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8-Ball in the Corner for My Wife

From the top of the stairs looking down into the den, I could see my wife Danielle, half dressed, coiling and recoiling like a cat on the big sectional couch, spent. Her white oversized men’s business shirt was wide open, her long black skirt was over the back of the couch, and she had put back on her black thong panties and bra. She couldn’t stop smiling.
My younger brother Dean was at the other end of the room getting her and himself fresh drinks at the bar and finding the dimmer switch. When he came back, he sat on the edge of the couch directly below me, set her drink on the side table, and caressed the side of her face.
“That was fucking awesome,” he smirked at her.
“Not too shabby,” she grinned back, stroking his back.
I ducked back against the wall before slowly easing my eye over the edge again. He ran his hand over her back and she craned up to him to meet him for a final kiss. They were lazy and languid, smiling without talking, caressing without urgency.
“Time to maybe go back up and make an appearance,” he said to her between tiny multiple kisses.
“Aw, do we have to?” she replied breathily.
“Maybe we can sneak off later again — after everyone’s asleep.”
She rubbed his biceps and pressed her bare feet into his chest. “Promise?” She smiled up at him and reached over her head to find her drink. That’s when she saw me. Our eyes locked and everything passed between us in those three frozen seconds.
Earlier in the evening, Dean and I got into it like we used to growing up, trash talking each other through every sport and game we knew. We were hanging out in the massive living room of our parents' house — everybody was there for the big annual Christmas party. There’d been a big feast and cake and drinks.
“Put up or shut up, young one,” I teased Dean. He was two years younger than me at 32 — the same age as my wife.
“8 ball, call your shots, now,” he said with a glint in his eye. We had always been ultra-competitive with each other. I glared at him two beats before pushing up and racing through the house to the steps to the den below. He was hot on my heels, and hot on his heels was Danielle squealing with excitement.
“I’m coming too, got to see the big showdown!”
Nobody else was interested of course. It was relaxing down there, separated from most of the rest of the house, quiet, away from the forced and stiff conversations. We put some music on and chalked our cues. Danielle looked hot enough in her black skirt and white business shirt top, but she had at some point undone a couple of buttons and caught the eye even more. She propped herself on a stool at the bar and drank beer and clapped and cheered for both of us.
“What do we win?” I said. It always had to be something. Money mattered more back in the day, but lately, we needed higher stakes to keep interesting.
We both searched our minds with our eyes locked on each other. Finally he said, “I know something,” but then he grinned and he shook his head. “But I don’t think so.” He laughed to himself. It was an old joke — you’d get the other person to beg you to tell what it was, and it would turn out to be something gross or ridiculous.
“Say it!” Danielle cried through a smile swinging her legs out from the barstool she was so stoked.
“Not going to say it,” he repeated, but his grin gave away something about where his mind was at.
“Come on,” she kept on him with coy smile. “Nobody here but us.”
“I can’t think of anything,” I said, “so unless you’re going to swallow your tongue all night, you might as well just throw it out there what you were thinking.”
“Bro,” he said, looking up at me through his hair fallen over his eyes. “Not going to.”
It was odd — it must have been a real idea that he genuinely didn’t want to speak.
Danielle whined and pouted. “You’re no fun.”
“Now look, you made my wife sad. And if you make my wife sad, you make me mad.”
He laughed and Danielle clapped her hands and drank back more of her beer.
Dean bent low over the pool table and touched the cleft of his chin to his cue that he slid back and forth from his pendulous elbow. “I am not going to say it,” he stated sharply and in a staccato voice before he jerked his arm and sent the cue ball smashing into the triangle of numbers sending them flying in every direction. Nothing dropped in a hole, though.
I spied around the table for the best one to start with. “I’ve always loved that BMW of yours,” I said, clipping the cue ball and sending the 5 into the side pocket.
“You didn’t call the shot,” he said. “And that’s a pretty high stake your asking for.” He studied the table. He owned a vintage black 1970 2002. It was a very cool car and he prized it. “I’d never be willing to put it on the table,” he said, before lining up the 3 for the corner. “Corner. I challenge you to name something you own that you can put up that you like as much.”
“Me!” Danielle suddenly interjected before snorting and wriggling her shoulders. He snagged the cue and sent the ball rattling off both corners and popping back out. He looked over his stretched arm at Danielle on the stool and she shrugged and smiled. “Sorry, did I do that?”
“That could certainly work for me,” he said, keeping her joke going, swinging his head back to face me with a challenge on his face. Of course he was joking, but there was a glint in his eye too. I’d always known he had a thing for my wife since even back in high school. They were in the same class.
“That’s what you’d put your car on the table for?” I wasn’t one to step back in the face of a joke.
He straightened up and put his cue on the floor and held the top with his fists on which he rested his chin. It suddenly felt like we weren’t even half joking anymore. Danielle slid off the stool and came slinking around behind me, dragging her soft hand around my waist and pressing her chest into my shoulder. “Are you really going to bet me, husband of mine?” She locked eyes with Dean. I’d known also that Danielle had a thing for Dean. She had recently told me as much in a moment of embarrassing truth-telling between her and I.
“I almost went with him that same party I went with you,” she confessed through her hands cupped over her mouth. Her and I first started dating after a huge house party after which she left with me, came over to our house a block away, and spent most of the night in my bed. The only reason she didn’t go with Dean? “I didn’t think I ever had a chance with him.”
“But you figured you did with me? I was the consolation prize?”
She laughed. But I got it. Dean was the heartthrob for all the girls at school. We were both athletic, but he was also permanently grinning just slightly enough to play the bad boy who you knew was thinking nasty thoughts. I was always the straighter arrow, the safer bet, the serious student.
I had always wondered if she still had it for him. And from the way Dean was watching her all evening, I knew he still did for her. How badly? Was he willing to stake his beloved antique wheels? — a bet he would never make, normally.
“My car,” he chewed the inside of his cheek. “For your wife.” He stated it flatly. We all waited a few beats but he didn’t erupt into laughter and he didn’t claim to just be joking. He stayed his eyes on mine.
What had been a joke quickly became deadly serious. We both held each other’s gaze with earnest intent. We both knew the drill — for us, when you make a serious bet, it’s your word that you’ll live up to it. There was no point in being competitive if you weren’t willing to deliver if you lost, and it wasn’t worthwhile playing the games if you weren’t willing to stake a meaningful wager. We both stared each at other and we both knew: the stake was equivalent. He no more would enjoy me taking that car of his than I would enjoy seeing him take Danielle’s hand in his. That it was an absurd thing to bet didn’t matter anymore. It wouldn’t be the first time that inveterate gamblers lost all sense of reason.
Danielle squeezed my arm and said close to my ear, “Come on boys, lets be real,” but she didn’t say it convincingly, nor did she take her eyes from Dean’s either. She was not, I could tell, altogether opposed to being a stake in our game. Dean and I continued to linger on each other. We both knew she wouldn’t necessarily stand in the way.
I turned to Danielle. “You understand what’s being discussed here right?”
She laughed and rolled her eyes but both Dean and I only forced our chuckles. She pushed against me and stepped over behind Dean. She dragged her fingers around his waist the same way she had dragged them around mine, and she clasped both her hands around his biceps — he’d always been much bigger than me. She leaned against his side and I could tell she was pressing her chest into his shoulder from behind. I knew he could feel it by the expression on his face — the blankness that filled his eyes.
“Do you understand is the question.” She moved around against him until she was pressing her back against his cue and the front of his body. Things were getting heated up and taking unpredictable turns. “Could you stand it?” she said as she twisted around and, keeping her eyes on mine, she wrapped her arms up around his neck. She pulled him down and turned to him and gave him a little kiss on the lips before laughing and pushing him away and withdrawing back to the pool table she leaned on. She stared right at me when she said, to Dean, “Why don’t you give me the keys to your car,” in a slinky, soft voice, “and that way, whoever wins, gets both.”
Dean handed her his keys immediately and she pulled her shirt out and dropped them into her bra and laughed.
“I don’t know,” Dean squinted his eyes. “Maybe this is going someplace we shouldn’t be going.”
But Danielle and I kept our eyes locked on each others. “I don’t know, maybe Dani doesn’t mind how this goes, either way,” I said. It was a tense moment filled with years of challenges and fails and victories. I always had a suspicion he resented me scooping her, as though he thought she was his.
“I don’t mind,” Danielle finally said, shrugging. “I think it would be a lot of fun,” she teased, “riding around in Dean’s car,” she laughed. “Right honey?” She wavered her head at me and flashed her eyes. “All you got to do is win,” she said coyly.
“And if I lose?” I was always the calculating one, always the one never to take risks, unlike Dean.
“Aw poopsie,” she said, stepping away from Dean and back into me face first, body to body. She looked up and licked my lips and my cheek. “Just don’t lose,” she nearly whispered.
It wasn’t his car I wanted that badly. It was beating him I wanted that badly. Beating him when I knew he would really want to win. The stakes were as high as anything we’d ever wagered. And I’d never taken such a risk before. But I had things to show the both of them. I knew she never expected me to agree to it, and I was positive Dean was only teasing me, never thinking in a million years I would risk something like that — something that reckless. That was his specialty, not mine. He began snickering at me because he thought he knew I was just playing. And Danielle too — she was only teasing and catting around because she thought she knew too that it was in the end just idle chatter. They both played me like they knew me. They both thought I was so safe and predictable. They were teasing me, my brother and my wife.
“You’re on,” I suddenly blurted out. I kept staring at him. But I saw him dart his eyes at Danielle and back to me and I saw the shock cross Danielle’s face too.
“You’re car, my wife,” I said, and I held out my hand for a shake. I knew they both wanted to in that moment, because neither of them intervened very strongly to call it off. They didn’t expect me to be anywhere crazy enough to make a bet like that, but they both misjudged me. And I was proven right about how much he lusted for my wife and how much she liked him when neither of them said no to the bet, when neither of them admitted it was just a joke only to tease me.
He shook my hand and I looked at Danielle before letting go. She blushed and bulged her eyes and turned away. But what I also caught was her glance at Dean over her other shoulder, and his glance at her.
“I can’t believe this,” I heard her murmur to herself. Through a wide grin.
It was my turn and I leaned low to the table and lined up the 7. It was still an open table, nothing sunk with a called shot yet. “Corner,” I said stiffly, nudging my cue tip to the pocket right in front of my wife’s crotch where she leaned her pelvis against the corner of the table. She held one wrist in her other hand and with her fingers, she slightly pulled the fabric of her skirt and pushed her fingers down. I rolled the cue and it kissed the 7, but the 7 bounced on the corner and rested on the edge of the pocket without dropping.
I looked up with my chin still on my cue and Danielle stayed in place. She shrugged and she raised her eyebrows. Dean stepped over to plant his feet exactly where I had mine planted a second before, shoving me aside. He bent over the same end of the table too, and he brought his chin to his cue in the very same pose I had been in. He moaned as much as said, “Corner, you know the one.”
He eased the cue back and Danielle edged the hem of her skirt up a little higher to show bare leg behind the corner of the pool table. She leaned her pelvis harder into the corner and Dean bumped his cue to the ball just gently enough that it rolled up to the 7 to barely kiss it, and if fell with a leathery thud into the pocket.
Danielle looked at me and shrugged. But she also blushed. “Oops,” she said.
It was weird to see her get into the sexy kitten act. She was feeling different that night. Things were off somehow.
We could hear the rest of the party upstairs. Dean turned to me and said, “You sure about this bro? Chance to back out.”
I looked past him to my wife Danielle still gently grinding her pelvis into the corner of the pool table. She had lifted her skirt high enough that both her thighs were visible. She was acting so strange.
“I knew you always had the hots for her, don’t lie,” I said.
“Not going to lie,” he agreed and he turned around so we were both at the opposite corner staring at Danielle. “Hottest girl at high school, and she only got hotter since.”
We both leaned on our cues staring as Danielle, somehow overcoming her usual shyness, began to undo more buttons of her loose top. She flicked her head and made her hair obscure her face. Was it because she was so on show, that she had become an object in a game, that she was able to step out of character and be someone else entirely different?
She gazed dreamily with a serious and mouth-open expression first at Dean then at me and then back at Dean. Her fingers kept working more and more of her buttons loose so that her top billowed and showed her bra below. It was nothing I hadn’t seen before, but it felt like it was. I was seeing her through Dean’s eyes, Dean who was not afraid to admit he had been lusting after her all these years and was now possibly a few well placed shots on a pool table away from acquiring that target. And I was also seeing her as a different person, as a sexually expressive woman, as someone turned on by something unexpected: being shared with another man by her own husband. It felt like we had stepped through a portal into a different world down there.
I wasn’t sure how much of what we said was contract, and how much was bravado. When I said his car, did I mean for keeps? Of for awhile and then give it back? When he said my wife, did he mean to touch, to lay with, to maybe get a blowjob from? Or was it more?
“Not for keeps,” I said, meaning the car.
They both looked at me with eyes shot open.
“Not you!” I said to Danielle, “the car. For a month.”
“And your wife?” he said. I knew he would say it too. She had pulled up the tails of her shirt and was undoing the last of the buttons. She shot her glance up to the ceiling having heard heavy footsteps cross the floor to the back end of the house, but continued undoing her shirt when they stopped and turned around.
“A night.” I saw Danielle breath hard and unsuccessfully stifle a grin curling up the corners of her mouth.
“A night with her, for a month with my car.” He leaned down and quickly lined up his next shot, called the side pocket, and sent the 2 hard down the pocket. He strode purposefully around the table so that he stood behind my wife. She chuckled and twisted around to look at his hips behind her. He gently bent her over and bent himself over her. She lowered her forearms onto the green felt and her hair fell around her face and spread over the table. She looked up at me through the strands and bit the corner of her bottom lip. Her breasts hung in her black bra and her white shirt formed a tent around her sweet taut body. Dean leaned down hard over her, pressing his pelvis against her ass. My wife smiled at me from under Dean. It was a “how do you like it so far” look.
He said, “corner,” nodded directly at my crotch, and retracted his cue. He hit the cueball hard enough to make it hop on the table, and to make me cower and cover, but it smacked the 1 hard and made it roll with a spin to the edge of the pocket where it slowed it’s spinning teetering on the edge. It dropped in and Danielle sighed audibly with a high pitched and brief groan.
He was halfway there and I had nothing drained yet. My wife remained bent over the table and Dean pulled her skirt up and pushed it over her ass and bunched it up over her back, exposing her. He was like that with women and I don’t know, but they all seemed to like it. Evidently, so did my wife. He was challenging me, and so was Danielle. The game wasn’t over yet but my younger brother was already feeling her ass inside her black panties right in front of me.
“Gonna love this,” he said, slapping her hard. She only closed her eyes to cover her pain and when she opened them again, they were glassy, they were entranced, and she appeared to have taken on a deeper descent into that new personality. She dropped her mouth wide open and grinned, first at me and then at my brother. But it was too late for me to call anything off and still save face.
She undid the button and let her skirt unwrap itself from her hips. She draped it over the bar stool. Dean studied the table with his arm around her bare waist. She stood on one foot with her knee bent against him and she studied me, drawing a strand of hair through her lips thoughtfully. Dean took her by the hand and she skipped behind him hurriedly, laughing to herself. He tapped the corner of the table and said to her, “Here.” He got behind her and lifted her and she yelped and laughed. She came down sitting over the hole in the corner. He took one ankle and spread her leg so her foot sat on the bumper to one side. He moved her other foot to the other bumper, spreading her legs wide over the hole.
He moved behind me around to the opposite side of the table. “I think you know the hole,” he said in my ear as he passed.
Danielle leaned back on her hands and tossed her head back so her hair cascaded down her back. Dean bent low over the table and looked past the nib of his cue to my wife’s spread legs and the black panties between them. He grinned and I blanched. Danielle stared back down at Dean and she breathed hard and even moaned, through she tried to hide it. She glanced at me and shrugged. She was loving it.
“Six,” he said, and he hit it near the cue ball on his end, and it rolled long and steadily, taking its time moving up directly between my wife’s legs before dropping right down the middle of the pocket. Danielle gasped and it wasn’t an act. I could see the dark wet spot in the middle of her panties. Everyone could.
I hadn’t had a shot since we called the game and only the 4 remained before the 8. My wife was leaving no doubts about her preferences. She came off the table and dragged her nearly nude body behind me. “Gonna be a long night, I think,” she said in my ear. She chuckled and hung her finger from her lip. “Come over here a minute,” she said to me as she sauntered sensually over toward the bar.
She checked over her shoulder to make sure Dean couldn’t hear. “Not you,” she grinned at him. “Wait your turn,” she added, with a giggle. Facing away from him and toward the glasses and bottles, she hung her head and twisted it toward me. “Do we need to talk?”
I hung my head and twisted it toward her. I grinned and I inhaled and I held my breath. If there was a chance to kibosh things, this was it. Dean had one more ball, then the 8, and whatever it was that we agreed to was going to take place. If I had any doubt that Dean would take me up on it, he dashed those doubts with the way he touched her, placed her spread legs on the table, and loomed over her nearly naked body. And if I had any doubt about whether Danielle was ready for being handed over in this fashion, she dashed those doubts too, the way she stripped, the way she grinned, and the way she stared at me as Dean touched her body and moved her legs on the table.
“Do you need to talk?” I asked her.
She pushed her eyes hard to the corner away from me and pulled her mouth to her cheek. “I mean,” she began. “He’s your brother.” She turned her face back to me. “Are you willing to share me?”
I tapped my toe on the floor behind my other foot and gritted my teeth. “Are you willing to be shared?”
“You keep answering my questions with your own questions.”
“I agreed to the bet.”
“But you don’t have to go through with it.”
“You want me to, though, I can tell.”
She blushed again, but she didn’t deny it. “How could you tell,” she squeaked out through her wide, involuntary smile.
“I don’t mind,” I shook my head. “You told me you had a thing for him.”
“I do,” she said, not saying “I did.”
“It’s not a threat to us, is it?” I asked her, staring her in the eyes, ready to detect anything unfaithful in her.
“You know what it’s like?” she said, and she took my hands in hers and squeezed. “You know how I like to go see homes for sale on Sundays?”
I frowned at her having not expected a left-field analogy. “And you always feel the need to remind me that we can’t move, or that we don’t want to move?”
“Okay.” I squinted, following her along.
“Just because I sound like I want to live in all those different places, doesn’t mean I want to move. It’s just to visit, just to dream for a bit. But I love my home.” She raised herself on her toes and kissed my nose. “It’s just a fantasy,” she whispered. “It doesn’t mean anything, okay?”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes,” she said. “I’m sure. Just a fantasy, remember that.”
I turned toward my brother who busied himself on his phone. “Call your shot bro.”
“Finally,” he said.
My wife came back to the table and pressed her straight arms down on the edge and arched her back. My brother stared at her and she glanced at me. “Just a fantasy,” she indicated to me again with her eyes.
Dean reached with the end of his cue and touched my wife’s chest with it. She watched it touch her and she shivered. He let it sag down and it caught at the tiny red bow between her cups. When she looked up at him, he gestured with his head. She understood it should come off and I did too. She didn’t resist.
She let her shoulders sag back but she stopped. More footsteps above alarmed us all, but they stopped and turned too, and we all chuckled. Danielle let her shirt fall down her arms and drift to the floor. I poked her shirt with my cue and lifted it up over my head and let it fall to my hands, before draping it over her skirt that was already over the back of the stool beside me. Danielle looked defiantly at Dean like he was being mean or demanding, but she also flipped her arms behind her back defiantly and undid the clasp of her bra. She shivered her arms and the straps fell from her shoulders and slid down to her hands. Without looking over her shoulder at me, she held it out behind her for me to catch.
“Here,” Dean said, and he gestured with his hand as though mowing the grass. I didn’t understand but my wife did somehow. She climbed up on the table and laid carefully down on her back exactly where Dean had indicated. Her breasts were round and gorgeous. Her nipples were erect.
Dean leaned down for his shot, wrapping his hand around her tight waist leaving his finger up in a loop for his cue to poke through. The rest of the cue dragged across her stomach as he pulled it and pushed it lining up his shot. My wife looked at me from where she laid under him on the table. I didn’t react, but I saw her hand over the side of the table hold his thighs, and then slowly move up, and then cover his crotch.
“Harder,” he said, and she squeezed him harder. None of us were worried about anyone coming down, though we could hear the laughing and talking and music and footsteps. “Side,” he tilted his head indicating the pocket near my wife’s head. Danielle licked her lips and breathed hard and smiled nervously at me. He shot his cue and the white smacked the 4. It rolled slowly past my wife’s head and she watched it with a grin with her eyes rolling low to high before, out of her sight, she could hear it plop into the pocket.
I gripped my cue and half chuckled. It was uncanny. I glimpsed losing without even getting a shot. He pulled away from my wife who rolled and curled, lying her face sideways on her hands on the table.
“Conference,” my brother said, and he tilted his head to the bar. I went with him and we hung our heads together just like I had with my wife moments earlier.
“You sure about this?”
“Have I ever backed down from a bet with you before?”
“No,” he said, “but bro, this is next level.”
“I’m a grown up. My eyes were open.”
“But bro,” he said, turning around and watching Danielle out the corners of his eyes. “She seems pretty happy about it. I want to make sure this is going to be okay.” She waved at him and chuckled.
“I really wanted to take your car away from you. I wouldn’t hesitate if it was me with the game on the line with one shot right now.”
“What are we agreeing to exactly, I feel like we didn’t quite state it.”
“Not up to me,” I shrugged. “She’s her own woman.”
He looked back over his shoulder at her. “She is that.”
“She’ll let you know what you can and can’t do, just like any woman you date, right?”
Dean looked at me closely. “Yeah obviously.”
“What we agreed to was the night with her. If that means you’re watching shows and eating popcorn, that’s what you won. If it means something else, then that’s what you get. Her and I talked,” I nodded to remind him. “It’s up to her.”
“It isn’t right,” he said.
“Dean,” I patted his back. “She had the hots for you back in school, and she still does now. Who’s to say this wasn’t all her idea and that I’m letting my wife have her thrill? How do you know this isn’t her fantasy, and she’s using you? She’s not marrying you, bro, she’s toying with you.” I laughed, like it was me who was winning all along.
“I always wanted to get in her pants,” he groaned devilishly.
“I know,” I said to him straightening up. “Now all you got to do is sink the 8 ball.”
We both went back to the table. It was going to be a difficult shot either way, and with all his balls off the table leaving only mine, he and both knew, the most dangerous time to miss was on the 8. The chances of the opponent running the table after that was extremely high.
Danielle slinked off the table and stood directly opposite to where Dean was squatting down to eye-level to get a bead on the angles he needed to bank. She glanced at me but she knew, we were in a different time zone, we were far from home, things had been said and agreed and much had already happened. I told her to enjoy her fantasy., didn’t I.
She moved her eyes back to Dean’s as he was trying to focus on the balls. She squatted down below the level of the table out of his view and came back up twirling her black panties around her finger. She slingshotted them at his face, hitting him dead on, and laughed with squeals.
She turned and pranced her sweet slim body and high-stepped over to the sectional couch. Her bare ass shone like the setting harvest moon. “Just a little incentive to focus your mind,” she said, turning around and settling her slight body into the cushions. She grabbed the remote and dimmed the lights. Dean stood up and leaned on the table staring over at her doing her little show.
My wife writhed on the bed and gasped and panted. She massaged her breasts and tweaked her nipples. And she pushed her hands between her legs and when her finger came up, she drew it to her mouth and licked it off. She kicked her legs and rolled over and over. She was so playful and kittenish I barely recognized her. Something about the set-up turned her into a different woman.
“Try your best,” she said to Dean and laughed.
He leaned down to the table but changed his angle of attack. He checked a third possibility and he walked around the table and examined the reverse angle. He was trying hard to ignore my wife who continued to squirm and contort on the sectional. “But don’t keep a girl waiting too long.”
I looked over my shoulder. It was so unlike her, any of it. But it was too late to bail, it was too late to wonder what came over her.
Dean steadied his breathing and he closed his eyes. He lowered his chin to the cue and opened them again. Danielle was in his line of sight on the couch where she frolicked and touched herself and squealed and whimpered. The way my balls were arranged, there was no doubt in any of our minds that if he missed the shot, I would be getting the next shot at the 8 ball, and with nothing else on the table, it wouldn’t be a hard shot like his.
Danielle giggled. Dean pulled back, slowly released, pulled back, slowly released. Danielle moaned. He pulled back and held. Danielle kicked her legs up and cried a little high pitched cry. When he let go, she exhaled sharply. The cueball hopped over my 12, hit the 8 mid-table, and it rolled to the corner slowly, steadily, but with decreasing energy. We all watched as it went over the edge and sank in the pocket.
And we all kept staring without breath as the cueball rolled and rolled toward the other corner. Sink the cueball on an 8-shot, and you automatically lose. It touched one corner, warped on the edge around the hole to the other corner, and bumped back out. It came to a rest a few inches out of the hole and Dean quietly, gently, laid his cue down on the green felt.
I grinned. It was a fabulous shot. I laid my cue down on the table beside his and I hugged him. We patted each other’s back and I pulled away.
“Good game, brother,” I said with a grin.
“Good game, brother,” he agreed, though I had no shot — after that first one where I failed to call it, giving him ultimately the freebie on the 5. Yeah, I did that.
“Take care of her,” I nodded biting the inside of my cheek.
“I’ll have her back in the morning,” he nodded.
I looked past him to my wife who was now stock-still on the couch. “Well get over here, I guess,” I said to her.
She pushed up and walked over sheepishly like it was her that had done something wrong. I extended my hand and she took it. I brought her, naked and beautiful in the dimmed light, up to both my brother and me. “Bet’s a bet,” I said, and I handed her hand into my brother’s hand.
She shrugged and stifled nervous giggles. “Don’t wait up?” she said in  a questioning tone and she bit her lip.
I only shook my head and turned and slumped up the stairs. At the top, I opened the door, but I didn’t go through. There is an alcove at the top, dark in the shadows. I closed the door but I remained on the basement side of things. I pressed my back into the wall and nearly stopped my breathing.
“I can’t believe he went through with it,” I heard Dean say to Danielle down below me.
“Neither can I,” I heard her reply softly to him.
“I always liked you,” he said.
She chuckled. “You don’t know anything,” she said, and she laughed but then stopped.
I gave it a few moments before bending over to twist and see why they stopped talking. She was on her toes and her hands were busy in the hair on the back of his head. His hands were wrapped around her nude waist, sliding up and down her toned, slender back. They were necking hard. Seeing my wife completely naked like that in our old den, in the hands of my brother, made me shiver.
He guided her to the sectional and she laughed and knelt up on it to keep kissing him as he quickly ripped his shirt off. She laughed hard and helped him as he struggled and fell trying to get his pants off too fast. She didn’t let him stop at his shorts, but yanked those down and away from him too. Within a minute of me supposedly disappearing through the door at the top, she had got my brother as naked as she already was.
She pulled him back to the couch without breaking the kiss with him. He crawled up over her onto the couch and she eased her legs up his sides and crossed them over his back moaning and chuckling and mewling softly the whole time. I watched my wife lock he ankles together, pulling her hips up off the couch and up to meet his hips.
They kissed so passionately I was in awe. She moaned so deeply I was worried about people upstairs. And when he lowered his hips and I could see her pussy just as his cock slipped inside her and all the way down, drilling into her, I felt my heart fall through my stomach. I had agreed to this? I didn’t let my mind go that far. I didn’t calculate the possibility, even though my wife was telling me, and my brother was assuring me, this is what I was in fact agreeing to. She told me she wanted him, and he told me the same thing. What did I think was going to happen? But until I saw his cock push deep into her pussy, I never realized, not consciously anyway, not explicitly, that what we were talking about was my wife and my brother fucking.
He didn’t just fuck her, he pounded the shit out of her. She cried and tried to muffle her noise by burying her face in the skin of his bicep she tugged on but she remained noisy. The sloshing sound of her excessively wet pussy filled the den. He went about his business with method and focus. She was getting drilled like never before.
I knew my wife as a woman who liked things slow and gentle, who took a while to build up to a crescendo, who liked a lot of foreplay and kisses and chattering. Not tonight, not with Dean. And it wasn’t all thrusting himself into her receptive body. She was ramming herself up to him just as voraciously.
She tossed him over and laughed and climbed over his body. She straddled his hips and I could see her long, thin fingers wrap around his cock already shining from her pussy juice. She stroked him and she lowered her hips and sank down on him. The way she rode my brother, it was both exhilarating to watch, and shocking at the same time. She tossed her hair behind her back and rolled her face to the ceiling and cried out breathlessly, romping on him hard and fast, laughing and crying and moaning and clenching all the while. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced with her.
Neither of them lasted long and she collapsed on him and her body began to spasm on him. He lifted her up clear off the couch and shuddered. She hung on like a rider on a bull and when he shot inside her, she inhaled like she’d been injected with something. When he subsided under her she sank down on him and kissed him all over his face and neck.
He got out from under her finally and struggled to his feet. She laid on the couch a mess of limbs and sighs. He picked his clothes up and went to the bar to find hers. He brought them back and laid them beside where she remained flopped and boneless.
Finally she pulled on her bra and panties and began to struggle back inside her shirt, when he got up and went to get drinks. She rolled back down as though not ready yet to give up the feeling. She reached over her head for the drink he brought her, and her eyes locked directly onto mine.
After three seconds, she only drifted her eyes lazily away from my eyes. Dean came back and stood drinking over her prone body below him. She wrapped her hand around his thigh. “What time tonight?” she asked him in a voice loud enough for me to hear.




Giving In To It

The woman inhaled with a gasp, pulled her shoulders to her neck, and raised her eyebrows high over her lightly closed eyes. Her body gleamed with golden light from the setting sun and her white bikini top stretched as she opened her chest and arched her back off the blanket spread over the beach sand.
It was private enough, a tiny crescent beach secluded on three sides by dunes, tall grasses, and carved-out cliffs. The gently rhythmic pounding and pebble-rattling wash-back of the rolling waves up the stoney beach gave a metronome beat to the man’s slow, spare attentions down between her writhing and twisting legs. He always did know what he was doing down there, that was never the issue.
She clenched her fists in the blanket and smiled inside the tension and release rising and falling across her face. He was reliable, if only in this one thing. Each vocalized inhalation started a note higher than the last, and finished higher too, four or five in a string, before a long, groaning exhalation, only to start the cycle over again. The salted air, the white sand, the aroma of bodies, hers and his, working up to something, made her feel high. It was just as she remembered it. It was perfect. It was like no time had passed at all.
That was Jackie, my 30-year-old wife, an event planner for a large corporate entity with a lot of exotic events on its agenda. And the man was Cody, our crazy, wild, weird, and wonderful old college friend. We shared a strange night eight years ago, the three of us sitting around Jackie’s tiny 50s kitchen table with a big bottle of Tequila between us. And it lead directly to my wife and my friend on that beach at night in the Florida Keys.
She and Cody had been together before she and I got together but the timeline was always braided. We both met her the same night when she boldly came to our table at the campus pub and invited herself to sit with us. Two years later, after having been his girlfriend, then mine, then his again, we sat at that table near the end of college to settle it. I always knew Cody was the better lover, but I was the better future: I got into law — corporate tax, not the sexiest thing, I know, but reliable — and Cody pursued painting, writing, wondering the world, finding truths. He had the original silver tongue and could talk any girl into bed with it, and more. But Jackie chose me, not him.
I know she always wondered what the world was like behind Door Number 2, the vagabond, ill-defined, unpredictable, but more exciting and adventurous life that Cody held out to her that fateful night. She certainly showed she had the chops for the corporate world in our young marriage together, but she was — it was obvious to me — undermining her rise up the ranks by holding fast to the event planning gig. She said it was because she loved the travel of it and the exotic locals she got to check out. I knew it was because she hadn’t fully let go of the idea of Cody and the life that he represented, and that she rejected.
Top help her let go finally and move on and up, I got the idea in my head to set her up to run into Cody on her next trip, this one to the Florida Keys. I only needed to convince Cody to take her and fulfill her fantasy, in order to get the dream of that life he represented out of her system for good. I wanted her to realize that that life, while it would have been fun, was no place for her to grow up.
“She chose you though,” Cody looked at me hard.
I leaned over the table at the pub to make sure he could hear me over the racket of the 18 screens showing the game. “But she never gave up the dream of you.”
“I represent air to her, nothingness, an emptiness.”
“That’s the dream that she doesn’t let go of. And it’s holding her back. I think she imagines it all the time, she won’t let it go. She’s trapped between two worlds.”
“We talked about this already, up in her old place in the attic of that house.” He looked sideways at me. “It’s still the most honest conversation I’ve ever had with anyone. She made a final decision.”
“It was honest for Mme too. I’m pretty sure for Jackie as well.”
“She already had the life with me, we even lived together for a few months back then.”
“But that was still college, that wasn’t out into the real world yet. She knew you were heading out into it, she knew you were going out into a whole other orbit.”
He snorted and shook his head. I hadn’t seen him in over a year, which was the norm since that night atop the old house in Jackie’s apartment. He lived the artist’s life: no home, so the world was his home, and the soukes of Marrakech, the alleys of Istanbul, and the sacred mountains of Sichuan were his living room. He had no occupation, so everything was his avocation, running a roadside bike repair clinic in Sumatra, foot-lathing religious ornaments in a Cairo temple , or grinding stones to sell as pigments in the Samarkand markets.
“It’s not a life for her, for anybody,” he glinted at me.
“I know that, you know that. She made the right choice for herself. You and I know she did.”
He nodded. He knew it at the time too. “Where I’m going, there isn’t room for passengers anyway,” he said at that table.
He left with the last swig of tequila and Jackie slumped in her chair. She took my hand in hers and kissed the back of it. “It was so fucking exciting with him everyday,” she said then.
But she knew the two Jackies were not sustainable, the one that existed in the world of jobs, careers, income and homes, and the other that floated in the world of wanderings, poetry, dangers and poverty. When she lived with Cody during one of his bouts with modernity, giving up college again and taking up painting, she went further out than even he did, with the people, the substances, and the ideas that flirted recklessly with self-induced psychosis.
She might have come over to my side but she kept a part of herself on that other side. We both loved Cody. It came out now and then when, out of the blue, she’d ask me what I thought he was doing now. “Do you think he’s painting in a hovel in Paris or Moscow or something?”
“Or hiking some weird mountain in Borneo.”
She laughed. But she thoughtfully toyed with her necklace between her lips.
“You have to move over to Human Resources, get out of the event planning side, you know it’s a dead-end,” I said. Another posting had come out that was perfect for her: it was right in line with what she got her degree in at college. The event planning job was only supposed to be a temporary way for her to get in with the company she targeted — I tried to remind her of her strategy.
“But I love it too much — I’m always going somewhere new, like it’s my actual job to find new places!”
“You could rise to executive ranks though, just not in the event planning job.”
It was a conversation we often had, and it almost always got off-track with a deflective surmising about what Cody was doing, so much so, I understood, eventually, that this idea of Cody — this mythologized idea of him and his life — was keeping her from jumping out of the dead end and taking real control of her life.
“Just not sure how putting me back in her life is supposed to get me out of her head,” Cody said, tipping his glass far back in his mouth.
“No offense,” I said with a steadying hand between us. “Okay?”
“No offense — go on,” he agreed.
“It’s a frozen dream of you she has locked in her mind. She thinks it’s this idyllic life of screwing all morning and eating naked in bed and painting all afternoon and dancing all night. There’s no means of making money in her dream, of keeping a home, of building anything real in this dream life of hers. You represent it, but it isn’t you at all. She doesn’t see the scrounging and the hunger, sleeping on people’s couches, the boredom, the feeling lost half the time.”
He nodded with wide eyes staring blankly at the table. There was nothing for him to disagree about. It was as I described and I knew it.
“If she spent some time with you, not with me around, but with you the way it might have been if she chose you, maybe she’d see that it isn’t all painting and wine and intellectual conversations and screwing, that it was also dangerous, cold, pointless and lost.”
“Hey,” he grinned at me. “I draw the line there, it isn’t pointless.”
“Fair enough, but for her, you know what I’m talking about. You made a profession of it, this life. You know how far to go out and when to come in. You saw her back then. She didn’t have that limit.”
“She lived like she was in a real sleeping dream,” he nodded thoughtfully. “It was amazing. It was art.”
“Yeah but,” I grinned. “It wasn’t a way anyone can live for real.”
“So she’s supposed to find out all of this reality when I accidentally run into her at this place in The Keys?”
“You run into her, you chat with her, you have some drinks together, you take her with you in whatever way that means, and you give her a full serving of you and your life. Enough for her to see that she mythologized it all, that that life belongs in dreams but not here in reality.”
“And then?”
“And then, she comes back, she lets go of the supposed reality of that life, let’s go of whatever she thinks she’s keeping alive by staying in the dead-end that event planning is, and applies for the executive-track posting.”
“And if that’s not the lesson she learns down in The Keys?”
“She will, believe me. She made the right choice once, she’ll make it again.”
“You need to be careful about this,” he warned me. “The human soul has wings.”
He climbed up over her body where she had wriggled and writhed enough to half bury herself in the blanket-covered soft and deep sand. She rolled both of them over and took over his position on her hands and knees over his prone body lying in the comfort of the body impression she had made in the blanket-covered sand. She leaned down over him and shielded his eyes from the hard orange of the setting sun with her curtain of straw blonde hair. When he pulled at the lace that hung from the shoelace knot at the hip of her bikini, my wife didn’t stop him. Nor when he pulled at the lace on the other side, pulling her bikini from between her legs and laying it on the blanket where his swim suit was already lying.
She swung her hips atop her knees side to side in a lazy slow dance over top of him and she smirked, she chirped deeply in her throat like she was answering herself in the affirmative to a question no one knew, and she lowered her face to his to kiss him as gently as a butterfly alighting on a flower petal.
“She needs to get this out of her system.” I half-lidded my eyes from their bottoms to impress upon him how seriously I took the mission.
“How far are we taking this?” he asked with doubt in his quieted voice.
“As far as it needs to go,” I shrugged.
“This is not a college girl you and I are trading back and forth anymore. This is your wife now.”
“A wife that needs to let go of that choice not taken.”
“What kind of guy are you making me out to be, though? I’m supposed to hit her up knowing that she chose you, knowing that she even married you.”
His hands lifted over her back and came down slow and gently, drawing over her skin with his nails, making her contort in her back and bite her lip with a grin. He found the knot at the back of her bikini and pulled on that one too. Her top fell forward from her chest like a released sail and she sat back on him to shimmy her arms and let the white top slide down and off so she could toss it behind her with the other clothes unoccupied on the blanket. Her nude body looked like something from a painting. Cody gazed at it where his hands moved over it, cupping her hanging breasts, drawing delicately over her rounded hips, feeling the tenderness on the inside of her thighs. She held her breath and quickly exhaled and re-inhaled. He was coming close and her torso shuddered on her locked elbows holding her body, barely, above his.
She rotated her hips involuntarily, chasing the touch of his fingertips, unable to keep from thrusting her pelvis. “I never forgot, you know,” she said to him in a whisper nobody else would have heard. “We touched the sky, didn’t we.”
“I think you did,” he grinned beneath her, stroking her sides softly, just above the threshold of sensation, but below the limit of tickling. It was just enough to make her torso stretch and yearn over him.
“You tethered me,” she said, leaning down and twisting her hair into a rope to pull it over her shoulder and away from their faces before she settled her head beside his where he turned it toward her, toward the sun, but for the shadow she cast over his face with hers.
They kissed.
“She’s not a cheating type of girl,” he said.
He had a point and I fell back in my chair and clasped my hands over my stomach to consider the nature of the problem he gave rise to. “If she feels trapped within the confines of marriage, if she is unable to let herself fully experience what you are now . . . “ I said, before he finished my sentence for me.
“ . . . she will continue to labor under this dream world she imagines exists.”
“I don’t want her to impose any limits on herself,” I said. “That defeats the purpose.”
“And you don’t want me to impose any limits either. Do you know what you’re opening her up to? What you’re opening your marriage up to?”
“It’s not like you’re a stranger. It’s not like she hadn’t done it with you. It’s not new in any way like that.” I rubbed my chin as though I wasn’t entirely convinced of what I was saying.
“Letting a wife be with another man though, even if it’s a past lover, or maybe especially when it’s a past lover, you know there’s a word for that.”
“But it doesn’t seem like the usual kind of thing. It’s different.”
“Everyone has a reason for doing it, or for letting her do it. With another guy.”
“We’re different. We have that weird past. We’re all so entwined it drives me crazy sometimes.”
He looked around the bar and sighed. “One thing I’ve learned in my travels is, everyone has a weird past. Everyone is entwined.”
She lowered herself onto her elbows and knees above him and she snickered when she rubbed her nose against his. “Do you remember what I used to love to do?”
“A man doesn’t forget that kind of thing, Jackie.”
She snorted and poked her shoulders up. “A woman doesn’t either,” she said softly and she kissed his chin and his neck below.
He dragged his nails up her back and over the shining orbs of her shoulders. “I don’t think I’ve ever been treated as well since,” he said.
“Maybe you’ve forgotten the exact sensation though,” she looked up from his chest and his nipples that she circled with the hard tip of her tongue. She looked at him with an exaggerated expression of innocence.
“I might need a refresher, you’re saying?”
She pinched her tongue between her teeth and grinned and kissed a meandering trail down over his stomach, readjusting herself on her knees and elbows. “Can’t have you forgetting me,” she murmured.
“Never a risk of that, but just to be sure, right?”
“Mm-hm,” she agreed, and she used her tongue to draw a line that circled his belly button and dropped down over the thin line of fine hairs below. She readjusted her knees and elbows again and re-twisted her hair into a rope and kissed the tops of his thighs.
“I don’t know of a way,” I said,  “for her to feel free with you without telling her straight up what I want to see happen.”
“She’ll go with me, you know she will, you remember what she got like back then. But you’ll be making her a cheater if you send me down there. It’s not fair to her. She won’t limit herself. She never did.”
“I don’t want her coming back with guilt. I don’t want her feeling like she has secrets from me. The whole point of that conversation we had around that table that night in that apartment of hers was so we didn’t have secrets or guilt.”
“You’re going to have to tell her what you want.”
“That’s fucked, Cody. How does a guy tell his wife he wants her to . . . “
“ . . . fuck another guy.”
“Fuck another guy,” I repeated and stared at the amber glow of my drink. “But you’re not just another guy, though. You’re her ex just like I was her ex when she went to you.”
“You haven’t even thought about what you’re asking me to do, either, you know that?”
I stared at him. He was right. I didn’t think about him as a person in all of this either. “Are you okay with it?” I asked him belatedly, shrugging my shoulders to show him he was right, I overlooked him.
“Her and I. You know we had between us some pretty interesting times.” He emptied his glass and twisted it in place on the table. “We got pretty close to it, her and I.”
“Close to?”
He smirked and looked around the pub. “The sky, the truth, the everything and the all, I don’t know what you want to call it. We took each other there.” He shrugged. “It wasn’t something you can build a life on top of though, so . . . “ He smirked to himself again and nodded.
“I never thought to ask you.”
“I haven’t seen her in the same amount of time that she hasn’t seen me. You know, you always made it out to be me who represented the yin to your yang, as though I was the one who pulled her out and you were the one who pulled her in.” He caught the attention of the server and pointed his finger down at both of our glasses to order another round. “I might have a slightly different take on things,” he said when he turned back to me.
I gestured with my hand for him to put it out there, to explain what he was talking about.
“Did you ever think that maybe it was her that pulled me out? Did you ever wonder if maybe she was the one in the eccentric orbit and that I was the one flung out into space by her, not the other way around?”
“That’s impossible, you were so in your head back then.”
“I was trying to rediscover for myself what she did to me, what world she showed me, and I’ve probably been doing that ever since, too.” The server put down two drinks. He twisted his around and around. “I’ve been looking for her all this time, in a way, you could say. Looking for what she represented. If you put me with her, if you tell me where to find her well away from you, how do you know you aren’t messing up a whole lot more than you think — not just with your wife, but with me too? She represents something to me too — maybe you overlooked that part.”
I had. He was always a fixed figure to me, however eccentrically he flew around in that wide orbit of his. “It never occurred to me that as much as I knew she experienced with you, that you would, of course, have experienced that with her too.”
“Naturally, right?” He clinked his drink against mine. “You want her to get it on with me again so maybe she can get the crazy idea of me out of her mind once and for all. But maybe you will only end up putting that crazy idea of her back in my mind.”
“You won’t do this for me then?”
“Oh I’ll do it for you. But I’m making no promises about what happens after that.”
“What do you mean?”
“Have you thought about the risk of your plan?”
“Risk?”
“You’re letting your wife try the other choice she didn’t make back at that table in that kitchen in that house. You just assume she’s going to come away from a do-over and decide once again that life with you is the life for her. What makes you so certain that’s the way this goes the second time?”
She gently held his hardened cock in her palm and drew her fingertip lightly around the head and when he shivered she giggled and pushed her closed lips hard against the head of his cock until the pressure was too much and she popped his cock deeply all at once into her mouth.
She pulled up with delirium on her face and saliva on her lips. “I’ve waited for this,” she spoke huskily. She shivered and dropped her mouth back down over his cock and took him deeply into her mouth, slipping her tongue up and down on the underside of his shaft inside the world her mouth hot and wet. He arched in his back under her and grimaced and groaned. She pulled up from him, she said “Baby,” in a hoarse whisper, and went back down on him with vigor and enthusiasm, and with tiny moans escaping her throat.
It was her idea, and she tittered when she maneuvered to turn around and lower her hips over his face as she went back down on his cock, and she pushed so he popped again through her tightly-held lips.
He pushed himself up onto his elbows and her body slid down over his. She looked over her shoulder at him and he massaged her cheeks. She undulated from his touch, and with her eyes on his, she lowered her jaw and lowered her hips further down to his. He used his thumb to rim her and she shivered and gasped and held her breath. He gripped his cock and touched her glistening lips with it and she shot her head back and grunted. The anticipation was almost too much.
“Are you saying the first time we did it, it wasn’t a fair choice?” I turned my face sideways to him but, through the corners of my eyes, I glared at him skeptically.
“I”m saying I painted a less-than-stellar picture in the hopes she would not pick me. I was afraid of where she would take me.”
“You were afraid of her?” I had a hard time believing him. But this was Cody. There wasn’t a more honest person I’d ever known.
“She didn’t choose you over me, she chose you over a version of me that I created in order to avoid being her choice.”
“That’s fucked, Cody.”
He shrugged. “It’s what I’ve been living with the last many years.”
“It’s you that wants the do-over.”
“Hey, I was happily living my life, such as it is, when you called me out of the blue. You got us together today. You are the one talking about sending me down to The Keys to find her. It’s you who wanted her to get with me.”
“To get you out of her system.”
“I agree, she can’t go on like this, living with you and dreaming of me, or some version of me. I agree with you, it has to come to a head. I’m just saying, she will never get that version of me out of her system unless she knows the real me, and unless she is free to make that choice — the choice she thought she was making back then.”
I felt trapped. The same rule applied, I knew he was right. She was not going to be able to move forward as long as she was anchored by the dream of Cody, and the only way to cut the chain would be to send her to be with him long enough for her to see what he was in reality.
But at the same time, Cody in reality may well be a different person than what she thought she was rejecting back then — in fact, I was counting on it. I just didn’t take into consideration that the real-life version of Cody was something she wouldn’t reject. I guess I had a dream version of Cody too — and just assumed that that dream version would be the one to show up. It never dawned on me that he may have grown up in the eight years since the table in the apartment. It never occurred to me that he wasn’t in reality what I had dreamed him to be all this time as well — a crazy, world-frolicking, unserious art-clown.
“She’ll choose me,” I said to him.
“She may well do that. But we need to set the table and do it again to be sure.”
I took a long time to respond, but when I did, I said, “We do.” Because he was right.
He toyed with the lips of her pussy, painting them with the tip of his cock, making her laugh and squirm and twist until she gasped, pushed herself up, and lowered herself down again to kiss him, to spread her legs over his hips, and to reach down between their abdomens and squeeze him.
“Do you want to?” she said to him in a low, soft voice, the remaining streams of dying sunlight animating her eyes so close to his.
He stroked his fingertips up and down the skin of her back and around her sides and over the sides of her breasts.
“I never stopped wanting to.”
She smiled, she kissed him, and she let go of his cock. Her pussy opened around his head and she let her body sink down. Slowly his cock disappeared inside her until their pelvises met with a gentle kiss of their own. She gaped her mouth and exhaled long and slowly with a tiny smile stretching out over her lips. She curled like a burning sheet and licked her lips and moaned through her widening smile. She lifted herself on her slowly-straightening arms through her tightly arching back until she faced the nearly gone sun and she danced on him, swaying her hair and her head and her shoulders and her hips against him. “It’s good,” she whispered.
He tightened his grip on her ass and moved against her, pushing his hips up to meet hers with each rotation she moved around on top of him. With each gentle bump of his hips into hers, the curtain of her hair over his face shimmered in the dying light.
“He said what?” Jackie glared at me through fallen strands of blonde.
“I agreed with him, too,” I said to her.
“You both decided this without me?” One of her eyes half closed and vibrated.
“We didn’t plan on having that conversation, but here we are now.”
“A do over?” She pushed the hair back from her forehead and crossed her arms over her chest and looked sideways. She turned her face back to me. “Why would you want me to do that again, anyway?”
I gave her the whole argument. “He doesn’t feel that you were choosing between equal choices, he believes that he misrepresented himself to force your hand.”
"That’s the most fucked-up thing I’ve heard in forever.”
“Nonetheless,” I said, “in the spirit of things from that night back then, it does seem that your choice was not exactly as fair as I guess you and I thought it was.”
“I made my choice.”
“But it was between a real me and some dream version of him.”
“What do you gain from a do-over?”
“I need you to decide — are you going for the career or are you going to go some other direction. You seem stuck. You’ve said so yourself. You’re between worlds — you’re between a dream and reality.”
“So let’s call him up, bring him over.”
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said.
“Why not? It was your idea originally too that night, that whole thing around that table, that was your idea.”
Cody was able to come over. “And pick up a bottle of tequila on your way,” Jackie shouted before I got off the phone with him.
“It’s like old times,” she said, when we finally sat around the kitchen table late at night all over again, having cleared everything else away except the bottle of tequila Cody brought over, and three squat glasses. Just like it was before.
“Everybody starts with downing a double, if I remember correctly,” Cody said.
“So let me get this straight,” Jackie said to me. “Before we get down to business, I just have to know. You were willing to let me go The Keys myself and send this guy,” she pointed at him over her shoulder with her thumb, “down to find me and try to take me?”
I looked at Cody and shrugged. “I did,” I said to her. “It seemed the only way to get you to put that dream aside once and for all and get serious about your career.”
“And what did you think might happen? I mean, he and I were intimate back then as you well know. A lot. And we didn’t break off in the usual way — there was no animosity as you well know.”
“I knew what might happen.”
“Did you? Did you really? How do you know he and I wouldn’t get it on again, just like the old days?” She ignored Cody sitting there right beside us.
I considered my next words carefully. “I thought you might,” I said softly.
“You what?” She heard me, she just didn’t believe she heard me correctly.
I cleared my throat. “I thought you might.”
“You thought Cody and I might have sex down in The Keys and yet you were still going to let me go and send Cody down after me?”
When she put it like that — “have sex” — I realized how insane it sounded. But it was the truth and I nodded, however sheepishly.
She turned to Cody. “And you were down with this plan?”
“Not exactly as he conceived it.”
“Not exactly, but you were down with it.”
“With a slight tweak,” he held his finger and thumb up to his eye and winced.
“And what tweak was that?”
“I wouldn’t pretend to be some wild, untamed and crazy artist again. I would just be myself.”
“Because back then you weren’t presenting yourself honestly?”
“That’s right.”
“You fooled me, in other words.”
He looked at me and I shrugged. Neither of us had thought of it that way. “I guess I did, yeah, you could say that.”
“I could say that, yes, and I am saying that. Only,” she looked at me with a shake of her head. “With a slight tweak.”
We both looked at her doubtfully. “You tried to fool me, sure, but whether you succeeded in fooling me is a different question.”
We all poured fresh rounds and sat silently a few moments. Finally Jackie spoke. “You treated me back then like I was an unaware plaything, like a person with no agency in her life. You gave me this choice between you two like I was some kind of mindless lab rat choosing between cheeses.” She turned to Cody. “You thought you fooled me all these years. Do you think I just see what’s shown me without any critical thought of my own?” She turned to me. “And you thought I just made a bald-faced choice, you over him? Did you think there was no strategy in my mind? Did you think I wasn’t able to think?”
Cody and I looked at each other like we were seeing each other anew for the first time — like we were for the first time seeing each other through Jackie’s eyes.
“There were three people at that table that day, not two people and some mysterious, unaware, simple decision-making single cell creature in a Petri dish. You had a concept of what was going on around that table that day,” she said to me. She turned to Cody, “And you had a concept of what was going on that night too, a different concept than his,” she gestured with her head toward me, “evidently.” She shook her head with a wry grin. “And I had a concept of what was going on around that table as well, my own concept that was different from either of yours. Because why? Because I’m a person like you too, right?” She lifted her arms and widened her eyes at the obviousness of it.
“You,” she said to me, “always thought, still think, in fact, that I have this face I show you and this other face that remains some sort of unspoken alter ego that is holding me back, that is interfering with my life.” She turned to Cody. “And you, you think this alter ego was ready to assert itself and take over my body and to go with you wherever you were headed. So you thought you had to make it seem so dangerous, so out-there, that I’d defeat that dangerous alter ego, choose him instead of you, and save you from going off the deep end too, right there with me.”
She sat back and glared at the both of us. “Meanwhile, do either of you want to know what I was actually thinking?” It was a real question, not rhetorical, as both Cody and I thought it was at first. But her querying expression made us both realize at the same time, no, she really means it, she’s asking if we want to know what she was thinking back then around that little table. I gestured with my hand for her to tell.
“There was no one me and another me, no ego and alter ego. It’s all just one person, one person with a lot of different sides to her. The both of you, you were both locked into this if-then world, this A or B world, Door Number 1 or Door Number 2.” She took her time sipping her drink. “You weren’t two different choices to me, you were just different smears along a continuum. To choose seemed ridiculous to me, it was like you were asking me, Do I want to choose between notes C, D, and E, or F, G, and A? And I was like, but a song uses them all! Why am I choosing?”
I stared into the middle distance unable to respond and so did Cody — maybe the only time I’d ever seen him without something to say.
“I get that you guys can’t let your eyes see it, I understand that your worlds are all about win or lose, who’s first and who’s not. I wasn’t able to say it then, it risked too much, you both might have left me. But maybe I can say it now: Why do I have to choose? I’m not saying I want to rub your face in it,” she turned to me and rubbed the back of my arm. She reached over to Cody’s arm at the same time. “And I’m not saying you have to sneak away with me like it’s something dirty to hide.”
She leaned forward and closer, assessing my face. “You were all set to let me go down to The Keys and be found there by your friend.” She turned to Cody. “And you were all set to find me down there and have me, to take me, the wife of your old friend.” She looked back and forth at the both of us. “So why don’t we just go forward with that plan? The only difference is, instead of just you two planning my life, I’m involved in the plan too, as though I ought to be. The same thing as what you both decided you wanted, is going to happen anyway. You already agreed to it, you’re already both fine with it,” she looked at me. “Only now, you’re getting my agreement on it too. Then I’m not sleeping with your friend behind your back,” she said to me, and then she turned to Cody, “and I’m not cheating on my husband with you.”
She had a point, and yet . . .
She curled and uncurled her hips, engulfing him inside her in time with each of his thrusts up under her. She bellowed with her head back and scrunched her fists into the hair on the sides of his head and gritted her teeth. When he ejaculated into her, she released herself and flew with him.
She finished her business in The Keys as well as her “visit” with Cody. And thereafter, whenever she had a trip out of town to go explore another option for her company, to go test and review the properties, she would take her out-of-town husband with her. And when she came home again, she was with me. It was maybe what should have been the solution back then. Who’s to say? But she put her application in for the HR posting. 




