’t see at all.
At the entrance to the tent, she hesitated on the pretence of finding the zipper, but I knew what she was doing. She was making sure. She was giving me one last chance to call her on it. She was letting me decide.
I said nothing. She ducked inside and closed the zipper behind her.
I was so disgusted with myself I felt like puking. But she had paid attention. She retained the details of what I’d said about it. She got in my head.
I looked at the shapes inside the tent, and I stepped backward and looked behind me and found the edge of light and stood behind it, crouching by the nearest tree. She was right: there was no getting caught. I took all my clothes off.
In the tent, I saw the shapes and more — it was transparent, and it was lit up inside. My girlfriend, now an obscured stranger, a woman in a tent, laughed and kissed and pulled the clothes off her man below her. The man — a guy, not my friend — ran his hands up her sides, over her ribs, and up and over the sides of her bared breasts. When he cupped them in his hand, she rolled her head back, she gasped audibly to my ears peering from behind the nearest tree truck, and she grasped his wrists and pushed his hands harder into her chest.
I could hear her moan. I could hear her gasp. And when she leaned over and her round ass lifted up off his hips, and her arm moved down between their bodies, I could see in the silhouettes his rigid cock under her. I could see her hand wrap around it. And then I could see her arm come away and wrap around his neck and shoulders. She didn’t need to hold his cock under her anymore. I watched as her round ass lowered inch by inch, and as his cock disappeared between their bodies as they came together. Her gasps and cries were the songs of heaven to me.
He rolled my girlfriend over and I saw her legs stick straight up toward the apex of the tent, and I saw his hips lower between her legs, and then I saw her thighs and feet shudder with each landed blow he delivered with his hips to hers. Her cries were too loud, the slaps of flesh on flesh too noisy.
There was a flurry of shadows before I made out my girlfriend on her elbows and knees, her face laid sideways and her back arched down, her ass pushed up. Donny knelt behind my girlfriend and held his cock in his hand as he aimed it into her hole from behind. He rammed her slow and deeply, grinding his hips into her ass and making her cry out loud, too loud. She collapsed onto her belly with her ass still up for him, and he collapsed on top of her. His ass rose and fell wth each thrust he pushed into her body, flat against the ground.
I moved around the tent both tentatively and surreptitiously, but also freely and drunkenly. She was right. I could peer and peep and watch and stroke myself, and the couple inside could never catch me and nobody passing by could  notice me. It was perfect. I could see, when I crawled up close to the edge of the tent, Celina’s hand grip the sleeping bag because Donny was grinding himself into her so deep and hard and needfully. I crept back through the woods and pretended to just come across them creeping through the trees, and watched from afar the shapes of two bodies slamming each other and hearing, muffled, the cries and moans of deeply-felt sexual pleasure.
After she came for what had to be the third or fourth time — it was really all blended together — they turned the light out, but he didn’t come out. I heard them kiss and murmur and chuckle and that was when I came with my jism hitting the dirt. I crawled into Donny’s cold and empty tent and slept fitfully. I was woken a few times by the sounds of my girlfriend crying out and moaning, again and again. It seemed to be very hour.
In the morning, Donny and I sat at the cleaned-off picnic table and Celina insisted on making us breakfast and coffee. It was obviously her maneuver to make the two men talk in private.
“You . . . “ Donny said, drawing his hand out and frowning and shrugging deeply. “. . . all okay with shit?”
I swirled my cup in my hand and stared down into the pattern my coffee made. “It’s embarrassing,” I said.
“Hey,” he immediately recoiled and put his hand up. “Don’t have to tell me that, I get that.”
“One question,” I said.
“Shoot.”
“Do you think it’s weird?”
He looked out sideways through the trees to the river before he came back to me and drank his coffee. “It’s not like I’d go around advertising it,” he said, “but there’s a lot of weird kinks out there, and this one?” He shrugged. “Nobody’s hurt, right?”
My girlfriend came back to the table and slipped down beside me. She fed me a whole strip of bacon and laughed as I struggle to snatch it up in my mouth.
“I have no interest in him as a life partner, you know,” she said, looking at Donny and licking my cheek. “He knows he’s just my side-chick,” she said. “Did you like to watch, though?” she asked, folding her bottom lip between her teeth and raising her eyebrows at me like she didn’t know.
“Fuck Celina,” I siad to her. “You already know I did.”