Home Wife, Sea Wife

Celeste was uncertain about scaling the muddy bank. Her tall-heeled tan leather boots weren’t exactly the hardiest for hiking the tundra. Nate dug his treads in and tested his weight before extending his hand back down to her. She squinted at him with hesitation. Big, strong, calloused — ship’s crew hands, she thought. There was good reason to be reticent to clasp it.
They were alone, the deck crewman and the marine scientist, far from the beached ship, clambering up the bank to see the expansive barrens he promised her she’d love.
“Just be careful you don’t do anything stupid,” Brie, her friend at the lab back down south, said to her in a low tone muffled comically by her tight, unmoving lips.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” my wife replied in the same comic voice with a side-pulled grin. She leaned on the trailer with the three big trunks of equipment awaiting the airport porters to collect them off the sidewalk with their golf cart. “I’m married, Brie.” She widened her eyes and dropped her mouth open as though that fact precluded whatever point her friend was trying to make.
“Big, strong working men, far from home, out to sea,” Brie turned her head sideways but kept her narrowed eyes on Celeste’s. “I know you, Celeste, don’t forget that!”
“You’re being stupid,” Celeste looked away from her but she covered her face and her guilty smile breaking out over it with her hand. She glanced back at Brie. “Stop it!” she shouted through laughter. “You’re just jealous!” she said.
She either took his hand or risked sliding back down and landing in the tidal mud on the shore. She took his hand and, as though he had the strength of a horse, he lifted her with one arm right off the ground and swung her up onto the high ground, before he gently set her down.
“It’s the wide open nothingness I love about it,” she had shouted earlier, brushing her long waves of burnt-umber hair off her face where it whipped repeatedly from the steady and howling hard sea wind. She had finished setting up her field lab and home for the next two weeks in a steel cargo container that had been chained to the rear deck of the trawler where the big net wheels used to be.
“It’s nothing like the emptiness of the barrens up there,” Nate said leaning over the taffrail with her. He stared out to the horizon giving Celeste the chance to take her time studying the profile of his face. Ruddy, outdoorsy. At-peace. She could see in the lines around his eyes and mouth, though, that he got there some long and circuitous route.
She sipped her coffee and turned again to stare at the distant green ocean horizon alongside him as the engines vibrated and rattled the steel all around them and the smashing waves sent shudders down the spine of the hull every seven seconds or so.
“You get seasick?” he shouted to the horizon without looking at her.
“Are you kidding?” she grinned. “I was born on the water.”
“Just gets a little rougher further on up we go,” he nodded toward the bow.
Celeste kept a brave face, but she thought it was already pretty rough. Harbor sailing was a hobby since she was a teen. It didn’t get like this down there.
Nate must have sensed her creeping anxiety. Again without looking at her, he said, “Don’t worry about your house there,” he gestured with his head over his shoulder to her steel container. “I cinched it down myself, it won’t go anywhere no matter how much we get tossed around.” He flicked his wrist and threw the remainders of his cup of coffee into the prow wake curling and crashing noisily directly below them.
“Show me the barrens?” she turned to lean her back against the railing. She smiled at him and re-heard her friend Brie’s warning to her.
“When we hit the first station, there’s a good spot up there — I got to climb up and check the batteries and lights and shit. You can come up with me.”
“When do we get there?”
“Soon,” he said, again without looking at her as though it was the wind he was talking to. She watched him in his sagging jeans, heavy work boots, Mac Jack and vest saunter up the side of the ship walking like the deck wasn’t rolling side to side and tossing up and down several feet. It was time to cinch up another sample of seawater from deep below and get it into the jars and label them up for her later microscopic examinations.
She gazed around herself, turning a complete circle holding her hair down to her neck and her elbows tight in close to her ribs. “Oh my god!” she laughed into the wall of wind that blew solidly and steadily in one sweep across the empty landscape. She pulled her open white-and-blue checked shirt tightly around her chest over her white low-swooping t-shirt and looked up at Nate’s far-away gaze with reverence. The sky above was blue-tinged slate grey, the sea yawning out toward the horizon was blue-tinged slate grey and was so similarly toned, the line between them couldn’t be discerned with even a hard squint. The land under foot, flat, featureless, and empty of even a shrub as far as she could see, was also grey. “Nothing!” she shouted at him, and he nodded and grinned with a deeply-set satisfaction. He gazed around as he turned slowly through an entire circle, smiling deeply all the way. Celeste laughed and shrieked.
He began walking inland in a straight, steady line and had she not jogged after him, he would have left her behind without even noticing, it felt like. He carried a backpack with tools to a small bunker sunk into the mossy tundra and knelt to immediately begin unscrewing is lid. The weather station. It was a lot less that what she had in mind.
She turned around to see back the way they came and gasped. She tapped his shoulder and he looked up from his work with some impatience. “The ship!” she cried out. It was already invisible, it’s radar mast and top decks having dropped below the edge of the bank. All around was the same — there was no obvious direction back.
“Don’t worry,” he called up to her with a grin. “I won’t let you get lost.”
She left her hand resting on his massive shoulder as she gazed all around at the wondrous nothingness, reluctant to let him get away from her to even the slightest degree.
When he was done, he threw down a small tarp and pulled out thermoses and containers to set on it.
“What are we doing now?” Celeste asked, coming back in from her study, down low on her hands and knees examining the lichen from an inch up.
“Lunch time,” he announced.
“I didn’t know you brought lunch!” she smiled down at him.
“Don’t usually,” he said, setting out two places. “Thought you might like.”
“I do!” she grinned and sat down beside him. “What do we have?” she asked peering with obvious excitement into the spread he was setting out.
“Cook made a little stew for us last night and some bread and cheese. Some coffee.”
“Wow,” she marveled at it, and at him. “You planned this last night?”
“It’s nothing,” he shrugged. They said nothing more the whole time they ate, and when he was finished, he stretched out on his back beside her with his arms folded under his head.
She looked over her shoulder and down at his prone body. “You love it out here, don’t you.”
“There’s nobody around for a thousand miles in any direction,” he smiled.
“There’s the guys on the ship.”
“Nobody ever comes up here. I’m the only one who ever does it. They think the jokes on me, I’m the only one doing work, they think.”
“It’s beautiful up here.”
“When you lie down, there’s no wind this close to the ground, there’s no sound, there’s nothing. You can’t even feel anything, the lichen here is so thick and spongy. It’s just you and the entire Earth under your back.”
She pulled her hair in a cord around her neck and studied him below her. If he was trying something with her, he was awfully subtle about it.
“So I laid down beside him, like we were in a bed, the biggest fucking bed you could imagine.”
Brie absently twirled her cup in her agile fingers so it scraped its saucer, keeping her sideways eyes on Celeste with the café tunes undulating and the murmur of others low like a distant rumble. “I thought I told you, Celeste!” she groaned harshly at her friend.
“You have no idea how far away it was, how far away it felt. It was like there wasn’t anyone left on the planet, it was like there was no one to give you your identity. It was like you have no self-awareness up there, there’s nothing to put yourself against. No sky, no sea, no land, no sound, no wind,” she paused. “No walls, no trees. It was so fucking empty. Just me and Nate.”
“I get that, Celeste,” Brie widened her eyes at her with a scolding scowl. “But you’re married,” she uttered through closely-held teeth.
“It was incredible,” Celeste tried to clamp her lips tight to keep the delighted, reminded smile from creeping over her face again.
“You’re proud of what you did, look at you!” Brie couldn’t help grinning too.
“I’m not proud,” Celeste scanned around them in the café checking that no one was overhearing them. “It was like I was a totally different person. He is certainly a different kind of man than I’d ever even look at before. It was a different place, like a place without time, the way the sun was always up. It’s two different worlds, Brie,” she tried to make her friend understand. “I’m not this person up there, and the person I am up there, she has nothing to do with who I am down here.”
“You’re going up again aren’t you,” Brie said, shaking her head at her.
“Have to. Ship goes back out Tuesday. Got my lab up there. Science doesn’t do itself you know.”
Brie crossed her arms over her chest. “So if your Vaughn’s wife down here, who are you up there?”
Celeste’s eyes slid around the table and floor and cups and windows like she was back up there, taking in the different surroundings, before she locked her eyes onto her friend’s eyes. She inhaled then pursed her lips as though overcome with a reluctance to say it. Brie just stared until she was ready.
“It feels like,” she leaned in closer so only her friend could hear, “I’m Nate’s wife!”
Brie rolled her eyes and gasped with exasperation. “You are a wife at home!” she growled with real anger.
Celeste was still fighting down her excited girl’s grin. “And a wife at sea!” she said covering her mouth and the wide open smile that pasted across it.
“Oh my god,” she said for not the first time when she laid down beside Nate atop the spongy ground. “You’re right,” she still shouted as though they were still in the wind that moved across them but two feet up.
He rolled his head over toward her and said as softly and quietly as a lover in bed, “It’s like an insulated sound studio, down here,” he barely spoke at all. But she heard every inflection in his voice. “I think maybe the surface of the moving air mass,” he reached his arm up two feet, “acts like a sound baffle.” Their faces were both rolled toward each other and their mouths were six inches apart. “Even if I whisper with nearly no breath,” he said, and she could hear the tiniest click of his tongue and touch of his lips, “you can hear everything.”
“I can!” she whispered back to him. “This is amazing!” she cried out in a hoarse whisper. She clenched her hand around his hand where it laid at his side, and he didn’t pull away. He only held her hand back as though it was the most natural thing in the world — in that world, anyway.
“It almost feels like telepathy,” he said this time so quietly, she wasn’t sure if he made any sound at all, or if indeed, he was speaking right inside her head.
She rolled slowly over onto her stomach and held herself up on her elbows, now with her face as much over top of his as beside his. “How did you discover this?”
He grinned. “I got down really close to the ground once to look at the lichen. Just like you were doing a few minutes ago. When I reached far out with my arm,” he said, showing her with his hand still entwined with hers between their bodies, “and brushed it over the top of the lichen to feel it,” he said, brushing her hand over the soft bristles, “I could hear it.” She could hear it too. She gasped and beamed. “I can hear it!” she whispered to him with her mouth so close to his that she had to look down at his lips.
The sun had broken through the haze and the sky brightened to a white-blue glow all around.
“I thought of saying ‘thank you’ to him for bringing me there,” she said to Brie. “I thought of asking him why he liked it so much.”
Brie just shook her head slowly, grinned slightly, and covered her mouth with embarrassment for her friend.
“I was just going to kiss him once, I mean, I had to do something, he was just so infuriatingly quiet.”
“. . . Oh,” Brie said. “. . . my,” she dragged it out. “. . . God.” She widened her eyes at her friend.
She kissed him. It was one short kiss and then she was going to say “thank you” but he just laid there with a grin, relaxed as a King sprawled over his kingdom, unaffected except for a tiny, infuriating grin. So she smirked at his insouciance and kissed him for real, long and with moans and tongue and soon with fingers and hands, and before she knew it, she was struggling out of her open shirt and pulling him free of his, too.
“You knew we’d end up doing this, didn’t you,” she groaned at him, even as she filched with the button at the waist of his jeans.
“Never,” he assured her, and she realized it was probably true — he didn’t seem the type to bother much with the intrigue of lies or deception. If she stopped what she was doing — which was sitting up to pull her boots off with an exaggerated struggle, and her jeans, which she flopped with excessive drama onto her back to squirm out of — he’d probably, damn him, be just as fine with that too.
“All the way,” he grinned like a boy, as they exposed their bodies to what became a beaming sun.
“All?” she looked at him askance with her thumbs tucked already into the waist of her panties.
“Just feel the sun!” he said with a sigh of such joyous relief, she found him irresistible. They both, completely naked, held hands and rolled back side-by-side onto their backs. Below the moving air was a greenhouse-like effect, with the heat trapped like the sound below the surface.
She rolled her head to his again just as he rolled his to hers. She kissed him, starting all over again, but this time with their clothes off. She rolled on her side and brought her knee up, settling her leg over his, before giggling and pulling it up higher so that she rubbed her leg over his groin, and down again.
It was because he gave her no reaction that she placed her hand on his chest, scrunched her fingers into a fist, before splaying her fingers back out widely, and sliding her hand over his stomach, then his abdomen, and finally, when he inhaled the sunshine itself, she wrapped her hand, cool against its radiating heat, around his cock that betrayed the arousal he wouldn’t show her otherwise.
He stretched his arm out from under his head and settled it down around her back and side, moving his hand up her naked body to play his fingers over her breast and nipple like it was the first one he’d seen, the way he watched his hand move on her in wonder. She pumped his cock very slowly in her fist and looked down at her work the same way he watched his own work on her body.
“Are you sure nobody comes up here?”
“Not in years,” he replied, moving his hand over the rise of her hip, down into the curves of her thigh, and up between her legs. He didn’t seem to find any line to cross between something as innocent as holding hands to pull someone up a muddy bank, and touching with the same hand the most intimate and secretive part of a woman’s body. Of course he would find her wet there — she already knew she was, she got that way the first time she talked to him over the taffrail on the stern of the ship when they were first heading out to sea.
She pushed her leg over his body and pushed herself up on her knees and elbows over top of him. “You’re supposedly working aren’t you, right now,” she said, kissing his chest, his shoulder, his neck, and his chin and cheek.
“I trained them to expect me to take about 90 minutes to do an essentially 30 minute job.” He grinned up at her and let the backs of his fingers trail over her soft, full breasts that hung lightly on his chest.
The naked married woman bit her bottom lip and shook her head at him for his innocent deceptions and she pushed her hand down between their bodies and found his cock again, harder yet. “You make it all feel like such a dream,” she said to him, playfully rubbing the head of his cock against her blazing hot, dew-dripping lips. She wished she wasn’t so obvious, but her body is what it is. “Time that isn’t on anyone’s clock, a place that isn’t on any map, a thin layer of insulated air warm and silent that nobody else knows about,” she puffed a tiny wisp of air out her nose.
She slightly curled her spine and the head of his cock pushed open the lips of her pussy. “Something tells me though that you knew we were going to be doing this,” she smiled crookedly down at him close enough for their lips to brush each others, for the tip of his tongue to play with the tip of her tongue, before she exhaled, clamped her eyes, and groaned. Her body curled again a little, and his cock pushed all the way inside of her smooth as water over a river boulder.
“Fuck,” she sighed against his ear when she laid her head down beside his. His hands wrapped around her small ass and his hips pushed up needfully against hers. She kissed his neck until she couldn’t breathe anymore and he tightened his vice-like hands around her hips. She could feel the tension in his body rise like a storm and she could feel ripples like waves below a hull flow up and down his body that she lay entirely on top of. He tossed her like waves toss a boat and when he lifted her entirely off the ground on his heels and head alone, groaning and expiring like a thunder cloud exploding with rain. She felt it from a tiny spot deep inside her that radiated out, warm and flowing, consuming her from the inside out until she just had to cry out.
They laughed and dressed and made quick trails back to the bank, down the mud, and back up the gangplank onto the trawler.
“You actually fucked him? Are you out of your mind?” Brie was incredulous, but she knew her friend enough to know that she wouldn’t make any part of such a thing up.
“It was just that kind of moment, it was unavoidable.” Celeste shrugged and widened her eyes at Brie but she could not squelch her guilty grin.
“So tell me, was he good?”
Celeste bit her curled-in lips and ducked her head down to look at Brie through the tops of her eyes and the strands of her hair. Finally, she exploded and grabbed her friend’s arm. “Oh my god, Brie,” she whispered harshly. “Best fuck ever,” she mouthed silently but clearly to Brie.
Celeste came into the mess and found the cook. “Just want to thank you so, so much for the lunch you got ready for Nate and me!”
The cook was an older man, but not old. “Nate’s a special guy, I got all the time in the world for him.”
She only meant to thank him and move on, but something in what he said gave her pause. “Why do you say that?” she smiled and shook her head with puzzlement.
“Lot of guys,” the cook wiped his hands in his apron and leaned against the door jamb, “they’ve all got their reasons to want to get lost out here.”
“I don’t know if it’s getting lost, exactly,” Celeste replied, recoiling her chin at the strangeness of what he said.
“Well,” he smiled like there was so much to say, “for some it is.” He shrugged once as though he thought better of elaborating and turned to go back to his work on the large stainless steel counter.
Celeste watched him a few more seconds and turned away herself. But she stopped. “Oh, hey,” she said. “I couldn’t find my charger wire and Nate leant me his. I can’t find him — want to give it back.”
“He’s off shift,” the cook said not looking up from the massive pillow of dough he threw down on the floured table.
It was so hard to keep track of the shifts — he worked 6 hours on, 6 off, around the clock for the whole two weeks they were out at a time. “Which is his room, I’ll just go give it back.”
“He’s probably sleeping,” the cook looked up at her with a long, half-grinning look. She wasn’t dissuaded but dangled a charge wire from her hand.
“It was mine, it wasn’t borrowed,” she said to Brie. “I didn’t plan it, I didn’t plan anything, it all just happened.”
“We call them cabins, by the way,” the cook finally relented, and he gestured with his head down the hall that stretched out from the internal doorway she’d never gone through before. “Number 4, port side.” Her eyes shot around. “Left side of the boat, your right if you’re walking to the stern.” He paused. “Walking to the back.”
She smiled. She should know these things, she prided herself on her seaworthiness. It’s just, sailing a one-person hull around the harbor was hardly the same as plowing the rolling high seas two weeks out.
She turned the wheel and watched with wonder as the steel tabs retracted from the slots and the oval-cornered slab of steel released from its rubber seals and swung heavily open. She stepped high and carefully over the steel edge of the wall below the door opening and closed it up the same way behind her, twisting the wheel like she was entering a bank vault.
The four doors were labelled simply enough, with big plain hardware-store numbers nailed to them. She somehow expected something more nautical. She tapped at his door once, twice, and a third time before checking over her shoulder, sucking in a lungful of air, and pushing it open.
It was completely dark — an absence of light entirely — inside, especially when she quickly, silently, pushed the door closed again.
“Nate!” she whispered. “Nate!” she tried again.
“Follow my voice,” she heard him say in a low groaning tone.
“What were you doing in there!?” Brie was despondent.
“I told you, I wasn’t planning anything, I wasn’t thinking at all.”
“That is obvious, girl!” she said.
Celeste laughed to herself and felt ahead like a blindfolded walker. “This is so fucking dark!”
“I seal off my door and window,” he said. “I like it like this.”
“There is just no light at all!”
“Don’t need light.”
“It doesn’t even feel any different if my eyes are open or shut!”
“Keep coming this way,” he replied.
She bumped into the edge of his bed with her shins. “Ouch!” she exaggerated it.
“Come in,” he said, holding his blankets open.
“Wait a sec,” she said, and she felt around the bed to find the edge. She ignored the fact she felt his nude body and sat on the edge to take her clothes off. She didn’t bother folding them or draping them over a chair. Finding a chair would be impossible. They fell where she let them go and she rolled back and over and bumped into him and laughed with squeals and giggles.
“I missed you,” she said to him.
“Time stretches out up here,” he replied.
“Not the only thing,” she said, and she grabbed his cock and snorted and squeezed and pulled on him. She held it in one hand and petted it with her other, even as it grew longer, harder, thicker, and hotter.
“Do you think anybody knows?” she said, rubbing her thumb over the top of his now-straining cock.
“We’re all pretty practiced in minding our own business out here,” he said.
“Nobody wants to know you mean?”
“We actively un-know things. We un-learn them.”
She stared into the complete abyss of blackness. Her eyes were not getting used to it, there was still entirely no light at all. She pushed herself under him as he rolled on his side and eventually on top of her. She played with his cock where it dangled from between his legs and when she sensed his arm near her mouth, she quickly rolled her head and stole a bite and a kiss on some part of his skin. “How do you do that?” she was almost afraid to ask.
His arms were huge and his shoulders felt, under her touch, big as soccer balls. She dragged her delicate nails over his chest that was as big as armor. She turned her wrist upside down and felt up against the hard, regular ridges of his stomach with her palms and fingertips.
“First you think of the memory. You draw it out, you play it out to all the edges. The complete memory, as much as you can.”
She raise her knees up his hips and she folded her legs around his back. She continued to pull and massage his cock, even as the tip of the head touched her thigh, touched her abdomen, even touched the tender skin between her leg and her pussy.
“Then, when you have the complete picture, you tell yourself, you convince yourself, it was a dream you had. You laugh at it,” he said, his body hard from his shoulders to his thighs. She pressed her heels, locked together into his lower back, and her hips lifted lightly from the bed.
“You add crazy dream like things to it, funny monsters like, or you put it in some bizarre location where it doesn’t belong.”
She pulled her hips up higher and her pussy lips, of course ready for him again, long since ready, folded gently around the head of his cock, smooth, wet and warm. She moaned out loud as she desperately pushed up with her hips harder and higher, taking him inside herself.
Still he remained on his hands and knees over her like some slab of marble. “You do that, over and over, and each time, you make it a crazier place, each time yo make it with crazier animals or different people, maybe even change the order of things the way they happened. You make it absurd.”
She gasped with a shaky inhalation and pulled with her arms around his massive shoulders until she was entirely lifted from the bed and hung from his massive body by her arms and legs, and like that, she thrusted her pussy up against his pelvis, milking him with her body.
She couldn’t see his face but she could tell his eyes were clamped shut and his mouth was pulled in a tight grimace. She whimpered and she grunted, she threw herself up against him so hard. Finally, he leaned his head down and gently laid her on the bed and kissed her yearning mouth. “That’s how you un-learn,” he said.
He rolled over but she quickly followed him and got on top to ride him. The ship was in motion, on the way to the next station, and it rolled side to side between the shudders flowing stem to stern as the hull dove down into the face of waves, and thrusted back up off the crest that passed below it. The thunderous explosions of the hull smacking the angry sea made her wonder if the ship might simply fall apart, but riding Nate below her, his focus entirely on her, made her realize, it was a normal sea for him and it was routine for the ship, too, no doubt.
She could hear other men right outside the shut porthole window and the crack of tools or the slamming of doors as they kept themselves busy during the lull of clocking time across the open sea. Nate’s hands roamed her breasts and his mouth owned hers, when he yearned for a kiss.
The got up from the bed. He unscrewed the stays of his steel porthole window and eased it open for light to spread through his cabin. She leaned over his small desk and propped her elbows on the wall and her chin on the sill.
“It’s beautiful,” she said, looking out at the roiling sea. Nate came behind her and hugged her, wrapping his massive arms around her slight body. He lifted her off her feet and she entwined them behind her like a vine around his legs. She watched the men work on a cinch even as sprays of sea hit the window and washes of frustrated waves crested the deck. Nate spread her ass with his hands entirely wrapping around her thighs and he gently, but insistently, entered her again from behind. Her body couldn’t have been bigger than his arm, her whole body. Yet, though his cock was proportionately big, she was amazed that, once used to it, she took it entirely inside her without a problem.
“How big?” asked Brie.
Celeste looked around and held her hands apart, checking with her gaze against her memory, and she separated her hands further. She also circled both her hands together to indicate to her friend the girth.
Brie gaped and erupted with a chuckle of surprise and looked away embarrassed. “Are you serious?” she grinned back at her.
“Big,” Celeste mouthed to her, and she raised her eyebrows high, closed her eyes, and opened her mouth with an expression of deep sexual satisfaction as though she were experiencing yet another orgasm with Nate all over again.
It was dinner time and he said to her, “When we go in, you just sit with me.”
“But I always eat after you guys. With the cook and the captain.”
“Today, you eat with me. Some of the guys, I overheard them.”
“Saying what?”
“Just sit with me.”
As he lead her in, he took her hand in his huge hand. It was too big to pull free. He walked to the utensils drawer, he walked to the soup urn, he walked to the table all the time holding her hand. Everybody else just kept their heads down and ate.
“He didn’t hold my hand like that again in the mess, but nor was there any further talking about me from anyone,” Celeste told Brie.
“You ate with him everyday after that?”
“I moved into his room with him.”
“What the fuck?” Brie dropped her jaw.
“I still did my work, I stayed on top of everything!” She shook her head back at her friend. “He had his job, I had mine. I was able to do mine whenever, so I was able to follow his schedule. With him.”
“Six hours this, six hours that.”
“Six hours working. And yeah,” she looked away and around the cafe before coming back with her gaze to Brie.
“And six hours fucking,” she said.
“Not all the time,” Celeste made a sour expression.
“Most of the time.”
Celeste shrugged and grinned. “Most of the time.”
“What are you going to do now?”
“What do you mean?” Celeste pulled her white hat tighter down her head.
“Well what, this guy is supposed to be just fine with you going away now?”
“He’s off too, for two weeks.”
“Where does he go?”
Celeste scrunched up her face and looked away.
“Oh my god, no,” Brie recoiled and dropped her jaw with disgust. “He’s married!?” she hissed.
“I don’t know, yes, we didn’t talk about that, I guess he is, maybe, sort of.”
“Maybe sort of?”
“Home wife, I guess,” Celeste shrugged sheepishly.
“Sea wife,” Brie replied, pointing accusingly at her friend.
Celeste shrugged again. “Sea wife,” she agreed softly.
“And what about when Vaughn finds out, because they always do. You can’t keep secrets like that!” Brie was nearly livid.
Celeste pursed her lips again and searched with her eyes around the table and floor before pulling her shoulders up and squealing a tiny squeal.
“He knows?” Brie leaned forward incredulously.
“I told him. Not all the details. But . . . like you said, I can’t keep that kind of secret from him.”
“And he said what exactly?”
Celeste shrugged. “He’s an anthropologist. He studies mating and,” she dipped her head sideways, “unconventional, alternate, you know, horizontal integrations . . . “
“He lets you!?” she popped her eyes wide and dropped her jaw hard.
“As long as the two worlds have no chance of meeting, he says he understands.”
“And you believe him?”
She leaned over and whispered across the table after she pulled Brie down with her close. “He gets off on it!” she grinned sideways.
“. . . no,” Brie squinted hard. “ . . . fucking,” she curled her lips in. “ . . . way!”
“He likes when I tell him. Every detail.” She looked sideways while people passed. Then she whispered to her friend, “He jerks off when I tell him.” 




Just My Vivid Imagination

Bare fluorescents buzzed and flickered above the leaking insulated pipes and drum-like ducts shooting at incalculable angles that criss-crossed the high ceiling. Along the sweating primer-painted cinder-block walls were aged and beaten tin garbage cans holding assortments of mops and brooms leaning against pipes and valves and yellowed-glass and cracked gauges. A faucet permanently ran in a tiny stream into the rust- and green-stained base of a tub sink. On the far wall was a deeply grooved workbench with a vice and a grinder bolted to it, and lengths of cut pipe, wrenches, rubber tubes and screw drivers lay abandoned over it.
The distant, vaguely menacing rumble of a boiler filled the echo chamber, as did various ticks and taps of fans, ventilators, and metal expanding and contracting with heat. It was hot in there and it stank of grease, fuel, and ammonia. Every surface was laid thick with dust stuck to layers of grime. One sound, however, rose above all others, not for its volume, which was low, nor for its pitch, which was high. It was the one sound that didn’t belong in a school custodian’s boiler room.
It was a woman hiccuping, only the hiccups came once per second, not once per breath, and they rose in pitch instead of staying the same. About once a minute, the rising tension they told of was only partially relieved by a long, exhaling groan, muffled by a hand, perhaps, or imperfectly closed lips. But that would only begin the next cycle of more rapid, harsher hiccups reaching yet higher notes. The pattern was irregularly broken by an occasional titter or murmur, the exact words of which were indecipherable to me no matter how I cocked my ears and pressed the side of my face against the cold cement wall around the corner from the steel case of the boiler where it was bolted to the middle of the floor with 2 inch-wide bolts.
I may not have been able to make out the words, but I could make out the voice. It was Jasmine, my 28-year-old wife of two years, an education assistant at that school. And the other voice? A man named Dusty, a school district maintenance technician who went from school to school in his white school board-marked pick-up truck recording gauge readings and checking valves and pipes. I met him in passing once, in the school parking lot where I surprised my wife for a dinner out. She walked with him from the school to the parking lot before noticing me and introducing us. It was his voice that I recognized in the damp, heated, and stinking boiler room.
My wife left home that morning in a tucked-in black cashmere deep-V-neck sweater, a black with white polka-dot godet skirt, and mauve pumps with leather bows on the toes. I circled my lips to measure and regulate my breathing and I closed my eyes and pressed my palms into the cold sweating wall behind me like someone ready to come out shooting. I slowly rotated my shoulders and carefully bent at my waist, twisting my head robotically in one smooth motion, lifting my eyelids slowly as though to shield myself from the potential radiation of what I was about to expose myself to.
I examined the scene against the cold, vibrating steel of the boiler under the harsh white lights high above, and retracted my gaze just as slowly back around the side of the stacked and mortared rows and columns of cinder blocks. What I’d seen was this: The back of a large man, 6’1, 6’2 perhaps, wearing garden-green coveralls, opened up so the top half, sleeves and all, hung upside down from his hips, a grey t-shirt with some heavy-metal band name long since faded across the back, heavy tan leather workbooks, and short, black hair. A bright red cloth peeked out from his right ass pocket. The hands cinched it: huge and powerful. He shook my hand in the parking lot that day and I nearly fell to my knees to beg for mercy.
Wrapped around him but obscured from my sight was another body. The arms were dressed in long, black cashmere sleeves, the legs, bare, came to feet clad in mauve pumps and locked at the ankles around the man’s waist, and the body pressed back against a long skirt hiked high up around her waist, black with white polka dots. The dress wasn’t set against the greasy steel itself, but the beautiful couple had thrown a thin painter’s drop cloth over it.
With the back of his head to me and her face hidden by his colossally wide frame, I was safe enough leaning back out to watch more fully, more immersively the striking tableau. Her fingernails, done in near-white gloss with silver flecks, long and carefully shaped, sculpted you might say, contrasted with the upper thighs of his loose, paint- and grease-stained dull green coveralls, torn here and there as though snagged by electrical wire and holed in lines as though by splashed welding sparks. Her ankles, narrow, her shoes, feminine, her calves, toned and tight, contrasted with his pocked, discolored, patchy, and hairy skin exposed where his grey t-shirt had been roughly pushed up over his beer-and-wings torso. It was only when I stood in the same room that I heard his low, selfish grunting, as timed and regular as my wife’s light and high hiccups, together making for a symphony of stellar repugnance.
I entered the scene in the basement of the school in the middle of afternoon at, evidently, the climax, so to speak. How my wife snuck off from her duties in the classrooms above, who lead who down into the hidden room, whose keys were used to open the doors, how long they spent kissing, murmuring, feeling each other up or getting down with each other, were mysteries to me. He bounded into her standing solidly with his boots planted wide on the absorbing black rubber mats, jerking his hips in a simple one-move dance. Her body, so much lighter, bounced away from his and only remained in place, widely spread in every way, by the faltering strength of her fingers and feet clutching to his thighs and back. She’d moved on from the hiccups and was now only rapidly repeating loud moans that emerged into cries, and momentary chuckles when these were muffled by his heavy, calloused hand.
All voices stopped at once but the fucking continued, now right in front of me by only three feet. Her hair, long and black, shimmered in waves with each solid, paced thrust he planted deep and hard between her legs. Her nails curled into his flesh and her thighs flexed. He stumbled and shifted and his knees bent when he shuddered and grunted like a shot bear, and simultaneously she groaned long and deep like a falling singer. I could see the point of primary contact between his legs. His thick, hard, veiny cock, slick and shining with her glisten, trembled and held still and deep in those final few seconds, before white cum erupted like hot lava around the plugged hole of her pussy, and it ran out and down his legs and hers, and over the painter’s drop cloth, down onto the exposed steel of the boiler casing, and finally onto the rubber absorbing mat beneath him.
They rushed to leave, but when she turned to blow him a kiss from the door back out into the hallway where classrooms and staff rooms and libraries were, he held up in his fingers that bright red fabric he pulled from his rear pocket. She laughed with surprise, dashed back toward him and reached for it, but he teased her and pulled it higher so she had to leap for it. He let her catch it. She rustled her long skirt back up around her thighs and stepped into her recovered panties, and pulled them tightly up over her ass before leaning against him lightly with her forearms pressed to his chest and her delicate long fingers draped over his shoulders, to lift herself on one toe, her other leg folding so high up behind her the heel of her shoe touched the ass of her skirt, and she kissed him. And then, like a sprite, she was gone. His business at the school concluded, he exited the steel outside door, waded through children playing ball games, and with his head down, he made his way to the parking lot and his white pickup truck.
I’d always been told that I had a vivid imagination even long before I knew what that meant and certainly before I understood that most people control the imagery that plays out in their minds. Mine was more dream-like in the sense that I can’t make it stop or direct it in any way. I merely saw his pickup truck back in my wife’s school’s parking lot one afternoon as I travelled to a site to examine the property in my role as city planning field staff. But also like a dream, it all took place during one red light.
I came home to find Jasmine already home by a couple of hours, as usual. Her work day is shorter than mine. “How was your day?” I said.
She was in the kitchen examining the contents of the freezer. “Uneventful, thank goodness,” she droned without turning. She was in a bathrobe indicative of having just taken a shower.
“I’m gonna grab a shower too,” I said. I needed to clear — clean — my mind no less than my body and I hoped the shower could do both.
“I hope there’s enough hot water for you too,” she turned and propped the heels of her hands behind her on the smoothly curved edge of the counter. Her knot had slipped and her robe, pastel muted pink, thick, plush, and long, had slightly parted all the way down the center of her body from her neck to her groin. She dragged her bottom lip out from between her teeth in which she curled it and popped her dilated eyes widely at me. “I felt dirty today.”
“Is that right,” I replied, stopped at the hallway, turned with my hand on the cold wall.
“Uh-huh,” she covered her nearly bald pussy with both her cupped hands. But when I looked down the shadow-obscured front of her body, I could see her fingers of her right hand, though hidden by her left, moving slightly and rhythmically.
“Why is that?” I inquired after hesitating a couple of beats. It was not the time for life-altering revelations.
She only turned around and leaned her hips into the edge of the counter. “Nothing I can think of,” she said with her face down and her hair falling in strands over it.
I came back into the kitchen and pulled her hair back and tugged at the loose thick collar of her robe. “Nuh-uh,” she said in a quiet, breathy tone. “Wash yourself first.”
I retreated unbuttoning and undressing all the way.
When I came out, I found her dressed in a tight, white pencil skirt and white halter with a short-cut denim jacket, dangling a small pink purse on a silver snake chain. “There’s nothing at all in the freezer to cook, you have to take me out!” she grinned.
I squinted and jutted my jaw crookedly. When the towel around my waist slipped loose and began to fall, she snatched at it, set it back up around my waist, and re-tucked it. She lifted herself on her be-jewelled platform sandals and popped a playful kiss on the tip of my nose. “It’ll be like when we dated — remember? You had to wine and dine me before you got in my pants!” she laughed and she pressed her finger to my nose and twisted around to strut to the door knowing I was watching her like a model.
“Hurry, you know I don’t like waiting!” she said without turning, knowing I was listening.
At the restaurant, she said, “When we were dating at first, did you know I was going to let you take me that time I finally did?”
It was a good question. What was my state of mind coming out of that movie downtown, a mere two-block walk to my little one-bedroom? “You can see the ocean from my window,” I said at the time.
She tightened her fingers around mine and pulled down hard on my arm. She twisted around and put her eyes directly on mine. “Why don’t you show me?” she said, and when I hurried our pace to catch the green and cross the street into the forest of high-rises, she clipped along beside me hugging her body tightly against mine. Did I know we were going to cross the threshold that night?
“Not quite a yes,” I had to admit to her, “but I thought I was solidly in the maybe category with you.”
She wisped a puff of air out her nose. “But you were uncertain.”
“Did you know you were going to?”
“No,” she grinned. “I knew going up to your place was going to create certain expectations. I guess I was feeling like maybe the expectations were justified by that point.”
“Why are you asking?”
“There’s that feeling we had, when you don’t know, and then just when it crosses over to when you do know, whatever that would be called, I miss that feeling.”
“High hopes?” I chuckled.
“Yeah, no, it’s more than a hope, it means more than that. There’s an ambiguity, but it’s exciting. You aren’t sure what’s going to happen.”
“Like a cliff-hanger,” I said.
“That’s closer to it,” she smiled dreamily. “The thing that makes you need to stay up and watch the next episode. I just wish there was a nicer-sounding term for it.” By the time we got home, she said she would have loved to get “busy,” but that she was tired. But she did want to show me something that arrived — “it’s just an outfit I ordered.”
I was supposed to wait in bed while she put it on in the bathroom. “Don’t get any ideas,”  she called through the door. “I just want your honest opinion.”
She flicked the light out before she opened the door. It was already dim in the bedroom with just my bedside lamp on. She opened the door but hid behind it. “I’m shy,” she called through the darkness.
“Should I close my eyes?”
“No,” she chuckled. She emerged into the light and squeezed her knees together and wriggled her shoulders with her hands twisting together behind her back. She spun around on high white platform pumps with stiletto heels. She was dressed in a transparent floral-patterned white lingerie jumper with a present-like bow in wide white ribbon tied at her back where the low-drooping back came down to nearly her ass. It had light, frilly lace sleeves that barely covered her shoulders and a frilly lace bottom that barely covered her ass and pussy. She’d done her long black hair up in a pony tail and tied it with a matching thin white ribbon. She walked past the foot of the bed to the window on the other side of the room, and turned away from me again to press her body against the open floor to ceiling glass.
She turned her face over her shoulder and pulled her bottom lip down with her finger and tittered there, dragging her gaze up and down my form under the sheets. “Is it nice?” she asked.
I could barely reply and she laughed bashfully and covered her face with her hands to inhale and steady herself. She walked again in those very high heel shoes unsteadily across the foot of the bed again and kept staring at me with come-hither eyes as she dragged her painted nail across the sheet. “What if I came up to your place back the nand dressed like this for you,” she said. “Would you know then?”
It was a startling question coming from her especially. It was not in her personality to openly and freely discuss sexuality. “I think I’d know, yeah,” I said.
“I think so too,” she nearly whispered, before retreating again behind the bathroom door, only to re-emerge in her usual pjs to leap and fling herself into bed with me and wrap her arms around me and kiss me and nuzzle against me.
A few days later, I was up the far side of town where the strip malls, gas stations, and box stores start. It used to be the old highway into the city and you could still see some of the old neon-signs of the small, squat motels that used to cater to the tourists that used to arrive along that strip. These were mostly just land-holdings now, developers of big box retailers awaiting the final passing of the never-give-up grandmas and grandpas who still operated them.  I do land use studies, so of course I’d know them all, and on every trip out that way, I’d gauge their state of repair, look for business in their parking lots, and seek for signs of impending change.
That’s when I spotted a white school board-marked pickup truck parked in a slanted slot outside the last door in the long row of rooms at the Sleepy Day Inn and Motor Court. It was around noon. I moved at ease over a lane and slowed to make the right turn onto Gerard. Behind that motel was a large strip of well-treed and shady land that at one time was a campsite with motorhome hook-ups but had since been overgrown and largely reclaimed by nature. Adjoining it was the vast parking lot of an outlet mall.
I parked where no other cars were, along the forested edge nearest the motel and got out. I leaned over the roof of my car and could see, barely through the foliage, the rough outline of the low motel from the back. I scanned around and noted no nearby cars and no nearby people. I put my hands in my pockets and sauntered as though out for a stroll into the thicket of bushes and branches. Half way through the shaded grove, I could see the last back window of the 10 units. It was the only one through which there was light coming out. The scramble of bushes was so thick, all you’d see out the window would be leaves and branches. You’d have no inclination to close the curtains.
I gave wide berth to the window of interest and moved stealthily to the left and through the bushes mindful of drawing no attention from the residence on the far left of the structure. Once against the back wall of the motel, I moved closer to the far end. When I got to the last window, I pressed the back of my head against the wall and checked my wrist for my pulse. It was fast and hard. I looked in every direction to see if anyone was able to see me. I was invisible, though.
I leaned out a few inches and confirmed that the curtains were open. I slid down and moved facing the wall until my eye entered the corner of the window. It revealed a narrow space between a bathroom door to the right and a closet door to the left. I could see just the last few inches of the foot of the bed. I could see nothing on it, though, not even sheets — just the one sheet covering the mattress. The bed, however, was moving.
To my amazement, the window latch was clearly open. I merely touched the old, peeled wood frame of the single glaze glass and, from a hinge on top, it swung in and open. Startled, I slowly retracted and noticed an eye screwed into the frame above, and a hook dangling from the window. I took a deep breath and pushed it all the way, finding it easier than expected to flick my finger around the edge and hit the eye with the hook.
I retreated and crouched and gave it a few minutes. But nobody heard it, nobody noticed it, and nobody came to check out the suddenly opened window. I stood at it, noticed the bed still moving, and without any effort at all, I pulled myself up, I bowed over the top edge, and I swam through the window, landing on my hands and like a salamander I climbed to the floor and moved special forces-like to the closet door that opened as well without making a sound, and I stole myself inside, shutting it behind me.
My timing was lucky. No sooner had I gently pulled the bifold doors closed on myself, than I heard laughter and a voice loud and close, eventually passing right by my slightly ajar doors. It was my wife. She had said, “I want to show you something!”
I heard a voice from the bed —unmistakably Dusty’s. “Can’t wait baby!”
She tittered and shut the bathroom door opposite where I peered from. When she came out, she was wearing what I’d already seen her in: the thin white jumper lingerie, the absurdly tall platform hooker shoes. I gasped nearly audibly. She hid behind the wall to peek out at him laying on the bed.
“I’m too shy now,” she giggled. I could have reacher her ass I was that close behind her.
“It’s just me here, baby,” he said, lying to her, but of course he wouldn’t have known better.
She stepped out and twirled around and held her hands behind her back tightly, pulling her shoulders back. “Do you like it?” she said.
“Get over here!” he barked appreciatively and she squealed, she clapped and covered her face, and she wiggled as much as walked in tiny steps atop those tall shoes to the foot of the bed.
I could see it all from the seam between the hinge side of the closet door with my cheek against the cold, internal wall. She laughed lazily and dragged herself up over his body laying atop the sheets on his back. I swiveled my eyes left and saw his clothes draped over a chair at the little table under the front window. I swiveled right again when my wife arrived, finally, at his head. She ducked her head down and placed her lips on his as lightly as you would touch the wings of a moth. She sat back and landed on her haunches and tittered again, twisting her body and reaching up and over her head to pull the tie out of her pony tail. She swished her hair and pushed her hands through it, loosening it and roughing it up. She ducked down low over his face again and this time, with her hair forming curtains around their faces, she kissed him long and sweetly, allowing the tiniest of moans to escape her throat.
I was startled by his hands, their size and strength, and how huge they looked as they landed on her back and dragged down over the finery of her lingerie to her narrow waist that he wrapped around and, if he tried, could no doubt meet thumbs and fingers completely around. My wife drifted down his body, dragging her hair over his chest and kissing a trail down his stomach and then further yet. She laughed and she cooed and she purred and she moaned. She licked with just the pointed tip of her tongue from the base of his cock up to the tip, and she growled at him. She gripped his cock and opened her mouth freshly touched up with clear gloss, and she wrapped her lips around his head and pushed as though it was a tight fit, until he popped into her and hit the back of her throat.
He tugged her hair and he messed it up. He yanked on it and she moaned disapprovingly but it was muffled by his cock buried in her mouth. She finally pulled up and off of him and tsk-tsk’d him.
“So impatient today!” she shook her head.
“Only got a 48-minute lunch,” he said, wrapping his huge paws around her small ass.
“You have to warm a girl up, you know, you can’t just expect to have your way,” she said, reaching down between their abdomens and wrapping her delicate fingers around his stiff, erect shaft. He pushed his hips up and the big bulbous head of his cock pushed against the fabric of her jumper between her legs and she yelped and laughed.
“You’re going to tear a hole in it!” she squealed and she pulled it aside for him.
“I want what’s mine,” he growled through a grin.
“You’re not gentle at all,” she whined in complaint, but she also let go of his cock and lowered her hips to touch the head of his cock with her pussy lips. They dropped dew on him before they kissed him, opened for him, and slid around him, down, down over his shaft until, with a high-pitched and pained chirp, she pressed her pelvis hard against his. His cock was completely buried inside her.
My wife rode him faster and harder. She struggled to pull up her knees and got onto her feet, squatting over him, reaching back to press her hands into his thighs. He roamed his hands over her proffered body as she rapidly bounced hard against his groin. She turned around on him without disengaging and ended up on her chest and elbows nearly facing me straight on, peering out from the shadows of the closet. He laid his large frame over top of her tiny body and entered her from behind, making her face contort and her mouth silently scream. He rammed himself so hard the bed skidded on the floor.
She rolled over on top of him so they both faced the ceiling and she spun her body to lay her head down on his chest and balance her entire body on top of his. He wrapped his big prison-like arms around her body from below and I could see up between her spread legs his cock in and out of her as she writhed and squirmed on him, seemingly insatiable for his cock snaking up and back deeply into her.
He suddenly got serious and manhandled her, throwing her around the bed and spreading her limbs. She took it, she made herself a rag doll for him. He put her down on her elbows and knees and, kneeling behind her, he hauled her up to his hips by the ass. She braced herself like she knew what was coming. When he entered her carefully, her fists twisted in the sheets until her knuckles turned white. Her face contorted sideways and I tilted mine sideways too to see in her expression such deep grimacing pain. He lifted a foot beside her knee and pushed further. She groaned and yelped.
“Too much?” he asked.
She was huffing and puffing and crying with little yelps. “No, keep going,” she emitted in a tiny, high-pitched voice.
“Sure?”
She had reached behind herself and tapped his leg with her light finger. He pressed forward and she gasped hoarsely and slapped at the sheets with her open hand.
With little warning, he trembled and grunted and nearly fell over top of her back.
“Cum,” she could barely say through her heavy breath. He grunted and twitched and landed heavily on her body. Her neck stretched up and her jaw dropped down. It looked to me like she had just died.
As they dressed she said, “You didn’t warn me you were going to do that.”
He pulled his fly up and yanked on the waist of his paints hard enough to nearly lift himself off the floor. “You didn’t warn me you were going to dress like a slut for me, so that’s on you I think.”
She tittered and bit her lip and gently pressed herself up to kiss him lightly on the cheek. “Drive us back, hurry. And don’t go in the parking lot if anyone is there.”
They both slipped quickly out the door. I opened the closet and surveyed the wreckage. I was nearly caught when my wife came darting back in, but she didn’t see me escape into the bathroom. She had forgotten her phone on the bedside table. I heard the truck rumble to life and I heard the second door of the truck slam shut. I went to the front window curtain and pulled it slightly aside. I could see through the truck back window my wife was in the middle of the truck bench seat, kissing the man on his cheek as he maneuvered out of the parking lot.
Or so I saw in my mind’s eye from the front seat of my car staring through the woods at the obscured shape of the back of the old motel. I never got out of my car. When I got home after work, she was again fresh out of the shower. She didn’t usually shower after arriving home from work. It happened now maybe twice a week but there was no pattern to it.
“Felt dirty again today?” I said to her coming up behind her to hug her where she stood in her plush robe at the fridge staring in.
“I did,” she said with an emphatic voice the way you would to a child.
“Seems to be happening fairly often these days.”
“It is,” she said again in that voice, turning inside my arms and pressing her face to my neck and ear. “Can’t seem to help it,” she whispered in my ear before licking and biting it.
“I can’t seem to help imagining reasons either,” I said to her, rocking our bodies together.
She leaned back against my arms locked together in her back to consider me with a doubtful expression. “Meaning?”
“That nighttime thing you modeled for me has got me climbing the walls.”
She snapped her tongue against the roof of her mouth and lightly slapped my chest and shook her head. “It tore, the cheap thing! I have to fix it now.”
“What? How did it tear?“
“Well,” she leaned her face against my chest. “I was trying it on again to make sure you’d like it, and when I pulled it up my legs, my toe caught in the crotch of it and put a big hole right through it!”
“That’s terrible,” I said gazing over her head into the empty middle distance.
“Anyway, I had fun with it, and this way I can try another one.”
“Can still put it on for me, I don’t mind if there’s holes all over it.”
“Don’t be silly,” she said. “Anyway, I felt like washing it, so I don’t think so — it’s still wet.”
“You washed it just from trying it on twice?”
“Uh-huh,” she said absently and she slipped my embrace and dawdled down the hallway to the bedroom.
I peeked in the laundry room down the hall. I saw it there, on top of her clothes from the day, not washed yet.
“You sure you can’t put it on for me?” I nosed my way through the nearly closed bedroom door while she was dressing.
She was in white panties and a man’s oversized flannel work shirt she was finishing buttoning up to the top. It wasn’t mine — I’d never seen it before. “You’ll just have to use your vivid imagination,” she grinned, before pushing the door closed with her outstretched leg and her pointed foot and toes.
A few days later, I was on my way to a property near our own place toward the end of the day. I didn’t have time to pop in, but I knew Jasmine would be home already. I had no reason to swing by our street and I knew I already drove myself crazy enough with that vivid imagination of mine. It’s not like I needed fresh material to keep driving myself nuts with.
I cruised by our house nonetheless. My wife’s car was in the driveway as expected. Behind it was a white pickup truck with school board markings.




I Treated My Wife

Propped up against the headboard on the hotel room bed pretending to be absorbed by the news channel, I surreptitiously watched Clara get ready through the open bathroom door. She had on a new matching set of dusty pink floral-patterned full-cup lace bra and low-riding hipster panties with a delicate scalloped edge around her legs. Her hips were pressed into the edge of the bathroom counter and her waist was bent enough to bring her delicate face close to the mirror where she flicked her wrist to do her lashes dark and long.
“When do you leave?” she said, knowing without looking that I was there.
“I think seven should get me to the airport in time,” I said.
“So sad.” She tilted her head to consider her face and searched the counter for her eyeliner.
“Par for the course,” I sighed. “It’s why I’m paid the big bucks, I guess.”
She stepped back out of the bathroom door still holding her eyeliner at the ready near her face. “I can go back with you, I don’t mind.”
“You have to stay — there’s no refund now. You have to get the whole experience, at least one of us gets to.”
She dropped her head sideways sympathetically and pulled a pursed grin. “Aw sweetheart. I’ll tell you all about it.”
“All,” I said. “And I’ll hold you to it.”
“When’s your friend’s reservations again?” She went back into the bathroom and drew her eyes darkly.
“Seven. Same time.”
“Are you sure he’ll be a good boy when I’m alone with him?” She stopped and caught me in the mirror and grinned.
“Blake knows the village like nobody else. I know you’ll be in good hands. I totally trust him.”
“Yeah but,” she replied close to the mirror, “can I.”
No she couldn’t, was the correct answer. Blake lived permanently in the ski village — he opened a high-end art gallery and was doing great. He’s the connection that got me the great deal for the weekend at the resort to treat Clara with all the spa, massage, pedicure, and manicure trimmings thrown in.
He’s also the reason I planned to have a surprise emergency issue come up back in town at the office, causing me to need to leave her alone up there — with him. He thinks I’m losing my mind imagining Clara is cheating on me. It was his idea, or so he thinks, that he test her for me.
“No holding back,” I said.
“Are you sure you know what you’re saying?”
“If she’s going to cheat on me, I have to know how far she would go. I don’t want to be wondering if it was just a half-way flirt.”
“But Derek,” he grimaced at me. “You may have to live with the result.”
“Listen,” I said to him, “I just want you to know. If she does it with you, I’m not going to be crushed, okay? I know it’s likely 50-50 just being in her early 30s. Being hot, being intelligent, being independent, etc, etc, I know it’s a lot likelier than that. I already think she does it here and there just for fun. I just want to know for sure.”
“It could really fuck you up.”
“You don’t know my reasons,” I said to him with a warning tone of voice.
“Your call, I guess,” he clinked my glass. “But I’m going to say she doesn’t.”
“And I’m going to say she does,” I nodded at him.
“She is hot,” he said under his breath as Clara came into the den wearing black satin shorts and a cream-colored loose halter.
“What you boys cooking up?” she said disinterestedly, plopping herself down on the opposite end of the couch from Blake and folding a leg up under herself.
“Betting on the game,” I nodded.
“Whatever he’s betting,” she kicked her foot into Blake’s leg, “I’ll take the opposite bet. He always guesses wrong.”
The idea was to go up like Clara and I planned. Once there, I would have the damned reason to have to return, leaving her there. She wouldn’t go up without me, but once up there, she might agree to stay without me, especially after a dinner with Blake.
“He knows the village inside out,” I told her when we were getting ready. “Best restaurants, best nightclubs, best hills, best everything,” I told her. “He’s going to show us a really good time up there.”
“I hope so,” she grinned with excitement. “We deserve it! Working so hard, not going anywhere for so long!”
“You deserve it so much,” I said to her nodding.
“Are you sure this is okay?” Clara said coming out of the bathroom. Her face was deadly hot. She had dressed in an off-shoulder black lingerie-fabric jumper with cream-toned ankle-strap sandals. It’s what her and I planned for her to wear when it was me who was going to take her out to the clubs, with Blake. “It’s just me and Blake now,” she said quietly, looking down at all of her bare legs.
“You look incredible,” I whewed under my breath.
“It’s too sexy for just a friend — I should only be like this for my husband.”
“I don’t mind you going out looking like that.”
She looked at me long and hard and swung her leg around on her foot raised up on the balls of her toes. “Maybe you should mind,” she bit her lip demurely. She climbed onto the hotel bed on her hands and knees and walked herself over my feet, over my legs, and over my torso. Her breasts hung lightly brushing my chest, her knee pressed lightly into my pelvis where she slowly brought it up and down off the bed to rub me, to grind me, and her hair fell lightly over the top of her head and brushed over my forehead. “A man should not send his wife out looking like this,” she groaned huskily nearly against my lips with hers. The scent of iris and mint rising up from her chest intoxicated me.
She kissed my lips and moaned against my neck. “I got myself all squirmy getting ready,” she looked up at me with both guilt and playfulness on her face at the same time. “Maybe hubby can enjoy me just a little bit like this before he has to leave me all alone,” she grinned and reached down to squeeze my groin. “Would you like a blowjob honey?” she said with an exaggerated innocent tone. It was a line from a video game she knew I got off on and she snickered as she pulled my fly down.
She smiled to herself as she travelled down my body because she knew she didn’t have to ask. I pulled myself up to lean higher on the headboard and watch more closely as my wife, in that black subtly-sequined outfit, raised her ass up and lowered her head down between my knees. She had just applied a fresh coat of matte peach lipstick that she now proceeded to smear down the length of my shaft. She almost got all the way to the base before she coughed and came back up, stretching saliva strands from her mouth to my cock and her hand.
“Almost this time, baby,” she grinned devilishly and wiped her mouth with the back of her arm. “Look,” she said full of coyness and innocence. She waved my cock at me, showing me the ring of her lipstick around it. “You’re just too big,” she said with exaggerated innocent eyes, and she plunged herself back down on me and proceeded to blow me relentlessly. She knew I was rising up off the bed and gripping the sheets and thrusting my head backward into the headboard, but she kept on with her hand and her mouth like a motor up and down on me. She moaned she was so excited about making me do it in her mouth this time — it wasn’t often she did. Tonight she was feeling randy.
I exploded in her mouth and she tried to get all of me but it was too much and she came off, she cupped her hand under her mouth and squealed as she rolled off the bed and ran to the bathroom. She came back to find me still sprawled and nearly asleep. “Don’t miss your flight, baby,” she slapped the bottoms of my feet and she checked herself in the mirror, pulling her strands of hair down along her face. “Walk me to the restaurant then you can go,” she said. “Make sure your man Blake is there before you abandon me.”
We rode the elevator down with my wife’s feet straddling my feet, her pelvis grinding my pelvis, her hands locked around my neck, and our lips locked in a long kiss. She finally pulled away and said in a low menacing tone, “That did nothing to calm me down.” The doors swished open and we found Blake in the lobby facing the elevators and already waiting.
We all approached each other in the middle of the lobby. “Cool,” I said. “So, guess I’m off. Look after her well,” I said to Blake with our eyes locked on each other’s.
“You know I will, I aim to please,” he said with a pleasant enough smile. “What can I say,” he said to Clara, “I’m proud of my town, I love to show it off.”
Clara let go of my hand and stepped and twirled at the same time and landed beside Blake and took his hand in hers. She looked directly at me with her deadly dark-lined eyes. “”I’m going to pretend I’m like really with him so I don’t get any unwanted attention, are you going to be okay with that?”
“That’s probably a good idea,” I said with some trepidation.
She squealed, she turned them both around, then twisted to blow me a kiss over her shoulder. “Don’t get jealous if I don’t text you tonight,” she grinned. She stepped quickly and grabbed his hand in both her hands, walking with her body as tight to his as she could. Blake twisted around quickly and popped his eyes at me and puffed his cheeks. I watched them exit the hotel and head up the street past the windows, together tightly as a newlywed couple, my wife excited, Blake being cool, and neither of them looking again at me again.
I went back up and cleared out. But I was only going next door. I ensured we were booked into adjoining rooms, only Clara and Blake didn’t know that. I made sure the lock between the rooms was stuck open with tape and just to make sure she didn’t check herself, I showed her when we were still there that the door was locked. I settled into the next room and looked out over my balcony wondering if any of this was a good idea. The ol’ Careful what you wish for phrase rolled through my mind like a bad song.
I changed into my hoody and jeans, donned the rest of my half-ass disguise, and went sauntering up the sidewalk on the other side from where the reservations were for dinner. The effect on me of seeing my wife having dinner at a fine restaurant with another man made me begin to regret the whole plan. But after Blake and I made a bet on it, to call it off now would leave me embarrassed in a way I could not accept. It might sound absurd, but giving Blake the forfeit win would pain me more.
They were sitting in the window and I spied a corner of the counter of a cafe across the street that would allow me to stare over at them unseen. She was laughing, she was reaching over and grabbing his forearm to get his attention, and she was tugging on strands of her hair. She was maintaining eye contact with him the whole time. She even tapped him under the table on his leg when he was telling her something extraordinarily funny. And she left it there, too.
This was something I wasn’t prepared for. In all my imagining, I only saw Blake coming onto her, Blake advancing things, Blake flirting, and my wife, in my mind, was a passive recipient, a two-dimensional cut-out figure that I completely overlooked as an agent in her own story. I thought I’d have to swallow hard watching my wife maybe give in to the wiles of a player like Blake. Instead, my heart pounded and my throat constricted watching my wife take the lead and push things forward. I bet Blake that my wife would cheat, but that wasn’t my real suspicion. I only did that to make him take the bait and deploy the plan, knowing he could turn down a bet no easier than I could.
What was the effect on me? What was it that I was feeling, watching that hand of hers hidden under the table tapping and squeezing his thigh as they shared something hilarious? Watching her pull and twirl her hair? Seeing her tease him, stick her chest out at him, even stick her tongue out playfully at him? It was as though I was injected with a drug. My head felt light and my blood felt fast and thin. I salivated. It was as though, watching my wife flirt and clearly become aroused, I could feel what she was feeling. I could feel the sensuousness of her touch, I could feel the excitement in her blood, I could feel the temptation, the urgency, the desire in her mind. It was clouding my judgment, and I had to look down and catch my breath when I realized it must have been clouding her judgement too.
They were so quick about finishing up and leaving, I almost lost track of them, but it hardly mattered. I already knew the nightclub he was taking her to because Clara’s and my weekend had already been completely planned out, before I regretfully had to leave. Blake got her and himself into the club ahead of the line-up, of course, but I had to wait. When I finally came in, I headed up stairs to the loft with my head down and my hoody up. I stood at the railing in as dark a corner as I could find but search as I might, I could not spot either of them. Just when I began to question if I really did see them go in the doors, I caught sight of Blake coming down the dark hallway from the back where the washrooms were. He sat at a table I had a good view of — but there was no Clara. Not until a minute or two passed, and she came out the same hallway that Blake had come out of before. The way she re-joined him at the table — the way they grinned at each other like co-conspirators, the way they flashed eyes at each other, the way my wife immediately slinked down and sideways against him and dropped her arm around his leg and hung her hand on his knee, twisting around only to smile up at him and say nothing, made me wonder if they were in the same stall down that dark hallway.
When a favorite song came on, she leapt up and insisted he dance with her, stretching out her arms and pulling both his hands until he came up. She twisted around and held his hand behind her in both her hands. My wife loved dancing, that was why the nightclub was a necessary part of the planned weekend. But to see her pull Blake out with such enthusiasm make me pull my jaw crookedly. When I saw her throw her arms around his neck and pull him tightly close to her, I realized: everything I was seeing was my wife working on Blake, and there was virtually nothing going on that was Blake’s initiative. I wasn’t just seeing my wife with another man, dining romantically, walking down the sidewalk closely together, and dancing, which was hard enough to see, I was seeing my wife flirt, seduce, and encourage a man.
Had she been warning me? Did she try to tell me that she was feeling that way? My wife was a careful, risk-averse, conservative girl. She was an editor — she had to be careful with everything all day long at work. I wanted her to have a weekend where she planned nothing, where she didn’t have to wonder about the price, and where it was all about feeling good — the spa, the manicures, the pools. It was designed to be all about her, and that was the reason why it had to be out of town and away from people we knew, away from our home town, and away from anything that looked or smelled like work.
I kept telling her it was for her, that I wanted her to not think for a weekend, to not be responsible for anything, just for once. At best I thought I would be happy to see her relax, laugh, enjoy being dressed up and flirted with, and maybe feel good, maybe feel like a bit like a fantasy. I moved along the railing and looked over nearly directly down on them. She was leaning hard against his chest with her head, both her arms over both his legs, twisting around frequently to smile, talk, and laugh with him as they watched the DJ and the professional dancers on the stage. She was certainly having a good time. She would barely let Blake catch his breath before she pulled him back onto the dance floor. And what were they doing down the hallway to the bathrooms at the same time when I came in?
This time she began to dance pressed against him. She turned her back to him and stuck her butt out, rubbing it up and down on his hip and thigh. She turned over her shoulder and pulled her hair over her face to tease him with a sexy look, before doubling over laughing, but only briefly, before coming back up and reaching high over her head and behind herself to pull his head with her fingers locked behind his neck. It was an outrageous display even for that club, but especially for Clara who, while a great dancer, usually refrained from such exhibitionism. I felt like I was watching a different person, as though my wife, alone, out of town, away from work and responsibilities, was giving air and time to some hidden or recessive personality that lurked inside her. Had I let something out?
To see that hidden personality come out of her made my knees shake. Blake had wrapped his arms around her body and clasped his hands over her stomach. I’d watched him before, over the years when we were both single, and he was restrained tonight by comparison. It was my wife who was becoming overly sexually expressive. She twisted around on her toes and kept her hands around his neck and his hands around her body, to come to face him pressing the front of her whole body against the front of his. “Holy fuck,” I murmured and I stood up and looked away to make sure I wasn’t looking like some perv glaring down at the hot, sex-simulating couple. But I looked again. My wife’s head was back, her hair was dangling, and her mouth was against his. It took me a beat or two to realize or to admit to my glitching mind that she was kissing him.
I nearly fell over the railing. My breath was short and my heart was weak. I gripped the railing convinced I had made a terrible mistake. I had opened my wife up to something that she had, or so I had good reason to believe, kept closed. Would it ever be closed again, or had I changed her? Of course I didn’t — it was arrogant for a husband to think he operated his wife so robotically. Yet the longer she kissed him, the more they ceased to actually dance together, the more their hands moved up and down the back of each other’s bodies, the more I realized she had changed. Whether that was my perception, blind before then, or her reality, unleashed by my subterfuge, I couldn’t tell. She raised herself on her toes to bring her mouth to his ear and I saw her hand slip between their bodies where I could tell she was squeezing his balls. She smiled as she said something secret to him and he grinned too. They came apart and headed to their table too quickly for my slow-moving brain that felt stalled watching my spellbinding wife.
They didn’t take their seats. She grabbed her things and he grabbed his, and they made their hurried way to the door. I ran down the stairs and waited a second before stepping out and ducking my head. They were on the sidewalk, stopped and necking. Before I came to my senses, Blake, ever the smooth operator, seemed to reach for a door before there was even a cab pulled up. I stepped out from the shadows along the wall and watched the cab leave with my wife’s head in the middle of the back window, and Blake against the door. And then I saw her head drop below the window.
I was not so lucky with a cab and came into my room next door to my wife’s room fifteen minutes later, quietly and keeping my lights off for good measure. I could see under the joint door that a dim light was on in my wife’s room. I carefully brought my ear to the door. She had music on, too, softly. I didn’t hear anything for the longest time and I began to suspect that normalcy had returned. My wife had fun flirting with Blake, she had a thrill kissing him and making out on the dance floor with him, but when it was time to go home, she must have said, “Thank you, I had a wonderful time,” and sent him on his way. Of course I was going to lose the bet — I always do. I shook my head and chuckled to myself. We are talking about my wife, Clara, after all. My imagination might get carried away, but I knew my wife. There was no way she’d be one of those kinds of women.
I kept my ear pressed to the flat wood of the door and smiled to myself. I can be such an idiot, I thought. I breathed with relief and checked the shakiness of my leveled-out hand. Steady. I checked my heart rate with my finger to my neck. Calm. It was hot, I had to admit with raised eyebrows, watching her play around like that on the dance floor. Seeing her sit with him and lean up against him. Watching her dine with him romantically, tapping his leg, squeezing his thigh. Her eyes had sparkled so brightly and her smile looked so vivacious. Watching her get ready, not knowing it wasn’t going to be for me, was enticing. But imagining she was ever going to do anything more than dance, kiss a bit, play around and tease? I once again, I concluded, had let my paranoia get away from me. I shook my head and puffed a knowing puff of air out my nose. That was my wife, alright. She teases well. But that’s all: she teases.
I was just about to peel my ear off the door and turn in — it was late. But I heard a brief laugh. I put my ear back and listened like a robber to a safe lock knob. Had I misheard? Was it a sound from another room? Was it the AC or something else making a mechanical sound? No it was not — I heard the low, husky tone of my wife’s hushed voice, followed by more chuckling. Was she on the phone? I know she wasn’t given to talking to herself. She talked more, she laughed more, and then there were no sounds again. The next thing I heard made me gasp. It was a male voice. It was also brief and it was also followed by a chuckle. It was unmistakably Blake’s voice.
I pressed my ear again harder to the door. My wife laughed, Blake laughed, she talked, he talked, and silence followed again. Only when I listened closer, I realized there was a sound. At first I screwed up my face because it sounded like someone eating noisily. What could it be? That familiar heavy heart beat, the drying throat, the shaking limbs returned. I heard the bed thump and the rustle of what could be sheets, or was it clothes? I came away from the door and breathed to calm myself. There was no mistake: she invited Blake in her room, and they weren’t chatting or watching a show and they weren’t just getting a nightcap drink. They weren’t eating noisily either, I realized. That was the sound of people kissing.
I put my ear back against the door. I could hear again sultry, low snickering and then something that sank my stomach. I heard my wife moan. But it wasn’t a clear moan, it wasn’t a loud moan. It was dampened, it was muffled. If I didn’t quite figure it out right away, she helped me understand. She moaned a lot more, and it was all muffled even if it was rising in pitch, and it was accompanied by the sound of suction. Wet suction.
“Fuck,” I nearly accidentally groaned out loud right against the door. I came away and staggered around my floor with my hands on my knees. I went back to the door and pressed my ear again to it. She was talking again, or rather, laughing. But soon came the sound of the wet suction again, and the muffled moans all over again. I knew exactly what was going on, even if I was unable to visualize or to believe it. But my mind exhausted all other possibilities.
If any doubt remained, it was Blake’s voice that dispelled it like blown-away smoke. “Oh yeah, baby,” he groaned. Now in what scenario would a man say such a thing in that way to a woman if it was not as my racing mind feverishly imagined?
Suddenly she laughed and I heard the bed thump noisily and the sound of rustling. They talked and settled down again and I soon heard nothing at all for the longest time. Perhaps they had had some fun, and now were going to sleep. I even half-expected to hear the door to her hotel room open and close. But Blake was not leaving so soon. I heard what at first sounded like my wife hiccuping once. About four or five long seconds after came another single hiccup, only not. It was drawn out. Soon, my wife was emitting those tiny, drawn-out hiccups every three seconds or so, and each one rose in tone, reaching a higher and higher urgency.
My mind once again sought an explanation that was anything but what I knew I was listening to. But also once again, the audio evidence playing cleanly through the door laid bare to my imagination what was going on a few feet away on the other side of the wall. My wife followed a string of short, sharp inhalations with a long, loud exhaled groan. And then the short inhalations began all over again, ever rising, only to break with the same long, loud groan.
I closed my eyes tightly and I gritted my teeth. It was really happening. But was I angry? Was I despondent? Was I crestfallen? My wife was being eaten out by my friend, and I felt nothing like that at all. What did I feel? Aroused, for starters. My cock was raging so hard I had to whip my pants off or risk breaking the damned thing against my closed fly. But also, I felt sensuous, I felt excited, and I felt like a different person. Not me, as a different person. I was doing that weird telepathy thing with my wife again. I was feeling her feelings, knowing in a direct way that she was feeling like a different person, that she was letting loose from her responsibilities, that she was escaping if only for a night or a weekend her usual risk-assessing self, and she was giving herself permission to be concerned with one person, herself.
My lights were out and the door was half hidden by corners in the walls. I could open it without anyone on the bed seeing it. The real risk came if I wanted to peek around the corner. But I had already checked when I was alone in the room. As long as the lights were low, the door was buried in a deeply shadowed corner of the room. It couldn’t have been more perfectly set up for a man like me, perving through the door on a couple like my wife and my friend.
I opened it. Yes, a man like me would certainly have thought of a little can of oil spray for potentially squeaking hinges. It opened absolutely silently therefore. But I had to think: even if I was busted, all I had to explain was booking the room next door, and busting through what should have been a locked door. Surely, my wife would have something a bit more to explain, although I would be hard-pressed to nail Blake too much. He could simply tell her I dared him to do it, that I asked him to do it, that we bet over the issue. Yes, she would still be guilty of engaging with him in bed. But the issue would be far from clean.
The sound and the air changed. I could smell their bodies and I could hear everything now, every tiny smack of lips and tongue and every beat of fist into bed. Her moans were the moans of a wife being eaten out by a friend, but far more powerful than that was the sensation of those moans being those of a hot 33-year-old woman aroused to a peak and writhing and stretching on a bed in a hotel room with a man who, I had to give it to him, knew what he was doing.
I closed my eyes and pressed my back and head hard to the wall. I slowly inhaled and let it out with my jaw dropped as widely as possible to obscure the sound of my own breathing, even though I could be sure they weren’t aware of anything. I rolled sideways until my shoulder was on the wall and I twisted my head sideways so my nose touched the cool paint. Carefully I leaned forward. One eye cleared the corner of the wall and picked up the foot of the bed.
The lighting was dim as though only one bedside light was on. The top bed cover had been kicked to the floor below the foot of the bed. The sheet and blanket were bunched toward the foot. I stopped there and inhaled and exhaled again before holding my breath. I leaned out again and this time, I saw the upturned bottoms of men’s feet. Blake’s I presumed, flat as though he was laying on his stomach.
I leaned further out. All of Blakes nude body was sprawled over the bed. I looked further and stopped dead. Women’s feet — Clara’s — were propped on Blake’s shoulders. I breathed steadily and leaned further out. Her knees were bent and his arms were wrapped around her thighs. His hands reached up to cover, to squeeze and massage, her breasts. It shouldn’t have been a shock but it was to see my wife completely naked in bed with Blake, also completely naked. In one small corner of my mind, I held out hope that they were watching a movie, or that they might be kissing with clothes on. But no, Blake was eating my wife out and she was contorting and squirming under his touch.
I was unprepared for it. I was no sooner just getting used to the vision of my wife in that position with another man, than I was frozen as she arched hard in her back, pulled the undersheet clear out of the mattresses, and crunched so hard in her abdomen, her entire upper body lifted off the bed. She made no sound, she didn’t breathe, and with her head nearly backward to the headboard, she went rigid as death. I dropped my jaw and frowned because I didn’t understand what I was seeing. She seemed to be stuck in that pose for too many seconds and I forgot that I was trying to be sneaky. My whole head hung out from the corner of the wall. Still she froze except for a shivering that seemed to move up and down her whole body. Finally she cried out so loud, I pulled myself back around the wall and actually escaped through to my room as though she’d instantly raise alarm with the hotel staff she was so loud. I had never heard her before like that. They say you can tell a woman isn’t faking it when it sounds ugly. She sounded something awful it as so good.
She was laughing soon again. I creeped back through the doorway and leaned carefully around the wall. Now Blake’s toes were pointed to the ceiling and when I leaned further out, I saw the bottoms of my wife’s feet. Her body was rocking back and forth on his. I leaned further out and I saw his cock rigid as mine, which was a lot, pressing against the back of her ass. She was rubbing herself on him. I watched like a torture victim subjected to so much, nothing hurt anymore. She rocked forward and his cock simply caught the edge of her pussy, and as though she didn’t know it was there, when she rocked back, it slid inside her. I knew it did because she made that long, drawn out groan again, and then she laughed. Blake’s cock was deeper in my wife’s pussy than my cock had been in her mouth earlier that night.
I stood half around the wall and felt dumbfounded watching my wife ride him with her hands planted on his chest. She ducked down to moan and kiss him and he flipped her over. I pulled back around the corner and when I heard her moan more loudly, I snuck a peek again. Blake was kneeling and her hands were wrapped around his thighs. She was on her back with her feet were planted on his chest and shoulders. And his hands held her uplifted hips. When he leaned forward against her, her body curled and raised up and her knees pressed down against her breasts. I could see them from the side. His cock was shiny with her glisten, sliding in and and out of her.
He pulled out and I disappeared. When she was making her sounds again, I peeked. Now she was on her back but her legs raised on her toes with bent knees, and she was on her shoulders and neck and head, but with her body and hips lifted high enough to take him deeply where he knelt between her strained, spread legs.
They laughed, she squealed, they got water, and when the talking stopped again and her high-pitched inhalations started again, I peaked around one more time. My wife was rolled over onto her stomach and Blake knelt straddling her ass, and she raised herself on her elbows to bellow toward the foot of the bed. He was jolting her rudely. My wife rolled over and pushed him backward until she was sitting on his lap with her feet around his neck, teasing his mouth with her toes. She reached behind herself and pressed her hands into his thighs to lift herself up and down on him.
The fucking was endless, it was fun, and it was enthusiastic. It went on and on. Finally, my wife bent over deep with her back toward him where he lay propped up against the headboard. She raised and lowered her ass and took his cock deep inside herself slowly compared to how they’d been earlier. I didn’t know she knew the reverse cowboy. He slapped her ass and she yelped. But she didn’t stop when he pressed her hips and when he made the sounds of someone getting too close. He tried to warn her and he tried to push her but she dug in. I stood there like a hanger with empty clothes on it watching as my friend’s ejaculate gushed from my wife’s pussy. I slumped, spent and bewildered.
I slipped back to my room and gently closed the door. I could hear them laugh, I could hear them run around and clean up, even take a shower. I fell asleep when it sounded like they fell asleep. I didn’t hear the door open — Blake stayed the night. I was awoken an hour or so later — again my wife’s cries filled the room. Her bed now bumped the wall directly behind my head. There followed laughter, more clean-up sounds, and the sound of nothing again — back to sleep — only to be interrupted yet again an hour or so later with what sounded like even more vigorous fucking yet again.
Unable to take it anymore, I went home. My wife returned a day later.
“Good time?” I said cheerily when she came into the kitchen.
“Greatest,” she grinned.
I nodded. “Blake treat you well?”
“He’s the best!” she nodded.
I slumped over the counter and thought hard about what I’d done. Clara came up to me and hugged me from behind. “Aw, come here!” she said like it was mere cheering up I needed. She kissed me and bit my ear. “Thank you,” she whispered.
I didn’t know how to interpret it. Was she telling me she knew what I had set up for her? It couldn’t be. She must have still been pretending it was all about the spa treatment I planned for her.
Blake and I settled up but we said nothing to each other about it at all. He was no doubt protecting me, not knowing I saw everything.
About two weeks later, my wife joined me on the couch. “I was thinking of taking another weekend up at that resort.”
“Oh?” I was caught off guard.
“Blake says he can get me a really good deal.”
“He does, does he?” I didn’t know they’d been in touch.
“Uh-huh.”
“Just you?” I asked, knowing it was a ridiculous assumption. It was merely my way of reminding her she was forgetting about me and checking with my calendar.
“You won’t like it,” she said, scrunching up her nose. “And now that I know it, I’m fine going up alone!” She leaned over and wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me as though I had already agreed.
“Alone? Really?” I was doubtful and confused.
She pressed her lips against my ear and breathed noisily. It reminded me of those sounds she made behind the wall. She whispered, “Blake doesn’t mind looking after me again,” she said, and she got up and flitted away. 