She laughed and pressed her face into my arm. She lifted her mouth to my ear and whispered, “Maybe, just for you, I’ll ride home in the back seat with my boyfriend.” She squirmed and turned her face all the way backward and she heaved up her shoulders. “He makes me cum so much!” she whispered breathily through a wide, shy grin. 




Oops, I made a boo-boo

“Everything,” my husband said.
“You want me to tell you every little thing?” I asked him doubtfully.
“Everything,” he repeated. The jaw muscles below his ears bulged and released.
So I did. I told him everything. It was over anyway, right?
The man petted the back of my head with the kind of caress you give a pet. But then his hand slid down and he pushed at the back of my neck. My muscles strained to press my head back against my headrest to resist him, and I reached up over my head to seize his wrist in both my fists. The stand-off remained tense like that even with the soft music on his car speakers, with the darkness long since fallen like a blanket over the city, and with the ocean out there looking like a band of ink poured out across the whole field of vision out the front window. I chuckled because that’s what I do when I’m nervous. I notice things like that, even in a situation as absurd as it was in that man’s car that night.
“I thought he was just supposed to drive you home,” my husband said.
“He said he wanted to chat a little,” I shrugged.
Out the corner of my eyes I could see in the shadows over the console between us that, with his one hand around the back of my neck, his other hand had undone his pants, pulled down his fly, and folded the side panels of his pants over to press them flat down against his thighs. I could see also that he had fished around inside his boxer shorts and had produced, through the slot in the cotton fabric, his cock, swollen, but not stiffly erect yet, thick, but heaving over as though it was heavy in his hand, like a soaked rope. He pushed a little harder on the back of my neck and I turned my face to his and I grinned.
“You grinned?”
“I grinned. I had something to tell him.”
“Which was?”
“I’m married,” I said to him in as quiet and low a tone as I could, as though it were an apology, a regret. I didn’t want to make him mad. He obviously had ideas beyond just talking, so I wanted to let him down easy.
“How did he react to that?”
He only smirked out the side of his mouth and puffed with breath out his nose as though it didn’t matter one iota, and he pushed again on the back of my neck.
“Just take it easy, would you?” I said to him, shaking my head as I pressed the lever of my seatbelt and popped free the flat steel tongue. I eased the strap over my shoulder and leaned forward in the passenger seat to pull away from him, to push my ass toward the front edge of the seat. I twisted on my waist to rest my forearm over the dashboard and faced him directly.
I was in my cream-and-mocha tight-stretched pencil dress with the choker collar and elbow-length sleeves — you remember the one? So with my white wedge pumps, silver drop earrings, and hair in a bun stabbed with long black sticks, I was all business that night, except for the strands of chocolate brown hair that hung in lazy curls down the sides of my face which, as you’ve always said, looks so very cute on me like that. I reached out with my hand to touch his lap thinking I could at least stroke the impatient man and stall him for time while I figured out what I was going to do.
“You stroked his cock?”
“His cock was already out, as I told you. I wasn’t doing down on him, I was far away, leaning against the dash in the passenger side. It was just a little stroke. Just to hold him off — just to make him stop pushing my head down between his legs before I had a chance to make up my mind.”
“But that didn’t stop him,” my husband foresaw.
My thumb ring glinted in the shard of light that cut through the moonroof , and my nails, cappuccino and glossy — they picked up the mocha in my dress, not that he’d notice! — appeared, I thought, surprisingly light-toned once they contrasted against his dark skin. They appeared too dark, I thought, when I last looked at them, when I caught them in the light of our kitchen windows at home when I wrapped my hands around the white skin of your neck toward whom, do you remember? I was then raising my face — my mouth — to kiss. To kiss goodbye.
“I notice things like that when I’m nervous — my nails, his skin.”
“The skin on his cock?”
“Mm-hm,” I said
The gala went well but now I was alone with a man who wasn’t my husband, and I was far from our kitchen and its bright lights, too. It wasn’t anything I expected to be dealing with that night when I kissed you goodbye.
“What happened when you stroked his cock?”
His cock, his penis, his member — what do you call it when it’s so illicit? — it was veiny, not like yours, and so very smooth. It was also very wide. And it was so hot I was shocked. My whole hand couldn’t reach  even half-way around it, and I was amazed at that so I leaned closer to see it better. I chirped because I was amused at the thought that he puts that huge thing into other women apparently at will.
Still, it grew in my hand as though to resist my squeezing it as I drew up and pushed down over it. It was amazing to feel it in my hand. I didn’t mean to pump his cock like that. It just sort of began to happen.
“You were making out with him in his car in that parking lot the whole time?”
“I didn’t want to get intimately involved with him, which is what a hotel room would have made it.”
“But you did anyway.”
My lungs filled and my chest rose as I arched in my back and scanned around that parking lot we’d come to. I thought it was a safe place to park and talk because other people might be around. But it remained empty. No cars even passed by on the road.
I looked in his lap and for a moment I was struck, again, at the contrast of my hand and nails against the skin of his cock, and I needed to remind myself that that hand, girl, was your hand, and that, girl, was not your husband’s cock it was wrapped around. I looked up at his face and chuckled with widened eyes and dropped my jaw because the thing was getting longer and thicker and it was  just so absurd that I was a married woman and yet I had this famous cock in my hand in the guy’s car in that parking lot that night like that.
But he wasn’t watching me anymore, certainly not like he was earlier at the gala. He reached down the side and found the buttons to ease his seat back and he closed his eyes and folded his arms under his head. He seemed to think it was all going to go his way every step of the night. There was even a self-satisfied, tiny little grin on his infuriating mouth, he was so relaxed. He was driving me crazy! And I’ve told you, that kind of man is so infuriating to women.
“Entitled?” my husband tried.
“Exactly!” I said. “You get it!”
I drew my gaze up and down over his body stretched out like that beside me like he was on a medical examination table. It was the kind of body I’d never touched before, of course, the kind I’d never even brushed up against. It was the kind of body I feared, the kind I stayed away from — as you know. It was huge, it was powerful, and it was so tight. I looked his body before, but only from far away. What do you even do with it? I thought. How do you control that kind of power? How can you be sure they won’t crush you? What if they get too excited and take you too hard?
“Maybe not go in their car to a parking lot alone like that in the first place?” my husband said.
I shrugged. “What happened, happened,” I said. “We’re past that part, aren’t we?”
I stroked his cock and touched — pinched, more like — the fabric of his sweater at the bottom and pulled it up just enough to sneak my other hand underneath, but just to pat him, to reassure him, to keep him tame and relaxed while I figured out how to get out of the situation. Because I knew it was wrong. Even then, I knew. I tried, didn’t I? It just couldn’t be helped past a certain point, I guess. 
His stomach muscles bulged with actually-countable ridges. I know because I counted them as my fingertips rode over them and down into the valleys between them. Oh, I thought, I guess that’s why they call them six-packs! I pushed his sweater up as far as his chest because I thought maybe he was hot. He stayed in his seat and under control and I puffed air out my nose and was thankful because I didn’t know what I was going to do if he became insistent again.
The broadness of his torso was fascinating. So wide! I pushed the sweater up further over his chest and pressed the palm of my hand and my long, thin fingers over his pecs just to judge them for size, they were so big. And then I pinched his little nipple and twisted it and made his body jerk and his mouth grin which made me chuckle because you do the same thing. But his chest was so big!
“Take your dress off,” he said without even opening his eyes or pulling his arms out from under his head.
“I hardly think so,” I assured him. But I knew he was aroused and maybe a little dangerous. I knew he could become difficult and maybe even say things to me, maybe even order me to do things I didn’t think I should do. “But maybe just a little,” I said, and I leaned down, I pulled my hair back with my hand at my neck, and I closed my eyes the better to not see what I was about to do. But it was innocent enough, wasn’t it? It was just a tiny and brief little kiss, I was barely even touching him, and then it was only to keep the raging bull inside him satiated enough for me to have a moment to just think.
When I came up from his lap, I caught him peeking and it made me grin to myself. Two can play your game, I thought defiantly. I arched in my back and bit my bottom lip and pushed myself over my seat closer to his big stupid lumbering body. I knew that he saw what I saw too: the contrast of my light face against the dark skin of his abdomen, the yield of a weak woman against the allure of a strong man. The touch of my soft, full lips against his hard, swollen cock . . . .