Written All Over Her

I was out of town on another meet-the-client junket is what she thought, but in reality, I was hiding under a built-in hutch in a low, cramped space where a bed used to be rolled away for daytime use, up on the top floor of an ancient and grandiose hotel that had been converted into apartments in the ‘20s. The bed is long-gone and it’s a storage space now — or rather, at that moment, it was a dark hiding place with one-inch ventilation holes perfect for spying on what was going on across the spacious hardwood floor, then ablaze under beams of mid-morning sunlight pouring through the tall, narrow windows.
A big, gloriously-overstuffed white couch sat lazily angled in the middle of the floor half toward the towering forest of high-rises crowding around our stately if squat inn, and half toward the calm, shimmering ocean out there sharply sparkling with the promise of late-summer beach parties.
On the couch itself was an excess of pillows, a thrown blanket, and, unusually, especially for mid-morning, twisted-up inside-out white lace panties, white lace bra hung haphazardly over the arm, and a cute, short, purple sundress, draped upside down over the back. Scattered around the glowing varnished floor were jeans, a t-shirt, men’s underwear, and socks.
Coming back out of the tiny, modern kitchen, padding on bare feet, un-self-consciously naked and digging with a spoon into a yogurt cup with focused concentration, came Amber, my wife of three years. A flush of the toilet in the bathroom down the narrow hallway running behind the main room made her startle, smile deviously, set the cup and spoon down on a window sill, and throw over her head, with her arms up-stretched, her sundress that billowed before settling gently down over her slim, young body, nothing else underneath.
When the man came into the main room, as naked and as lacking in self-consciousness as my wife, Amber tittered, she twisted her body around keeping her face and eyes on the man — Cecil, of course — and pranced like a sprite to the tiny Parisian balcony, awash in sun, too. She lifted her hem and shrieked with boldness flashing her nakedness to him before flinging open the double French doors and stepping into the noisy daytime outside to lean over the wrought iron railing with her arms locked at their elbows and her feet raised on her toes. She twisted her head around and her long and wave-filled chocolate brown hair swept messily across her face as she gave have him a look as though daring him to take her, if he could, again, from behind, on the balcony.
Once was never enough, it seemed, for her, now. It was a wonder to me our couch wasn’t broken yet.
Amber was 32, just established finally in her career as a family social worker with a speciality in childhood trauma. Her parents were both in long-term care — one with Alzheimer's, the other with Parkinson's. Her brother was a hollowed-out soul lost to opioid addiction and out of contact. She was the glue that held so many people together, she was stretched as thin as a human hair.
Before we met, when she was still in college, she was going to be a writer a la Charlotte Bronte. Her dream was the author’s cottage on a lake in the mountains with coffee and The Sunday New York Times all over the antique rug on the rough rustic floor. But her life the last few years seemed only to push that vision further over the horizon and away from the rapidly receding light.
Cecil, on the other hand, was a writer in fact. He lived next door to us in his much smaller, more cramped single room. More accurately, he was assigned books or short stories or drafts of various kinds and was paid by the piece to turn them into screenplays suitable for testing with actor read-throughs. His dream was only that one of his works got someday promoted with the green light of production, and then even to reality as a streamed pilot.
His fiction-infused romantic world was as far removed from Amber’s harsh-lit reality as you could get and still be living in the same time and city. He worked when he wanted to, usually through the quiet and cool nights. By day he hung around the cafés that populated our funky side of town, sitting against walls under old street-trees with the hum of arguing Italians giving animation and humor to his days.
I was a junior architect. And I gave my wife a fantasy — several times now, in fact, though I don’t expect you to believe it.
I cottoned onto the idea that my wife might really enjoy the thrill and excitement of an affair when I was part of a strange conversation around a café table on the sidewalk one lazy Sunday. 
“I cheated on my ex once,” Brianna suddenly blurted out both defiantly and proudly. She might have regretted it immediately — she pulled her hair over her face and grinned with embarrassment. I was having coffee with a colleague, Loni, when two of her friends, Brianna and Viola, happened by and joined us. How it got to cheating on spouses I can’t recall.
“Oh my god!” Loni ducked her head and dropped her mouth open with exaggerated shock.
“Oh come on, we all have,” Brianna went on hopefully, not needing to add, “haven’t we?”
“Okay, guilty,” Viola twisted her hand slowly raising it before squealing and bending over to her thighs.
All three turned to me. “No,” I said, folding my arms over my chest and dropping my lids lightly down my condescending eyes. Cheating then, to me, was a priori a damnable betrayal and a very shitty thing to do, full stop.
“Oh come on!” Loni said, “Never once?”
“Close calls, yes. Actually doing it, no.” I don’t judge, but there was, I didn’t question it, no possible justification for it. Leave, I thought, if you want a new lover.
“It’s different for men,” she declared with finality to Brianna and Viola, and she stirred her cup of coffee by swishing it around in her hand. She was notably silent on that round of answers.
“Why did you do it?” Viola asked Brianna with a devil’s grin.
“You’re ex did it first!” Loni tried to beat her to her own drop.
“No,” Brianna replied wistfully. “No, no,” she shook her head lightly.
“He left you too high and dry?” Viola was grinning again.
“No, not that either,” she replied dropping her head to the side thoughtfully.
“Come on, then,” Loni pulled her chair up closer to the table and leaned low down over it. “Dish!”
Viola pulled up too but I thought better of appearing too interested in the answer and remained relaxed — but my ears were tuned.
“It’s funny,” Brianna smirked briefly in reminiscence, before her face fell with a stroke of regret. “We were actually really good together.” She pursed her lips and grinned and puffed air out her nose and looked around the table to each person listening. “There wasn’t anything missing,” she shrugged.
“There had to be something,” prodded Loni.
“I often thought so too,” she nodded at Loni. “But there’s nothing I can ever put my finger on. It was like . . . “ she paused and looked out at the parade of crawling cars. “. . . it was like I needed to manufacture something, and the cheating was what it just ended up being.” We all remained silent knowing more was coming. “The missing thing,” she turned directly to Loni, “was that there was nothing secret between us. It was like I needed to invent something to hide for the purpose of then having a delightful hole to put it in.”
“I get that,” said Viola through tightly squinting eyes. “It’s like the one thing the richest person can never buy.”
“What’s that?” I grinned. I loved riddles.
She turned to me and pulled a momentary ironic smile. “Nothing,” she shrugged. “There is nothing he can’t buy.”
“That’s good,” said Loni to Viola. “Reminds of that one, how’s it go . . . “ she thought a moment, lifting her face to the blue sky and brilliant white clouds, “ . .  . What’s the one thing a rich man can never have?”
“Enough,” grinned Viola. “I know that one, too,” she said, and she kicked Loni’s leg. “They go together somehow, don’t they, but I can never quite figure out how,” she laughed.
“It was just like that,” Brianna went on, staring down in her coffee. “I just wanted something intriguing in life, something not certain, something unknown. Everything with us was known, it was good, it was reliable and trusted. But there was nothing to wonder about.”
“Something to anticipate,” nodded Viola.
“Yeah,” nodded Brianna. “It had absolutely nothing to do with him, though. It was only possible because our relationship was actually so strong, so communicative. It was so good — but there was just one little thing I wanted, and of course he couldn’t give it to me.”
“A secret,” Viola smiled.
She chuckled. “Yeah, exactly. A private part. Like when you’re a kid and you know you have a stone in your pocket and nobody else knows. I mean, nobody else cares, it’s a fucking stone, but it doesn’t matter what it is, it’s yours, it’s private, it’s a secret, and you can anticipate bringing it out of your pocket when you’re alone and enjoy it as just that: your secret part of the world.”
“Only it wasn’t a stone, it was a boy!” Loni elbowed her across the table.
“With a nice dick!” added Viola.
Brianna grinned and glanced at me as though checking if I was still okay with all the girl talk. “Well, it was a very nice stone that way, yes. A rather large stone . . . ”
Everyone laughed heartily.
But I came away tormented in my mind. Our relationship, me and Amber’s, sounded like Brianna’s. We were good together, supportive, kind, very communicative. But Amber carried a weight on her shoulders. She did everything for other people and they only weighed themselves more heavily upon her in response. I couldn’t help her at work, it was a completely confidential job. I helped her with her parents, but there was no end to that. Nobody could do anything about her brother. It was like she had a premonition of her life as an adult not being her own when she formed for herself a dream of being a writer when she was young, of working in a cottage far away from the burdens that were coming for her.
The way Brianna talked, and the others after as well, it made me realize: everyone needs a secret. In Amber’s case, maybe she needed a secret part of life where she is not required by anybody for anything. But like the rich man who can’t buy nothing, a solid, healthy, communicating relationship can’t have secrets by definition. Well, it can, according to all three women at that table that day. They all agreed an affair and a healthy, functioning relationship were not at all mutually incompatible. It was just, a partner cannot be involved in any way in a secret part of life, or it wouldn’t be a secret anymore.
It’s an irony that the one thing a bright, open relationship lacks is a dark, closed corner. Perhaps it’s some primordial drive, some long-past evolutionary holdover, maybe, but humans seem to require, however small, however quiet, a little dark and secret corner all to themselves. Just because.
“An alter-ego,” I remember Viola saying that day. She turned to me as though for that moment I represented all men who she then formally addressed herself to. “A woman needs one tiny part of herself that is opposite to who she is to everyone else. Women are naturally helpers. They just need a little break now and then, a moment to help themselves.”
But it wasn’t just women. I was an architect. I loved playing Jenga with myself. I always lose, of course, when it inevitably comes crashing down, but the thrill of it finally toppling is something, to me, that is nearly orgasmic in the release it gives. But it’s a child’s toy and I’m an adult builder, so I only play it by myself in strict privacy. I’m not embarrassed. It’s just — if I shared it with anyone, Amber for example, or a colleague, a friend — it would lose all it’s other-worldly joy. It would be me, the builder, playing it, not my alter-ego, thank you Viola, who is a destroyer.
Amber and I hung out at one café or another often on Saturdays amidst getting groceries for the week. Cecil had been just a guy we’d see around and then we realized we all lived in the same building and that gave us something to talk about, and then in the hall one day, we were surprised we were next door neighbors, so we talked more about what we do.
He wasn’t the kind of person who asked much about other people though, and it was as though Amber decided not to offer anything either, and eventually our budding friendship had developed too far to then circle back and ask what we did. Or maybe he just didn’t care. I sat back and let Amber listen when I noticed her eyes zeroing in on Cecil as he talked about himself and his work tirelessly. He was uniquely animated and passionate and truly was — though we usually find that type a bore — utterly fascinating. Some people you could just listen to all day. They got away with it somehow. I guess he was a true story teller.
“He mesmerizes me,” she confessed to me one day. We were in the car on our way to her parents’ care home. Her mother only recognized her when she wore a particular old blue sweater and certain white capri pants. We didn’t know why. 
We’d been to a work picnic with her office and she needed to change out of her brilliant blue polkadot miniskirt sundress on the go. “Is it his voice?” she shrugged with her eyes bulging out it was such a mystery to her. She tugged her arms out of the shoulder straps and rocked on her ass to pull the dress down her body and legs. I was supposed to keep an eye out for high-riding trucks that might take a look.
“He’s in  such a different world,” I chuckled, glancing over at her in her black panties and bra beside me. “We have virtually nothing in common, but yet, yeah,” I nodded at her. “I just like listening to him go on about his latest project.”
She ducked her head and puffed air out her nose. “I forget who I am when we talk.” She propped her feet up on the dashboard and worked her tight capris up, wiggling in the seat to pull them over her butt.
“Like an alter ego you mean?”
“Yeah, maybe. Alter ego.” She paused with her arms in the sleeves of her sweater that otherwise laid over her lap. “But he’s just a boy, isn’t he.” She lifted it over her head and squirmed to get it to fall down her body.
“I think he’s the same age as us, pretty much.”
She pulled it and tugged it and made it sit on her properly. “I mean his life experience, his maturity. He’s like a boy, you know?”
“He reminds you of your youthful alter ego.”
“He’s living my little-girl dream!” she snorted. “You didn’t try to assault me this time,” she added.
“What?”
“Usually you try to grab me when I’m naked in your car,” she sniggered.
My plan began with concocting a typical reason why I’d be out of town for 24 hours — client meeting, say. According to Brianna, Viola and to a lesser extent Loni, who might have been more circumspect with a colleague at her table, wives, even good ones, even those in solid and perfect relationships, will, given an opportunity, cheat, or at least it’s 50-50. An even chance. Cheating in this context wasn’t a negative personality trait — maybe the correct word would be deceptive, or private, or sneaky, all of which she loved being, whether playing a game or teasing me in the grocery stores. She liked to be playful, at least when she was off the hook for the moment with work, her parents, or her brother.
I just needed to get Cecil into our apartment. Get the door closed behind him. Get them talking about something. So I bought a bag of flour. And for good measure, a bag of potatoes. We paused for coffee at the usual grocery-day café, and we hit it, if I timed things correctly, when we’d often seen Cecil there.
Sure enough, there he was. Amber saw him first and even waved a tiny little finger fluttering wave and smiled a cute little pursed lip smile at him, before she told me, “There’s Cecil!” in a quiet, excited voice. She beckoned him with her hand before she asked me, “Do you mind if he joins us?” She was already pulling herself up in her chair and pawing at her stray strands of hair.
Of course I didn’t mind. In fact, I got him a chair to make sure he did.
“I was just thinking about you!” Amber said to him before he sat down with a fresh coffee on a saucer.
“Weird, I was thinking about you too!” he teased.
“I had a dream,” she said leaning forward toward his lap as though imparting a delicious secret.
I began to wonder if I needed to plan so carefully after all.
He glanced at me, as well he should have. But it told me that his mind was going to the right place too. He wouldn’t be wary of the husband if he wasn’t guilty of thinking of the wife. “Tell me of your dreams, Amber,” he said in that confident, everything-is-a-story kind of way.
I knew it was my cue. It came sooner than I was planning, but it was unmistakable. The dream belonged in her alter-world, not the one that dominated her, the one that contained me, her work, the groceries, her parents, the addictions and traumas.
“Oh shit!” I slapped my forehead. “My trip!”
“That’s tomorrow!” Amber frowned trying to help me remember.
“No!” I gaped at the sky. “Flight was bumped, I forgot to tell you. I have to go to the airport right now!” I looked at my phone and feigned disbelief. “Shit,” I swore. “My bag is packed — but I got to run.”
“The groceries!” she said. “Too heavy!”
We both turned to Cecil. I didn’t even have to be the one to ask.
“I got these,” he shouted and he waved me away. “Go!” he laughed.
And I ran all the way home, and into the tiny cramped space below the hutch with the convenient ventilation holes. I dragged my suitcase in with me — it would not do to leave it in the middle of the floor.
It wasn’t long before I heard the keys rattle at the door and the voices of Amber and Cecil, laughing at something, anything. It would be the ice cream that got them home relatively quickly. They came in, she first, holding the door open for him with her outstretched leg, he weighed down by the potatoes and flour, and she followed him to the kitchen allowing the door to close behind her.
Amber was never able to end a conversation with Cecil, it always fell to me to wrap things up and move us along. My plan worked so well I was startled by my own insight. She wanted more — and she made sure to get it. “Sit,” she said, indicating the couch. “I’m making you a coffee, you had to rush your last one just for me.”
Cecil was not built to turn down an invitation to hang out. His life was one long hang-around, or maybe that was just what it looked like not seeing him working through the darkness of night.
Amber folded a leg up under herself and faced him sideways on the big, wide and deep couch. She was in that cute and short purple sundress.
“What’s it like being you?” she said abruptly, but not without following up with a grin. She knew she was being cheeky.
He turned to mirror her, folding up a leg himself and draping his arm atop the back of the couch. “It’s just one long uninterrupted and fully immersive experience of utter freedom and total bliss,” he shrugged. “Not a single care in the world,” he smiled at her.
“What?” Amber set her cup down on the ottoman unwilling to be so easily teased. She mirrored him right back, draping her bare arm down the back of the couch, alongside but not quite touching his. “Do you never get in trouble and have to worry about getting caught?”
“Caught doing?”
“Oh I don’t know,” she grinned momentarily. “You have never have bad thoughts?”
I could see her arm shift slightly closer to his. I knew her so well. I could see the tack of every sail she set.
“What’s a bad thought? What’s wrong? What’s right? Right?”
She sniggered and rolled her eyes around the big windows lighting them up so brightly they glinted like the shimmering ocean winking back at her. “Lascivious thoughts, for example.” She nailed him with her deadly eyes.
Again, I stood edified. I knew Brianna and Viola said it was so, but I didn’t expect it to be so readily apparent and to unfold so quickly. For all she knew, her husband was probably not even airborne yet.
“I don’t even know what that means.”
“Oh come now,” she raised her hand and slapped his arm so lightly, it was half way to a caress. “A writer like you not knowing a delicious word like that?”
“I write prime-time sit com pilot trials,” he shrugged and counted out on his hand to four. “That one has three syllables too many for those.”
She laughed and ducked her head down and laid her other hand on his bare folded leg. “You make me laugh, do you know that? Sometimes even long after we’ve said goodbye. I’ll be in bed and I’ll just recall something you said and I’ll laugh.”
“Does your husband know?”
“No, and he doesn’t half to know everything, either. It’s possible, you know, for a couple to be very close and loving, and still for there to be a little game to play.”
His eyes stuck on her hand where it rested where it tapped on his leg. She tilted her head and exhaled with a shy grin. She dropped her head forward to make her hair fall over her face and hide her expression. But she looked up at him through the tops of her eyes. “He doesn’t have to know everything, you know,” she nearly whispered. 
“Fuck me,” I nearly murmured out loud. Yes, it was pretty much what I hoped for, though more in theory than in practice. I just didn’t think it would actually float, and if it did, I didn’t think it would be her pushing the boat out on the lake, and if it was, I didn’t think it would move that fast.  Had she been talking to Brianna, Viola, and Loni?
“You’re an incredibly beautiful woman, Amber,” he said almost more as a warning than a statement. A warning to who? To himself? “I’d hate for things to get messed up between you and Isaac, he seems like a really great guy.”
“He is a great guy,” she said. “We have a great relationship,” she nodded at him with pursed lips. “I am not in any way interested in messing anything up,” she shook her head slowly. “But there’s something my husband can’t possibly give me.”
Cecil swallowed hard. “I’m not sure I’m the one for that either, I live right next door.”
“And yet,” she took his hand in hers and studied how her fingers intertwined with his. “You are a world away. You are from a different century, or at least you might as well be.”
“What do you mean?” he said. He didn’t pull his hand away, even as she pulled it gently toward her body, even as she pressed it against her breast.
“I had a dream about you, I said,” she reminded him. She began to undo each button of her dress from her chest on down, slowly, calmly, matter of factly, like it was a thing that was going to happen.
“You were saying,” he replied, his eyes on his hand where she put it on her breast. Only she peeled the side of her dress away and pressed his palm now against her white bra and smooth, warm flesh above. “So what happened in this dream?”
She dropped her shoulders behind her and her dress fell down her back to crumple around her hips on the cushion. She bit her lip and her chest heaved. “You made love to me.”
“That would be wrong,” he nodded.
She reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, shimmying her shoulders forward to cause the satin straps to collapse and fall down her arms. She draped her bra causally, without shame or rush, over the arm of the couch behind her. She peeled her sandals off with her toes and chuckled as she rocked on her hips to tug her dress free from under her. She dragged it over the back of the couch upside down and left it there, over his arm.
“It’s just a dream, Cecil. A different world. It can’t be wrong if that’s where it happened, silly.”
“Are you sure about that?”
In one fluid movement she swung around and landed her knee over the other side of his lap and sat in her panties on his thighs, dragging her hands down his body and folding her fingers under the lower edge of his t-shirt. “Right now? Right here? Different world, different time,” she poked her shoulders up and dropped her head between them. “This is just a dream,” she tittered. “If you can keep a secret, which I am sure you can . . . ” she pulled and caused him, nearly against his will, to raise his arms over his head, and she pulled him free of his t-shirt and tossed it without concern away from them. She leaned down and kissed his bare chest. “ . . . then I won’t have to be all that sure about it, will I?”
“It’s just . . . “
She kissed his mouth long and deeply. “Shut up, Cecil,” she said with her mouth against his. “You talk too damn much,” she said, and she moved her mouth on his like someone screwing a lid on a jar.
I nearly bruised my cheekbone pressing my face against the wood wall with the ventilation holes, eager to see what was happening on the couch. I had already prepared myself for what I was potentially unleashing, or at least I thought I had. In my mind, I would watch Amber enjoy a morning of fun and frolic. But it was left at that, abstract words, a sentence, not an actual visual display in 3-D with real time motion. I needed to remind myself to quell the ancient urges that rose up in me, urges to kill and destroy and scream and cry. “It’s her secret garden, it’s her private space, it’s her diary, her dreams, her own thoughts,” I repeatedly reminded myself.
I strained to look again. She was undoing his jeans between their abdomens, laughing drolly and breathing harder. “It has nothing to do with me. It’s not about our relationship. It’s not about me. It’s her escapism,” I said to myself. I looked again and watched as she stood up, fell backward and shrieked and laughed. She pulled the top of his pants with her, stripping him inside out. Brianna’s words came back to me: “She isn’t getting something from him that she can’t get from her husband, it’s something not even definable as that which a husband could give her. Newness. Intrigue.”
“A break from the responsibilities of everyday life,” Viola nodded with affirmation.
I looked again. She came back to him and pulled again, this time on his shorts. She staggered around the floor as though drunk, but she wasn’t. She was liquid in her bones, she looked like there was no weight on her whatsoever. If anyone had a lot of responsibilities in their everyday life, it was Amber. She was already looking after her parents and continually tracking down and checking in on her brother when she was only a young teenager. No amount of help from me could ease the burden of concern. I looked again. She shrugged one shoulder and turned half away from Cecil and covered her mouth as though embarrassed.
“Don’t look,” she grinned with shyness. But he wouldn’t look away. She rolled her eyes and turned pink in the face and pushed her finger into her jaw right below her ear and grinned widely. “You’re terrible,” she whispered at him, and she bent at her knees and waist and kept her face up and looking out at the broad shimmering ocean as she hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and exhaled deeply, pulling them down her thighs, over her knees, and she stepped on them with one toe and pulled her other foot free. She lifted the tightly curled-up feather of fabric with her toe and picked it up with her finger and thumb to drop on the cushion behind her. “This is so wrong,” she gasped, and she knelt on the cushions to either side of his knees and walked herself up close enough to press her bare chest into his face. “Isn’t it?” she said. “Say yes,” she whispered before kissing him.
Whatever resistance Cecil put up initially was washed away from his mind by the small, rounded breasts of my wife brushing against his face. I gasped too, it was like nothing I’d imagined. What followed was all unspoken, it was free of right and wrong, it was far from responsible, and it was as though without weight. Amber reached down between them and squeezed his cock with a trembling hand and exhaled with her face rolling back toward the ceiling and she shivered and tightened her grip. They kissed again and Cecil’s hands roamed around her body, so that everywhere he touched, she responded like mica to a magnet, contorting and writhing from just his touch.
She nearly began to cry the desperation was so deeply felt, and I could see her curl her eyebrows at him and shrug like she wished she was able to control herself, like she hoped to do things more politely, but she gasped again and gave up on appearances and simply raised her hips, shoved herself forward, and steered his straining cock down below her pussy, and she sank on him deep and thoroughly.
Cecil threw his head back and groaned with animalistic pleasure and the effect on Amber was immediate and deep. Her smile was fuller, her eyebrows were pulled higher, and her shoulders were opened wider than anything I’d seen her body and face do before. Oxytocin and dopamine, I said to myself. Not husband replacement, not loneliness solution, not neglect mitigation, and not marriage dissatisfaction. Oxytocin and dopamine, I repeated to myself.
She locked her fingers together behind his neck and leaned back into the tension of her outstretched arms. Her head rolled back further yet so that her face was almost toward the big windows upside down and her hair formed a rapidly shimmering curtain that graced his legs. She sang, she didn’t moan and groan. Her body moved on him in a dance. Her head swirled around her on her neck and she inhaled deeply and crunched her shoulders tight up to her ears before  she came back up, rolled her head forward, and dragged her nails down his neck and chest and stomach.
“Fuck,” she breathed out long and deeply. He gripped her waist and stood up under her, twirling her around and laying her under him where he crawled between her legs and re-aimed his cock at her. She smiled and closed her eyes and murmured her approval. When he entered her again she jerked like she was stabbed and she bit her tongue and strained in her neck.
He pulled out of her and she lay on the couch like a body dissembled, one leg up over the back, one arm over her head and over the arm of the couch, the other leg flopped to the floor. He turned her — he manhandled her — and she allowed him like her body was a doll. He threw her legs over his shoulder and she slumped far down against the back of the couch. She pulled her bottom lip down with her finger and pushed her hair up off her forehead with her other hand and opened her eyes to consider him as he kissed his way between her thighs.
She gasped and could not keep her eyes open when he got to the apex and kissed and sucked and licked and nibbled her there. She sounded as though she had hiccups until she made no sounds at all and instead arched too far back for my eyes to believe. She jutted her chest far up and gripped his hair in her hands like he was a bird to strangle. Her eyes clenched and her mouth pulled wide in a pained grimace. There she remained without breath or movement for several seconds.
The release was immense — Amber was loud. She finally had to squirm her legs together and push him away. She giggled at him through her messy hair all over her face. He got up and tramped down the hall to the bathroom and she groaned to push herself up and padded lightly on her feet to the kitchen, having felt a craving for fruit yogurt overtaking her.
He came out to her on the balcony, stepping up against her body. He had pulled on his jeans but nothing else. I could see equally well to the left as to the right. They both gazed down into the busy street or out over the lower rooftops to the ocean beyond. Still they said nothing as he massaged her ass. She danced against the pressure of his hand. When he slowly walked his fingers against her thighs causing the edge of her dress to rise up her leg, she turned around to look at him through her brightly backlit hair and she pursed her lips. He was doing yet another wrong thing.
She didn’t stop him. She hung her head and her hair fell in front of her face in a curtain down past the top of the railing. When he gently pushed her dress over her ass from behind she breathed harder and locked her knees, pushing her hips up. He ran his hands down the front of her legs and back up to the crease between her legs and her abdomen, and he pulled his pants discreetly open. When he entered her, she grunted and her body shuddered. She wrapped her fists around the top of the railing and braced herself with her elbows locked. She raised her body on her toes, and when he rammed himself home, her body lifted momentarily from the balcony. She dropped her head and watched the crawling cars and couple walking up the sidewalks getting coffees and groceries.
He jerked himself into her hard, holding her steady for himself with his hands tightly around the tops of her hips. She grunted with each thrust but soon rammed herself backward against his hips just as hard as he pounded into her. She arched her back and twisted to roll her head back far enough to kiss him sloppily on wherever of his face she could land her wet tongue and loose lips. She cradled his cheek in her hand that reached over and behind her own head and she set a foot into the railing and inhaled sharply through clamped teeth.
When he could keep himself steady enough on his feet no longer, she pushed backward and shoved him in front of her, back inside the double French doors. He slowly fell, tripping, and she held his fall until she toppled over top of him too, both of them landing in a blast of sunshine scarring across the floor like a shard of backlit stained glass laughing loosely and hilariously.
She was hungry, she was frantic. She tore off her dress and grappled with his cock, settling herself on her feet in a squat over his hips and lowering her pussy down over his shaft. She rapidly fell and rose on him and I could plainly see but three feet in front of my nose his cock shine with her ample glisten.
She was relentless and he exploded up into her with a rigidity to his body that alarmed me, lifting her clear off the floor on just the back of his head and his heels, a plank with his neck, his arms, his fists, and his thighs bulging with flex. Finally he subsided and collapsed, but only to lift her again with wave after wave of tension flowing through his body and into her.
She laughed when she rolled off of him finally and she looked at him with shock and surprise. “So much!” she tittered and she leapt up and cupped her hand under her groin and skipped quickly down the hallway where the sound of the shower had come on.
She came back wearing her bathrobe and he was already dressed. It was as though they had telepathically communicated: “Got work . . . “ he began, just as she had spoken on top of him, “I’m sure you must get going . . . “ They both laughed, she gave him a cursory hug at the door, and closed it without either of them giving the other a parting glance.
I was able to sneak out the other door and considered it a small price to pay to stay in a hotel downtown for the night. When I came home, she showed nothing. But she did tell me she wondered if she might after all try writing again — just for fun, just to release energy.
It now happens about two times a week, if my detective chops are any good. I can usually tell he’s been around during the day in my absence because the pillows are somehow different — tidy, usually — or the floor has been cleaned, or the bathroom. There is no way for me to tell her not to worry, because I know that her knowledge of my knowledge would be the spoiler to the novel, the lights on in the pub, the alarm to the dream. I help her anxiety about getting caught by communicating clearly and unambiguously about where I am, how far away, and when exactly I expect to be home.
There has been one noticeable difference in our relationship. She is a lot more amorous and affectionate and she also has newfound interest in trying new things in new positions with new toys. I recall a novel I read when I was too young for such novels, and it contained a scene of several Italian wives nonchalantly discussing their husband’s mistresses with no shame drawn to themselves. “They need to,” was all that was ever offered as a justification for it. Could I ever sit around a pub or café with a few male friends and, with a game on, our attention divided, talk about our wives and their current boyfriends like that? Could we chuckle at our wives Quixotically chasing their receding youth with fun and frolic in our apartments above, while we took coffee and watched games? Unlikely.
I am frankly relieved that I am unburdened of the requirement to please my wife sexually. In fact, since she found all the work that that takes being done elsewhere, it’s refocused her solely on my pleasure, ironically. She has recently discovered what fun it is to sit me on the couch and kneel on a pillow insisting I pay her no mind as she makes me cum with just her mouth, slowly and gently, while I am watching a game, before bringing out something she was inspired to make for dinner.
“You’re everything to me,” she said with a loving smile.
“Nearly everything,” I hung my jaw crookedly.
She squinted and tilted her head subtly but she didn’t pursue my meaning. 




Night Of The Hot Girlfriend

Back in college, I lived in the attic suite of a big old house, a tiny creaky apartment that my girlfriend Tamara was in love with. She was in biology, I was in chemistry.
“It’s like a Russian novel up here!” she said. “A good place to plan crimes and revolutions,” she squinted her big brown eyes at me and grinned sideways. Tamara had a devious bend of mind.
My friend in chemistry, JT, was often over to hang out — nobody had money, so talking shit all night was all we had. One night we got on the topic of biological chemistry.
Tamara was wearing a tight grey sweater with a white lace Peter Pan collar and a short grey skirt with thigh high socks and heavy black ankle boots. She looked like she belonged in the century the house was built in. Her long lazy waves of cinnamon blonde hair fell over her shoulders and lazily as a forest creek down her back. She was a studious girl, quiet and reserved, especially with other people around. Bookish, you would say.
But she knew her biology. “It must have happened,” she suddenly interjected, "that different chemicals got manufactured in evolution that generated different specific emotional feelings, no?” She looked up through the tops of her eyes through strands of hair that partly obscured her face in the light of the dim floor lamp at night. She had no idea how incredibly sexy she was, especially when she was thinking hard.
Neither JT nor I said anything — we both admired her silently, it was so late  by this time and our minds were swirling.
“Feelings,” she picked up again, “that then would prompt actions that supposedly were beneficial to survival?” she finished her thought in a lower, quieter voice.
JT pushed himself back up to sit straight and cleared his throat and grinned at me, tearing his ensnared eyes off my girlfriend’s bountiful chest. I understood — she was hard not to sink you gaze into. I saw her flash a glimpse back at JT too, and for a split second, to also grin in the very corners of her lips a brief moment.
“Well,” he dropped his gaze to the empty middle of the table that glowed in the dim yellowing light, “adrenaline is one that is certainly manufactured and then released in a flood into the blood stream, and that one makes you breathe faster and your muscles shake,” he nodded to no one.  “And those signals make your emotional brain create the feeling of fear, and that’s what makes you run away,” JT said with a firm nod.
Tamara inhaled and held her finger up ready to contradict him but I cut her off. “Other way around,” I waved my hand over the table. “The chemicals are what make you run away, and all the emotional brain does is come in after the fact when it notices that you’re running away and sort of figures out that there must be something to fear. So it goes, body runs, then the fear feeling comes.”
Tamara tilted her head at me and had something different to say, but I tripped her up. “But then,” she paused, “that just makes the whole chemo-emotional circuit redundant,” she said shaking her head of bouncing waves at me. Her hair fell over her face more and she switched her crossed legs up and leaned back further in the kitchen chair, folding her hands over her stomach with a satisfaction. “That means the emotional brain would be just along for the ride. Where is the survival benefit in that? Because everything that exists in the body has a survival benefit or it wouldn’t be there.” JT was there or I wouldn’t have been able to resist taking her pretty face in my hands and kissing her deeply then and there. She absently pulled a tiny gold necklace through her lips.
“She’s right,” JT finally said. “We have to test this, we need an experiment.”
As if on some kind of cue, we both turned to Tamara sitting there on the third side of the square kitchen table we sat around.
“Why does everyone look at me,” she couldn’t stop herself grinning.
We both looked back at each other and I could tell by his eyes, as he could by mine, that we were imagining the same kind of experiment.
“Last weekend,” he said, “when we were getting beers at the student pub,” he nodded thoughtfully. “When that dude came up and asked Tamara if she was alone. Right in front of you.”
Tamara shot me a wide-eyed but secretly communicating glance. She lifted her bottle of beer. “That guy was so oblivious! I mean Vince was right beside me.” She shook her head with disdain. But she glanced sideways at me again with those big brown eyes of hers, all hidden behind her loose strands of her hair she pulled in front of her face. It was what she did when she was thinking about sex, she hid her face — she couldn’t just come out and say it. But JT was there — she was as restrained as I was.
“That’s what pissed me off so much,” I said, turning to JT. “I mean, fuck guy, at least wait for me to go to the bathroom or something, right?” 
JT rolled his head back and laughed. “I thought you were just gonna stand up and drop the guy right there.”
“Felt like it,” I nodded. “If he didn’t back off when he did, man I was starting to boil.”
“With adrenaline,” Tamara pointed out.
“Definitely adrenaline,” I nodded at her. “Shaking, heart racing, seeing red.” Her eyes flared at me. She even wrapped the tip of her pink, wet tongue around the tiny pendent of her necklace and toyed with it, staring at me deeply in the eyes. She didn’t hide it from JT. She was making me stir, I could tell so obviously she was getting aroused. What could we do though?
“But in that moment, you’re not able to sort of gauge your thinking or monitor yourself,” JT said. “Are you.”
“No,” I agreed, barely able to pull my eyes off my girlfriend who was herself looking down and grinning. She shifted her legs again. She was becoming agitated.
“So a guy hitting on your girlfriend causes you to flood your bloodstream with adrenaline,” he went on, nodding at me. “Is that about right?”
“What’s your experiment, JT?” I said, already feeling some kind of chemical flooding me. So was Tamara, whose face was by now flushed — her give away.
“A controlled version of what happened at the pub,” he said.
“Involving you.” I stared at him mimicking an angry man.
He and I stared like two adversaries circling each other in the ring. “Involving me,” he grinned.
“Guys,” Tamara flared her eyes at the table, “I’m right here, in case you didn’t realize.” Her dangling foot touched the underside of my leg.
We realized of course — but we kept our eyes locked on each other. “I don’t think it’s a good experiment,” I said.
“I think it is,” he contradicted me.
I turned to Tamara who again flared her eyes silently at me. She was becoming impatient for JT to leave.
“But we’re not at a pub,” I pointed out.
“We could pretend we’re in the library,” he said.
“Doing what?” Tamara turned to him with her wild eyes lifted to him.
He shrugged. But I got his idea. I turned to Tamara, “You could be reading, say. He comes in and he tries to hit on you. And I’m sitting there watching him do it. Just like the pub.”
“And you get to stop the action,” Tamara said. She held her mouth like someone focused on not grinning. “So we can break it down and analyze it.”
JT finished the thought. “Exactly! Then let it roll forward again, and make notes of what you feel. Gauge the chemicals as they come on line.”
“And what, I’m supposed to get angry at you?” I said.
“Yeah, I hit on your girlfriend, I do things until you feel angry enough and then we make notes. Then we keep going until you’re angry again.” He stared at me like it was the most normal thing to suggest.
“I vote we try it,” said Tamara, shooting her arm high up. She glanced at JT and I saw them look at each other briefly before they both darted their eyes away.
“It’s already on,” I said with a chuckle, looking at them both slyly though squinting eyes.
“What is?” JT asked.
“I just saw you and Tamara exchange glances and I could feel a little stab right through my heart.”
“Aw,” Tamara smiled in sympathy at me. She reached for my arm and squeezed my wrist. “Maybe you don’t want us to do this.”
“No, no,” I said, “I was just pointing out, for experimental purposes, that I was already feeling something.”
“Feeling what though?” JT leaned forward.
I leaned back, I clasped my hands over my stomach, and I rotated my face toward him. “Fear. I felt fear. Don’t know fear of what, but it was fear.”
“Scale of 1-10,” Tamara said full of excitement. She loved experiments, but she would as a biologist.
“One is fear I’m going to pinch your arm,” Tamara said. Her eyes were somehow bigger and rounder. “And ten is, fear of death.”
JT laughed. “Too high, too high! Everything is going to be below 2. Make it, I don’t know, 10 is, Tamara is going to tell you she’s had a second boyfriend all along.”
“Oh my god!” she widened her eyes at him and exaggerated a gasp.
“I have to admit, that is a pretty serious fear,” I said. “I don’t fear that at the moment, but if I did, that would be a big thing.”
She turned to me. “You actually are afraid of that?” She was incredulous.
“No, no,” I shook my head. “But when I imagine it, when I imagine you just telling me that, I can feel just how fearful that would be.” I clasped her hand with mine and we entwined fingers over the top of the table. “It would hit me on so many levels at once.”
“I would never!” she leaned forward to reassure me and she lifted my hand in hers to kiss the back of my fingers.
“But this is good,” JT said. “That’s a good scale. So on that scale, when you saw me and Tamara exchange a secret glance, where did that fall?”
“Well let’s see,” I said. “I know you, I already know you guys know each other, and we’re talking about certain things, so the glance could mean a lot of innocent things. I don’t know, I felt something, so maybe 2 or 3.”
Tamara turned to JT and gave him big closed-mouth smile and puffed air out her nose. We all nodded. The experiment was on.
“You go by his desk, by his bookshelves in there,” JT said, gesturing toward my bedroom. There was no door, just an archway. “Make like you’re reading something. Then I’ll come in.”
“Where am I? Just sitting here?” I said.
JT shrugged. “You can wonder around like you’re not even in the scene. We don’t see you. It’s like you’re a ghost, you get to see us but we don’t see you.”
I turned to Tamara. “You okay with this?”
She grinned. “Sounds fun,” she said with an obsequious grin. “I want to see how mad you get!” she laughed and slapped my leg.
“Go,” JT said. Tamara got up full of excitement about the experiment. She went through the archway into my bedroom. JT and I stood together watching her get into character from the kitchen.
JT quietly said to me, “You good with this?”
“It’s all in the name of science,” I nodded.
“Stop it anytime,” he nodded. And he went through the archway.
I went halfway through and watched from the short hall. JT made it look as if he were searching the shelves for a particular book. Tamara made it look like she was getting interested in her book and she sat on my desk and crossed her legs.
“Hey,” JT said, nodding, half turning to her.
She looked up interrupted from her book. “Hey,” she said back friendly enough, before dropping her eyes back to her book.
So far so good: they both acted very realistically. “Feels real, guys,” I said.
They both completely ignored me. “Oh hey, I read that book, what do think of it?”
She turned it over and looked at the spine. It was “Crime and Punishment.” “Just started, hard to say,” she smiled politely up at him.
“So you read the scene with the landlady and what comes after that?” he said with a sideways grin.
She closed the book and held it against her legs with her arms down and outstretched. She dangled her hair over her face and looked up to him. It was a sexy come on, but I thought it was JT who was supposed to be coming onto her. “Why don’t you tell me what you think of it?”
He sniggered. But he stepped over to the desk and leaned on it right beside her. “Well,” he began.
But I called out. “Stop.” They both dropped their smiles and over to me.
“Maybe 3 to 4 now. I saw JT slide on in there leaning beside you.”
“What is the fear?” she said.”Can you name it?”
I looked in her eyes and she looked right back as though defying me. “Fear that you two already somehow know each other. I mean in the scene, you’re my girlfriend, and he’s some random guy. Yet I am suspicious you know each other.”
Tamara rolled her head sideways and rubbed it against JT’s head. “We do! He’s your best friend!” She tittered. “It’s hard to suddenly not know him!”
“But it’s more than just that, I mean that it feels like you two know each other in a more serious way already.”
“Like a fear that you didn’t know that Tamara and I are ex’s?” JT pointed at me.
“Fuck,” I grinned. “That pushed it to 5, just the mere suggestion of it. Look,”  I said, holding out my hand level. “It’s shaking already.”
“Holy shit,” nodded JT.
Tamara looked at my hand and lifted her eyes to my face. “What would happen if I kissed him on the cheek?”
“Why would you suddenly do that?” I shook my head with confusion. “That would not be consistent with the scene.”
“No,” JT agreed, “but it would accelerate that fear you said you have.”
He turned toward Tamara but kept his eyes on mine, even when he touched her chin. She also turned her face to him but kept her eyes on mine. They didn’t kiss on the cheek — they kissed on the lips. They both looked at me and I glared back at them.
“How did that feel?” Tamara said in a soft, private voice.
I looked at her with my breath heavy and my heart rapid. “6,” I said.
JT turned to Tamara and she turned to him, gently placing the book aside. He reached to her and plunged his hand through her hair to wrap it around the back of her neck. She reacted stiffly at first, resistant to him when he pulled her, but she also briefly licked her own lips and dropped her gaze down to his mouth. This time they didn’t turn to me. They pressed their faces in slow motion together, and she lifted her hand to lightly caress the side of his face. They engaged in a twisting, entwining-snake-like long kiss.
When they finally broke it off, Tamara looked at me with her breath short and her eyes dilated.
“You tell me this time,” I said to her. “How did that feel?”
She widened her eyes and stared at the floor between us. “I’m not the one in the experiment,” she said.
“I’m going to say at least 8,” JT laughed and Tamara laughed too, though there was an element of nervous laughter with her, when she looked at him.
She looked at me and dragged her hand with pressure down from his face, over his neck, to his chest, then his stomach, and finally around his thigh. It was as though she was unaware that she slowly jutted her chest and arched her back as she did so. “8 for me too,” she said nearly inaudibly.
“Hold it,” I said,”What’s going on here?”
“Feeling angry?” JT said. He pressed the palm of his hand against Tamara’s beautiful breasts. She blinked and she swallowed, her eyes narrowed and she appeared to shiver a split second, but she didn’t push his hand away.
“Getting pretty angry now, seeing as how you think you can just do that, so yeah, angry for sure.”
“Scale?” Tamara said, sounding like she was slightly out of breath. She just looked at me even while JT freely massaged her breasts in front of me.
“What was I up to already?” I asked. Her and I had our eyes locked.
“6,” JT said.
“Well it’s 8 now,” I said. I held my hand out flat. It shook visibly.
“What about now?” Tamara said in a low sultry voice that was almost a whisper it was so quiet. She had slid her hand up his thigh to let it rest lightly over his crotch.
“Stop,” I said with my throat constricted and my breath so short and rapid I was feeling slightly faint.
Tamara put her hands back together in her lap and JT also clasped his hands together in his lap leaning on the desk hip to hip against her.
“Okay that was a bit much,” I said.
“What were you feeling?” Tamara asked with her head tilted full of innocence.
“Just a lot of things, a lot of things at once.”
“Like what?” She reached over and laid her hand again over the top of JT’s crotch. “Say it.”
I swallowed hard and crossed my arms over my chest. “A lot of things, I don’t know, it’s hard to separate them out, hard to put names on them.”
“Try,” she said in a breathy voice. She lifted herself off the edge of the desk and stepped around JT’s extended feet. She twisted around to look at me over her shoulder, her cascades of waves covering half her face. Her arms were bent at their elbows and her hands were busy in front of her stomach. I didn’t want to look down from her eyes, but I didn’t have to. I could see she was undoing JT’s belt, slowly feeding it out of the metal loop, her eyes big, her lips pouty, her legs wide around his. My heart pounded and I was unable to believe what I was seeing. It was all unfolding as though in a surreal house of mirrors.
JT lifted his hands from the edge of the desk he’d been gripping as though for life and placed them around her waist. She turned back to face him and closed her eyes and projected her face forward on her reaching neck to kiss him again, softer, longer. Her nimble fingers undid the buttons of his jeans and her shoulders heaved up with a big breath she took when she pulled open the flaps of his pants and spread them.
I stepped inside my bedroom but only as far as the archway and I leaned against it still with my arms crossed over my chest. Neither of them looked at me now, they only kept their eyes on each others. JT began to pull up the sides of her sweater and rather than struggle against him or push his hands off her, she raised her arms over her head inviting him to pull her sweater up and off. Things felt like they were exploding up the serious scale, like we were messing with things we should not be touching.
She fluffed her hair and shook her head settling over her bare shoulders and back, and she smiled and snorted, even jutting her jaw at him with a kind of defiance. She pulled his jeans down over his ass and kept pushing them down, squatting as she did so until she was nearly all the way down, pulling his jeans off his feet that he raised for her one at a time. She stood back up, having not shifted her feet. He looked at her hip and as she reached her arms out and settled them over his shoulders, he undid the button there and drew down the tiny zipper until her skirt no longer hung from her hips but collapsed in a cloud at her feet. She stepped out of them, pushing them aside with her boot. She pulled up his t-shirt and yanked it, laughing a little, over this head.
She slowly brushed her hands down the front of his nude body, but for his shorts. And he returned his hands to her naked waist, she being also nude but for white bra, white panties, and black boots.
“What the fuck, stop guys,” I said, but I barely managed to get it out though my dry and constricted throat.
They both looked at me as thought they forgot I was there, JT leaning sideways to see around her head and hair, Tamara by twisting around on her hips. But they didn’t take their hands off each other. Or move apart.
“I don’t know about this,” I said. They didn’t even ask me what I was feeling this time. “I have to get something to write on.” I stepped toward them and they slid out of my way when I reached behind JT for paper on my desk and I made him step toward my bed when I needed to get into the drawer for pens. Tamara stepped with him staying in front, holding onto each other, then sat down on the bed to pull off her boots. JT sat beside her and lifted her leg into his lap to help her with her boots and she laughed and flopped back onto her back across my bed. When he got one off, she rolled onto her stomach and laid her other leg over his lap. He worked that boot off too, but he laid his hand on the back of her exposed thigh as he did so. It was very close to her panties.
I sat in my chair and spun it around and leaned back against its groaning spring till my shoulder blades were painfully against the front edge of my desk. I had a notebook in my lap on a tray and I began to write. I was about to say they could go again, but they had already started. JT had reached up her legs and had curled his fingers over the waist of her panties. It was again too far, it was again more than we thought we would do, or at least more than I had imagined would happen. Rather than brush his hand away, my girlfriend only lifted herself by her hips to allow him to pull them off, and he tugged them the rest of the way down the bed toward me and off her legs.
I wrote. I had feelings that were entirely unexpected, and not all bad. There’s a sort of dreamlike quality about it when things are happening late at night past the point of being tired, as though it’s not really happening, or it doesn’t count in the real world.
She reached behind her back with her face buried in my blankets and merely tapped her finger at the clasp of her bra. JT wormed his way up the bed and swung himself up and over her, sitting down on her ass to reach up and undo her bra. She rolled under him until she was flat on her back and she stared up at him and tugged at the waist of his shorts. I wanted to say “Stop” again but it was like a dream as I said, like when you can’t find your voice.
JT lifted himself on his hands and toes like a jackknife and worked his own shorts down, using his toes at the end to pull them off and tossed them aside onto the floor. They struggled and wrestled a bit arranging their limbs until Tamara’s knees were pushed wide and JT’s knees were together, where he laid slowly, gently down over top of her. Her feet slowly pulled up and down along his thighs and calves. Her hands gracefully, gently, rubbed up and down over his back and shoulder blades. JT suspended himself over her body to avoid crushing her, resting on his knees and elbows. I couldn’t believe they were both completely nude. I felt like I was watching something distant on a screen.
“Stop,” I finally managed to breathe out. They didn’t hear me, lost in another of their kisses, and I forced it out louder again. Tamara rolled her head sideways to see me down past the foot of the bed. JT rolled his head far enough over to see me over his shoulder.
“How are we doing there,” he said.
I cleared my throat and began speaking with a catch in my voice. “Getting a lot down here,” I said. “Do you think we have enough now?”
“I’m not sure,” Tamara said, her delicate fingers, her painted nails, still hanging onto JT’s shoulders suspended above her. “I’m good to go a bit further if . . . “ she trailed off.
JT looked down at her. “I’m good to keep going too,” he said softly to her. “We’re all good here, you good there?” he called over his shoulder to me.
“I don’t know guys,” I said. “I’m feeling a lot of things.”
“That’s good, right?” Tamara said encouragingly, but in a wavering voice. “Why don’t we just try a little more?”
“I think we need to good thorough data,” JT nodded.
“It’s just us three,” Tamara said. “Nobody else needs to know, right?”
“We can stop though if you think we should,” JT said.
They both stared at me, their fingers moving in tiny, imperceptible circles on each others skin, both of them trying obviously to control their deep, rapid breathing.
“No, no,” I finally said, pushing my chair around by digging my feet into the floor until I was opposite the side of the bed.
“If it’s too far, we’ll stop,” Tamara nearly whispered. “But I want to keep going.”
“I know,” I said. “I think that’s what’s giving me part of the complex feelings — I can tell your enjoying it.”
“It’s only because you’re here,” she assured me with a serious nod. “You know that right?”
“I know. It gives me feelings I am having a hard time identifying seeing you so into it — but I want to see more.”
She looked up at JT, who, directly above her, looked down at her so closely they could kiss. “Do you want to keep going?” she asked him so innocently and softly. She did that so well, I nearly gasped.
“Yeah,” he breathed and nodded.
“Maybe it would help me,” I stopped them again just as they were about to kiss all over, “if you guys also told me what you were feeling, so then I can make notes of that too. It’s all chemicals, right? Maybe we can get data on whether our bodies follow our decisions or . . . “
Tamara cut me off, her eyes big and round on JT’s. “. . . or our decisions follow our bodies.” The way she said “bodies” made me nearly faint.
“Tell me,” I said, kicking JT’s leg because he was also nearly knocked out by her. “What are you deciding to do next. Do you know?”
“Yes I know,” he said not taking his gaze off my girlfriend. The silence in the room, the creak of the old house, the smell of wood and attic everywhere, it was like a different world we fell into through the back of a closet. His voice was shaking like Tamara’s.
“What is it,” said Tamara in a whisper so quiet it was as though it was meant only for him. Her finger tapped on his bicep impatiently.
He turned to me sideways. “I want to go down on her,” he said. He turned to her. “I want to eat her pussy out.”
Under his body Tamara rocked and squirmed at his words. I could see her knees pull up one after the other and her hips rotate under him. It appears to all be involuntary and I quickly scratched down a note.
“I don’t know,” I smirked as I wrote in my book. “I mean . . . “ I groaned, but Tamara cut me off again.
“ I don’t mind if that’s good for data,” she quickly said, rolling her face toward me. “If if gives you other feelings to write about,” she added, barely able to say it through a faltering high-pitch voice.
“Tell me what it makes you feel, him saying that,” I said to her.
She looked up at him even as he began to slowly edge himself backward on his hands and knees down over her body. She inhaled in a shiver and rolled her head sideways toward me again. “It makes me feel pretty weird,” she chuckled but she caught herself quickly. “I guess I like it. I would like him to do that, yes.” She kept her face toward me even as her hands lifted and plunged into his hair. He was kissing her stomach.
“It’s kind of beyond feelings that I can say,” she breathed out. “It kind of feels like things are just happening now,” she squeezed out in a higher register. JT was lowering his face between her pulled up knees, his hands wrapped around her hips and laying on her stomach. He blew lightly on her pussy and she inhaled sharply and clenched her eyes a moment. She opened them again on mine. They had become glassy. She bent her finger and bit on it. “It just feels,” she said barely able to force the words out all jaggedly and separated, “goooood,” she groaned at length. He had brought his mouth to the apex of her legs and her eyes closed. I heard her breathe the word, “fuck!”
Her not wanting to stop was understandable, even with her boyfriend sitting right beside the bed watching and making notes. Or maybe I added to the sensation for her, giving her a tacit permission to have sex with my friend, something she probably would never do behind my back, I had to believe. Yet it came on quickly and unexpectedly. I thought she’d laugh it off at some point and we’d all wipe our brows and go back to the kitchen, glad things were stopped where they were. But body-manufactured chemicals are powerful. They absolutely override any conscious decisions. We are compelled to do as we are programmed to in response to the chemicals, no less than the ant infected by the chemicals released by a fungus, climbs up a blade of grass and chomps the top permanently. Once her chemicals were flooding her blood, she was powerless to stop things, no matter how wrong, no matter how much it scratched across the record of her personality.
JT was just as slave to the programming of his body in response to the release of his chemicals. To me, what came after we finished — whatever that would come to mean — would be just as interesting as JT and Tamara would have to recount to me how they felt about what they know they did right in front of me.
Tamara began to inhale in short, sharp high-pitched gasps through her open mouth with her head pushing further and further backward on my bed. Her fingers twisted in the sheets and her chest arched high up.
JT reached up her body, pushing his hands over her tight stomach and clamping onto her breasts, squeezing her, pulling on her nipples and twisting them. Her whole body contorted and writhed like a slow-motion electrocution. Of course he wouldn’t want to stop — his conscious override would be far less than hers.
The biggest question was why I wasn’t making them stop. They both had sexual pleasure to excuse themselves — an obviously heavy-hitter in the realm of chemical communication. My girlfriend’s moans began to stop and start like she was forgetting to breathe. In times spaced out by several seconds, she would inhale sharply several times, then hold her breath, then moan out loud long and deeply, each time in a higher tone as though she were climbing, falling, and climbing higher and higher in ever shorter cycles. I wasn’t supposed to be experiencing pleasure, I was supposed to be the aggrieved party, I was supposed to be getting more and more angry.
But though I started out miffed to some degree when they were clothed and kissing and touching, the more things got carried away, the more serious they got, the more I saw my girlfriend’s eyes dilate and could sense her breath getting shorter, the more I was overtaken as well by something that wasn’t quite sexual pleasure, but a pretty close cousin to it.
Maybe that’s why guys get over-the-top raging angry when they catch their wives at it with another guy. Seeing the lust in their wives, it brings forth in them something similar, a kind of sexual pleasure, a release of some mix of chemical signals, that confuses them and fills them with self-hate and self-dread to the point they need to smash the very possibility of it. It may be why, I thought, as I tilted my head sideways to consider my girlfriend’s face more closely, the way it contorted with deep pleasure, as she cusped, as she stopped breathing altogether, as her whole torso squirmed like she was squeezing through a hole too small, they must leave their wives, despite the damage to their home and family and income and assets and everything else, because their partner, just being a reminder of that unfamiliar kind of pleasure, is too uncomfortable to live with.
She cried out so loud I was about to cover her mouth with my hand in respect of the neighbors. Her whole body lifted off the bed and flopped down, repeatedly. She pushed JT’s head out from between her legs and seemed suspended on a high voltage power line, before seemingly being released in every cell in her body. She rolled on her side away from me and curled her body up tight.
JT just hung there on his hands and knees looking at me with my girlfriend’s glisten all over his mouth. He crawled up to the pillows and flopped down on his back. He didn’t care that his cock, raging hard, stood up between my face and my girlfriend’s back.
She rolled over finally but was surprised by where JT had landed himself and she said, “Oh, hello,” to his cock, and she laughed. She pulled herself against him and even onto him, laying her head on his stomach to see me better, with her hand resting on his leg. Her and I seemed to agree for the moment to ignore his hard, straight up cock between our faces. He had pulled himself up on my pillow and was able to look down at us where I leaned on my elbows on my knees close to Tamara where her face rested sideways on his abdomen.
“You’re still not saying stop, you know,” she said. I guess I should have. I believed we were stopped and I was confused at first at what she meant. But she kept her eyes on mine even as she slid her hand up his leg and wrapped it slowly around his cock. She licked her lips and struggled to keep her eyes from blinking. “You’re not saying stop,” she breathed as though she required it now to stop herself, as though she was compelled without me putting a boundary up. She emitted a tiny cry from deep inside and bent his cock over far enough to lick it, to kiss it, and when I still said nothing, to close her eyes and close her lips around the head.
JT groaned and stared down at his body with his eyes nearly popping out. I covered my eyes to stop him and I from seeing each other. But I looked through my fingers at what Tamara was doing. She got up on her elbows and knees and held his cock in her hand as she lowered her mouth all the way down over his cock. When she pulled back up, I could see it shiny from her saliva.
She looked at me with his cock against her face where she batted it gently on her cheek and forehead and kissed it and played with it. “You don’t want me to stop, do you,” she said. She swallowed it again making sure I was watching. She pulled off and kissed it like a lover and licked under the ridge. “Do you like watching me suck off your friend?”
She didn’t wait for my answer before dropping her mouth down the length of his cock again. She began to pump herself on him and he let her, of course. And so did I. I was having trouble writing anything anymore. She was right. Removed from the anger of discovering her cheating behind my back, removed from the humiliation of others discovering my girlfriend is with another man, removed from the threat another man would normally be who isn’t my friend, removed from the aggression and the belittling even a friend could show taking on one’s partner, there was none of the anger. But what remained was more powerful yet. My girlfriend wasn’t sucking him off for his pleasure, she wasn’t doing it for my entertainment, she was clearly and completely self-absorbed doing it out of her own body’s imperative, and she was flooded with her own pleasure.
As was I. It was as though a sympathetic response were taking me over, the way a yawn spreads to others, or hiccups or laughter. I tried to write but I was messy, I was shaking so much. Our bodies release chemicals sometimes when we perceive a person close to us releasing those chemicals — if a person I am walking on a dark path with is suddenly filled with adrenaline, it’s a good evolutionary adaptation for my body to release adrenaline too. They must have seen or heard something to cause them to fear and to get ready to run, so without needing the original stimulus, my body trusts their body and gets ready to run too.
My girlfriend’s overwhelming pleasure was filling me with pleasure, even though I wasn’t receiving the primary original stimulation. Yet I was enthralled in pleasure in sympathy with her. Had this all happened outside the context of an experiment in the laboratory of my bedroom, I would, of course, have been mightily confused about what it said about me that I was experiencing an extremely strong reaction to a flood of pleasure chemicals even as my girlfriend was going down on another man’s cock in front of me. I would of course be thrown into a spiral of self-doubt afterword. How could anyone get off on watching their partner be sexually gratified by another mate? But that was all a mix-up of chemical signals. We release chemicals when triggered to by someone near us also releasing those chemicals. Then we associate the release in our bodies with what we are seeing, as though that were the cause of it. First the chemical, then the mind tries to figure out an explanation. It gets it wrong, but that doesn’t inhibit the pleasure — the chemicals have already hit.
I scribbled my notes furiously. When next I looked up, it was as though Tamara were becoming desperate for me to say something, to put up a stop sign of some kind. Her face was glowing and her eyes were glass. She had, unbeknownst to me, lifted herself into a kneeling position over JT’s body. She sagged to her hands planted on his chest and her long hair swept over his face. She stopped looking at me and brought her face to his, to kiss him again.
JT’s hands were all over my girlfriend’s body, all over her back, all over her waist, her ass, underneath and over her stomach and her breasts. She moaned inside their long, intense kiss, and my heart pounded when I saw her arm stretch slowly down between their bodies and her hand appear behind her, between her legs. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and she pulled and pushed on it, her hand shaking and her body caught in those tiny high-pitched inhalations all over again. Every flood of chemicals in her were flooding in me too.
She brought her face sideways to me and laid her cheek on his chest. “I can’t help it,” she nearly cried to me. She moaned and gasped. I was again paralyzed and could not say anything — I was powerless as she was. When she let go of his cock I forced myself to look down between her legs. The head was inside her pussy. I nearly died.
She plunged down and sat up on him at the same time, pushing her hair back from her face with both hands and turning to me with her mouth hanging wide open. She exhaled like she was being scalded and she released her knees and allowed her hips to fall all the way down onto his hips. She curled her spine in and her eyes went half-lidded like it was a pain that filled her. When she rocked forward again, still turned to face me, still with her mouth wide open, still with her eyes glassy and her lips rosy, I could see his cock completely covered in her glisten. She rocked back down again and up and down and up, and when he gripped her breasts in his hands, she returned her attention to the man who was beneath her, and she began to rise and fall on him, fucking him, fucking his brains out. They went hard at each other.
I pushed the chair back from the edge of the bed. There was no stopping them now if I tried. He rolled their bodies over and they laughed, forgetting entirely that I was there in the same room. She squealed and grabbed for his cock and he plunged it down into her and she cried out being so completely pierced. She rolled over on her side facing me and braced her hands into the headboard and dug her knees into my bed as he pounded her also sideways from behind.
She pushed him off and got herself into position as though to tell him, time to cum. She wagged her ass and went down on her elbows. He kneeled behind her and plowed himself into her so hard her body shuddered and she cried out and bit the sheets hard. That was how my girlfriend came again, with JT ramming himself into her from behind. She quickly rolled over and scooted her body down and looked up at him from between his legs where he kneeled high over her and she coquettishly licked and sucked his cock with a cute smile and pumped it until he lost his restraint and gripped his own ass and began to shoot. She caught the first o fit in her mouth but she filled up too fast and bubbles came out around her lips before she pulled off and his ejaculate gushed from her lips and kept shooting on her face and neck and breasts.
I walked out to the kitchen and gave them privacy when they showered and cleaned up and dressed again. JT was first back to the kitchen table and he sat down tentatively and silently. We faced each other but we didn’t look at each other. Tamara finally came out wearing only my bathrobe. Without saying anything, she pushed my chair back from the table and threw her leg over my lap and sat down on me, facing me. She kissed me tenderly and she licked my ear without saying anything.
She kissed me so passionately, I grew hard all over again. She let her robe fall open and I played with her recently-defiled breasts. She opened my pants and looked down at my cock she stroked in my hand. She shed the robe behind her onto the floor unconcerned JT was across the table watching. As though she was unable to stop herself all over again, she raised her body on her spread feet and allowed her pussy to come down over my raging hard cock. She cooed in my ear and moaned hard against me. Even though she had just fucked my friend’s brains out, she began to fuck my brain’s out just the same.
When I got close, she allowed her body to slide down the front of my body until she was on her knees between my legs and she sucked on me and licked me until I also filled her mouth and shot all over her face and breasts.
It was my turn and then hers again in the shower. When we came out, naked, arms around each other’s waists, we steered each other first into the kitchen where she reached for JT, and when she seized his hand, she tugged him up from the chair and pulled him behind her and me through the archway and into my bedroom. It must have been 4 in the morning by then — I could hear the earliest of birds outside. She helped him undress and laid down between us, pulling JT down on her other side on the small bed. Both JT and I were on our backs. My girlfriend was on her stomach, squeezed between us.
I woke up unaware I had fallen asleep to find Tamara on top of JT, crouching to make herself small, but fucking him again. It was dreamlike and I drifted off again. Sometime later with morning light pouring through the curtains, in a surreal state of half-sleep, half-wakefulness, I realized I was lying sideways pumping my cock into Tamara who was facing away from me and kissing JT.
An apartment on the second floor below me was up for rent and JT took it. Tamara gave up her place and at first moved in with me. But she spent as much time in JT’s place that you’d have to say she moved in with both of us.
It didn’t last long — college relationships seldom do. A few times we tried the threesome thing again, but it was never like the first time. Tamara would be up and down as she wished, sometimes in the same night, and the strange thing about it all, those 8 months or so, was that — maybe because of the way it started, or maybe because of what we knew, talking about it after and going over my increasingly scribbled notes — there was never any jealousy, there was never any betrayal, and there was never any possessiveness.
We almost got caught when her parents surprised her in a cafe we were hanging out in on a Sunday afternoon. They knew her and I were together, and in the cafe, she had her bare legs draped over my legs. But she was leaning back cradling JT’s face kissing him on the mouth. We all laughed it off as JT’s birthday. 