Would my husband understand, I wondered even then. Would he get that it had nothing to do with him? I looked again around the sides and out the back begging the world to send a car into the parking lot, to make the lights come on, to ring a phone, to do something to stop what was going to happen to me. I looked down again at my arm, I followed it’s long-arm reach out to my wrist, and I watched like it was someone else’s as my hand wrapped barely half-way around that now fully erect cock of his that rose from that deliciously hard and wide body like some sort of incongruous attachment. I fell forward and stopped myself only by reaching out to catch the armrest of his door on the other side of his maddeningly relaxed body.
The back of my head was toward his face now, and his body, from his massive chest down to his open pants, was laid out naked before me. I sank further down until my ribs rested on his stomach. I laid my arm down along his hard body and scrunched my fist in his exposed and bare abdomen. He had no hair and you know how much I like that. I pulled on his cock that now rose up past my face toward the ceiling of the car and I had to twist my head to look up and follow my hand to the round shining top where I ran my bent thumb over it and rubbed him. I was still wondering how to get out of that crazy situation. So I stroked him and I had to lick him a little too, because my hand wasn’t sliding nice and wet the way you taught me men like it.
What I didn’t realize is that I had inadvertently turned the large steampunk zipper up the back of my dress toward him and placed it within his easy reach, and he wasted no time taking full advantage of me in that position, lying across his stomach and busy in his lap. It was presumptuous of him to tug it down my back and it was, frankly rude, I thought, to not even ask me. I squeezed his cock in my fist hard and I scowled at it because he was so inconsiderate — hadn’t I just told him I’m married?
Just to show him what an entitled brat he was being, I pushed my lips down over the head of his enormous cock, and when it filled my mouth, I pushed it back out with my tongue, and then did it again to him.
But he kept pulling the zipper down my back — it went all the way to the bottom between the backs of my legs — and, to register my disapproval more resoundingly, I crammed that big, thick cock of his through my mouth so deeply I had to pull my jaw as wide open as it could go to keep from scraping the poor man’s soft, fragile skin with my teeth when I pulled back up and off him. I guess I was sucking him like I was angry at him, because I actually was angry at him! Just like in that movie you like, right?
So I twisted around from his lap to glare at him and shake my head too, but he held my dress by the sides and my arms would have been trapped — not a good thing, obviously! — if I didn’t collapse my shoulders and pull my elbows back out the arm holes to free them from inside the dress. It fell around my waist. I pulled strands of hair from in front of my eyes and tucked them behind my ear and dropped down again, this time facing him so he could see my expression of contempt when I forced him into my mouth again, whether he wanted it or not. I moaned angrily at him even with his cock between my lips I pressed closed hard around him.
“He took your dress off? You let him strip you?”
“He was probably going to tear it, he was so pushy.”
He pinched a corner of fabric between his thick finger and thumb and pulled my dress away from my body entirely and dropped it into the back seat. Letting that man take it off was not the reason why I chose to wear that dress that night! I honestly imagined it would only be you who took it off next, just as it was you who zipped me up in it earlier. I mean, it should always only ever be you who puts me in something like that, and who takes me out of it too, right?
I also didn’t choose the underwear just so that he would be enticed by it. I wear cute things like that only for myself because I like to move around at these functions knowing my little secret all to myself. Plus, I find expensive lingerie the most comfortable thing to wear. I was wearing a black bra with a wide sheer border coming down with a scallop edge — you don’t know this one. The panties use the same edge around the hips so that the tiny triangle in front was as enticing as a thong panty. Confession time: I didn’t actually have these on when you helped me dress. When I got to the hall, I slipped into the ladies room and changed. I only did that because having secrets is perfectly fine in a marriage. It felt too sexy for a mere husband to see me wearing them — is that awful to say? You’d think something was up and I wanted to save you from that.
Things were getting too hot with me now in only my underwear with his hands roaming around my back and ribs and stomach and legs, and also with my mouth going down over the head of his cock again — it was hard not to! — and playing with strings of saliva stretching from his cock to my smile. To slow it down and cool it off a bit, I hopped onto his seat on my knees and tried to capture his wrists in my hands and push him down under me to stop what he was doing to my body. He was making me feel things I don’t think I have to tell you. I laughed too, because it was so absurd, little tiny me trying to hold down that big huge man! You would have laughed. I tickled him too!
His hips were so wide that my knees spread over him like I was getting on some kind of outsized ride at the fair and I squealed because it surprised me how wide I had to stretch my hips just to sit on him. I pinned his wrists to the top of his car seat below him but he pulled free as easily as a man lifting a blanket from himself and when he stroked his fingertips up the insides of my forearms, and then my biceps, it made me grip the headrest below his head and hang on because of the shivers that he gave me. I was really trying hard to make him stop, though! I even tried to tickle him again but he tickled me right back on my bare sides and it made me twist and squirm.
He ran the backs of his hands over the fronts of the cups of my bra and I hung my head down below my bare, round shoulders and draped my loose hair in his face and smirked. “You better not do that,” I warmed him. Just to make the point clear to him, I curled my spine in and shoved my hips forward to push his cock down against his stomach beneath me, and I ground myself against him there to make my point even firmer.
The man only snickered and used his surprisingly dextrous fingers — they were so big! — to draw as though finger-painting around the sides and beneath my breasts, pulling the cups of my bra down around them as though they were part of the underwire pushing them up and out for him, so that, they were bare, now, too. And all pushed up for him. I’m sure he liked that.
“I’m warning you!” I groaned down at him below me with clenched teeth and I pressed my hips harder down on his cock to squeeze it against his stomach to make him stop. I tried to scratch the underside of his cock with the fabric of the front of my panties by rubbing hard up and down to give him a taste of what was in store for him if he didn’t stop teasing me like that. My bra was just getting tangled up anyway and I didn’t want you to have to deal with the evidence of a torn thing like that, so I quickly undid it and let it fall down off my arms and I threw it safely into the back seat with my dress. That was to protect you. I covered myself with my arms well enough anyway, but he tickled my sides again and I jumped and twisted and of course when I grabbed his hands, my breasts were exposed for him.
I thought it was totally unfair that I was  wearing almost nothing anymore, so I yanked at the neck of his sweater and pulled at the wrists of his sleeves until he understood I meant business and he pushed up far enough to pull it up and over his head and off.
“These too!” I glared at him and I slid my feet down to the floor of his car and, with my back and head comically up against his ceiling, I tugged and pulled at the waist of his pants until he finally complied with my demands and lifted his hips for me enough to allow me to wriggle and work them down his legs and off his feet.
I sat back down on his bare thighs and felt that warm skin-on-skin contact on the bottoms of my thighs and I tried to stifle my sigh by straightening my back and pressing the heels of my hands down into his hard, ridged stomach. His mean, hard, and twitching cock poked me in my bare stomach and I leaned back on him and wrapped both my hands around it — it was the only way to control him! — and I pointed it up to the ceiling and away from my stomach and bared breasts.
I guess I wasn’t looking too business-like anymore. But in my defence, he was pretty naked looking too!
I know it looks bad — this huge man lying flat in his car at night, naked, his dark, smooth, and rippling skin glowing in the dim light of the moon, and my body, also naked, so light against his, sitting on top of him, so visible to anyone passing up against the ceiling of his car like that. His hands roamed all over my small breasts, down my back, and over my cute round butt. My hands roamed all over his hard chest, his muscle-bulging stomach . . .  his hard (very big!) cock standing up between our stomachs like some insistent monster. He was just so big in every way, and I’m so small in every way!
“You know what to do with that,” he stated, and I tilted my head sideways and shook it with narrowed, hating eyes. He could have asked me if I knew what to do with it, or, wonder of wonders, he could have told me what he wanted me to do with it. But no. He was condescending and sarcastic. He was becoming difficult like I knew he would.
“There’s a nice way to ask, you know,” I said to him and I rolled my eyes for emphasis. But I know men like him and it’s always a one track mind. There’s nothing for it — they don’t know how to settle themselves down and they definitely don’t know how to deal with disappointment. I formed a little pool of saliva in my mouth and I opened my lips a little to let it hang down and drop to the head of his cock that I then rubbed with the palm of my hand, coating him and settling him down myself. The girl always has to do everything!
I looked up in his eyes and I had to snicker. “And, yes, I know what to do with it!” I said to him with a mischievous grin. I let him know that I could also be dutiful, if he just knew how to ask nicely for a change, by sliding down between his legs to kneel on the floor before him, leaning my pelvis into the forward edge of his car seat and against my fingers there, and I lowered my head down to take him in my mouth nice and softly and slowly and gently to teach him something about women.
“Were you rubbing yourself too?”
“I had to!” I widened my eyes at my husband and I grimaced at him through a grin. He doesn’t know what it was like, sucking a cock like that. On a man like that. In his car. At night. “He wouldn’t stop,” I pleaded with my husband. “I had no choice!”