Cucked at the Nightclub

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




Sweet Talked

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




She crumbled  



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




It Wasn’t All Her Fault

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




The Coquette Wife

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




An Inducement to Cheat

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




A Wife Enticed

Trish turned sideways and rested her elbow over the back of the sectional. She pressed her fingers and thumb into her temple and grinned doubtfully at Trevor who remained relaxed and innocent further down the couch, gazing out the massive windows and down into the twinkling city at night below them.
“Are you like this with all the women who invite you up to their rooms?” she grinned. She was wearing a three-piece suit: pleated baggy pants, a vest, an oversized suit jacket with extra-wide lapels, all tan — including her square nose boots. There was nothing under the vest. Her blonde mid-length hair had that just-right messy look. She was an executive assistant and she was on a business trip. She was a powerful, confident woman in command of her world. And she was my wife.
“I have no idea what you mean,” Trevor replied, playing it low key, maintaining innocence.
“So you didn’t just sit there at the bar waiting for me to talk to you and knowing I eventually would, even though you made yourself as available as possible.” She leaned closer to him and looked hard into his eyes like a person testing the truthfulness of another.
“I didn’t mind talking with you, I’ll be honest about that.” He used that grin I remember he used in college to reliable effect every time. Trevor was my old college roommate.
“And when I asked you if you would like to come upstairs for one more drink, I suppose that was a surprise too.” She curled her lips between her teeth and tamped down her grin.
“I was surprised, maybe, yeah.” He stayed so cool.
“No you weren’t,” she smiled at him. “You weren’t surprised in the least. I think men like you know exactly what you’re doing.” She tilted her glass at her lips but she kept her eyes on him even as she laid her head back to drink.
“If by that you mean men like me have self-knowledge and confidence in themselves, then I guess you’d be right — I don’t suffer that affliction, it’s true.”
“No you don’t,” my wife said to him nodding in confirmation. “No you don’t,” she repeated more softly. Watching her in her hotel room suite alone with a man, even if it was a man I knew all too well, cast a strange spell over me, lurking in the bedroom behind the nearly closed double doors. It should have been enough for me at that point to decide she had failed the test, just asking him up to her room like that, just having a drink with him on the couch in her suite. But I stayed behind the door in the dark room, I didn’t text Trevor, and I didn’t stop things, not yet, anyway. There was something fascinating in watching my wife when she thinks she’s alone and when she would be able to be anybody she wanted to be, off to a new city like that. I could see from behind the gap in the door that her eyes were twinkling.
“I’m calling in that old favor,” I said down the phone to Trevor after he and I joked long enough about our respective sports teams and who suffered the most for the longest and other trivialities that got us all caught up after so many years.
“Not sure I know what you’re talking about, buddy.”
“Oh yes you do,” I assured him. “The favor. Think about it.”
It was 12 years before. He and I were roommates at college. He told me he thought his girlfriend cheated on him for a one-night-stand.
“You think she’s the type?”
“I know she is — that’s how her and I got started,” he said.
“So you think she’s doing it again.”
“I do. But you know, there’s only one true way to find out.”
“Your chances of catching her are slim,” I pointed out. “If she’s been doing it before, she’s going to be good at hiding it.”
“Good point, good point,” he nodded. “She’d have to be set up. A trap.”
“A trap,” I agreed.
That was when we hit on the plan for me to try to get with his girlfriend. The plan then was, I’d come over to where he was at his girlfriends for some work on a project. Only he’d text his girlfriend that he was going to be late, and to let me in and tell me to wait for him. Then, he’d text later, after I had my chance to smooth-talk her, and tell her he wasn’t going to be able to come over at all. That would then be the test. Would she send me away, or would she take advantage of the opportunity?
She went for the latter option. When things got heated, I went to the bathroom and texted him. “Dude, she failed. It’s getting heated out there. Now what?”
“How far is she taking it?”
“Dude,” I wrote more emphatically, “I think she wants to go all the way for fuck sakes.”
“Let’s see,” he said.
“You sure?”
“Go for it. I give my permission.” I stared at my phone.
What he didn’t tell me till much later was that he had snuck into her place ahead of me getting there and was hiding in the closet watching the whole thing between her and me unfold on her couch. We got drunk and laughed our heads off about that one.
Now I was asking him to test my wife the same way. “How far?” he asked, fully aware of what it was he was posing to me.
And I was fully aware too. “Let’s see,” I said, repeating those fateful words to him that he said to me when it was me doing his girlfriend.
“You sure?” he looked at me with doubtful eyes. “This ain’t no transitory girlfriend, buddy, this is your wife.”
“Go for it,” I nodded and drank back my drink. “I give my permission.” He stared at me long and hard, but he also drained his glass and we shook on it.
My wife pulled herself closer to him on the couch and he turned toward her, mirroring her the way his elbow draped over the back of the couch and the way he held his head up with his fingers planted on his temple.
She laughed. She recognized what he was doing. “You didn’t plan to get yourself up here, you’re saying?”
“I have no idea what you’re talking about, I keep telling you.” He smirked the whole time.
“Again he deflects, again he denies.” She smiled at him through strands of her blonde hair that fell over her face enticingly.
“Just enjoying a drink in a nice suite with a fine looking lady,” he drank more. “And a very nice suite it is, too.”
“I know,” she gazed around the spacious place. “My husband booked it for me. Did I mention I had a husband?” She slowly turned her head back toward him.
“In another city, in another time zone,” he said. He shrugged at her.
“Yeah,” she puffed air out her nose. “Might as well be another life, right?” She hung her head toward him and shook it, covering her face with her hair. “I’m sure that’s what you’d like to think, anyway.” She licked her lips and straightened herself back up. She had been leaning far over toward him, too far over.
“But this girl doesn’t do that. Sooooo, yeah,” she intoned.
“Doesn’t do what?” he played the innocent card still with her.
“She doesn’t play around with men in hotel rooms, no matter how much she might like the looks of them,” she said, pursing her lips and turning her eyes toward him. She’d given away perhaps more than she meant to.
“Who’s playing around? We’re just two independent consenting adults having a drink together in a little privacy.”
“Is that all we’re doing,” she stated flatly. “And if said girl took her jacket off, that isn’t going to give you any ideas?”
He smiled at her. “Never said I wasn’t enjoying the view — a guy can dream, right?”
She puffed air out her nose again and wriggled out of her jacket, twisting to drape it over the arm of the couch behind her. I instinctively ducked but eased back into the crack between the doors. She resumed her position facing him, holding her head with her splayed fingers at her temple. Her vest fell from her arm showing a glimpse of her black half-cup bra below. “Go ahead and dream.” She smiled at him. “But you have to tell me what you’re imagining.”
“Why do I have to tell that?”
“Because I said so,” she grinned and sniggered. “Girl’s house, girl’s rules.” She dropped her chin at him challengingly. “Why don’t you turn the lights down a little bit though, don’t you think it’s a little too bright in here?”
Trevor did so. He also excused himself. The door to the bathroom closed and my phone lit up seconds later. He had texted me.
“Buddy, I hate to tell you, but she’s coming on to me.”
He must have forgotten the part where he snuck into his girlfriend’s place and watched me go all the way with her. I didn’t clue him in.
“Where are you? I thought you were still down in the bar.” He last texted me when he spotted her walk in, fitting my description of her.
“She invited me up for a drink.”
“And you went??”
“Buddy, you told me to do anything she wanted!”
“Just kidding. Go for it, remember?”
“Yeah but she’s sort of coming on to me now.”
“Permission, dude, I already gave it.”
“Are you fucking sure?”
“Where are you, in the bathroom?” I knew exactly where he was — I watched him go there.
“Yeah, the bathroom.”
“Well don’t leave her alone so long.”
I peeked through the gap in the sliding doors. Trish had gotten up and was looking out the large windows down at the city. When Trevor came back out, she turned to face him.
“Now,” she smiled, “what were we talking about?” She pulled the curtains closed behind her and laughed lazily.
Trevor sat down. “I’m not sure,” he said.
“You were about to tell me what you were dreaming about, since you said that it was fair game for a man like you to dream. What are you dreaming about now, for example,” she said, as she slowly began to feed the buttons out the holes of her vest.
I was amazed. I wasn’t terribly shocked, but I was amazed that she was the one pressing things forward and Trevor was the one applying the brakes. I gulped hard and my heart skipped, seeing my wife actually begin to take her clothes off in front of him. I imagined a lot of things, but I didn’t imagine that.
“You sure you want to know that?” he grinned in that way of his. Damn, but every girl he laid got that same bad boy grin from him before they took their clothes off too. I don’t think he ever himself undressed a girl. Some guys just had it, and my wife was getting her dose.
She looked down and raised her eyes through their tops and shook her blonde hair over her face and grinned. She paused her hands on the last of her vest’s large wood buttons. She was teasing him, she was flirting with him. “You sure you can handle it? I mean,” she lifted her head and pushed the last button through. “Maybe you let your imagination get away with things,” she looked at him with a serious expression as her vest fell open revealing her stomach and her chest and her bra, “that you should never, ever do.”
“I control myself,” he nodded self-confidently. But he was staring at her body.
“You have a pretty high opinion of yourself,” she said, and her hands went to the clasp and zipper at the side of her pants. “I wonder if you really can, though. Does me being married give you pause?”
“Can you control yourself though?” he grinned at her.
“I already told you,” she replied in a breathy voice, undoing her pants and bending to lower them down her legs and to step out of them daintily, “I don’t do this sort of thing.”
She watched her own hands fold the pants over and she strolled as though she was fully dressed, as though nothing was going on, over to the couch where she carefully laid her vest and pants over her jacket that hung over the arm of the couch.
She was wearing her black hipster panties. “Something to nibble?” She causally padded over to the kitchenette and bent low down with her ass sticking out toward him to look inside the short fridge. “Got some things I stocked up with.”
She brought out a charcuterie board and unwrapped it. She came back to the couch, laid the board on the coffee table, and she sat down the way she was sitting before, with one leg folded under her facing him sideways. Only now, she had no clothes on, and also, instead of sitting one cushion away from him, she was sitting on the very next cushion beside him.
“So, anytime you’re ready, I’m all ears.” She snapped a celery stick off in her bared front teeth. “I’m not distracting you too much am I?” she asked in mock innocence, looking down at her own nearly nude body. She worked out. She was toned and tight. She looked incredible in that dim light.
I could not believe that my wife was coming on to Trevor like that, but I also didn’t react the way I thought I would, or at least the way I thought I should. Neither did Trevor react in the way he and I expected back in the day when it was his girlfriend we were testing. We laughed about it a lot then, and he insisted his girlfriend at the time didn’t mean much to him, but I always wondered: if he was watching me score with her, why didn’t he come out, why didn’t he bust her? I didn’t expect it at the time because I didn’t know he was watching at the time. But I never brought it up with him after I learned that he was.
Now I was the one watching my wife take her clothes off with him, and I wasn’t doing anything about it either. He also didn’t know I was watching.
“You sure you know what you’re doing?” I’d never seen Trevor nervous before. And I’d never seen my wife not nervous before.
“I thought we already went over this,” she said nonchalantly. “I’m not doing anything. I’m an independent consenting adult — a woman in her own room in a different city and a different time zone. Am I not allowed to take my clothes off if that’s what makes me more comfortable?” She challenged him with a shake of her head. “It’s you we’re not sure about. I thought you said all you were doing was dreaming.”
“I’m dreaming alright.”
“I can’t imagine what about!” she frowned pretending to be baffled. “I keep asking you but you keep this girl in the dark.”
I had no idea where she was going with it and I was sure Trevor was feeling out of his depth for maybe the first time in his life. There was something about it that I liked — a lot. Maybe two things. I liked seeing the great womanizer finally back-stepped a bit by a woman coming on to him like that. And I liked seeing my wife like that, becoming what Trevor used to call “the sexual aggressor.” It was a side of her I didn’t know existed and I wasn’t completely chagrined to discover it.
“It has to be their choice,” he said to me in just one of our long bar talks about this stuff. He played in a league at least a few levels above mine and I had no reticence about collecting advice from him like master to initiate. I didn’t mind admitting to him straight up that he had a way with the ladies I could only dream about.
“It’s the best vintage of wine you can imagine when they can’t resist themselves, rather than trying to resist you. You want the battle to be her against her, not her against you.” I lapped it up like secrets from the ancient ones. But it was all theoretical, it was all just talk for me. Watching him now with a grown woman, my wife, seemingly battle with herself, made me think: was it all just talk for him too? He seemed off his game when my wife had started undressing. It was as though he didn’t expect it to work that well either.
But maybe that was all just his technique. “Does this help or does this make it worse?” she asked him still in that mock innocence of hers. My jaw was on the floor. My wife casually reached behind her back and fiddled with the clasp. “Oh damn,” she said, “got my hair caught. Do you mind?”
She turned her back to him and showed him her back. She pulled her hair up exposing her bra clasps. Trevor looked at her back hard before he reached to her and with one hand and four deft fingers, he unclasped her.
She turned around and faced him holding her bra with her hand to her chest, even as the straps fell limply down her arm. “Are you sure you can handle this? It’s just for dreaming purposes, remember.”
“I’m not sure anymore, actually,” he admitted.
She laughed and stretched her whole body out in front of him just to carefully drape her black bra over her clothes piling up over the arm of the couch. She turned back to him and once again she resumed the casual couch pose, elbow over the back, her fingers to her forehead.
“Still okay?” she grinned.
“Still okay,” he confirmed. If he was putting on the shaky voice, it was the right thing. I could tell: the one thing that was making my wife able to control herself, able to steady her own nerves, was the idea that Trevor was nervous too. It gave her the power, I think. I was past worrying about the fact my wife was stripping herself naked before a man she took to be a total stranger, in a room she thought she was alone in.
That was because I had long wished for it. After Trevor revealed that he had watched me with his girlfriend those many years ago, and after he failed to account for why he didn’t stop things when he busted her playing around behind his back with me, it got into my head like a virus. I tried to ignore the kind of thoughts the whole scenario gave me, but I could never shake it entirely from my head. I had always imagined what it was like for him, stuffed in the closet and watching another guy, me in this case, have at his girlfriend, to watch his girlfriend become so horny, so out of control, that she cheated on him.
It stirred in my head and it rotted in there like a bad apple. Over the three years I’d been married to Trish, a woman clearly out of my league, a woman of the kind Trevor would be suited with much more than me, had I not been able to make such a high income so early on, I could not shake the idea of watching her with another man. Of watching her with Trevor the way Trevor had watched me with his girlfriend. I couldn’t tell him that was what it was all about, it sounded far too weird. I lied when I told him I wanted to test my wife because I suspected her of infidelity. The truth was, I wanted her to do it, and I wanted to tempt her beyond her ability to resist, and I wanted to watch, and there was only ever one guy I knew who could do that to a woman.
I pushed my eye to the gap in the door and watched my wife lean closer to Trevor who remained oddly stiff in his seat against the far arm of the couch. He tucked his hands between his legs.
“Helping or worse?” she repeated her question. She pushed up nearer to him and arched her back, jutting her chest out toward him. She had large and gorgeous breasts. She was stunning. Naked, she was indeed a dream.
He looked over at her face so close to his and he snorted lightly before looking down at her breasts that she was shoving under his nose before looking back up into her eyes.
“Harder,” he said.
“That’s not what I asked,” she grinned at him. She reached out though and she rested her hand softly on his thigh. She moved it up too. She looked down in his lap and watched her hand as though it were someone else’s, even as she covered his crotch and even as she slowly, gently, squeezed him there.
“But I see what you mean, poor man.” She smiled through pursed lips. “Maybe you need to let it stretch out.”
“You sure?” he checked again. I was loving it. I knew I would. I had waited for this day. I wanted a hotwife. I didn’t care what it meant, I didn’t care about consequences. I wanted the experience.
“We’re not doing anything.” She fluttered her fingers and pulled her face. “Just two people talking.”
He grinned and remained motionless. She reached over his lap and began to undo his pants. “It’s not polite,” she said to him softly, “to leave a woman all alone in this state, don’t you know your manners yet?”
He helped her undo his pants and when he stood up, she tugged at his pants with her extended foot.
“These too,” she nearly whispered, and she hung her big toe curled around the waist of his shorts until he edged them down and she helped, pulling them off his feet.
“I think you’ll be more comfortable without that too,” she said, poking at his shirt with her toe.
He sat back down naked beside her.
“Better?” she said. It was strange to see her pushing things. It was revealing.
“You were right, you know that? Much better.”
“Told you,” she said. She used her toes to push around his cock. It stood up between his legs in a state of semi-erection.
“I suppose you’re like all men and expect me to suck you off now.”
“No no,” he said. I couldn’t tell yet if he was off his game and being sexually bullied by my newly aggressive wife, or if this was his technique all along, to make them, as he said, battle themselves, not him.
“Well I can’t, I have a husband and only he gets that.” She crossed her arms over her chest but I could see, she was staring at his cock.
“Of course he does.” Trevor nodded with a firm drop of his head.
“Anyway,” she uncoiled from her protected position, “we shouldn’t, but if you’re going to whine and complain about it, I guess you have been a gentleman,” she grinned and she leaned forward and she wrapped her hand around his cock.
“Up to you I guess,” he said, leaning back and lifting his arms over the back of the couch.
“Shouldn’t and you know that,” she said, even as she leaned down toward his lap. “I have a husband,” she whispered, and she opened her mouth and wrapped her dark lipsticked lips around the head, but only briefly before coming back up.
“Just a little, but it’s a secret, okay?” she said to him with warning eyes, but she didn’t wait for him to answer before gathering her hair in a twisted rope around her shoulders, and she leaned down again into his lap and took his cock into her mouth.
I watched Trevor grimace and throw his head back. I knew he was loving it.
She came back up from his lap and stroked his cock in her hand. “Was only supposed to kiss it I think.” She laughed at herself and shrugged.
“We all make mistakes,” he said with his eyes still closed.
“Don’t get funny ideas, you don’t get to touch me or do anything, you get that?” She leaned down to his cock again. “Do you understand? No touching me. Look only.” She didn’t wait before engulfing his cock deeply into her mouth.
I gaped and I nearly pushed my face through the gap between the doors. You think you know how you’re going to react when you see your wife go down on another man, but nothing can prepare you for it when it’s happening in real time right in front of you.
She lifted and plunged back down and her hair shimmered in waves as she stroked his hard cock into her mouth. I heard her moan and I heard her whimper.
She lifted up again but not far, as though she were talking to his cock directly. “No touching, though,” she repeated to him, even as she got on her elbows and knees and pumped her head down on his cock, and even as his hand drifted down from the back of the couch to land on her lower back. She groaned and she twisted on him. It was like she was getting off more on sucking him than he was on being sucked, and he was definitely getting off on it.
His hand travelled down further and wrapped around her ass. He squeezed it and then he pushed his finger between her cheeks. I could see right up her pussy from the gap in the doors. His middle finger touched her lips.
She took her time raising her mouth from his cock and she talked to it directly again. “Thought I told you no touching?”
He continued to rub her and her hips began to sway from his touch. “It’s dangerous,” she moaned more than spoke, and she pushed her head down over his cock harder and deeper.
He went inside her with his finger and she wriggled her ass and her back began to undulate over his body.
She lifted back up and looked directly into his face. She was breathing hard and her mouth hung open and wet all around from sucking him hard. “I warned you,” she said, even as she gasped and threw her head back. “We’re not allowed to fuck either,” she said in a whisper before diving back down in his lap and consuming him more voraciously yet. “I’m a married woman,” she whispered when she came up from his cock to catch her breath, before plunging down yet again.
She came up breathing hard. Saliva dripped from her chin. She rose on her knees and carefully lifted one leg to plant herself kneeling over his lap. “You’re going to make me do something I might regret.” She reached down and pulled and pushed on his cock where it stretched up below her hips. “Even after I warned you, no fucking me!”
“You regretting anything yet?” he only grinned at her. He placed his hands over her breasts and squeezed. He may or may have not known that that really gets her.
She flung her head back and sighed loudly. “You have to stop,” she groaned.
“Anything?”
She laughed with exasperation and she smiled deeply with her lips right up against his. “No,” she laughed. “But you better stop doing that,” she said, gripping his hands in hers and pulling them down from her breasts. ‘Or I just might.” But she didn’t let him go. She pushed his hands further down until she separated his hands and pressed one hand against her pussy. If there was one thing that got her more than her breasts being massaged, of course, it was her pussy lips, or more accurately the soft skin just beside her pussy lips, being touched. She separated his fingers and she showed him, she rubbed herself there with his finger held in hers.
“Never touch me here either,” she exhaled. “That’s particularly dangerous, okay?” She emitted a chirp from deep in her throat when he touched her there, under her own pressure.
He moved a hand back up to her breasts and touched both. I knew that that could finish her. She cried in a tight, high whimper and she lost her balance and fell forward into him. He sank his mouth over her breast and sucked and nibbled. She breathed so hard I could clearly hear her on the other side of the room and through the door. It was my wife being taken by another man, but it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I was ready to text Trevor. I’d had enough, of course, if not more than enough.
My wife sighed and inhaled sharply feeding her breasts into his mouth and wavering her hips over the back of her hand that gripped and stroked his cock below her. I texted him: “Maybe that’s long enough.” I didn’t want to give away that I’d been watching.
I saw his phone hop and bounce on the floor where it had earlier fallen. It was on the carpet and made no buzzing sounds. I texted him again. “Time to call it, I think,” I wrote. But neither of them heard it. I panicked and opened the door enough to see plainly out with both eyes. From the side, I could see my wife hover over his lap and squeeze and tug his cock. I could see her head roll back and I could register the bliss crossing her face. I knew what he was doing to her: his mouth and hand were busy on her breasts and his other hand worked her pussy lips.
“I tried to warn you,” she said to him. “You better not try to fuck me, mister, or else,” she could barely squeeze out through her sharp and jagged breath. I gaped from the open door and could not believe what I was seeing. She lowered her hips and pulled on him until the tip of his cock touched her lips.
“I can’t fuck you, I already told you, I’m married,” she groaned as she sank her face down into his neck and bit on his shoulder. She let go of his cock and wrapped both her arms around the back of his neck. His cock remained just touching her pussy lips as she rocked her hips and shivered her knees.
“It’s wrong,” she said hard in his ear and I was staggered by the sight and needed to grip the edge of the door or I would have lost my knees and fallen down. She had lowered her pussy and her lips had folded around the head of his cock.
She sighed and she gasped and she nearly laughed as she pulled back up. “I tried to stop,” she breathed and she let go and plunged her pussy half way down his shaft. He let go of her pussy and breasts and he wrapped his hands around her back and let them slide down to squeeze her ass.
“I bet you think you won or something,” she said gutturally in his ear, as she pulled up to reveal his cock glistening from her juices, before she plunged back down on him.
“Well fuck you,” she snorted, and she lifted again and plunged back down this time all the way, her pussy lips mashing into the base of his pelvis.
She stretched back and exposed her body to him, leaning her hands behind herself and gripping his knees. He let his hands roam freely around her stomach and breasts and she pumped her body on his, grinding her pussy down on his cock and falling into a solid rhythm with him.
I staggered forward and back. It was obviously too late to stop things — the worst had happened. But I was also unable to feel like I wanted it to stop, much as I knew that that was what a husband is supposed to feel. I moved back behind the doors and all I could do, all I was able to think, was to get my own cock out in my hand.
Trever held my wife’s hips and my wife rubbed her hands all over his hands and his body as she rose and fell on his lap and laughed and fucked him hard good and fast. “So good,” she moaned.
She ducked her head down into his neck and began to fuck her hips into his with rapid fire snapping of her spine. The sound of wet sex filled the room. “Fuck!” my wife exhaled in a loud, hoarse whisper. She stopped moving her body on him and instead her body began to move on its own. It seemed to be caught in a drawn out shiver, violently vibrating on top of him. She squeezed his skin and she grimaced in her face. Her hips rammed at him almost to a blur. She repeated over and over again, “Fuck!”
My wife didn’t orgasm from intercourse, normally. She also didn’t say “fuck” under any circumstances, normally. She also, normally, again, preferred screwing in a calm, quite, cuddling like manner. And she didn’t like lights on, she didn’t like doing it on the couch, and she didn’t much care for riding me.
With Trever, she was crying out loud, uttering more “fuck”s than all her life combined, and rammed him hard and fast riding him on the couch like a mad woman with the lights on. When she orgasmed, her cries were so high and loud I worried hotel security would be knocking on the door.
I stared both mystified and more aroused than I’d ever been. My wife’s body, naked and sweating, bucking against a man like that, it was more than I imagined it could be. I didn’t plan it and I didn’t mean to, but I began to shoot just as I saw Trevor’s own cum gush from between my wife’s legs. He came because she was in the throes of an orgasm on top of him, not breathing, her body rigid, and her face thrown back like someone dying. They erupted together, and I shot with them.
I staggered back behind the doors and closed them almost all the way. My wife, huffing and puffing, carefully lifted off his lap and ejected his cock from her enflamed pussy. She laughed and they sank in the couch to catch their breath.
“Shower?” my wife said to him, nudging him.
She pulled him up by yanking on his outstretched arm and she laughed when he pretended, with a grin, to be sleeping. They walked together right through the door and right past me pressed up against the other door, and into the bathroom and the shower.
I asked Trevor out for a beer a day later, back in town. “I’m sorry, man,” he said, clinking his bottle against mine.
“What happened?” I asked.
He shrugged. “The whole thing.”
He looked at me and I only stared at him without changing my expression. I only drank my beer and looked away disinterestedly.
“You fucker,” he said low and quietly.
“What?”
“You little motherfucker!” he said more emphatically.
“What?” I repeated more loudly.
“You fucking watched!”
I couldn’t stop the grin. I tried to, but it got out.
We both looked away and contemplated things.
“She texted me, you know.”
“That right?” I said.
“She wants to see me again,” he tipped his glass to his lips and drank half his beer in one go.
I only nodded. “Our house this time?”
He grinned at me. “This is fucked up, just so you know.”
I drank my beer. “Of course I know it is, dude. Of course I know,” I said. I grinned back at him.