He pushed the back of my head and ruined everything. I came up coughing and breathless when he finally released me and I glared at him but he only shoved me down again even harder and further, and if I didn’t grab a lungful of breath before he shoved his dick down my throat, I don’t know what I would have done. I cried out loud but it was all muffled by his cock cramming against my throat. He let me go and I came back up, and to stop him from being so rough on me, I plunged my mouth myself back down his cock even harder and deeper than he pushed me. It was the only way to control him!
He was demandful and pushy and rude. He pulled at my armpits and when I pulled up from his crotch to cry in complaint, he used his enormous and unfair strength to pick my whole body up over him. I squealed because it was like some crazy ride twirling around the top of his car balanced and shrieking with his palms holding me up by the stomach with my naked tiny body straight out like a plank. He lowered me back down so that his big cock rudely poked my face and he gripped both of my thighs in his huge hands and pulled me apart like a wishbone over his face.
I landed on my knees outside his wide chest and he pulled his arms up from under my thighs and wrapped his huge arms around my hips, and with his enormous palms pressed into my whole back, he forced my abdomen down into his chest. I arched my back hard and grabbed his penis to keep him from poking my eyes out and I twisted to cry at him over my shoulder, but he made me swallow my breath when he brought his lips to the inside of my thighs right at the top where they are the most sensitive. As you know, right?
“As I know,” my husband said.
I squeezed his cock as hard as I could to try to tell him that this was incredibly wrong, and to tell him I wasn’t comfortable with anything that was going on, and I rammed my mouth down over his cock and slithered my tongue around him inside my mouth, just so he knew what I could do if I really wanted to. But he didn’t want to listen. He pulled my flimsy little panties down off my ass and I realized I might have chosen the wrong ones when I stuffed them surreptitiously into my purse from the bottom of my drawer when you were turned away after dressing me. He was going to tear them if I didn’t lift my knees and straighten my legs, and he made me laugh like a teenager when he carefully pulled them down, stretched between my legs, until I picked one foot up and then the other to carefully extract myself from them. He was at least gentle about that part!
“Wrong panties, I guess,” I grinned to myself as I sank my body back down over his face and I moaned long and deeply when I took him back in my mouth. I mean, it wasn’t like I could stop now. He used his fingers to touch and open me down there and it made me tremble and I tried to hide it from him but the more I clenched all my muscles, the harder I shook on his body. There was nothing for it, so I readjusted my knees on his car seat back and curled my hips in to let him find the right spot easier. I mean, what was going to happen was going to happen, right? Why fight it.
My body flinched when he did that to me. But then he gripped my back in his hard hands and he held me still. I corkscrewed my face up and down over his cock finding it not so big as at first, or maybe it was still that big, but it was easier now that I had gotten used to it. He probably liked that, a girl getting herself used to his cock. I pulled up from him and petted it against my cheek and neck and twisted around to smile at him over my shoulder because I understood him a little bit, I thought, but he only buried his mouth on my pussy lips and licked me with a shocking gentleness that turned my smile into a wide-open gape and all I could do was dive back down on his cock to get him back for what he was doing to me.
“Did he make you orgasm?”
“You know how easy I cum . . . “ I said.
“How many times?”
“From him just licking me?”
“You did more?”
I shrugged. “I guess,” I said. “Anyway, two or three times from licking — kinda all together, though,” I tittered. “Hard to count . . . “ My husband stared at me blankly. “He’s really good,” I pleaded with him to understand.
I thought at first I peed on him! But when I quickly pushed my hand in my crotch, I could feel it — it wasn’t pee! I turned around on his body and sat on his hips and it was funny and I laughed and kissed him. I was spread so widely over his lap because his body was so big. My back was arched deeply because I was on my knees and chest, resting on his chest and playing with his mouth and jaw in my fingers and kissing his chin and lips. I didn’t know our thingies were that close down below.
“You didn’t know what?”
We were just kissing and I was sort of getting my breath back after cumming so incredibly hard on his mouth, when all of a sudden, something very big and very hard and round pushed me from below and behind me so hard my whole body jerked up over his. It was like a ride!