It’s a Marriage Holiday

The bentwood chair from the ornate dresser fit snuggly inside the tall walnut wardrobe. It creaked if I moved but the gap between the panel doors gave me a wide view from the double glass doors that opened onto the narrow wrought iron Parisian balcony, across the four poster bed with linen curtains tied back, and to the fancy couch with two tall high-back chairs arranged around the antique carved cherrywood coffee table. It also gave me a good view of Graham, the 32-year-old guy in sales sitting on one end of the couch, and the 29-year-old woman sitting on the other end of the couch with him. She was a college English instructor on holiday at the quaint seaside town, staying at the historic and grandiose Parisian Hotel, and she was my wife.
She still had on her tall black boots that went over her knees, and her short pleated marine blue skirt, showing between them decorated sheer stockings. She wore a bulky black sweater that fell over most of her hands and bunched around her neck. Her mid-back length auburn hair fell around her shoulders in dangles. She sat one leg crossed over the knee of the other where it kicked like a thinking cat’s tail. She held her arms crossed over her chest even while she nodded and smiled and laughed with Graham as he recounted tales he knew of the hotel and the the notorious town.
“You travel alone?” he asked her.
“Yeah,” she grinned back at him through strands of her hair she let fall over her face and eyes. Is there anything illegal about hiding in your own hotel room and lying about your marriage status? She knew I was stuffed in there, of course. But it was a first time for both of us, this crazy idea I had — or was it her who came up with it?
“Safe town, though,” he said. “Great place to do what you’re doing.”
“I think so too,” she said. She was delaying, she was circling.
“You look like you fit right in here,” he said, casting his gaze around the hammered tin ceiling, the iron radiator, the deep patterned burgundy carpet.
“Old, you mean?” she grinned.
“No no!” he was quick to correct. “Classy. Elegant.” He smirked a bit and sipped whiskey from his glass. He’d brought a bottle up from the shop next door. “Sophisticated,” he finally felt he hit the right word and gave her a firm nod.
“Good recovery,” she grinned and she followed him in sipping from her glass. “I guess that earns you one space on the board.”
“The board?”
She patted the empty couch cushion between them and threw her head back laughing before audibly inhaling. She was dying of nerves, I could tell. But we talked about how far she would take things looking over the edge of the railing into the foaming rushing water we cut through on the ferry rumbling toward the island earlier that day.
“I don’t know, it’s a crazy idea,” she grinned up to me holding her hair back in the steady wind.
“First date level?” I suggested.
She laughed and sucked sharply through her gritted teeth. “What’s that, like kissing? Like making out?”
I grinned too. I didn’t know. “Sure.”
“We have to define it carefully, don’t we?” She turned around and leaned against the railing.
I held the railing to either side of her hips and bent at my waist to bring my face close to hers. “Maybe we don’t prescribe everything too closely — maybe that keeps things a little bit on the edge. We don’t really know.”
She studied my face and eyes closely before turning away. “This is dumb, we don’t even know if anyone’s going to come up to me.”
“Oh I think someone will. The way you look? Your body? Your face?”
“What if I don’t like him?”
“Then you do what a single girl does, you reject him.”
She bit her lip and studied my mouth. “But I’m not single.”
“It’s a holiday, Carly. Holiday rules. Just like the first holidays in history — the day doesn’t even appear on the calendar.”
“I won’t deny it’s exciting,” she rolled her eyes and inhaled deeply to try to steady herself. “But I’m a little bit scared of what might happen.”
“Holiday rules for me too, remember? Nothing can be carried over from the holiday back into regular days. Nothing that happens on the island comes home. Nothing.”
The low fog bank hanging around the obscured dark green blotches showing the islands dotting the straights we navigated through and parted to show smears of the blue sky the rest of the world outside was enjoying. We both stared into the wind and saw, off the starboard bow, the dark angular shapes of the historic town drawing into clarity through the mist. As though cued by some internal tune, we both turned our head to the stern. The fog had closed in behind us and nothing but standing waves spreading out from our ship could be discerned in the monotone grey picture behind us. Home was truly gone.
“You’ll be there the whole time?” She reached out and took both my hands in her hands.
“I’ll be watching the whole time.”
She tilted her head back and closed her eyes and I kissed her lips.
“You’ll watch over me?”
“Every step of the way.”
“And,” she stopped herself and looked down. She bit her lip as though regretting what she began to say.
I bent down and twisted my head to look up into her face, making her laugh.
“No,” she shook her head and grinned.
“Tell me,” I said.
“I can ’t.”
“We’re already on the holiday. Nothing counts now.”
She inhaled and sighed. Finally she hung her arms over my shoulders and pulled me down so my ear was next to her mouth. In a low, sultry tone, she said, “You won’t stop things no matter what you see?”
Now it was my turn to inhale and puff my cheeks and draw silent.
“See?” she caught me and she pushed me back. “We’re not ready.”
“We are,” I assured her.
“You could’t promise.”
I kissed her and gripped my hands tightly around the cold and round metal railing with so many coats of paint it was lumpy. “I won’t stop things no matter what.”
She curled her face up into mine the way I had earlier done to her. She grinned and she kissed my lightly. “Do you promise?”
My mouth pulled to the side and I smirked. She was really getting me on record here. We met eyes and she flared her big brown eyes into mine challengingly. “Well?”
God she was beautiful. A voice inside me screamed at me to pull the plug and shut it down. Warning bells, screaming sirens, and rapidly rotating red lights flashed. But I anyway said “I promise.” It was her fantasy — to be single, picked up in a bar, go up to her room. What happened next, well that was what we talked about for three straight days anticipating our holiday to the tiny island.
“I don’t know,” she insisted, “My fantasy never goes that far!”
And so I stuffed myself in the closet and she went down to the bar to find out what happens.
“If you keep playing your cards that well,” she said to Graham, after he slid over next to her, “maybe you might get a kiss.” She laughed. She was enjoying the date but her and I both knew it was corny, what she said. We’d have such a laugh after, I thought, and I smirked. A kiss — what could be so harmful or dangerous in that? But it was, I noted, the first thing that wasn’t in the fantasy, the first step beyond what she told me about. She got the one-night-stand to the room in her fantasy, and that was it, as far as she told me. Now she was entering uncharted territory. I leaned forward in the dark closet and brought my eye to the gap.
Graham interpreted her to mean he had played his cards well, I guess, because he wasted no time smiling and leaning toward her. I could see in the sides of Carly’s eyes that she wasn’t expecting it, but I could also see, when their lips met, that she didn’t mind it, either.
At all.
I was taken aback and recoiled from the gap in the closet doors. I’m not sure what I expected to happen, but I wasn’t ready for the vision of my wife Carly kissing another man in the intimacy of a hotel room. Whatever she felt at first, she warmed up to it well enough. I kept needing to remind myself that she knew I was right there, hidden behind the doors, watching everything. I might have promised not to interfere “no matter what,” and we had agreed that anything that happened would stay in the bubble of the island town, but she had to know I was surprised at her kissing him.
Her concern for my feelings were limited, obviously. Because though the first kiss was short, it was her who leaned into a renewal of the kiss, and it was her hands that rose around his neck and her fingers that plunged into the hair on the back of his head. My wife pulled Graham down for a much longer, much more engaged kiss.
When they finally parted, she grinned and she chuckled. She kept her hands around his neck and he kept his hands around her waist.
“That was nice, Graham,” she said to him, her voice on the formal teacher side.
“I hope I passed the audition,” he said.
She laughed and pushed up. “How about I refresh our drinks?” she said, gesturing for him with her beckoning fingers to hand his glass to her.
She stepped over to the kitchenette with the walk of a woman who knew, and appreciated, that she was being watched. When she returned with the two glasses, though she couldn’t see me in the gap of the doors, she zeroed her gaze directly onto where she knew my eyes were glued. It was a stirring look she gave me. It wasn’t the look of a woman checking if her man was still fine, nor was it the look of a wife checking if a husband was okay with steps so far. It was the look of a wife who was warning her husband there was more to come and he better brace himself.
She even grinned at me and kept her eyes in their corners to keep them on mine as she turned her face toward her date and said, “I have a bluetooth speaker, do you have tunes on your phone Graham?”
Music. It was not the kind of thing you settle down with when a guest is up to your room for a drink only. She sat down sideways to face him and busied her nimble fingers on the zippers up the side of her over-knee boots. “I don’t know about you,” she said, pushing her boots aside, “but I like dancing. Do you like dancing Graham?”
He laughed and she chuckled in sympathy. “I know, a bit weird, isn’t it.” She hung her face down but she was also flirtatious to the point of looking frisky. She glared up at him through the hair strands that had fallen around her face. She pulled her grin sideways and her body wavered side to side.
“Not weird at all, pretty refreshing actually.”
She smiled to herself. Again, she knew I was watching. She knew I was clutching my fists. “Your dates don’t often ask you to dance?” She said it in a tone that was quiet and soft, the tone of someone getting into a mood.
“It’s not like I’m on dates to a woman’s hotel room alone very often,” he smirked. “But why would dancing only be permitted with a crowd around you, right? Why not here.”
“Why not indeed,” she said. She couldn’t stop grinning and chuckling. She was nervous obviously, but she was also green-lighting every move this guy had.
He got up and extended his hand. With his foot behind him, he pushed the coffee table aside, far enough for it to block and probably lock me into the wardrobe. “Shall we?” he said, both of them laughing at themselves.
She took his hand but she didn’t rise up from the couch right away. She held his hand and they swung their arms together. She looked up at him and she curled her lips between her teeth. She was deciding. She was calculating. She ducked her face and looked out the corner of her eyes directly to the dark gap between the wardrobe doors.
“We shall,” she said to me more than to him, and she let him pull her up onto their small dance floor.
He still had his phone in his hand and he turned the volume up. He had selected probably the most ideal music for my wife, if he wanted her to dance. Not that she needed a lot of encouragement to dance, she loved to do it. But with a stranger alone in a hotel room? It was obviously more than just a dance on a dance floor at a club or a party or a wedding.
She stepped up to him and draped her arms around his neck facing him straight on. She came to him closer than I thought she would. I knew the whole experiment caused her a great deal of nervousness. But she stepped closer yet, pressing herself now to him. I pressed my eye to the gap in the doors, disbelievingly. All I could think was, the idea that the island was not real space, the night was not real time, was a notion that she took to heart. When I said there would be no consequences, she believed it. I didn’t know at the time what I was including in the free pass, but whatever she thought it meant, if she in fact meant anything clear by it, it included apparently pressing bodies, hugging tightly, moving sensually together, and resuming their kiss. A long kiss.
The whole idea came up a week earlier, though I had to wonder if its germination occurred some long time before in either her head or in mine. A girlfriend of hers had been busted having an affair with another friend, who was also married. It was a very messy thing and Carly and I talked about it a lot.
“Would you tell me if you were about to cheat on me?” she asked suddenly after a pause in our conversation. We’d been contemplating things lying up against pillows in our bed.
“I guess it wouldn’t be cheating in that case,” I meant to joke.
But she didn’t take it as a joke. “It would be the fair thing to do, wouldn’t it.” She looked up at me and I realized in her squinting eyes she was serious. “I would tell you before I would do anything, I think.”
“What’s it called then, though? Because I think it’s cheating only when you do it without the other person knowing.”
She kept staring up at me. “I don’t know,” she intoned thoughtfully. “Permission?”
I nodded. It was a reasonable sounding answer, but it had a nuance I wasn’t expecting. “So would the one be asking the other, in that case? I mean, because you started off saying you would tell me, but if it’s permission, it’s asking me. Right?”
“I guess that’s what I would do,” she nodded slowly, an idea forming in her mind. “I would ask you if I could. And you could ask me if you could.”
“Would it be like, a specific person? Because then, I don’t know, it’s  . . . . “
“. . . . It’s already gone down the road some distance,” she completed my thought. “Hasn’t it. I mean, if you asked me if I would let you sleep with a specific girl, yeah, that feels like something close to secret cheating has already happened. I mean it presumes she is already agreed to it, has already suggested it.”
“So yeah,” I nodded, “that sounds ugly again. For sure, that’s close enough to cheating again. So okay,” I smiled at her. She and I always pursued this kind of off the rails conversation, running mind experiments and goading each other to keep pushing things to the logical end. “It would be with someone you don’t know.”
She grinned. “That actually sounds kind of exciting. What kind of scenario,” she rolled her eyes up and touched her finger to her bottom lip, “would that be?”
I tickled her and she squirmed and laughed. “What are you thinking?”
“Well, what kind of thing would it be,” she got her laughing and voice back under control even while she was still contorted in mid tickled spasm across the bed, her body half exposed in the white sheets. “What if one of us asked the other for permission to like, go on a date, or meet someone, or just, have some kind of night out.”
“Carly,” I shook my head scoldingly at her, with a grin. “Are you asking me permission to do that?”
“I don’t know,” she started to reply. “What if I was? Would that be okay to ask?”
We stared at each other. She knew the answer as well as I did. We were both independent professional people. The idea of asking permission from the other seemed quaint and anachronistic. Of course she didn’t have to ask my permission to do anything. It was a courtesy only that we would tell each other what we wanted to do.
“I think you just did ask,” I grinned.
She grinned too. We held each other’s gaze, both of us wondering where that sentence was going. “Did I?” she yanked the sheet over her face. She lowered it. “Not going to do it around here,” she said. “No one can know.”
“We’d have to go on a weekend out of town,” I nodded. I was excited too. I had no knowledge about why yet. I was to find out, though, when things got considerably hotter in that hotel room.
My wife didn’t just dance with Graham, she flirted with him too, on their own private dance floor they made for themselves. She’d turned down the lights to go with the music he’d found and when she came back, she turned her back to him, reached behind herself to clasp his hands in hers, and leaned over to press her ass inside that delicious short blue skirt hard against his hips.
She turned them both in a number of deft steps so that she ended up facing directly to the wardrobe doors. She knew exactly what she was doing, as unbelievable as it was. Was she testing me, seeing if I was true to my word about not interrupting things “no matter what happens”? Or did she know me better than I knew myself? Because the fact was, there wasn’t a jealous bone in my body. I thought there would be and that there should be, too, but nope. I was disbelieving and I was amazed. But it wasn’t anger or jealousy that was pumping my blood so hard. It was arousal.
She straightened up but remained arched deeply so her ass jutted out and wriggled against the front of his pants. She brought his hands in hers to the front of her body and at first she pressed them under hers against her flat taut stomach. But as she began to really sway and rotate against him, she dragged his hands up her luscious body and pressed them into her breasts. When he squeezed her, she tucked her hands under her hair, she smiled hard and wide, and she closed her eyes. She flung her hair and reached up and behind her head to clutch at the hair on his head that she pulled hard.
I nearly fell out of the wardrobe I’d never been that close to anything that hot. My wife began to toy with the bottom edge of her sweater, rolling it, pulling it, showing me glimpses of her stomach beneath. She kept her eyes on mine, all glassy and dilated in the dim light. Graham massaged her breasts and pressed himself against her ass. She stared at me and tested me and let her mouth fall wide open. I still did nothing, as that was what I promised. What she made me promise though!
She pulled her top up and tucked her elbows inside and danced as though her sweater was a prop. Graham lifted his hands but only to bring them down on her bra under her sweater. She didn’t bat an eye. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t laugh and cover herself and step away and tell him enough. She didn’t smile at me and laugh. She didn’t stop anything. She closed her eyes in fact and tugged her sweater over her body and head, and she shook her head and drove her hand through her hair to fluff it, and she tossed her sweater over the back of the handiest chair.
That was certainly further than I had imagined she would take things. In all our conversations about it, there was nothing to indicate it might go as far as taking her top off. I was sorely tested in my resolve to respect my word, but she was testing me and she knew it. She gave me that teasing look — Graham had no idea, his eyes were all over her — and she lifted both hands to the clip and zipper at the side of the waist of her tiny blue skirt.
I almost guffawed out loud because that would be just like her, to tease me and make me think she would actually take her skirt off. I so dearly wanted to step out, dismiss the guy, and shake my head and hand it to her. If it was a game, she won. I would have ended it, except for the way she more than once made me promise. The sound of her words came back to me. I knew there was something different’ about the way she was asking me.
“Are you sure you promise?”
“Yes,” I laughed, in the car driving off the ferry, now in the land of never-tell, off to find our hotel somewhere down the one road that circled the island.
“Last chance,” she checked again with me. “Whatever happens, right?”
I looked at her like she was treating me like an idiot. “Carly,” I said to her, becoming a little annoyed at the lack of trust she was showing, “whatever happens means whatever happens.” I shook my head.
“Whatever happens means whatever happens” now echoed in my head. She wasn’t teasing me with her fingers walking to her zipper on the hip of her skirt. She undid the clasp and pulled it down. She gently shook her head “No” at me through the slit of the doors and she lifted her hands and that blue skirt floated to the floor around her ankles. I was mesmerized and my heart skipped. My throat ran dry and my eyes hurt. My wife was wearing nothing but a white lacy half-cup bra, and white scallop edge low-rise hipster panties. I was breathless. If she knew she was going to be stripped to her underwear with the guy, she should have told me.
Graham’s hands rubbed up and down over both her bare thighs. He had got his own shirt off. Carly insisted on facing me even as they danced together — as they danced so well together, I couldn’t help thinking. They did make a good looking couple, just themselves. The music was loud enough that it was expected there’d be no need to talk any further. The lights were down low enough to show everyone where everything was, but to cast a romantic, hidden feel to it all. The antique ambiance of the room made it feel as though we really had stepped through a portal and that it wasn’t really happening, or at least not happening in a way that impinged on the real world back home.
I knew the vision of my wife becoming naked in the arms of another man was making me delirious and I knew the conversation we had leading up to the night had made me powerless in the situation. The consequences of breaking my word and stepping out of the wardrobe were slight in one respect — of course a husband could interrupt his wife in the embrace of another man — but they’d be profound in another respect. I promised I would stay inside. That vow seemed more important than even a wife’s vow to not fuck another guy. At least that’s how it felt in that moment in the Parisian Hotel in that colonial era island locked inside fog banks.
But I would be remiss in failing to mention that watching one’s wife nearly nude in the embrace of another man who was hankering for more filled my veins with other emotions besides the predicable ones. Because she had sought and had received my permission, essentially, it wasn’t cheating. I had offered to my wife the opportunity to go down to the bar alone and to sit there waiting to see if a man came to talk to her, and to decide for herself if she wanted to invite him up.
“I’ll be in the bar myself,” I pointed out. “So you only have to text me if you think you found someone.”
“Oh my god, this is so weird though.” She grabbed my shirt and buried her face in my chest. But her grin gave her away. She was beyond excited.
“Weird yes,” I had to agree. “I guess it’s weirder that it could be done in secret, or if not weirder, a lot worse.”
“That’s true,” she said, turning again to lean against me and cross my arms over her chest to study us in the mirror. “I’m pretty excited, but you know, there’s not likely to be anyone I’m going to like.”
“That’s okay,” I said. “If there is though,” I began.
She shrieked. “Oh my god, I don’t know.”
“Well you that you can end things at any stage.”
“I know, I know.”
“And I’m there the whole time. I’ll go up after you text me, just take your time going up.”
“I know!” she squealed.
“And what are we talking about anyway? Right? I mean, what, kissing?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “Not making any firm lines.”
“Just play it out the way it feels. The way you feel in that fantasy.”
“Nothing happens in my fantasy.”
“See?
“Nothing doesn’t not happen either. If just fades to black when we get inside.”
“So then take it any way you want to and let yourself be free,” I said. “That’s what it’s really about, right? We’re experimenting with what it means to be free, but together.”
“Yes,” she said against my shirt.
She reached behind her ass and I saw her elbows come up. The man’s hands travelled down her stomach and over her hips, and back up her sides, her ribs, and over her breasts. She let him. She didn’t stop him. And when his pants went slack and fell to the floor around his ankles, I realized she had undone his belt and pants and fly.
She bent over and danced against him very sensually and very slinkily. Her hands kept pushing between their bodies behind her and my throat constricted. None of this was discussed explicitly. But her words echoed around my head like a throbbing song through the neighbor’s wall. I promised three times and she made sure I understood even though I hadn’t understood. She turned away from me reluctantly, trailer her eyes to their corners before turning against the man and leaning her head back so her hair tumbled down her back and her face lifted to his, where she kissed him again.
His hands slid off her shoulders and down her back under her hair. When his fingers fumbled at the clasp of her bra, I had had enough. But I stayed inside the wardrobe. I was aghast that Carly did nothing. Even as the straps of her bra fell down her arms, she only danced with him more. The sight of her entirely bare back, twisting and swaying against the guy, was more than I could take, and yet I had to take it.
When his hands slipped inside the ass of her panties, she only squealed. And she wriggled and stood on her toes and they fell down her legs and onto the floor. I wanted to cry out her name, I wanted to intervene, to flick on the lights and send him away. But she still just danced, though now she was completely naked against him. Worse: she began to work his shorts down his legs, too.
They kept dancing together while both had become completely naked. My mouth hung open and my eyes bled. She moved them over to the edge of the bed and when their legs touched the edge, she laughed and pushed him down on it. She stood on her toes and climbed up on the edge of the bed, making sure, I knew, that I was able to see her. She walked on her hands and knees slow and liquid like until her hair fell around his stomach and legs.
There was no way, I thought, she was teasing me, she was testing me. She wouldn’t dare do that, I shook my head inside the wardrobe. But I saw her head go down. I saw her arm go under her face. And then she did it: she crawled over him and moved her body into my line of sight, she even gathered her hair in a rope and pulled it over her shoulder so that I could see completely as her mouth lowered down over his erect shaft. I didn’t believe it at first, I thought she was faking me out, but there came no doubt that she was taking him in her mouth, when she pulled back up and I could see the guys cock glisten from hers saliva and strings stretch from her mouth to his cock.
She couldn’t have meant these things when we talked on the ferry, when we discussed it at home. How could she have meant blowing him? How could she have thought I’d be so nonchalant about that? She went down on him with enthusiasm though, with the delight and hunger of someone discovering the true colors and energy of her fantasy.
It was like she forgot I was in the wardrobe watching, soon after that. She moaned on him and I could hear in her voice a certain state of bliss. She was getting carried away on him, she was losing herself. She had entered the fantasy and it was going on it’s own course. I didn’t know how far things would go now, she no longer seemed to be consciously aware of herself as a wife with a husband, a husband who was watching.
She let her hair go as though she didn’t know why she was holding it out of the way. She came up from the guy’s lap and didn’t even glance at me, nor did she make a point of not looking at the gap. It was as though I was no longer there. As though she was no longer married.
She teased him like a lover. She touched his mouth and she tugged his cock and she leaned down over his body and kissed his chest. She seemed to have become inhabited by another woman. She laughed and touched him and she brought her legs over his body and knelt over his face. She squealed when he grasped her hips over his head. She leaned her forearms into the headboard and turned her face sideways.
I could see her expression but she wasn’t showing it to me for my benefit. She didn’t know anymore I was there or that she was married. She rotated her hips and lowered her legs until she covered his face with her pussy. The groan she let out filled the room above the music and I had to wonder how thick the walls were she was so loud.
She gyrated on his face and cried out as he worked on her with the right level of insistence and gentleness, apparently, because she rose up fast and relentlessly, emitting surprised whimpers and high-pitched inhalations as though she didn’t expect something that good to play over her clit. Her orgasm, usually something that takes a bit of time and focus, this night crept up on her without warning and gripped her whole body nearly violently.
She fell down on him laughing and lazy, sweeping her hands all over his body. She liked him, I could tell. She raised her hips and lowered herself down his body until she hovered over his hips. I didn’t know what was happening until it was too late. I had been overcome with the sight and sound of my wife cumming on the man’s face and didn’t register what was going on next. When I did, it was too late. She had rotated and undulated her hips down and had gripped his cock with her hand that she pushed down between their bodies and between her legs. She uncurled the condom down his shaft. I watched horrified as the head of his cock, just as it had entered her mouth earlier, enter her pussy lips.
Fucking him was so far beyond the realm of the possible that I didn’t understand that that’s what she was doing. Even as his cock disappeared inside her grasping, gripping tight pussy lips, I physically shook my head “No” inside the wardrobe, not “No, I forbid this,” but “No, this isn’t what is happening.”
But it was. The cries she emitted brought me to my senses and I looked with freshly rubbed eyes. She had sat back on his lap and reached behind herself to grip his shins, stretching her fine body out for him to touch and feel and rub and grip. Her breasts sticking up over her arched chest were beautiful, until his hands covered them and squeezed them and made her yelp with pleasure.
She fell forward and pressed her hands into his shoulders and began to ride him hard and with focus. She leaned down and kissed him. She moved on him like waves that move over the beach. Even as he began to groan and thrash under her, she kept moving on him. He went rigid as a steel beam and lifted her up entirely off the bed. She only rode him harder.
I could see the moment on her face when she remembered that she was married, that she had a husband, and that he was still there, hiding in the wardrobe against the wall. She shuddered and she grimaced. She woke up and shook awake the man.
“Time to go,” she said to him softly but firmly. “Time to go,” she said again, more firmly than softly the second time. When she saw him off in the robe at the door, shutting and locking it nearly against his ankles, she turned and leaned against it. She took a moment to regain her composure. “You can come out,” she said.
I stood up inside the wardrobe and pushed open both doors. I stepped out and faced her across the suite and I exhaled with puffed cheeks. She buried her face in her hands and her eyes, looking frightful, raised up only slowly to mine.
“I swear to god, I didn’t know that would happen,” she said though her cupped hands.
I was speechless myself. “We’ll talk in the morning. I can’t talk now,” I said. What I left out was that, in the closet, I ejaculated. I wiped it up with my t-shirt. Because, while something obviously happened to her, something also happened to me.
In the morning, we showered and we headed out for breakfast. I didn’t know how to start, and she didn’t either. We both grimly sat staring at our plates and cups in the back corner of the cafe before raising our eyes to each others. It took about three beats for us to both crack up at the same time and peel with so much laughter we both nearly fell out of our chairs and had to clutch our guts and plead with each other to stop laughing it hurt so much.
“I didn’t know you were going to do that!” I bugged my eyes out at her.
“I didn’t know either!” she bugged her eyes out right back at me and we ended up with the unstoppable giggles for another several minutes.
“What were you thinking?” I finally steadied myself enough to get my breath.
“I wasn’t thinking. Something about knowing you were there made it, I don’t know, it was like, okay, you’re there, you’re thinking, so I don’t have to.”
“But it’s not like I can just step out and say, ‘Oh! That’s it!’”
“Well it’s not like I could just stop things wherever either.”
“Why not?”
She tilted her head at me and squinted her eyes. “I don’t know,” she said suddenly thoughtfully. “I just couldn’t.”
“Cause you were loving it too much.” I said it as a joke, as a taunting put-down.
But she didn’t laugh. She bit her lip and looked around as though checking for anyone listening. “I was,” she said in a deep and serious voice. “I was loving it.”
We both ate in silence as we hung on that thought.
“So good times then,” I brushed my fingers off over my plate and crossed my legs and leaned back.
“As long as everyone enjoyed themselves,” she said more as a question than a statement. She raised her eyes slowly up to mine.
I tried to hold my gaze on hers but the tremors of our earlier peels of laughter were still jittery in my body and I cracked, coughed, and erupted in uncontrollable giggles again, doubling over and nearly ducking below the table.
She laughed too, but with a confused expression. She half whispered trying to keep our voices down and stop attracting so much attention from around the clattering cafe. “What are we laughing at?” she got out between her own eruptions.
“I came inside the wardrobe,” I said.
She laughed with me again but still was confused. “What? You did what?”
I realized she wasn’t getting the double meaning of the word. I looked around before leaning close to her over our table and beckoned her to lean close as well. She still jiggled on the edge of laughing.
“I ejaculated inside the closet. I jerked off watching you.”
“Oh my god!” she hoarsely whispered. Her jaw dropped and she pulled closer yet. “What, in your hand?”
“My t-shirt.”
“You took off your t-shirt?”
“I had to do something.”
“Just from watching us?” Her face showed utter fascination.
“I guess so. I mean it just sort of happened.”
“You just sort of unzipped and just sort of started pulling on it?”
I grinned and rolled my eyes. “Well not quite like that, but yeah, sort of like that.”
She sat back and rolled her head back and forth staring at my eyes in wonder, as though seeing me anew, as a different person.
“I didn’t think you’d do that,” she said, punching “that.”
“Well I didn’t think you’d do what you did too!” I countered back.
“Well,” she bulged her eyes and raised her eyebrows at her empty plate. “I guess we found some things out about both of us.”
We both stared at the table between us in silence for many moments. Finally, I said, “Wanna go again?”
She nearly sprayed her coffee and leaned down so low over the table her chin nearly touched her plate.
“Are you crazy?”
I came down to face her. “It was so fucking hot, Carly.”
“Jesus,” she said, leaning back and crossing her arms over her chest. She crossed her legs and scanned around the cafe. “You’re serious too aren’t you.”
“Kind of yeah,” I said to her in a kind of desperate voice. I knew I was sick. I knew it was weird. But maybe I was affected as well by the idea that the island was not part of the real world.
She shook her head before looking over her shoulder at the line of people that formed for go coffees. She stared a moment then leaned back over the table and I knew the cue: I was to meet her chin to chin over the plates.
“That one in the grey suit, for example.”
I let my eyes drift up to the middle of the line and a guy in his mid-30s in the suit. Office worker? Manager of an investment office? “We’re not going to pick up guys in here are we?”
“No!” she laughed. “Just trying to pick our your type.” She paused and sipped from her cup. “Because if we’re going to do this again, it’s going to be both of us figuring out what’s going down.”
I looked at her and she set me with level and hard eyes. Something twigged in her and she took control.
“So,” she said, “the bar again tonight or something else?”
“There was a nightclub further up the street,” I pointed out. “It is Saturday.”
She swirled her cup below her nose. Without lifting her eyes from the coffee, she said, “Might have to buy me something to wear. And help me get ready.”
I could feel the blood rush out of my head.
Carly took charge. There was a stylish shop in the centre of town and she made me sit and judge each outfit she tried on. We settled on a cobalt blue knit draw string shorts and and off-shoulder long sleeve thing, and tan heeled sandals with straps that tied up the calves half-way. She looked amazing.
All day we were agitated. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I kept muttering.
“Well you better get used to the idea fast,” she said, leaning over the counter in her fire red low-rise hipster panties and strapless bra. She was carefully drawing lipstick around her mouth held in a O shape. “Oh and,” she said, fixing me with her eyes through the mirror. “If I like a guy, I’m going to text you. But you have to choose yes or no.”
“Why me?”
“Because honey,” she said, leaning close to the mirror again to line her eyes darkly. “You’re the one that has to watch him fuck me.” She checked through the mirror to gauge my reaction. “Now go get the outfit you picked for me to wear and help me put it on.”
The club was only a block from the hotel and we walked together. Carly was enjoying the effect she had on me. “Do you think you should bring something into the wardrobe so you don’t have to, you know,” she said, looking at me in my shirt. She laughed, but it was at me.
“Remember,” she kept on, “you pick him. Then get up there, because once I’m with a man you never know how fast things are going to go.” She squeezed my hand. “Kind of feeling like I’m not going to waste time tonight.”
It might have been a small town but the club was hopping. There were a lot government offices in the town — it was in the early going the state capital. We got inside and Carly turned to me, spreading her legs around mine and pressing her hard, tight sexy body into me. “One dance with the husband,” she said in my ear, “before I find my one night stand for the night.”
“You’re enjoying this so much aren’t you,” I shook my head at her and wrapped my hands around her lower back.
She ground her pelvis into my crotch. “Babe, we’re just getting started.” She laughed and twisted around and dragged me to the middle of the already crammed dance floor.
She pushed me away when she decided it was time — she’d seen a man who looked good to her. I found a place to sit in the shadows of the corner and got my phone out. Even before I sat down, I scanned the place and noticed her going back out on the floor with a man on the end of her hand.
She wasn’t kidding when she said she wasn’t in the mood to waste time. She threw her arms around his neck, she dropped her head back and laughed, and she pressed her pelvis into his.
Behind his back she texted me. It was only a simple, single question mark. I looked at the guy. Young, clean shaven, no axe murder vibes . . .  I picked my phone up. I hesitated with my thumb. Again the thought filled me with horror: What was I doing? I was about to okay my wife’s choice of a man she wanted to fuck. This time, it was clear that that was where it was going to go, unlike last time when I could fool myself into believing we were just playing around with bringing a guy up, maybe kissing him. She was explicit this time, she was clear. She wanted to fuck someone. And I was being asked to okay her choice.
And I did. I texted her a thumbs up and I drank my drink back and slipped right back out of the club to make it back to the hotel room ahead of her.
I barely had time to get into the closet before I heard keys dangle against the door and the unmistakable laughter of my wife Carly on the other side. But it wasn’t one male voice I heard. It was two.
I shivered and my spine stiffened. What had she done now? The door flew open and three people tumbled in, Carly and two men, the one she was dancing with and, apparently, his friend.
Again I was challenged. Again I felt she had not prepared me. Again I felt unprepared. And again I stayed still and quiet and my erection grew.
“Now,” Carly said, dropping her key on the credenza and draping her arms around the neck of the guy she had been originally dancing with. “Where were we?”
She laughed with an evilness in the depth of her voice. The second guy got the lights down and was pumping music through the bluetooth speaker. My wife and the first guy — Brad, or so he said was his name — danced closely together before the other guy — Zach apparently — stepped up behind my wife and pressed himself against her from behind.
“You boys seem to get along just fine,” she half laughed. The guy behind her began to pull her top down from her shoulders turning her sleeves inside out over her arms. She didn’t resist, she only lazily dropped her arms behind herself allowing him to pull it the rest of the way off her body.
Topless, she draped her arms around Brad’s neck again and went in for a long, sloppy kiss with him. Zach pressed against her from behind and Carly twisted around, cradled his jaw in her hand and smiled up at him, before kissing him too. He pulled at the waist of her drawstring shorts and she wriggled her ass to help him pull it off her hips to let it fall around her ankles. I marveled from inside the wardrobe at the striking sexiness of Carly. She seemed the furthest thing from any of her previous shyness. She was only wearing her sharp red panties and bra, and her heeled shoes. The three danced together, the two men surreptitiously removing their clothes as though she wouldn’t notice.
I didn’t recognize my wife. It felt like I was watching a movie, only it was real, it was right in front of me, and it wasn’t a porn star sandwiched between the two chiseled men, it was Carly, my wife. She wasn’t checking on me in the gap between the doors this time. From the blissful look on her face, I could tell she had entered that state again, she was unaware of me, of herself as a wife, of anything other than her pleasure in the moment.
She turned around inside the double embrace so that she now faced Zach. She was the one who pulled his shorts down his legs with a grin and a guttural laugh. She shimmered down into a squat guiding his shorts down all the way to his ankles, and she licked and flicked her tongue at his cock. He was already fully erect. She looked up at him from below his cock and she wrapped her luscious mouth around his shaft and took him deeply in her mouth.
I didn’t think I’d love seeing my wife suck off another man. To me, the whole thing was giving her the chance to live out some fantasy. I only stayed in the room to watch over her and protect her. But I was unable to once again ease my cock out of my pants and glare at the way my wife so hungrily, so deliriously swallow his erect cock.
Brad had dropped his own shorts and kicked them away from his feet. He poked the back of my wife’s neck with his own erect cock and she laughed and twisted around and, while squeezing Zach’s cock, she smiled sultry and wrapped her lips around Brad’s cock.
The two men shifted around and Carly dropped onto her knees. She squealed as though she couldn’t be more delighted. She brought their two cocks together and tried to stuff them both into her mouth together and laughed when she couldn’t.
She stood up and lead the two men, one holding each of her hands, over to the couch. She made them both sit down together. She straddled not one lap, but rather moved a leg between each of their knees. She danced for them — she loved dancing. She loved being watched too. But this was a different level. Both guy started doing what I was already doing: jerking off.
My wife had everyone’s attention and she seemed to be in ecstasy. She arched her back and chuckled and reached behind herself to unclasp the bra that I helped put her in only hours earlier. She let it fall from her chest and tossed it behind her toward the wardrobe, knowing I was right inside watching everything.
She bent over sharply at her waist and stroked both cocks. She leaned over further and took one in her mouth, before lifting off and taking the other in her mouth. She stood up and laughed languidly. She turned around, carefully placing her legs down in between the two men’s legs again. She bent over and rubbed her breasts, but her eyes were on me. She was defiant. She was challenging me. And then she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and eased them down over her ass. She wiggled her body at the men staring at her from behind and stroking their cocks, mesmerized by her liquid movements.
She stepped her feet out of her panties and tossed them at the gap of the wardrobe, right at my eye level. And she rubbed her pussy needfully toward me, squirming and groaning and squeezing her hand between her legs hard.
She lingered her gaze on the gap of the wardrobe but slowly turned around to lift and place her long legs around Matt’s knees. She knelt on the edge of the couch and she looked at Zach, she played her hair over her shoulder, and she smiled at him. She tapped the back of the couch above the head of Brad who had slumped down.
Zach sat on the top of the back of the couch and my wife leaned over the lowered head of Brad and sank her mouth down on Zach’s cock all the way until her lips kissed the base of his cock. Brad gripped her hips and he pulled and my wife gave easily in, lowering herself until his cock poked at her pussy lips. I could hear her groan even with Zach’s cock deep in her mouth, muffling her.
Her moan turned into a cry as Brad pulled and her hips sank down, showing me Brad’s cock erect between her legs one moment, then engulfed deep inside her pussy in the next. She moved her body like a flag in the wind, snapping her tail bone to fuck Brad and shove her body hard on his cock, even while her neck snapped the other way and withdrew her lips over Zach’s glistening cock, lengthening out of her mouth.
They must have fucked in every known position and even added a few to the vocabulary. At one point my wife was on her back over the ottoman with one man pounding himself into her pussy while her head hung backward and upside down over the other end, so the other man could fuck her mouth just as hard, just as deeply.
They took breaks, going to the kitchenette for drinks or snacks, finding something to put on the screen, or finding different music. But then one or another of them would simply take my wife wherever she was — up on the kitchenette counter, or bending over the Parisian balcony wrought iron railing where she had stopped to get air.
It was Romanesque, the way all three wondered around the room naked with the music and the lights in the naked and sweating bodies, fucking sucking licking touching and playing and kissing as though there was no time in this place.
They decided they needed more drinks and all three dressed to go down to the bar in the hotel together, leaving me alone in the room to come out of the closet and survey the royal mess they’d made. The sheets were loosed from the bed the fucking had been so vigorous and couch cushions were scattered. I tidied it up for them. When I heard them shushing each other outside the door I hurried back into the closet.
They came in and dropped their clothes altogether. No one noticed the room had been tidied, but that might have been because it didn’t stay that way for long. Carly got on her hands and knees on the bed and lowered herself down to her elbows and stared at me through the gap in the wardrobe. She stuck her ass up in the air and offered it to whoever wanted it. When a cock entered her, she didn’t even turn to see who it was, she only lowered her face to the bed and dropped her jaw and cried in jolted whimpers.
The men both stood over my wife’s prone and worn out body on the bed and she writhed below them, rubbing herself. When Zach threw his head back and grimaced, my wife slid off the edge of the bed and onto her knees and engulfed his cock. At one point her cheeks puffed and then her throat swallowed. When she pulled off smiling and delirious, not a drop came out her mouth. But then he shot again and again all over her pretty face.
Brad was already ejaculating before she could turn to him and his cum shot over her face, her neck, and her breasts. She laughed and dove to catch what she could of his cum in her mouth.
When she finished them off, she strode past the wardrobe and glanced at the gap licking cum off her lips, but it hung also from her chin and her cheeks and her tits. My own cum shot at her, some of it flying through the gap.
My wife threw their clothes at the two guys who got the message. She stood at the open door as they passed by and she blew them languid kisses. “We get together again?” one of them asked.
“Unlikely,” my wife laughed as she shut and locked the door.
She turned and leaned against it. I stepped out of the closet. It had been hours and my back was bent. She strode toward me still with men’s cum all over her body. She stepped up to me and kissed me long and hard on the mouth and then took my hand and guided me to the bathroom.
“Come on,” she said, “clean me up for bed.” When the shower was hot, she just stood with her hands over her head pressed into the wall and she allowed me to soap her up and scrub her down.
Again, just like the first time, we didn’t have anything to say and both fell into deep sleep rapidly, out limbs wrapped around each other’s.
In the morning, we packed up and vacated the room before breakfast. We both turned in the hallway and looked back inside at the scene of so much the last couple of days. We said nothing and walked quietly down the hallway.
On the ferry, we got out like we always do and leaned over the railing to stare into the foaming wake and gaze off into the mists.
“That was some weekend,” she said finally.
“I didn’t know you had it in you,” I said.
“I don’t think I did either.” She looked sideways from her dipped head and grinned at me. “And look at you,” she said.
“Yeah,” I shrugged. “Live and learn, I guess.”
“What makes you so horny watching your wife with other men?” She didn’t beat around the bush. “Is it the porn of it?”
“No, I can see quality fucking anytime online.”
“Is it because it’s so wrong — it’s your cute, quiet wife, college instructor by day, bitch-slapped whore by night?” She laughed deeply.
“No,” I had to say. I wanted to treat her question with seriousness. There was something that it was that needed to be thought out, because it felt profound as a life change.
“Well just so you know,” she turned around and leaned her back against the railing, “a husband isn’t supposed to be like that when men are fucking his wife silly.”
“I know, right?” I agreed. “And yet, it was probably the most aroused I’d ever been at watching something.”
“Maybe your just a voyeur, you love watching in secret.”
“No,” I turned around and leaned against the railing beside her. “It definitely has something to do with it being you.“
“Maybe you like seeing other men fuck your wife, plain and simple.”
“Is there a word for that?”
She leaned over against me and kissed my nose. “You’re a cuckold, dear,” she dropped her mouth open in a taunting, wide grin. She turned against me and pressed herself hard. Speaking low and softy nearly with her lips brushing mine, she said, “And I looked it up. I’m your hotwife — and you need to put an anklet around my ankle to show it.”
It wasn’t every weekend, but it wasn’t ever in our home town. Carly located a place an hour or two or three away, and a nice hotel, a nice bar, a nice club. When we were both in the mood for a little extracurricular fun, we’d drive off for the weekend. We played in the room getting her ready. Sometimes I even sat at a bar, sometimes I even pretended to be a man trying to pick her up, but she’d reject me. And pick the guy that felt empowered when she turned to him.
Then I’d go back before them, and find a good hiding place. Every time was different, but it always went to the same place: my wife getting fucked by a stranger, and me in closet jerking off watching it. And then laughing hard about it the following morning over breakfast.
“What if,” she squinted her eyes at me as she chewed her sour dough, “I went out with a man more than once.”
I looked at her silently but also squinting my eyes.
“What if,” she said as though she were just thinking on the spot, “I did something somewhere you couldn’t watch.”
I swallowed hard unsure where she was taking things. But she wasn’t done yet.
“What if,” she smiled more widely because she knew what she was doing to me, “what if I did something and you didn’t even know about it until after.”
She stared as though these were real questions, as though I had ready answers for her. “Or!” her eyes gleamed widely. “What if you weren’t hiding? But you sat there in view watching?”
She had a lot of ideas, I had to hand it to her. “No,” she thought about it. “I like it when you’re hiding. I like it when you can’t join in,” she said thoughtfully looking away and across the cafe. “But I might want to explore those other things — especially the one where you find out I fucked a guy after, like maybe when you take my panties off, and you find another man’s cum all over my already worn-out pussy.” She turned to me. “Would you like that?” She casually fed her mouth another bite of toast with her eyes on mine, considering, imagining.
“I know,” she said with a smile slowly creeping over her face. “I have a boyfriend and some evenings, I just tell you, after getting all ready and hot and made up, that I’m going over to my boyfriend’s for the night. And I leave you alone. Maybe I put my phone on for you to hear him fuck me.”
I swallowed and she saw it.
“That’s what we should do!”
It was the last I had heard of it, until a Friday night came and she was getting ready for something.
“What day is it, am I forgetting something?” I was in the kitchen when she passed through in only new silver panties and bra.
“Date tonight, didn’t I tell you?”
She got something from the fridge and turned and sped back to the bathroom. I could hear her chuckle and try to stifle it.
“Date?” I followed her down the hall.
“Might have forgot to tell you,” she replied casually. “Dwayne.”
She began to paint lipstick on her lips. “I took last Monday off work and spent the day at his place. Guy I used to know.” She went back to the mirror like it was something we had discussed and settled. But I could tell she was beaming inside, she was loving my confusion.
“Aw, don’t worry,” she said, “You don’t have to wait up for me, I’ll sleep over. I used to all the time, back then.” She sat on the edge of the bed and began pulling on tight faded torn jeans and a white loose sweater that showed one of her shoulders beautifully. She studied her hands pulling up the zippers on her tall boots I could tell she was grinning but trying not to show me.
She stood up and pressed her body against mine. She said close to my ear, “He fucks me so hard, I used to be afraid he was going to break me.” She kissed my cheek. “But I was never able resist him. Not then and not now.”
She picked up her purse and her phone and stopped at the door looking at me with expectation. “Well get your keys, you’re driving me to my boyfriend’s, didn’t I say?”
On the way, she squeezed my cock and she pressed her body against me. She said, “It’s going to be a late night. He never stops!”
“This building here,” she said, tapping her nail against the window.  It was a new high-rise. She opened the door but turned back to me. “I’ll call when we’re up sometime tomorrow morning, okay?”
I was stunned.
“Aw, honey. Do you want me to text you about what he’s doing to me? Or do you want me to leave my phone on so you can hear?”
Finally I had something to say. “Put your phone on,” I said in a meek and faltering voice. “I’d like that.”
She got out and, twirling her purse from her fingers, she skipped across the sidewalk and laughed into her phone. When the door unlocked, my wife turned and blew me a kiss through a big smile, and she disappeared inside and through the elevator door and up to her boyfriend’s condo.
I went home alone and awaited her call. It never came. 




Reluctant Adulterer

She had taken off her pale smoke-toned leather biker jacket but still wore her grey suede thigh-high tall heel boots and tight white mini dress. She clapped and bent over laughing before straightening up and covering her mouth with her hand. I could see her blush from all the way up in the bedroom loft above the large open ski chalet we rented for the weekend. The fire rolled and whipped behind the big white fur rug that spread out from the black leather ottoman he stretched his legs out over. They were both sunken into the massive, soft, burgundy couch. A show was on the huge screen over the fireplace, but they were only sporadically checking in on it during lulls in their conversation. A space for decency and decorum remained between them on the couch as though they both silently agreed to a placeholder for her missing husband and his missing friend — for me, in other words. But I wasn’t going to show.
It was the three of us at the beginning of the night when we got started over dinner at Josie’s, the hot new place in the village. But then I had to go to my poker game.
“You’re going to leave her with me?” Brady, my friend, said, imitating a Home Alone shocked expression. He sold high-end art in the village gallery and I knew him since high school. Crazy Brady — he took to heart the Aristippus philosophy of hedonism.
“Pursuit of pleasure is the only moral compass there is,” he had said earlier.
Celine, my wife, 27 years old and 5 years younger than both Brady and me, was a kindergarten teacher. “I would have to say,” she tilted her head to cause a cascade of long lazy waves of her milk chocolate hair to fall over her chest, “that certainly seems to be the morals we all start with.”
Brady grinned at her crookedly with a questioning squint of his eyes. “What do you mean by that?”
My wife tugged the zippered edges of the sleeves of her biker jacker down over the palms of her hand and scrunched up her shoulders. She wasn’t comfortable being asked what she thought. She didn’t naturally insert herself into conversations. I liked it. We both wanted her to speak her mind more, but she was painfully shy at the best of times.
“The kids I teach. Or maybe not teach,” she ducked her head and hid her face behind thick strands of hair that flicked over her face. She raised her eyes and caught his eyes through her hair. She didn’t know how hot she was or how her natural gestures looked so flirtatious. I’d tell her at home, but she would only deny and hide her face in my chest. “More just keep alive till 3,” she raised her shoulders and puffed air out her grinning mouth. She closed her lips again and turned her face to her drink, finished for now, but she glanced at Brady a brief moment more through the corners of her eyes. I was intrigued at how intrigued she was with him. It was unusual of her. She was getting all kittenish over him.
Now they reclined on the couch together in our dimly lit chalet and I was more than intrigued. I was feeling stoked. I moved back from the edge and away from the pine pole loft railing and leaned against the log wall in the dark shadows near the high peaked roof. I carefully brought out my phone and texted her. “Hope you’re having okay time, poker game going good — maybe I won’t be cleaned out as soon as usual, lol!” I wrote her.
I lifted my chin and brought my eyes over the level of the floor to see down onto the couch in the big and darkened main room again.
“I think,” she grinned sideways at him, “that might be him now, speak of the devil.” She chuckled and reached for her phone in her cute white leather purse propped on the ottoman. She held it with both hands right in front of her face and when Brady leaned back as though he were trying to peak, she laughed and turned so show him the back of her phone. “Stop it,” she grinned. Her pink painted and long rounded thumbnails tapped rapidly at her screen.
“Having okay time at home,” she wrote me. “Brady came, hope that’s okay. Seemed early to stop the night.”
I grinned from above. “No problem with me. I’m glad you like him, he’s such a great old friend of mine.”
“Yeah I like him,” she wrote back. I watched as Brady minded his own business casually watching the show they had on and sipping his whiskey. Celine grinned at the screen she held close to her face. “How late do you think you’re going to be?”
“Going to be past 12 for sure at least,” I wrote back and looked down to see her reaction.
“How well do you know Brady, anyway?” she wrote. Brady leaned back again slowly, teasing her by pretending to want to peak at her phone again. She mouthed the words “Stop it!” at him as though her and I were talking on the phone.
He continued to lean over toward her.
She kicked gently at his legs with her long grey boot where they stretched out to the ottoman. “I mean it,” she growled in a low quiet voice. “I’m talking to my husband if you don’t mind.”
“What about?” he raised his eyebrows at her causally and unfurled his arm out over the top of the back of the deep and pillowy couch.
“He lives by the credo by which he speaks,” I wrote her. We talked at length at Josie’s about his hedonistic philosophy. Celine was far more interested than I would have guessed.
“Do you believe in what he says?” She wrote me.
“Are you ignoring him right now?” I smirked to myself and peered over the edge.
“He’ll be fine, I assure you,” she pulled her mouth sideways in a grin and glared at him over the top edge of her phone. He was bumping his foot against hers where it hung crossed over her other knee. She let him, but she glowered at him — playfully, it seemed to me.
“You mean the pleasure principle stuff?” I asked her.
Celine dropped her phone on the couch edge between her legs and leaned down to unzip her long boots and ease them off her legs and feet. She crossed her legs again, now bare from the high thigh down, and right back where they were in range for Brady to resume bumping her foot with his. He did, and though her foot bounced from his bumping, she ignored it. But she didn’t pull away.
“When he said it was the only moral principle needed.” When she texted that time, she turned her phone over and placed it face down on the side table beside her. She clasped her palms together and pushed them between her thighs. She turned her face to him and said, “Do we outgrow it or do we just hide it?” She met his eyes with a serious expression but I saw her eyes narrow. She was trying hard to get the conversation from Josie’s back on track.
“You see people in your classroom in their natural state, before they get all the overlays from schooling,” he said in that conversation at Josie’s. He slumped back in his chair at the table and crossed his fingers over his chest like he had become a professor suddenly.
I was fascinated to see her carry on her end of the conversation. She must have trusted, or even liked, Brady a lot, which was a shocker. He was extroverted like no one else, but he did the charm thing exceptionally well, I had to admit. If I used one attribute to describe him, it would be that he manages effortlessly to adjust himself to his audience. Selling high end art to vacationers was about the most perfect occupation for him. To watch him in action, as I had since high school onward, was to learn about other people, just from the way Brady mirrored them. But I never took Celine for an amateur philosopher.
“Or before they have all their equipment installed,” she said, “They aren’t really people yet, if we mean like us, with all the parts of our brain installed and operational.” She shook her head at him challengingly. She was warming to him like I’d never seen her warm to anyone before. I stayed out of it.
“What is installed,” he said, nodding at her at the same time, acknowledging her, “is the brain of earlier evolution. So perhaps they are fully formed even as far along as early man on the savannas of Africa.” He sipped his drink with obvious delight. He was playing her so well — he knew that if he demonstrated pride with his argument, she would interpret it to mean that she must be someone worth taking pride over besting in an argument. And he was right. She shot forward and leaned over the table with her eyes on fire and her mouth curling with a grin as she spoke.
“Where pleasure,” she poked her finger at him, “was not anything to pursue, or you died!” She leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest with immense self-satisfaction. “Those who sought pleasure died out and did not stick around to evolve — those who hunted and focused on surviving predators are who we eventually descended from.”
“Is that what you see in your kindergarten class, hunters and predators and survival tactics?” He grinned at her and I caught her, before she glanced at me, making eyes back at him. She was flirting with him and she was doing it right in front of me. I was trying to recall if I’d ever seen her flirt before.
“Yeah, the pleasure principle, and the morals of it,” she wrote me back finally from the chalet couch. “Does it excuse anything we might do?” she added, “Like he said.”
“What are you saying to him?” Brady grinned across the couch at her.
“I’m telling him that you’re behaving badly and trying to seduce his wife.” I think both Brady and I were taken aback at the suddenly blunt turn of her mind.
“I’m doing no such thing!” He pretended indignation well.
“Are so,” she stared him down challengingly. She also bumped his foot back with her dangling bare foot. “Anyway,” she said, pushing herself up, “he’s not getting back till after midnight so I guess you have me all to yourself.” She smirked and leaned over his body to pick up his glass. She lingered there too, letting him take in the side of her body, the hang of her breast, and the touch of her bare thigh, before puffing amused air out her nose and straightening up. “Do I even have to ask a man who is guided only by pleasure if he would like another drink?”
She turned and made her way to the kitchen in the corner of the big dark room, but she stepped slowly and with each foot directly in front of the other to make her hips sway mesmerizingly for him — and she knew without checking he was watching her recede. But she checked all the same, with a smile and a flash of her eyes through fallen strands of hair, before she chuckled to herself and busied about the kitchen with bottles and glasses and ice.
I pondered how to answer her. Does it excuse anything we might do? she asked. I tapped the corner of my phone into my forehead. Why was she asking that? How did it play into what was going on below me? How do I answer?
The honest answer would be, mostly yes. I was influenced enough over the years by Brady to half suspect he might be right, that we do nothing but pursue pleasure, and that everything we do that isn’t, is merely machinations to hide the fact. “A big shame-industrial complex was built up around the natural man,” he said down in Josie’s. “The rise of all-seeing singular gods gave rise to all the new religions that dominate now, gods who aren’t interested in the weather anymore or fighting or fucking with each other, but instead, they’re completely obsessed with what we do from a moral point of view — that’s the shame-industrial complex it all its glory. Modern civilization is almost entirely driven by us hiding ourselves — beginning with the fig leaves in Eden.”
Celine curled her lips as though attempting to speak, but she couldn’t land on the starting word.
“It’s telling, isn’t it, where the fig leaves went.” He nodded at her and smirked.
She stared back at him and I stared at her. I had heard it all before. She was getting it first time. He always made hard thinking points like that.
“They didn’t hide their eyes, or their ears, or their mouths,” he went on, “Did they. They didn’t even hide their poo-holes,” he turned to me as though I was some sort of authority on that subject. Celine hunched her shoulders and giggled at his choice of words.
“No,” he was now hamming up the professorial voice and gestures, “it was the primary bodily expression of pleasure — the erect cock, the engorged pussy.” He had a knack,  like I said, for measuring and mirroring his audience. I looked askance at Celine because she didn’t talk about these things, and nor did she use words like that. I was surprised he did — was he reading her all wrong? But I was the wrong one. She wasn’t turning away from him in disgust at his language. She instead glazed over in her eyes and her mouth softened as though she were becoming entranced by him.
“We seek pleasure whether we consciously think we do or not, whether we think we are making choices about it or not. Therefore everything that isn’t pleasure,” he said, his eyes boring into Celine’s shining eyes, “is fig leaves. It’s hiding. It’s faking it.”
“Does this philosophy,” I said, needing to break his spell over her before she stripped and jumped him in the chair he rocked in right there in the pub, “excuse everything we might do?” It was my old and tired challenge to him.
He turned to me slowly, taking on his silly “must I suffer the immortals” professorial expression again, and said flatly, “It does.” He’d never confronted me head on like that before over it. He just stared at me like someone about to drop the mitts, before I burst out laughing, and he lost it and laughed hard too, and so did Celine, but not right away, and not fully taking her eyes off Brady’s eyes. She was infected with the thought, she was rolling ideas around in her mind for fit. And she was interested in him.
“It does,” I typed into my phone and hovered my thumb over the send button. She came back to the couch with two drinks and stood there in front of the couch, facing Brady from above and looking down at him. She sipped her drink without extending her hand to him with his drink, though he extended his in anticipation.
She curled her wrist and held it back from him. “Can you ever deny yourself? Is that not part of the pleasure thing too?”
He was amused and intrigued. He retracted his hand and draped it back over the top of the couch. He smiled with excitement, even.
“How so, exactly?”
Celine sat now in the middle of the couch, taking over the space that had previously been set between them. She folded one leg under herself and stretched the other out. It came to rest touching against his leg and foot, though she pretended to not notice. He noticed, but he let it pass without comment. I caught his glance though.
She reached behind herself and set her glass on her table behind her and then sipped from his glass, before laughing. She was only teasing him — she handed it to him. He drank from it but kept his eyes on her over the top rim, before setting his too aside on his own side table.
She reached to the ottoman and read her phone. She saw my reply: It does. It excuses everything we might do, I told her. I didn’t know what fire I was fanning in replying that way, but upstairs lurking in the shadows watching my wife and my smartest friend circle and tease each other was surprisingly entertaining. My answer was in a way my honest thought: I excused Brady with it because, unlike other people who might do things that would normally be cause for attack or for shunning, Brady was up front and honest about himself. You knew what he was and he made it clear: he came with a clearly-stated warning label. If I confronted him over flirting with my wife alone in my rented chalet, he would rightly be able to say: “Dude, I’ve been telling you for 20 years, I do what I want. You put me in there alone with her.” And he would be right. I did.
“Should we just go up to the chalet?” Celine texted me, asking what she should do — they were on the sidewalk out front of Josie’s and I was already gone to the poker game — or so she thought. I was actually in the chalet. I hadn’t told her that I changed my mind about poker.
“Sure,” I said to her.
“Alone? Without you?”
“Are you fine with that?”
“Are you fine with that, is who should be asked.”
“I am,” I said to her, and Brady would be correct, I put him with my wife alone all night in the cozy, romantic chalet. It would be like putting the fox in the henhouse and then blaming the fox for what happens. Or better yet, putting the rooster in the henhouse, and then blaming the hen for what happens.
She read her phone as though it was a long message from me, but it was only two words. “It does.”
She glanced over the top of the phone at Brady and when he looked back, she burst out laughing. I knew the laugh. It was her nervous excitement laugh. It was her thinking laugh. “Stop looking,” she said to him intimately with a quiet voice. But she didn’t stop looking at him.
She texted me back. “Are you sure?”
She held her phone in front of her face without putting it down this time. She squinted her eyes at Brady and then smiled to herself. She dragged the tip of her tongue around the corner of her mouth and then, glancing at him again, she laughed. She hid behind her phone again and peeked over the top at him. “Am I bothering you?”
“No,” he grinned back.
She pushed herself all the way on the couch to the opposite arm and leaned against it so she was sideways and facing him. She clutched at the edge of her dress and pulled it down between her legs, even as she pulled her knees up slowly and parted them a few inches, and then a few inches more. “How about now?”
He grinned but he also glanced down to see what he could see up there between her luscious toned thighs.
I thought and I thought. I knew it was one of those decisions that determine the forward movement forever after. Was I sure . . . I knew what she meant with that question. Was I sure that I was going to be fine with whatever she chose to do? She already knew from down in Josie’s that I had to be fine with whatever Brady chose to do, ever about anything. I told her straight up, “Anything Brady does, I can’t be mad at, he is honest and clear — you know what you’re getting when you bring Brady into the house. It would be like inviting a bear in and then complaining he isn’t behaving like a dog.”
“Wait,” he turned to me, “you calling me a bear or a dog?”
Celine laughed then and she laughed now. It was the same laugh: nervous, excited, a different Celine. An honest Celine? She dropped her mouth open and locked her stunning brown eyes big and dilated on his and shook her head in a very slight No as she slowly released the strength of the tug with which she held her dress down over the top of her legs.
“Maybe you just have a problem with delayed gratification,” she said to him from the far end of the couch. “I deal with it all the time,” she stated with mock aloofness. She also let her knees fall further apart and her grip on the edge of her skirt loosen. If he looked now, which he didn’t let himself do, keeping his eyes instead locked on my wife’s — he didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of winning, not yet, anyway — he would be able to see edges of her panties, so much of her legs were exposed to him.
Was I sure, was I sure . . . I pressed the phone against my head and peered over the floor edge to my wife below teasing, grinning, hanging her pinky off her bottom teeth, jerking her head forward so her hair covered her face in a wonderful mess. I could see her toes curl. I could hear her breath, she was having difficulty keeping it even and smooth. I also saw the tone of the skin of her face — she was flushed, she was hot.
“I’m sure,” I texted her and sent it before I gave myself a chance to think it through. She heard her phone behind her head. “Hold that thought,” she said to Brady and she twisted around and reached over and behind her head for her phone. In so doing, she flashed Brady her panties completely, and he let his eyes roam at will over those forbidden parts of her body. She untwisted and held her phone in her hands to read my message. She took longer than two words take to read because she was contemplating just what I had given her permission to do. She returned her knees to their folded position and to the same degree of parting that she had before, but this time, no hand stretched her tight dress down. Things were now plainly on the table. Her dress was around her hips and her panties were so visible, they were hit by the dim light and no longer in shadows. And she didn’t cover herself, she didn’t care, she even pretended to not notice.
She didn’t reply to me, she only put her phone back on the table reaching over her head with both hands, stretching her body out in front of Brady.
“What did he say this time?”
“He said you’re a pig who has no self control and who thinks only about himself,” she said to him matter-of-factly. But she also landed her hand on her breast and she even squeezed herself.
My heart skipped a beat and I crouched down low and drew nearer to the railing. “Holy fuck,” filled my head. She stretched her legs out and reached with her arching feet, even stretching her toes to poke them into Brady’s thigh. He raised his gaze as slow as curling smoke from her crotch, up her body, to her eyes. She massaged her breasts and exhaled sharply.
“Whose?” he asked.
“Whose what?” she replied, full of breath, softly, with her eyes lids fluttering and her mouth, open, but no longer smiling.
“Whose delated gratification are you dealing with all the time?”
She sniggered and rolled her head to the side. She also arched her back and slinked down further and flatter over the length of the couch. Her head remained propped up enough on the arm to see over her body to Brady, who now, sipping his drink with time and patience on his side, let his eyes go everywhere over her body before him. He pushed up and slid down the couch to the middle spot, lifting her legs under his arm as he slid under her, and he released her legs over his lap. He began to rub her shins, to massage her calves and feet, both as a foot and leg rub, and as a sculptor feeling the master work of another artist.
My wife grinned and dropped her head back harder into the arm. I saw her eyes close. “That’s good,” she said. “Are you good with all the different kinds of rubs?”
I gaped. She was advanced in her teasing. She gave as good as she got and I was curious to see how Brady would respond. He wasn’t the one this time running the show all himself.
He dragged his hand up as far as the edge of her tight white pencil skirt where it stretched between her slightly parted thighs.
“The kids,” she said with her eyes closed facing the ceiling. “And your’s now.”
“Mine?” Brady smiled. He pushed the edge up her thighs. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t squirm away from him. She in fact gently lifted her hips from her shoulders and her heels that dug into his thighs, and she invited him to push the dress further up.
“Are you able to handle it?”
“Handle what exactly?” he replied, watching as his hands pushed her dress over her hips and bunch it around her stomach before she lowered her hips again.
“Delayed gratification, pay attention. I’m out of bounds, you know — I’m married to your friend.” She suddenly sat up and tugged and squirmed and, laughing at her graceless self, she pulled her dress over her head and eased her body back down onto the arm of the couch. She was only dressed in her black satin bra and black panties. “Don’t get ideas, I’m just feeling too warm and I’m sure you’ve seen a nude female before, should be no problem for you.” She raised her knee and touched her toes down in his lap. She curled her toes and clenched them around the lump in his pants. She grinned widely and bit on the tip of her tongue.
“Interesting that you said it was only delayed gratification. It started off being denied.”
She laughed and covered her face with both her hands trying to stop and keep up with her act. “Touché, good one,” she said.
“Was it something your husband said?”
She grinned and blushed. “No, I am my own person, he knows that.”
“Are you allowed to do whatever you want to do?”
He was being pointed and he knew it. One of the big points we argued over in Josie’s was the issue of being allowed or not.
Celine knew he was using it like that too. She hesitated before answering him, moving her hands from her face down liquid-like over her cheeks, over her jaw, and down her neck, pressing herself, sliding her hands over her skin and staring at him.
She chuckled as though a thought came to her and she pushed her hands hard down over the mounds of her breasts above the scalloped line of her bra and she used the edges of her hands to push her bra down her breasts to cup them in her palms. She was bare below her hands.
“I am,” she said as softly as a feather landing on a bed.
“He knows what I’m capable of, does he know about you?”
“What about me?” she pushed her hands further down her chest. Her nipples emerged erect and full, and she lightly twisted both of them nearly off the tips of her breasts, sucking a sharp breath through her teeth.
“That you’re like this deep inside when you know there aren’t any consequences?”
It had been one of the  things he brought up, a point he made about video games. “Maybe we have it backward,” he said, “the avatar and the true self.”
Celine then played with the tiny pendant of her thin silver necklace and tongued it, held it between her lips staring at him as he talked.
“We think our true self is here, is how we are now, but that how we behave in a video game, driving over the sidewalk and running people down, shooting up the whole city, is just for fun, for release. But what if,” he said, turning his gaze to Celine who had been trying to get his attention, but when she got it, suddenly and directly like that, she blushed and grinned and turned away as though she were scanning the whole place. “What if the behavior in the video game is the true self unencumbered with the artificial and external restraints of society and civilization — the free, natural self, I mean. Don’t we all,” he zeroed his eyes in on hers when she was able to look back at him this time without taking her eyes off his, “act like kindergartners when we play video games?”
She laughed and shook her head. He was like that, he could bring people right up to him like that.
“What” he asked directly of her in the pub, “are we like inside when we know there aren’t any consequences — no risk of charges, of court, of jail, no police. . . “
“No teachers,” she added, laughing.
“No spouses,” he said, turning his head slowly toward me sitting there nearly forgotten by the both of them.
He was echoing it now on the couch. He meant, when he said to her about how it is deep inside her when she knows there aren’t any consequences, meaning specifically, no husband, no Shel.
My wife, her jacket on the kitchen counter, her dress on the ottoman, her boots on the floor, her black bra around her waist, her hand crunching and uncrunching in the lace fabric on the front of her black panties, inhaled sharply and tugged her head back hard into the pillow behind her.
“How did you know?” She tried to chuckle, to play her state off lightly, but it was a lost cause and she knew it. She was writhing nearly naked on the couch in front of a fire with my friend, and he had hardly got started.
“It’s the pleasure principle,” he said.
She laughed at him. But she also contorted her body and squirmed and kicked her feet. She raised her hips off the couch and planked herself with her feet pressed hard into his thigh and her head holding up her whole back and ass off the couch. Her hips began to rotate in the air, to thrust side to side and up and down.
When Brady put his glass down, Celine exhaled and inhaled rapidly directly after and held her breath. When he stroked his fingernail up her shin, she made a tiny inhaled whimper. When he watched his fingers touch and dance up her inner thigh, she went “Ahh,” sharply and tried to squelch it. When he wrapped his fingers around her thigh up high, her breath broke and caught, and it rapidly flowed in and out of her open mouth as though she was being electrocuted. When he touched the edge of her panties, her hips shot up and her body quaked. She watched him from the arm of the couch as though her own body was someone else’s. Her eyes followed his fingers just as eyes his did, even as he lightly dragged them over the front of her panties, and pushed them under her own long elegant fingers.
She emitted high-pitched, rapid-fire chirps from inside her closed mouth as he wrapped his fingers around the waist band of her panties. He sipped his drink to exude the definition of cool. When he tugged her panties ever so gently, she went “Fuck” under her breath that came out in machine-gun staccato.
He drew them smoothly and mercilessly down her long legs that she assisted him with, lifting them one at a time for him to fit her panties off her feet. He draped them over the back of the couch. Her pussy was exposed. She was completely naked. And even I could see the glistening mess she was between her legs.
He paused and she rattled. He drank again and she caught and released her breath like someone on the verge of either exploding or fainting. When he looked back at her she gave him her yearning sweet puppy dog eyes and she reached with hard outstretched arms toward his groin and her hands spread and her fingers stretched graspingly at him, begging him for his cock.
He merely undid his button at the top of his jeans and unzipped his fly, and my wife, buzzing like a high voltage wire in the rain, flew up from the arm of the couch and dove down between his legs. She licked him once, her whole body shaking, and she squeezed him, as much to try holding herself back as to warn him in any way. She looked up at him with animal-craze in her eyes and her messed hair flying over her face, and unable to withstand it a second longer, she cried out at him, “Fuck!” and she fell down in his lap, consuming his cock in her mouth till he stuffed her to her throat.
I knelt at the railing above and marveled at the scene below. It may have been my wife down there, but I had never seen such hot sex. She whimpered on him, sucking him madly with the ferociousness of someone denied all pleasure. She came up and tugged madly at his shirt, threatening to tear it if he didn’t help her get it off. She stood up crazily and wobbly and tripped on her boots stepping back and tugging on his pant legs until they also came off and she nearly stumbled backward. She tugged his shorts off too and went down on him again between his legs, falling to her knees and gripping her pussy with her fist.
Brady stroked my wife’s body all over, and pulled her until she came up on the couch with him but she wouldn’t let his cock come out of her mouth. Her rotated her body until her knees were on his shoulders and still her face was between his legs. She gripped his thighs and bobbed her head on him. He stood up and hugged her waist to his chest so she hung on him upside down. She cried out louder, even though her mouth was muffled by his cock. He sank his mouth down onto her spread pussy that undulated at his chin and she lifted her face off his cock only to howl and cry at the floor above her.
He laid on the couch where she had been laying and she nestled her knees between the back of the couch and his head and lowered her soaking pussy back down onto his mouth. She sucked at him and she licked him and she teased his cock and whimpered and cried and dove back down on it. Brady was an expert with the ladies from a long way back. She was powerless in his hands and soon, she was crying out with a series of “oh my god!”s and before long she was unable to keep sucking him but could only hold on. He body shook like an earthquake on him and she inhaled like someone coming back from the dead.
She laughed with syrupy slowness and draped her body lazily all over his, her own body an octopus of random and boneless limbs. I watched as she came up to his face and for the first time that whole night, I realized, she kissed him. But she had also reached between their bodies to grip him in her hand between her legs.
“You think you’re good at that or something?” she groaned through a grin as she gripped his cock harder and hovered her hips above him, arching her back and moving her chest over his.
“I don’t know,” he said with a shrug.
“Like fuck you don’t,” she shook her head. She touched her pussy with the head of his cock and sucked air noisily through her clenched teeth and tight lips. “I guess you’re getting your gratification after all aren’t you,” she groaned, even as she released his cock and rotated her pelvis down. I could see from between the railing stanchions above as his cock, hard and long, disappeared into her pussy, puffy and wet.
She cried out louder this time, she turned her face to the opposite wall and she went “Ahhh!” long and loudly. It was a well-built chalet but there is no doubt the neighbors on the other side of the wall heard it, she was that loud. And if they didn’t know what it was, she made sure they did the second time and third time and on and on, as she cried out with every thrust of her body against his.
When he pulled out of her she begged and whimpered and reached and panted at him angrily, all until he tossed her body like one would a pillow over in front of him and hauled her up to his kneeling frame by the waist. He was rough with her but she liked it, I made note. When he pushed her legs apart she flattened her face into the cushion of the couch and twisted to see him behind her. She reached up and touched his hard stomach. When he entered her, she squeezed and scratched and yelled into the cushions and bit on the couch.
I stood up and leaned over the railing staring down at the back of my wife as it torqued and waved in front of Brady who was pounding his cock into her relentlessly from behind. Every jarring bolt of cock he threw into her elicited a high-pitched surprised-sounding cry. She was brought to the edge all over again, and still he rammed her as was his wont. She came again from his fucking and she was surprised by it, as though it came up on her quickly, as though he was running her body, not her.
He pulled out and she rapidly rolled over in front of him and scooted down on her heels and head below him to stroke his cock in her hands. When he leaned back and crunched his eyes and lifted his face to me, his ejaculate spurted out of him and all over my wife’s stomach, her breasts, her neck, her face and mouth, and her hair. She laughed and stroked and pushed up to catch more in her mouth.
When they went to the shower, I snuck out. I gave it time before I texted. When I came in, she was in bed and Brady was gone. I came to the bed and knelt on the foot. She was fast asleep.
In the morning, when I sensed her stir, I said, “How was the evening?”
She took a moment but then she shot up, she threw the sheets off our bodies, and she tugged me down on top of her. She kissed me frantically and she spread her legs widely around me, pushing her pussy up against me. I was above her but she rammed me with her hips from below, fucking me like it was the first time all over again.
It was the best sex we’d ever had, and we had pretty good sex besides. She began to tell me what had happened over breakfast in the cafe. But I stopped her. “I was upstairs the whole time, watching,” I told her.
She squinted at me with a dead-inside expression. Then she grinned hard, she looked down in her lap and pulled her hair over her face, and she said, “You didn’t, did you?”
I could only laugh. She laughed too, both of us giggling against the wall of the village cafe like maniacal kindergarteners.
She came to me two weeks later squeamish and shy. “Want to go skiing again on the weekend?” she said. She blushed and grinned.
“I guess,” I said.




A Bluesman Took My Girlfriend

The dive bar was down a part of town no one ever went. Sketchy didn’t begin to describe it. Flickering fluorescent lights lit up the sporadic smoke shops, payday loan outlets, and liquor stores. The map on my phone kept taking me deeper and deeper into the vacant lots, out-of-order traffic lights and dudes hanging around street corners. Towering old victorian mansions sagged down the side streets.
I parked my car right out front of the place — the only car parked for blocks. If it wasn’t such a shit beater worth less than the quartertank of gas in its tank, I might as well have considered it gone by the time I came back. I left the door unlocked — why get a window smashed?
The address was right — it was the only place with sound and light spilling out. A guy and a girl stumbled out through the double doors and down the single step both of them hanging off each other or holding each other up, it wasn’t clear. I stepped aside to let them pass.
I was 21 at the time, a history student at the university clear on the other side of town, and a wannabe writer, hungry for real-world experiences. My girlfriend Lola, also 21, was at the same school, a design student in the arts wing with a hunger for experiences of her own. And she was somewhere inside the decrepit run-down blues joint, if I had the right place.
I stiffened my spine, I swallowed hard, and I pushed the door open. Only it was a pull door and I ended up struggling against some guy on the other side who had more force, and stepped out, looked down on me from high up his lanky tall frame, and considered me not worth it, and walked on. I pulled the door and stepped inside.
I might as well have gone through the back of a closet into a different world. It was a bar and recognizable enough as such, only it was crammed body against body, all of them more skin than clothes, and pressed together in one seething, writhing mass. A pit of snakes is what came to mind. It felt like I walked into a post-apocalyptic move. The music was too loud to talk, the floor too bouncing to not be pulled into dancing involuntarily too, and the reek of tobacco and beer and liquor was strong as a morgue.
The music wasn’t live, though, and there was no stage. Nor was there any famous blues guy, or Lola for that matter, not that I could see in the indeterminate light flowing around and through the tossing mass of humanity. A server emerged from within the wall of sweating bodies, took one look at me, must have noticed I didn’t belong, and pointed over the heads of the undulating mass to a narrow set of stairs up to a tiny narrow door half way up the dark far wall. She nodded at me for reassurance. That, apparently is where I wanted to go.
I made my way pushing and bouncing toward the passage feeling like an unmoored boat lost on a storming sea and looked over my shoulder back toward the door I came in unsure if I was prepared for what was up the steps. But I said I wanted real experiences, didn’t I. I pushed on through the thick sweat and beating noise.
I had to climb the ancient worn-round wooden stairs sideways it was so narrow. I edged the door open and ducked my head down — and I wasn’t particularly tall. I stepped through and was immediately met with a hand the size of my head pressing palm-first into my chest from above. The rest of the steps went up to a higher floor. I looked up and a man took a long look at me before nudging his head. I passed some kind of inspection and proceeded up.
When I emerged onto the upper floor I found myself in an equally dark room but considerably less crowded. There were tables, chairs, and people clustered at them, but not at all of them. It was a half-capacity crowd. There was the stage, lit blue, and there on a single chair, a single chrome microphone stand in front of his face, cradling the supposedly famous electric guitar like a baby in his lap, was the guy, the famous blues musician — Jerome somebody or other. And there was Lola too — at a table by herself toward the side, but alone, not with her friends like she said she’d be.
AT home, Lola rolled her eyes at me for not knowing anything about the guy. “He’s authentique,” she lifted her chin at me at the place we were drinking with friends. Her girlfriend’s laughed and clinked their glasses at that. “The real thing, not like the posers around here,” she said, keeping he eyes on mine across the table. They all laughed more.
We talked a lot about real world versus fake world, Lola and I, always imagining there was some real world out there that was somehow not what we were inside of. “It’s got to feel,” she said, “not just make you feel. That’s the egocentric or narcissistic neo-colonialism, cultural colonialism, that screen that keeps shielded us from the real.”
She was increasingly anxious and itchy to find something behind the screen, “out there!” she would nearly scream. She loved James Dean movies, or at least the idea of James Dean movies, and Jackson Pollock art, if not the idea of it. Anything from the 50s — “before the screen was lowered.” Blues music fit her idea of what was real from before “the invasion of the derivative,” she called it, the analog world before the advent of the digital, or as she would say, “the descent of the digital.” She studied the architects and the movie directors and the advertising agencies and the art auction catalogs. But mostly it was the music she fell sway under, and in particular, the blues. Live blues recordings were everything to her and we tramped through thrift shops and yard sales in the ‘burbs hunting down vinyl. The junkier and dirtier the blues, the better.
Then this Jerome guy, word went around in some subreddit she joined, was going to be dropping by town and rumor had it, he had his guitar and might play half a set here or there, but finding him was going to be a challenge. I never saw her so excited. It was her ultimate Easter egg hunt.
She thought she solved it and I guess she did. There he was, or at least a guy matching the poster she had on the living room wall of the tiny old three-store walk up her and I rented together. And there she was, bopping her head to his rhythm. I didn’t want to disturb her so I slinked into a seat at the back of the bar and just watched. I wanted to use the experience to learn more about her. A lot of our friends talked about having to “go out there” to find it, this thing they were all looking for, but they seldom meant leaving their screen. I had to hand it to Lola — she really meant getting out there, including to real places like that neither me nor anyone we knew would ever go to, or even knew existed. And she went alone.
Once I was inside, the place felt safe enough. It was dark blue inside from the lighting, so dark I didn’t need to duck down or hide, she would never have seen me. Still, she was wearing her aviator sunglasses. She looked like something out of a movie too, with her short bob-cut straw-blonde hair and halter-style over-sized sequined dress she found in a collection given away in a box curbside by someone who must have been a showroom performer. With her black leather jacket, she was the epitome of cool. She didn’t go to art school just to learn art, she was determined to live the artist lifestyle, and because she was all about authenticity, she had to make her style her own. And she did that.
The guy finished and the room erupted, or at least the 10 or 12 people in there clapped enthusiastically, whistled, and slapped their tables. It was apparently “his” place, where he always came home to, and they were used to him in there. No one in the hood was a stranger to him either, so his appearance was no big thing to them. Nobody seemed overly wild to see him, in fact, other than Lola. He looked around appreciatively, nodding at people the way you do when you know them but appreciate them anyway. I thought to myself, “Huh, some fan base.”
But he stopped his rotating head when he got to Lola. She stood out being the only blonde in the place. She was also easily the youngest in there. But I think she was also, besides me, unseen in the back, the only person he didn’t know.
He pushed up from his chair, put his guitar in the stand beside him, and came down off the stage, directly to Lola’s table. That made it awkward for me, already up myself and halfway across the floor. I turned around and slinked back to my stool. The guy guarding the door watched me through sunglasses of his own, and I thought I saw him smirk. She and I were the only strangers in there. He must have known we were somehow related. And seeing me abort my walk across the floor when the great Jerome something or other sat at her table made him laugh at me.
No matter. It wasn’t anything I wasn’t used to.
Lola sat back trying to exude her confidence, letting her leather jacket drape over the back of her chair and her small round shoulders to lift up. But she crossed her thin arms over her small chest and crossed her legs under the table. I could see the bottom edge of he dress had floated up to nearly the top of her thighs. She looked so tiny next to the big man. She contrasted with him in so many ways.
Jerome reclined in his chair and draped his massive arm over the back of her chair. She didn’t seem to mind the invasion of her space, not like she normally would in any other situation. She took her glasses off and was unable, it appeared, to stop smiling. Every time he looked away to slowly scan the room, she swung her interested face to his and stared at him. And when he looked back at her, she darted her glance to her lap, to the far wall, to her drink, anywhere but his eyes.
She laughed at everything he said. She leaned close when he beckoned with his curling finger. And when he placed his massive and muscled hand over her bare back — the dress dipped almost down to where the curve of her ass sets out — she drew closer to him. I sipped my drink hard and gripped my glass when I saw her lean over close to him and whisper something of her own into his ear. I also saw, barely visible under the table, that she placed her hand on his thigh. And that she pinched him.
My heart began to pound and my throat began to constrict. I get the thing with real experiences “out there.” More than any of her friends, I understood it and I supported it. But seeing what shape it could take was a challenge to me. I knew I had to let her do whatever she determined she had to do, but watching her little fingers twist the fabric of the man’s pants under the table was too much.
I turned away and hid my face when she suddenly spun around and got up. She went the other way though — down a dark hallway so narrow I didn’t see it before, running beside the stage. I saw the bathroom signs above the hallway and nodded to myself. “Easy Dillon,” I said to myself. I forced my shoulders down and made my breath deep and slow. There was no need to get paranoid and worked up.
After a few moments, the big guy also causally pushed up, picked up his guitar on stage and laid it into his case, closed it, and carried it down the same hallway. I saw him distinctly turn and look back over his shoulder as he disappeared into the shadows of the hallway.
I glanced at the doorman who I caught looking at me — I knew because he was spinning away. I curled myself over my drink down low to the bar and made myself as invisible as possible. A few minutes passed before I saw three guys come out of the shadows of the hallway and begin to set up on stage.
More time passed and still Lola had not come back from the bathroom. I glanced at her table. She had taken her jacket with her and the man’s drink, as well as Lola’s, had already been cleared from the table. I was upset for her — I knew she she wasn’t done and I was going to wait for her to come back before telling the server she obviously hadn’t left. But more time passed and still no Lola came back out.
The guy at the door kept glancing and looking away from me. The band got set up and began playing. I don’t know how long Lola had been gone but I had the feeling the guy at the door was watching me the whole time. I tested him by suddenly getting up and going straight down the hallway too, to the bathroom. Sure enough, he had moved across the floor away from the stairs to watch where I went. I came back out and went back to my stool. Still no Lola.
More people came through the tiny door and up the steps and I used the distraction to quickly make my way back to the washrooms. That’s when I noticed another narrow stair case, just past the two washroom doors.
I looked over my shoulder and caught sight of the doorman who was talking and laughing and slapping the backs of the new arrivals — he obviously knew them — and he had forgotten about me. I stepped up the worn wooden stairs and pressed my back hard to the wall. There was a door at the top, sideways to the steps around a tight bend at the top, and dim light poured out. I got to the top and tried to control my breathing and my heart rate. It felt all over like the kind of place I could die in, and never be found. I certainly didn’t tell anyone where I was going.
I darted my face around the edge for a quick special forces type glimpse and then absorbed what I registered on my eyes back in the safety of the shadows along the wall of the narrow staircase. What I saw shook me from my neck to my tailbone.
It was the backstage room. Instruments and empty cases were strewn around, signed headshots  were all over the walls, there was a fridge and table and counter and a bar. There were half-drunk beers on the main table and chairs pulled out and left in disarray. Only one chair was occupied and I saw it from the side. It was the Jerome guy. And Lola was sitting in his lap dangling her legs between his huge thighs with her arms around his massive neck like it was some sort of twisted anti-Santa visit.
Her jacket was off again and hung from the back of his chair. In her short and tight sequined dress sparkling in the dim Christmas lights that filled the place, she looked utterly sexual. She was laughing and tugging her hair and swinging her legs telling him things, I couldn’t tell what. His hand was on her bare back, his other hand, I noticed, when I peeked around again, was wrapped around her bare thigh.
Neither of them were facing the doorway where I cowered and I was able to peek around and stare without being noticed. My face was at about floor level, the steps were so steep. I had watched before when Lola flirted with guys at parties. I knew she loved dipping herself in front of them to catch them glancing down her top to her perfectly round small breasts. She loved teasing and using words in double entendres to make guys wonder what she was really saying. I went along with it because it was Lola, she was fun like that at parties, and everybody loved her. She was slinky and sensual and she lived like a real artist, taking chances and being experimental in everything.
But this was something else. I ducked but edged my face back out when she got off his lap. But that was only to reach her arm out to hold his hand and pretend, under exaggerated effort, to haul him up from his chair, both of them laughing, he pretending it was far harder than it was to stand up, and she lead him over to the couch I just noticed in the darker part of the room against the wall. The band below played rhythmically and the crying guitar filled the space. Lola pulled up a leg to fold and sit on, and beckoned for Jerome to sit beside her. Her dress hiked up further, showing her whole bare leg. It was too much. She wasn’t just meeting the guy, she wasn’t just hanging out. More was happening than I was ever prepared for.
When he sat down she barley let him settle against the back of the couch before she leaned forward, wrapped her arms around his neck and planted her beautiful, small face in front of his. I could only see the back of her blonde head but it twisted slowly back and forth into his. Jerome’s one big hand rode up her bare back and under her blonde hair to grab the whole back of her head and that’s when I realized, when I knew it must be, that she was necking with him. His other hand traveled down her body, over her dress, and cupped her ass entirely in his massive palm.
The bass drum made the floor bounce it was so heavy below. The stench of sweat, sex, and beer stung my nostrils. The dim points of light hanging chaotically across the ceiling of the greenroom gave warped impressions of the height, depth, and width of the space. My girlfriend arched her body and snaked her limbs around his as they kissed. Her hand moved over his chest and down his stomach, and his hands covered her head, and her back, and her ass.
She writhed against him, even as his huge fingers found the tiny zipper at the bottom of the dip of the back of her dress. She pushed and contorted on him in time with the beat filling the room from the below the floor up through the couch and the walls, making the tiny beads of light vibrate.
She merely shrugged and the tiny straps of her thin dress fell from the orbs of her shoulders and slackened over her biceps. She cradled his face in her hands and slid a bare leg over his lap. The bottom of her dress rode up to her hips even as the top of her dress fell down from her chest. She hadn’t worn a bra and her small, shapely breasts, young and upward, pressed lightly into his shirt. Still she moved on him in time to the music, even as the back of her head swam and ducked throughout the long, slow kiss.
Her body, now naked entirely but for the dress like a stretch of fabric pulled and tightened in a bunch around her waist, looked tiny and vulnerable against the mass that Jerome was, still sitting, relaxed, at ease in the couch with that toy in his lap. His huge hands and massive fingers played in her hair, he touched her back, touched her nipples, and wrapped them possessively around her waist. She stretched up and pulled the dress off her body and sank back down against him. When his fingers touched the waist of her pretty black panties, she quickly rolled off him, kicked her thin legs in the air, and slid them up and off. She flung herself back into his lap, clenching her knees into his hips and her chest into his face.
I couldn’t move and I couldn’t speak, both because it would be dangerous for me to appear where I was at that moment, but also because I was paralyzed by the vision of my girlfriend stripping herself naked for him, torquing and undulating in the huge man’s lap, writhing on him in time with the music in a vision both horrifying to me, as her boyfriend, and pornographic as a lover of voyeuristic clips.
His hands looked too big on her tiny breakable body, and his lap looked massive under her slim hips and legs. Her arms busied and her hands worked at something down below between them. My breath failed and my limbs quaked. I was unable to keep my eyes focused through the beat and the tiny points of light and my girlfriend getting it on with the big man. She slipped down like water from his lap and poured herself onto her knees between his legs. Her pretty head, short blonde hair and thin neck, began to bob in his lap and her fingers spread out over his stomach and chest, reaching up even to his mouth, to press fingers inside his lips.
If there was any doubt that my girlfriend was sucking him off, she laid those to rest when she crawled back up into his lap. She tugged on his cock like it was an object she craved to hold, like something she needed in her more than wanted, like an object of lust incarnate. And in that light, it glistened from the saliva from her mouth.
Though it looked impossible, though her body seemed the wrong thing to go on his, she straddled him, she lifted up on him, and I could see her little long fingers grip him between her legs, and steady him, steer him, and let go of him when her pussy lips, clearly visible to my adjusted eyes, fit tightly over him. She draped her arms around his neck and folded her knees to sink her hips. She kissed him hard as her pussy lips dragged down wet and hot, as I well knew, over the length of the man’s rigid cock.
I watched, I forced myself to watch in fact, with my chin bouncing on the dive-bar greenroom floor as my slim, young and hot artsy girlfriend, naked and exposed, fucked the big blues man on the warm-up couch. She stuck her ass out and curved her spine and drove him deeper inside her. She uncurled and rose up and let her lips nearly come untouched from the head of his cock, before, grinning, chuckling, and kissing, she plunged back down again. His hands, so huge on her body, wrapped around her back, covered her small chest, and owned her. She cried out and squealed and draped her head over his shoulder as she settled into a nice, slow, rocking fuck, her toes curling backward where her little feet wrapped around his thighs. It didn’t look possible for a cock like that to go in a pussy like hers. I guess lubrication solves most problems.
I heard the music stop and people cheering below and someone on the microphone say they’d be back down for the second set soon. It sounded a lot more crowded below, but also, the band was coming up behind me. Trapped I had nowhere to go but up.
Lola and Jerome were still so enraptured with each other they didn’t notice me in the room darting glances around everywhere for a place to hide. Behind the bar was a small door and I dove through it to find myself cramped between several large metal canisters of draft beer and sweating hoses going every which way. I curled my fingers around the edge of the door and pulled it closed on my folded up legs and prayed nobody ran out of beer below.
I could see through the seems around the edges of the door that Lola was still naked in Jerome’s lap. She was struggling to get off of him, laughing and squealing, even as the band was clomping loudly up the steps. The guys came bursting  in sweating and calling in loud voices, grabbing beers from the fridge and towels from a large hamper. Lola collapsed hard into Jeromes chest trying to hide her face and squeezing her body hard against his. I noticed he made himself decent, pulling out of her and pulling up his fly. The band sat around the kitchen-like table.
Jerome got up and came to the table to join them — even as tiny Lola hung from his neck with her legs and arms wrapped around his body. They didn’t seem to notice or didn’t want to draw attention to what he carried. He sat down and she remained on his lap, naked, hiding, as tight to him as a shirt.
Jerome turned to her where she pressed her head tightly down into his neck and he said something private in her ear. She grinned against him and shook her head “No,” but he smiled too, and he chuckled, and she began to chuckle as well. He said something again and she lifted her face and looked over her shoulder at the other men.
They remained talking loudly and slamming their beer bottles. The guy nearest nodded at her. “Hello sweetheart,” he said, and Jerome said something again close into her ear and she let go of him. With one arm Jerome lifted her around the side of the table and with all her limbs hanging freely, she was passed to the next man.
He took her and brought her to his chest like you would a baby or a kitten. He stroked her and she loosened up on him, pressing her nakedness against his sweat. He looked at Jerome and they exchanged dirty glances before the second guy reached down between his legs. I couldn’t see down there but Lola draped her chin over his shoulder, adjusted herself, and lifted up. She looked over her shoulder at Jerome and I knew she had taken his cock in her when I saw the expression on her face go from sheepish grinning to open-mouthed gasping.
She undulated on him, moving her back like waves breaking on a shore. Her little ass bucked in and spread out, and she stretched her arms out in front of her and pressed her forehead into his so they could both look down and watch his cock go in and come out of her already slick and reddened pussy.
The guy beside him, the drummer, laughed and nodded at Jerome. He stood up behind the guy and undid his fly. He pressed the head of his cock at my Lola’s face and she instinctively opened her mouth even before she opened her eyes, and he pushed his cock in her willing, open, and welcoming mouth.
They all began laughing and the second man lifted her from his lap, puling his cock out of her, and laying her on the table between all the men. She rolled around between them and their hands touched her everywhere. She leaned her head over the edge lying on her back and the drummer penetrated her to the throat so deeply, I could see the bulge of his cock in her throat.
Another man rolled her on her stomach and pulled her legs apart like she was a chicken, and standing, he entered her, deeply and slowly. They were all gentle, but they were all insistent. All four men fucked her mouth and pussy. The drummer pushed the other guys away and began to ejaculate over her tiny naked body. She just writhed in it and laughed and covered herself as best she could with her arms and legs all swimming in the air. The other two men came on her as well.
Then it was Jerome’s turn. He took her ankles in his hands and rolled her on to her stomach. She lifted herself on her elbows and rolled her head far back. With his huge hands wrapped around her small thighs, he spread her and he entered her again. This time he was not slow or gentle. I thought he was going to break her. He rammed her so hard, her whole body jolted over the table and she hung onto the edges with her knuckles turning white. The other men came on her body and face and hair and breasts and stomach, but Jerome came inside her pussy.
My Lola screamed, but it was not from pain.
The band went back down to play their second set and Jerome, I guess as much a gentlemen as there was there, helped her wipe herself up, but it was a lost cause. He helped her dress and did up the zipper on the back of her dress and guided her fragile body back downstairs.
I crept down after them and saw her go into the girls’ washroom. I took the chance to slip past the doors, through the hallway, and into the club. Jerome was at the bar with his back to the band. The band was delivering a great deal of music. And the place was so full, I could barely move through it. I found the steps and the tiny door, but the doorman waved me aside. He pointed to the side of the room — there was a larger door there. I made my way to it and found, when I came out, a line up behind a velvet rope all the way down the side, and above me a lit-up sign with the name of the band, and Jerome’s name too, all lit up. Of course I recognized the name of the band, who wouldn’t?
I went quickly around the corner to the much quieter street where my car was parked. I u-turned and stopped to stare again at the utterly different look of everything from the side, compared to the wrong way I had at first come in. I saw Jerome come out and flag a waiting taxi down. He put my Lola inside and pushed a bunch of cash through the window for the driver before slapping the top of the car. When the crowd in the line-up outside recognized him, they all cheered. I drove away watching him sign autographs and pose for selfies.
I beat Lola home.
“You have a good night with your friends?” I tested her.
She just hung her leather jacket and turned to face me.
“Music good?”
She tilted her head sideways at me.
“What’s up? Something wrong?” I narrowed my eyes at her unable to read her.
She curled her lips between her teeth. “Um,” she began. “I saw you there.”
I looked down and grinned. “Okay, busted. I had to check out the music.”
“No,” she stayed serious. “I mean, upstairs.”
I swallowed and grit my teeth. “What do you mean?” I tried to deflect.
“I saw you, upstairs, in the greenroom.”
I don’t know why I was the one feeling busted. But I was. “I honestly don’t know what you mean.” I was scrambling.
“You watched me.”
“It was too dark.”
“But you didn’t stop me or do anything.”
“In a place like that? And get killed?”
“That’s not the reason, though, is it.”
“Lola, what are you saying? You were the one doing things!”
“And there’s a reason you did nothing.”
She folded her arms and nailed me with her eyes.
“I was too afraid!”
“I’m pretty sure that’s not it.”
“Well what the fuck do you think then? What was it, then, according to you?”
She reached behind herself and unzipped her dress, not for the first time that night exposing her tiny, slim body. She had no bra and now no panties on either. “You liked watching me being taken by him, by all the guys, didn’t you.”
I swallowed hard. “That’s insane, are you kidding me?”
She dropped her dress and stepped toward me in her heeled sandals. “It’s okay if you did.”
“As if! You’re crazy. I couldn’t stop it, what was I even doing there?”
“Right?” she said, stepping between my legs. “You knew what you would see if you went up there.”
“That’s crazy!” I tried to recoil from her but she knelt on the edge of the couch and pinned me.
“You loved watching your little Lola get fucked by so many powerful men.”
“That’s fucked, that’s crazy, you’re insane, I’d never.”
She licked my lips and she undid my pants. “But you were so hard watching them fuck my pretty little body.”
“I wasn’t!”
She gripped my cock in her cool small hand. “Yes you were,” she whispered softly in my ear. “Just like you are now.”
She was right about that. I was aching I was so hard. And she was right about the rest of it too. “I wasn’t,” I tried again meekly.
She pressed the head of my cock against her pussy lips and she rotated her hips, sucking me into her pussy. “I was so turned on,” she said against my ear.
My mind swam and my eyes closed. “I wasn’t,” I said one more time.
But Lola sank down on me and ground her hips against mine, pressing and humping. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “Just say it.”
And I no longer was able to deny her. “I loved it,” I said. “It was incredible.”
She bucked hard against me and licked her wide, wet tongue up the whole of the side of my face. I grabbed her cute little body and I began to rock her from below. I fucked my Lola, didn’t I. Not like she’d been fucked earlier that night, that may be. But I was last man in . . . .
“Yes,” she whispered through a grin into my ear. 