I spun around on him to look over my shoulder at who was pushing me but I guess I was kind of a lot wetter than I thought and before I knew it, that big cock of his — which I swore would never fit in me! — was right up inside me so far, it felt like he was going to push my stomach up my throat. It was big, but something about him, or it, or how I felt, but my body — I think it was because I had to spread to wide just to get my knees around his hips — but he just filled me so easily. It hurt, but not in that painful kind of way, you know? Like, you gasp, you can’t breath, it feels like you’re going to split wide open, but also, it’s not really pain, but more like being overtaken, overwhelmed.
“Powerless?”
“Uh-huh,” I said. I didn’t want to let my eyes flutter and my breath catch, but recalling the feeling of that man’s cock so smoothly and fully stuffing into me was making me lose it again.
I pushed up to his ear and wanted to tell him to get that thing out of me because I’m married, but when he pulled back and pushed up again, all I could do was bite his earlobe and hold on to his shoulders tight. He was a big man and he began to pull out and push into me so much my body rose and fell in his car and I wrapped my feet around the underside of his legs and held on all over him, squeezing his body with my body. I reached around behind me because I couldn’t believe it was actually happening. I wanted to pull him out, but when I wrapped my hand around his cock beneath my pussy, I could feel my juices flowing all over him. I tried to squeeze his cock hard but it just made him rise up into me with more urgency.
I finally got the strength to push myself up from him at least to sit back and push my arms straight down into his hips below me and get a read on the situation and clear my head. I held onto his hips and rose and fell on my knees, letting him pump himself up into me. He was slow and gentle, even if his cock was so thick. It helped that he made me so wet, that he made me cum so much before he got it in me, that I was still soaking and flowing over him and making him wet, too. It went in nicely. It felt good. Not going to lie.
“Did you . . . . “ he started, but I cut him off.
“Uh-huh,” I bit my lip. “Twice. And hard. He was good, right? I think I already told you that.”
I knew that once he got it in me, he wasn’t going to come out till he was done, because men like him, they’re like that. They possess you, they take over you, they own you. He began to thrust his hips up under me and I needed to press my palms into the ceiling of his car above my head to keep from being bounced right out the moonroof. He made me cry out loud. But the parking lot was empty, nobody was around. It felt kind of good to be free to yell and scream and cry out as much as I needed to — as much as he made me need to.
When I knew that he was also about to cum, all I could think of was wrapping my body around him as tightly as I could and to hold onto him through the whole ride, to let him enjoy pumping into me as much as he could. It was hard to stay on top of him, to keep holding my body against his. I bit his skin and dug my nails through his flesh. Just feeling his cock throb and erupt inside me sent me over the edge again. I remember laughing it was so powerful.
I got my old underwear out of my purse — the ones you saw me dress in before I changed — and I pulled them on in his car as he drove me home. I had to hurry and get my dress on when he was already pulling up the driveway. I had to kneel on the seat and pull my hair over my shoulder to let him hurry up and pull the zipper up my back and get me snugly back in my dress before you came to the door to see what was taking me so long to get out. I think you asked me what happened when you saw me walking to the house from his car all sore and worn out and walking like I had been riding a horse bareback. Which I kind of was! I was so messy with his cum all over my chest and stomach under my dress. I looked down when I walked up to you and saw a dollop of his cum dribbling down the inside of my calf.
__________
It’s funny, though. My husband and I, we already decided it was over between us before he asked to know all the details. I had already gone to a place from which we could never come back, we said. I cheated on him, there was no way to excuse it, explain it, or deny it, and I wasn’t going to try. That’s what made it possible to tell him the details. It’s what made it possible for him to even ask for the details. There was nothing left to lose for us.
But after I told him, my husband, though still with steam shooting straight out his ears, seemed to have a different look on his face. It turned out, he wasn’t fuming angry anymore. He was fuming horny. And when he was done with me like he had never done me before, he didn’t kick me out. He said, in bed where we caught our breath, “Are you seeing him again?”
Until that moment, the thought hadn’t occurred to me. But I said to him, “Do you want me to stop?”
“Do you want to leave me for him?” he said.
I turned to him and screwed up my face. “No! Oh my god, no!”
“So it was just . . . ?” he trailed off.
“Fun . . . .?” I said. “It was just fun. I mean, it’s him, it was that guy, you know?”
After a terminally long pause, my husband said, with a grin, “So why don’t you text him?”
And I squealed, I rolled over top of him, and we kissed and kissed, naked in bed all night long. But I also paused — long enough to grab my phone. My husband helped me compose what to say.
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