Cucked in the Back of her Car

Gathering data is what I do all night, every night, high in the sky over Seattle   circling around and around unseen and unheard. So slouching low in my car seat to watch through my steering wheel and over my dash in the back of the AIT college campus parking lot just after 9 at night was not a stretch. Nor was managing my racing heart and short breath when Clara, my wife, came out, casually got in her car, and, rather than head to the exit and home, drove around to stop in front of the doors she’d just come out.
That’s where the student rushed out with his  head dropped down, scurrying to the passenger side, and in. When the interior light came on, I could see Clara laughing like a kid getting away with something. She jerked away from the curb so quick her tires squeaked.
I pulled my stick slowly and precisely down to D, eased my thumb off the lock, and lifted my foot gradually from the brake pedal. I rolled my pickup out of my slot noiselessly with my headlights off and coasted idling in the direction of my wife’s taillights where she impatiently waited for the green light to the main road.
Right was home; her left indicator was on. I sucked air like a cold re-filling propane tank and jutted my jaw sideways. I was paid to gather data, not interpret it, as my crew and I always reminded ourselves in the low-droning noise-cancelling and no-running lights fuselage every night, or to react to it. Observe and record, that was what we did best, and turning left as well to follow her wherever she was off to with her student, I would do just that, observe and record.
She drove fast and wavering along Lake Shore until she got to the far side where the houses fall away, the forest encroaches, and the long, narrow parking lots open up that gave a gorgeous view of the city high-rises reflected on the quiet, black water. She pulled into the farthest one. I pulled into the one before theirs, killed my lights, and drifted slowly to the far end, observing, recording.
A narrow stand of pines separated us. I gave it a few minutes to make sure the coast was clear before turning off my interior light, easing my door open, stepping out, and stopping it from closing behind me, letting it rest gently on the latch. It was a perfect night — cool, quiet, still and dark. I inhaled, checked my watch and held for five, and exhaled.
I scanned starting with my head twisted far right and rotating machine-like to the far left. I turned around and did the same thing, covering my entire 360. Nobody was out there. I turned my collar up and tucked my fists into my jacket pockets and turned again as though I was any other mid-thirties guy taking some fresh air and admiring the city in the peace and quiet of Bert Lake Park.
When I felt it was safe, I checked over my shoulder one more time before I shot into the blackened pine stand and ducked under the low branches. I let my eyes adjust to the dark so I wouldn’t poke myself on a branch or trip on a stump. I moved from trunk to trunk through the stand like a SWAT-wannabe until I drew close to the edge of the shadow on the other side, and close to the passenger side of my wife’s car.
I crouched and spied one more trunk I could get behind, and from there, one more, and then another, until I remained well hidden just 15 feet directly out from her side window. The student had rolled the window down halfway and it was so quiet, if I steadied my breath and focused, I could hear most of their words.
Clara was 31. She was a screenwriter with a TV production team but she also taught screenwriting part time at the college. People who knew her would have called her spirited. But to me, she was a deeply private person. She bordered on the type who just might have a secret life, the kind of girl who would be able to plan and execute it as well, given the kind of pilots she scripted and stuffed in the back of her drawer.
I chatted with a guy I’d been flying with for six months about how my wife lately started getting into more elaborate makeup and clothes just for school, and though he was joking, his comment stuck in my head like a song worm: “Maybe she’s seeing a guy.” It was an impossibility, of course, but like we always say in the data collection world, we may trust, but we must also verify.
She gets a lot of lewd comments at online teacher-rating sites. Long, wavy brunette hair, large and deep brown eyes, and a body like an athlete’s will get you that. She’d roll her eyes and shake her head each year she was voted “hottest teacher” but more than once I caught her grinning to herself before she turned all the way away from me. And like my friend had noticed too, she really was paying more attention than usual to her make up and clothes lately. She went out to the college that night in a cut-out shoulder grey turtleneck and tight blue jeans with platform sandals. She looked especially good.
I crouched and spied. She was still holding the steering wheel, but she’d dropped her head down and turned her face sideways facing the student, and me, with a grin, but I knew she couldn’t see me. She’d pulled her hair into a cord and brought it over her far shoulder to pull on it with her hands stroke-over-stroke thoughtfully. The lights of the city glinted in her eyes.
Suddenly she squealed and threw open her door. I hugged the tree and retracted my head behind the trunk. I heard shrieking laughter and then four car doors closing. When I peeked again, her and the student had dived into the back seat of her spacious SUV. Clara had slumped down on her side far enough to dangle her legs by her knees planted into the head-rest of the driver’s seat in front of her with her head sunk into the middle of the back seat, turned to look pensively at her student. The student, I realized after craning my neck dangerously out from the trunk to see down and in, was in the same position on his side, facing her. He’d left his front passenger window open. When I moved like a stalking cat to the tree nearest her car, I was still able to hear them talk.
“I think a couple of people are getting suspicious,” Clara said.
“Nobody notices anything. If they don’t expect to see it, they don’t see it, even if it’s right in front of them.”
“Come on, Cody! I come out of the paper room and two seconds later you come out!” She laughed. “You’re such a risk taker!” She leaned her face close to his and shook it disbelievingly at him.
So it was Cody, was it? Duly recorded.
“If perception is an aspect of language, how did that philosopher put it? And they don’t have a word for it, they can’t perceive it. Isn’t’ that how he said it?” He smiled at her full of self-admiration and wrapped his fingers up in hers to bring the back of her hand to his lips.
“Such big words for such a young man.” She pursed her lips in jest.
“I’m, what, six years younger than you? Is that enough for you to call me a young man?”
She scoffed. “I think so!” She brought their hands up together to his mouth. “Again,” she said softly with a entranced smile. He kissed her hand longer the second time. “How old are you again?”
“23.”
“Eight years!” she shrieked like she had trapped him. She pushed up with her face in mock surprise and she snatched up his other hand in hers, entwining their fingers left and right. She threw her leg over his lap and they struggled against each other with their hands, Clara pushing him down. Her luscious silken hair fell all around his face. She pinned his hands to the top of the back seat above his head and leaned far down between her shoulders poking through her turtle neck sweater. I heard more than saw my wife kiss her student.
She shrieked and darted an alarmed look out the side window directly toward me. Cody had freed his hands and grabbed her by the waist and tugged up on the bottom of her sweater.
“We can’t here!” she cried out and attempted to pull her sweater down again over her stomach.
“It’s a lot safer than the paper room!”
“We had a lock!” She pushed her sweater down following his hands around her body where he continued to try to push it up her body.
“Nobody’s here,” he said.
“Still,” Clara said, not pushing her sweater down anymore. He lifted it over her breasts and she only protested any further by shaking her head with grinning exasperation. She sat back on his knees and crossed her arms over her chest and pulled the sweater inside out over her head and off. “Happy now?” She was wearing a pristine white satin full cup bra beneath.
“For the moment,” he said.
“You sure no one’s out there?”
“We looked when we came in. And we haven’t seen any headlights the whole time we’ve been here.”
“Then take yours off too,” she said, and she sniggered. He stuck his arms straight up expecting her to lift his t-shirt off for him, which she did. She did not explore him as one would if it was a first time being topless together. There was plainly evident familiarity, at least for these early steps into the tango of infidelity. They’d been this far before.
I could see through back side window my wife’s curved-over back and her hair hanging down obscuring both their faces that were, I could tell by the slow contortions in her shoulders, kissing. Her skin glowed like the reflection of the city in the water, golden and shimmering. I emerged a few inches forward now clear of the trees forgetting how hidden I needed to remain. Cody’s hands wrapped around my wife’s waist and she twisted and pressed down further in reply. He stroked her sides and she threw her head back a moment and pulled her hair over one shoulder and took hold of his jaw to kiss him all the more voraciously. His fingers busied themselves at the back of her bra and she broke the kiss again only long enough to shake her arms to drop the straps down and off.
I crept up closer. If I was to be busted, who would be in the worse position, me or her? Clara gripped the headrest above where Cody slumped below her and arched her slender back so her bare breasts brushed his face. He caught her and squeezed her and fed her nipples into his mouth.
I was nearly looking through the front side window when my wife rolled her head back far enough to face the ceiling of the car. Her hair fell back down her bare, undulating back to brush his legs and her back arched deep enough to cause her to nearly fall backward into the back of the passenger seat behind her. Her knees spread wider and her pelvis ground down into his. She pushed the fingers of both her hands through her hair from the forehead to the back of her head and tussled it, fluffed it, threw it up and let it fall. She began to wriggle and push her breasts all over his face and reached around the back of his head to bury her fingers into his hair and yank his face forward harder onto her open chest.
“I don’t know, Cody,” she exhaled breathlessly.
“What is it baby?” he said, pulling his mouth off her breasts barely enough to talk.
“I can’t keep doing this and not . . .
“Not what?”
“You know what!” she exhaled sharply with exasperation. She looked down where she cradled the back of his head to her chest.
“You know I won’t stop you.”
“That’s what I’m afraid of.” She twisted and torqued on him. The car moved on its springs. She pulled herself away from him but only to push her hair back from her face and catch her breath.
“We don’t have to.”
“Not sure I can help it,” she dropped her head sideways and touched her bottom lip with her index finger looking down at him with her big clear eyes.
“I don’t know if I’m the one to depend on to stop you.”
She laughed. “It’s all your fault, isn’t it.” She leaned over him and came down slowly to kiss the top of his head, his forehead, his nose, and finally his lips. “Don’t get the wrong idea, but my jeans are killing me, I’m just going to take them off, okay?” She gripped his jaw in her hand. “Okay? I’m just feeling constricted — no touching down there, you got it?”
“Got it.”
“Okay. You sure?”
“Scouts honor.”
“You weren’t a scout and you have no honor.”
“Busted.”
She giggled and rolled off of him. “Help me,” she said, leaning her head against the far door and lifting her hips to undo her jeans button and zipper. “Shoes,” she said, dangling her platforms into his crotch that showed a lump where she had been grinding on him a moment earlier. She liked that pose — watchful of his actions on her body with her index finger pulling her bottom lip. I kept low but nearly close enough to fog the bottom of the window.
She laughed and pointed both her legs and feet straight out as Cody struggled to tug and yank the bottom of her jeans. She wriggled and twisted until he worked them off her ass and down her legs. He tossed them over the back of the driver seat. She was wearing similar immaculate white shimmering satin thong panties.
“Do you like?” she said, letting her legs fall over his lap high up over his crotch. His hands smoothed over her calves and up over her thighs.
“Very,” he said low and deep.
She grinned and brought her knee up to plant her bare foot in his crotch and scrunch her toes on him there. “You should make it even at least, so a girl doesn’t get uncomfortable.”
He took a second to understand, then with mock urgency, rushed to undo and remove his own pants. She laughed. When he accidentally caught his underwear at the same time and fully exposed himself to her, she squealed, covered her face with her hands, and then peeked through her spread fingers.
When he panicked to tug his boxers back up over his raised ass, she shoved her foot in his way. “Not so fast,” she said softly full of breath. “It’s okay,” she said. She watched down her sleek body to where her bare foot slid down his chest and stomach and into his lap. She toyed with his full erection with her toes. She wrapped the bottoms of both feet around both sides of his cock and stroked him up and down and laughed and rolled over to hide her face, pulling her feet away.
“Do you like that?” she said a moment later, releasing her retracted knees and stretching her feet out again to wrap around his cock.
“What do you think?” he said looking over at her, dragging his fingertips further up her thighs, getting dangerously close to the edge of her white satin.
“If I join you, just to keep things even, you’re not to touch. Okay? We’re not allowed. I’m married.”
“I could say scout’s honor again, but that didn’t do much good last time.”
She laughed, pulled her knees up to her chest and rolled back to raise her hips. She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and pulled them down her hips. She stopped with her panties at her knees and froze. Cody stared. After three beats she laughed and poked her legs straight out over his lap and nodded at him with a grin. She wanted him to take her panties off the rest of the way. He tossed them over the front seat too, into the shadows on the floor of the car.
She lowered her legs gently into his lap again. They were both completely naked. She languidly dragged her toes up and over the length of his cock and his hands traveled over her thighs, her stomach, and down the crevice between her leg and her pelvis.
“Careful,” she intoned darkly.
“But you’re all over me.”
“Girl’s first, don’t you know that?”
“You’re making it really hard to obey.”
“You’re such a bad student,” she tittered. “But since you’re making such a good effort, teacher thinks you deserve a little positive reinforcement. Do you think you can handle that?”
“Depends on what it is, I guess.”
She bolted up to sit with her bare ass pressed against the side of his thigh and her knees pulled up to his chin. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his ear close to her mouth. I couldn’t hear what she whispered but she laughed mischievously and said, “Okay?” and pulled off of him to crouch on her hands and knees sideways on her seat.
Cody moved till he was in the mirror position she was in earlier, his head propped against his door, his body flat across the back seats, his legs spread wide enough to fit down both sides of my wife’s crouching body.
She gently twisted her long silky hair into a rope and pulled it over the far side. She came down on her knees and elbows, her ass rising up behind her over the edge of the far back window. Her back arched down and she crept forward. She made big, brown, glassy eyes at him from between his legs and blew through a tiny mouth on his trembling member. She snickered. “Just one kiss,” she said. “That’s all, okay?”
“A’right,” he nodded down to her. He plunged his hand and fingers into her hair and she reacted like a responsive affectionate kitten, twisting and purring to his touch. She wrapped her hand around his cock and grinned up at him with a puff of air out her nose, but she quickly wiped the grin and focused her eyes on what was right in front of her face, his hard, thick cock, and she bit her lip and emitted a tiny whimper.
“It’s so hard.” She pulled her palm up and plunged it back down, her mouth dropping open, her eyes widening.
“You better kiss it before I push myself in that pretty mouth of yours.”
“You better not,” she whispered. She darted her tongue out and touched his cock with just the tip and she grinned at him.
He pushed on the back of her head.
“Hey!” she protested. But he pushed harder and she squealed with her lips pursed. He pushed harder and his cock touched her lips. She waved her head back and forth and planted her hands on his abdomen. He raised his hips and she tried to push him down. She pressed her lips tight together but he only pushed her head down more.
When his cock popped into her mouth she groaned and wrapped her hand tightly around him and immediately devoured him, lifting up and plunging her mouth down on him, forcing him deeper into her throat with each stroke. She whimpered and sucked so hard she caused vacuum sounds when she came up.
She rested her elbows on his legs and gripped both hands around his cock and pulled up and down on him, pulling her mouth off and letting his cock poke her in the eye, drag over her cheeks and chin, and into her neck. She frolicked with his cock like a toy. “You bastard,” she said in a gravelly voice and through a grin. “I told you just a kiss.”
“A French kiss.”
“Yeah right,” she said. She lifted up and took him into her mouth again and pressed her lips tightly around his shaft as she pushed down and pulled up. I could see over the edge of the window strings of her saliva stretch from his head to her lips when she came off him and smiled at him and moaned and teased.
“Maybe we should put the seats down,” she said. “More space.”
They struggled and the car rocked and I ducked down and scrambled back to the nearest trunk. When things sounded settled down again, I crept back out on hands and knees and lifted myself up against the side of the car.
Clara had resumed sucking Cody’s cock with determination. In the glow of the city across the lake, her body looked slitherine, twisting and contorting over top of him. She pulled off and breathed so hard she looked like a panther in the back of the SUV. She crawled over him on her hands and knees and drooped her head down to kiss him where he lay under her.
“I told you we shouldn’t do that,” she said.
“I tried to stop you,” he protested.
“Oh yeah, right, sure you did,” she shook her head and reached between her legs to his cock that stood up behind her ass. “And I know what you’re thinking now too, but you can just forget it.” She stroked his cock behind and beneath her. He grasped her breasts and rubbed them, fondled them, caressed them. She breathed so hard I thought she was going to hyperventilate.
“I’m glad we set up this after-class meeting,” he said up to her.
She laughed and teased him, lowering her hips and touching his cock to her pussy. “Maybe just a kiss,” she said.
“Just a kiss.”
“I don’t trust you though.” She dragged the head of his cock through the furrow of her puffy and moist pussy lips.
“Swear to god,” he said.
“You don’t believe in god,” she shook her head and tsked-tsked down at him. She continued to push and pull the head of his cock through her lips, lowering herself further down over him by increments.
His hands wondered over her back and dug into her ass.
“Careful,” she whispered. She laid her face down beside his and licked and bit on his ear and neck. Her breasts brushed his chest and the only thing keeping her pussy from engulfing his cock were her knees that looked increasingly weak.
“Would it be so wrong?”
“Yes!” she gaped her mouth and widened her eyes. But she also released his cock from her grip and pulled her hand up to his face to cradle his cheek. I could see from the front of the car that her back was curled and her pussy lips had captured the very tip of his cock enough that she used a little pressure to keep him standing up at her entrance.
“He would never know.”
“I would know!” She curled her hips slightly and more of the head of his cock disappeared between her slippery lips.
“We’re practically doing it already.”
“It’s just a long kiss,” she giggled into his ear.
“What if I just pushed a bit here?” he said, pressing his palms into the small of her back.
“Then you would be directly disobeying your teacher.” Her hips rotated over his hips, and she curled them in and out slightly, just enough that the head of his cock entirely disappeared between her pussy lips and reemerged, glistening from her.
Was it fucking? It wasn’t full on, but what else do you call it when a guy’s cock is going into your wife’s pussy? I could see through the gap between the two front seats as my wife kissed Cody and rubbed his body all over.
“Maybe just once, then,” she said to him. He snickered. “Don’t laugh! I’m serious, we should not be doing this. Can you stop at just one? Promise me.”
“Okay, no problem,” he sniggered.
“Promise!” She lowered her hips and her pussy enveloped the entire head of his cock.
“What do I get?”
“I’ll make it your best one.”
Cody tried to hold her hips and raise himself into her, but she lifted herself from him. “Nuh-uh-uh!” she grinned and kissed his mouth. She reached down between her legs again and grasped his cock and squeezed hard enough for him to yelp. “Play fair,” she said softly. She dragged the head of his cock all around her pussy lips again and sank herself down over him. This time she didn’t stop at the head. She pulled her hand up and held his face. When her hips bumped into his and his cock disappeared entirely inside her grasping and soaking pussy, she said into his ear, “Oops.”
That was more than I was willing to take and I stood up and put my hand on the car door. Clara began to raise and lower herself on Cody with such wild abandon I had to pause and, at least a part of me, admire it. Besides the fact that was my wife, it was also a strikingly beautiful naked woman thrashing herself on a young guy, her hair flying and her back writhing, making sounds from deep in the back of her throat that crippled me with their unabashed, unleashed, passion.
I chose to duck back down and listen to my wife fuck and be fucked like she had never before. I stuck my head up slowly now and then to find they’d changed positions, Clara riding him backward, Cody missionary between her legs poking straight up, and then Cody lying on her where she laid flat on her stomach except for her hips that she curled up to receive him in her. They even orgasmed together.
I crept back into the shadows and moved a few trees in. They laid in the back a long time before they finally came out and climbed back into their own front seats, dressed again. They kissed and Clara started her motor and backed out. I watched from the place they parked as her taillights dimmed climbing up the hill and back toward Lake Shore and the road home.
It was not entirely a surprise to find she was cheating. I’d suspected it — that’s why I left home like normal for my usual overnight shift, only I didn’t tell her I switched off with another guy and got the night off. My buddy’s words — “Maybe she’s seeing another guy” — would not abate any other way.
But now, in place of mind-wracking suspicions, I had what was even worse: real images, real sounds. The sight of my wife’s cute small ass rising up and plunging down, engulfing Cody’s rigid cock in her puffy wet pussy lips was enough to make me both angry like I was supposed to be, but also aroused beyond anything I’d experienced before. I looked it up. I was hardly alone in being a cuck who liked to watch his wife fuck, even when she thought she was secretly cheating.
I came home just in the first crack of dawn as per normal. I walked up the driveway between our cars and peered in. Her back seats were still down, she’d forgotten to put them up. I slipped in the front door and found her car key and came back out. I was compelled to absorb the scene again. I climbed in the front and sat where Cody had sat. I immediately noticed her panties on the floor poking out from under her driver’s seat. I looked into the back and saw tissues bunched up where they had wiped themselves, and left them. I was amazed that she’d cheated, but I was even more stunned that she did not bother to clean up and hide anything from me.
Still, I was unable to stop myself from lying on my back the way Cody had been lying when she went reverse cowgirl all over him, and I was also unable to stop myself from taking my cock out from inside my pants and stroking myself. It was still dark enough. I caught my ejaculate in tissues and left them in the back of her car too, with all the others they used.
I was up around 11. She was working at home that day. I stood in the doorway to her office with my coffee. “Talk?”
“Sure!” she spun around in her swivel chair to face me. God she was cute and hot! More so than usual, I thought.
I came in and settled on her couch, my elbows on my knees, leaning over my cup on her table. “You do anything after college last night?” I tried to sound as casual as possible, like this wasn’t actually the point of what I’d come to talk about.
She looked down and aside. She sucked at cheating, and she sucked at lying. “I did a very stupid thing, Daryl.”
I had no plan for what to say or how to approach the topic. Given that she broached it first, I thought, why not sit back and see where it goes? “What happened?”
She took a big breath and exhaled so long I thought she was going to eject her lungs. She took a long time to start. But when she did, she shocked me. “I fucked a student last night, Daryl.” She zeroed in so hard on my eyes with her own big browns I was nailed to the couch.
My mind raced. Do I tell her I knew, that I followed her and that I watched? Do I tell her I laid in the back of her car and made myself cum thinking about it when I got home that morning? Do I tell her I tried to get angry but I couldn’t find it?
“I shouldn’t have,” she added.
“How did it happen?” I asked as if it was a scratch she put in my car or something.
She clasped her hands together and pressed them between her thighs. “It just did. I tried to stop it.”
“Where?” I asked, knowing that that is what a husband would ask. I knew where it happened.
“My car.”
“Where?”
“Bert Lake Park.”
I had stalled for time but I still had nothing to say.
“If you want to leave, or you want me to leave, I think that’s fair. I’ll go — I’ll get my stuff. I regret it.”
“Do you?”
Now it was her turn to pause. Her eyes searched the floor and the walls and the ceiling. Finally, she came back to my eyes. “Actually, no, I don’t. And it was actually a lie to say I tried to stop it, I didn’t do that either. If we’re going to be honest, if this is over and there is nothing left to bother hiding, then I’ll come out and say it. I loved it. It meant nothing — I don’t love him, I’m not leaving you for him, I have no interest in him really beyond being the young stud.”
She shook her head looking at me and went on. “I wanted to and I did. It was nothing about you either. I’m not lonely or frustrated. I’m not bored with our sex life. I don’t have a reason to do it. I just did it, because . . . . “ She searched for the answer in the ceiling. “Because I could, he was there, he was hot for me all year, and I just thought, fuck it, it means nothing to me or us, it’s just purely a fuck for sport.”
She looked at me and shook her head with a crooked smile and she raised her arms and shrugged. “It happened because it was fun.”
It didn’t seem fair with her telling me so much truth, to sit there silently pretending I didn’t already know, that I didn’t watch her, and that I didn’t get turned on by it.
“I saw you last night.”
“What? From the sky?!”
“No, from the trees. I followed you.”
“You were working.”
“I switched off with Pete.”
“What do you mean you followed me?”
“In my car. When you came out from class at college.”
“Oh god, Daryl!”
“It’s okay. I watched, I saw it all. If I had such a big problem with it, don’t you think I would have stopped you last night?”
She only stared at me skeptically. “But you didn’t,” she finally nodded.
“I didn’t. I let you do it. I actually . . . . “
“You actually what?”
I inhaled deeply and let it out slowly. “I got turned on watching you do it.”
She came over to the couch and sat beside me, taking my hand in hers and rubbing my thumb in her lap. “You liked it, you mean?”
I had to be careful how I answered. I wasn’t sure yet that I liked the fact she cheated on me, I was only saying that I liked watching her. “Yeah,” I blurted, ignoring my own advice. “Does that make me weird?”
She leaned over to me and kissed me on my mouth. “I don’t think so. Maybe a little, but not much, she corrected herself.”
The following week happened to be my usual day off. “Do we tell Cody?” she asked.
“No, no,” I said. “That would be too weird.”
“You’re just going to stay in the closet the whole time?”
“I’ll text you and you can take him somewhere else so I can get out.”
“Like the bedroom?”
“I meant out to eat or something. But . . . “
“Oh, sorry, you didn’t mean the bedroom.”
“If you want to go there with him, I guess that’s fine.”
She stopped me and held my upper arms in her hands and pressed me to the wall. “Tell me for sure. Are you okay with this, really?”
“I am,” I said. “If no one ever knows about it.”
She stared into my eyes, one after the other, as though truth could be discerned there. “He’s going to be here in a few minutes, I’m very excited.”
“Me too,” I said.
“Daryl,” she called me before I got away to the closet. She stepped up against me dressed in her pale blue hoody and her pleated white skirt. “I love you,” she said, and she kissed me deeply on the mouth.
“Don’t mess your lipstick on me,” I pressed her back. “You look too fucking hot.”
She smiled, bit her lip and widened her eyes. Her phone buzzed. Cody was downstairs. 




Tempted by Her Fantasy

Katie was bashful and timid. I keep telling my wife she has to speak up, take what’s hers, and be more determined and clear about what she wants.
“But I don’t know what I want!” she protested, snuggling her face into my arm. I rested my hand on her lap on our way up to our favorite winter cabin getaway.
“Yes you do, but you just don’t admit it to yourself.” Everybody’s got desires, right?
“I don’t know,” she shook her head thoughtfully. “Maybe,” she trailed off, staring out the window at the majestic snow-blanketed vertical landscape rising up around us as we climbed the pass. A tiny grin curled the corners of her mouth.
Dylan was one of the young, new guys on my construction crew — he was maybe 22 years old. When Katie and I were pulling our bags out of my car, Dylan’s classic rusted white Chevy C10 pick-up came squeaking and groaning past on the quiet snow-covered road.
He stopped and rolled down his window. “Hey Gary!” he waved and smiled broadly.
“Oh hey, Dylan, I had no idea you came up here too,” I said coming over to his window.
“Up with friends, get some cross-country skiing in!”
“That’s great,” I said. “We got to have you over, you here all weekend?”
He was. Katie came out and wrapped her hands around my arm. “You never introduce me to your guys,” she said.
So I did. And then I got an idea. It was the way she lingered with her big brown eyes gazing at Dylan’s eyes, and the way he lit up too, grinning back at her. She was younger than me — 27 to my 34 — and Dylan was younger yet at 22.
When she turned and went back in, Dylan watched her back end. “Wife is hot,” he intoned privately. We got along like that — I didn’t mind he was eyeing up his bosses wife. I was flattered actually. I took it as a point of pride.
“Why don’t you come over tomorrow, we’ll bar b que outside for lunch.” We had a nice little deck with heaters. My mouth was making plans before my brain even knew about them. I’d already concocted a reason to suddenly have to go, after he arrived. My thinking was, I wanted Katie to enjoy having desires. I could tell she liked Dylan right away. Why not let her be alone with him in private for an afternoon? Then I could tease her about flirting with him and experiencing a bit of lust and sinful ideas.
“Sounds pretty good actually,” Dylan said. I had no problem encouraging him to take advantage of getting close to Katie.
“Just you alone, though,” I made sure he understood. “Don’t want to feed the whole army.”
“You got it.” He dropped the stick shift and his old beater truck rumbled and shuddered and rolled on up the road in its squeaking and groaning way.
I told Katie about the plan — or at least the part of it that got Dylan over.
“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked. She seemed worried about something.
“What could be wrong with it?”
“I don’t know, just, do you think he wants to? Just him?”
“He jumped at the chance. I think he has the hots for you.”
“Stop it!” she turned away and reddened in the face.
“Hard-built young construction guy like that. I saw him looking at you.”
“Stop it!” she grinned and she pushed her face into my shirt. But she lifted it back a moment later. “Do you think?”
She was experiencing it, finally! “I could tell the way he looked at you.”
“How did he look at me, I didn’t see.”
I actually liked that she lied a bit there. She saw perfectly well. She just wanted me to describe it for her to relive it. “He couldn’t take his eyes off you,” I said. “And that grin? He was thinking lascivious things.”
“Get out,” she shook her head and rolled her eyes. But her cheeks stayed flushed.
Before he arrived, she spent an inordinate amount of time getting ready. She took particular care with her makeup and kept trying different outfits — all for just a guy on my crew coming over for lunch. She finally settled on tan tights, a large oversized black and white turtle neck sweater, and a cute red tam hat. It was her lipstick and eyes though that really sparkled: bright red lips and copper shaded eyes. She looked extremely hot.
When we heard his knock on the door, it was Katie who ran ahead of me to get it. That was unexpected. I thought she’d be hanging back behind me like usual. She wanted to show him everything in our little cabin. She showed him the back patio and the heaters and the mountain view. When she came in to get him and herself a drink, it was already like I wasn’t there. It was sort of what I wanted to happen, only it was happening faster and with much less of my cajoling than I thought it would take.
I cooked up a good lunch and we ate and talked and laughed. Katie was interested in where he grew up, if he had siblings, where he saw his future — she wouldn’t leave him alone for a minute. My plan was to fake getting a phone call and needing to go off — I was a volunteer firefighter in the area and always registered on weekends when I was up. I had a whole bunch of lines in mind for Katie when she protested and questioned and got worried and reticent. But she didn’t delay me a moment. All she said was, “don’t forget to text me when you’re coming back.” Then she added, “So I don’t worry.”
“Don’t forget to get a ride in Dylan’s truck,” I finger-shot her.
“You like old trucks?” Dylan grinned at her.
“I don’t know why,” she smiled and cast her face down. “Something about an old pickup truck, I don’t know, they just do something for me.”
I thought it was odd that she was able to tell Dylan about the strange truck fetish she had. She only was able to tell me under the greatest of embarrassment, squirming and squealing before she came out with it. But old pickup trucks somehow trigger her sexually. We roamed around neighborhoods one day looking for them, and it seemed Chevy C10s from the early 70s were particularly strong for her. In bed that night she admitted to me, after burying her face in my shoulder and curling up in a ball redder than a beet, that screwing in the back of said truck was in fact a strong secret fantasy of hers. I’d been looking for one ever since — before one rolled onto my job site.
I’d been eyeing Dylan and his truck since he first showed up at the work site wondering if I should try to deliver her fantasy to her door. Of course, not really — just the truck, the young construction guy (another thing she admitted to), to get her juices flowing, and then maybe she’d be open to talking more about things she desires, beginning sexually, I thought, before she found her way to admitting to everything else she wanted in life generally. I wanted her to become more demanding and assertive at work, socially, at home, in life. I began with the sexual thing thinking that would be where, like so much else, everything could start.
“I’d love to show you my truck! She’s my pride and joy.”
“You could take me for a spin?”
I looked sideways at her. She was already half way there.
“No problem!” Dylan said, of course. He looked at me where I was retreating through the door.
I shrugged. “No problem with me.”
“You sure?” he checked again.
“Seriously, if Katie wants it, Katie gets it, far as I’m concerned.”
He looked quizzically at me and Katie looked down with embarrassment.
“Anything?” he checked a third and final time.
Katie also looked at me questioningly.
“Anything,” I assured them both. Katie bit her lip and I caught her grin at Dylan, who grinned right back at her.
I backed out of the driveway past Dylan’s old truck and drove away unsure what I had agreed to. In my mind it was a ride in his truck, and for Katie, a chance to get all worked up by the truck and the worker guy, and then maybe she’d have enjoyed the experience of getting something she likes. That was all it was supposed to be. To imagine anything further — to imagine as I had begun to imagine following the curving roads out of the little cul de sac after that weird triple-checking with me, “Anything?”, “You sure?”, and the rest of it and with Katie too the way she looking — was impossible. Katie wouldn’t do anything even if I served it up to her with lights and whistles. And surely Dylan wouldn’t either, me being his boss.
I had a plan to circle around, park elsewhere and sneak back in to peek on them through the fence. I wanted to see if Katie could let herself go a little in privacy without me around. But I had to run back to my car. They were already getting up and going out front to his truck for that little “spin” she mentioned.
It’s not a busy neighborhood out there and I had to hang back so he wouldn’t notice me following them in his truck. But at the same time, I didn’t have to keep them in sight — there’s really only one road snaking through the forest and rocks. I might have been hanging back a good distance, but there was no mistaking where Katie was sitting — in the middle, up close to Dylan as he drove. That too gave me ambivalent feelings. I liked Katie taking charge, doing something she wanted to do without regard for what others might think, me included. At the same time, that was the kind of guy she recently admitted to me, with great distress, that she fantasized about, and she was riding in the kind of vehicle she already told me gives her the good kind of willies.
They got to the turn off I knew led to a majestic look-out at a private cul de sac not many people knew about, besides me and Katie. She must have been directing him. I knew a little turn-around half way where I could hide my car behind the road-side bushes and walk the rest of the way through the thin and big-trunked forest to the clearing where I calculated they’d be parking for a chance to look across into the vast valley and the opposite dramatic mountain ridge.
I was right, they’d stopped there, but I was wrong about finding them sitting there looking at the view. I darted from trunk to trunk getting closer and closer trying to make out what I was seeing. The sight was so unexpected it was as though my mind refused to perceive it. The reason it looked like one person in the front seat was because they were necking.
I backed myself against a tree and scowled out into the snowy forest landscape around me and tried to steady my nerves and stop my mind spinning. Surely not, I had to think. I peered around the bark again and bugged my eyes out trying to focus them. But what I’d seen the first time stood out. My wife was necking with a guy in my crew in the front seat of his old pickup truck. It was so complete a surprise that I didn’t have anything left in me to be angry or to rage or to feel betrayed about — all the things a man is supposed to feel when he catches his wife like that.
In truth, also, a part of me was cheering. She liked Dylan from the first moment she saw him and she loved his old truck. So what if she wanted to make out with a young construction guy in an old truck? Didn’t I want her to know herself better, to identify and label what she wanted, and to assert herself and take them? The fact she was able to do that, to even “cheat” on me behind my back, to find a way to take those things usually not allowed, was actually a good thing, I thought. I wanted her to be more self-centered. And it wasn’t really cheating, not if both she and Dylan asked me three times what I realized now they had actually been asking me. Did I not say anything goes? I just didn’t expect kissing to be part of that.
As I watched, thrilling to the scene of my wife taking what she wanted, I began to suspect there was a lot more I was in for in the unexpected department.
I was close enough to see them laughing and kissing and talking through the back window of his cab. I climbed to a small rise where I could more easily see down inside. She remained sitting beside him and he’d started touching her leg. Normally she’d be appalled and indignant, but not this time. She didn’t stop him touching her there, even when his hand slowly, but inexorably, travelled up, even under the edge of her long bulky sweater. She wasn’t dissuading him at all, in fact. The more he touched her, it seemed, the slightly wider her legs parted and slightly further back her head fell as they kept kissing.
Because it was just us three out there in the middle of the mountain ridge, and because I brought Dylan to her and controlled Dylan in the sense that I could just as easily take him out of the picture entirely, made it feel less like my wife was cheating on me and more like I was a puppeteer fully in control of a taboo idea. I began to warm to the thrill of myself exploring things normally unmentioned and not openly sought. I had in me for a long time, I had to admit to myself, peering through the trees, a tiny little urge of the cuckold in me. I’d always wondered what it was like to see your wife with another man. The idea had not alarmed me, it had in fact always secretly excited me. I never told my wife, and I hardly even told myself. But I knew it, watching her kiss Dylan like that: I liked it, I had to admit it, as long as I controlled it. Did it matter to me that my wife thought she was cheating on me? Not really — because I knew she wasn’t. I had already let things progress that far, after already telling them to do anything they wanted, leaving the alone, even agreeing to text her before heading back so she could make sure she wasn’t caught. I had been bugging her to do things she wanted to do without regard for what others think, including me. So now that she was doing exactly that, I hardly had grounds to oppose it.
I ducked and stopped my breathing when both their doors opened. But it was a false alarm — they shut them again. But no — the sliding window in the back of the cab opened and I watched Dylan struggle through head first, laughing squirming. Then I saw my young wife follow him out the window into the back box of the pickup. They saw the snow outside their doors and realized they couldn’t walk around outside to climb in the back. I began to suspect I was in for more than just seeing my wife kiss.
I had a good view of the box of his C10. He had blankets he pulled through from the cab. I grinned, actually. She didn’t spell it out, but my wife’s “thing” with pick-ups was probably something to do with making out in the back box. Isn’t that everybody’s fantasy?
It was a perfect day — the sun beat down from a crystal clear sharp blue sky and the temperature soared. We were still high enough up that nothing was wet or melting, but it was warm enough to not need coats. I saw my wife grin like a cat that ate the canary. I was wary, but I was happy for her. She was getting her fantasy — making out in the back of a truck. I was only a little concerned.
That concern however began to spike upward when, while they laid down kissing again, Dylan’s hand crept up further under her sweater and I could see him wrap it around her ass. I’d have thought Katie would have stopped him there. She did, in fact, push his hand away, but it was only, it turned out, to lift her hips and hook her thumbs in the waist of her tights and, squealing loud enough for me to hear, peel them down off her ass and over her legs and off. She tossed them through the window into the cab. Though she pulled her sweater down again, as soon as she laid back beside Dylan to neck some more, his hand went under her sweater and pushed it up. Now he was rubbing my wife’s ass on her black hipster panties. I was amazed, but I was also intrigued. It looked good, even if that was my wife being pawed by my worker.
It was weird to see her exposed like that outside when her sweater rode up to around her waist, revealing her nearly naked bottom half to the elements. It was also so stunning that I didn’t have the emotions for it. Angry wasn’t it. I kept trying to find the anger and it wasn’t there. Shock was, certainly surprise and also awe. But so was glee. I was happy for her. It was the most unexpected thing a husband could possibly feel when catching his wife playing around with another man. There aren’t words for what I felt.
Things took a turn for the darker though when Katie began tugging and fiddling with Dylan’s belt. I squinted but I was able to see clearly enough. She wanted his pants off too. This was the part where I could have and maybe should have texted her, or maybe even come down out of the forest and slapped the side of the truck. I could have made my way back to my car and drove up behind them pretending to just come across them, on the excuse of looking out over the valley for any columns of smoke. But I did none of those things and instead stood rooted to the spot hugging the tree and watching my wife undo the younger man’s pants, watching her peel them down his legs, and watching her fondle and caress the bulge beneath his shorts.
I was short of breath and my heart felt like it was going to pound out through my chest. I was appalled at myself for doing nothing about it, but I was also deliriously high watching my wife get off sexually. I tried to tell myself again that it was good, I was happy for her expressing her desires, but the fact was, it was all me. I was getting off on watching my wife become sexually active with another man. Spying on them without their knowledge only added to it — there was nothing in my mind about the aggrieved husband catching his wife fooling around with his worker. There was only the voyeuristic thrill of catching a wife cheating, and thrilling to it. I could feel her excitement in my own blood.
She laughed and squealed and I could even hear her moan she was so loud. Dylan’s hand snuck inside her panties. When he tugged her sweater up, she quickly looked around, determined the place was utterly safe (she knew it would be) and she sat up to pull her bulky sweater up and over her head. I was breathing hard and felt like I was going to pass out. She didn’t stop there. She reached behind herself and quickly unclasped her black bra, tossing all of it though the window of the cab. I couldn’t believe I was going to see possibly the whole thing.
They both laughed like two lovers without any care, rather than a wife and a worker committing sins in the open of a bright afternoon. She tugged at his shirt and he shed it quicker than she shed her sweater. She reached around him and, kissing him softly, she eased his shorts off. She stood up and let him watch her from behind as she bent over slowly and carefully to pull her panties down her ass and off her legs. She laid down again below the high sides of the box of his pick up on the luxury of blankets that he had spread out and, both of them completely naked in the warming winter sun, they embraced again, this time with their legs twisting around each other’s serpentine-like and their arms and hands wrapping around each others’ bodies. I was too amazed at my wife and the utterly other person she had become to have any other thoughts in my mind besides that I was the luckiest guy alive to live through her passion so deeply.
Dylan pushed her on to her back and though she offered token resistance, throwing her head side to side, covering her pussy with her hands and closing her drawn-up knees together to deny him, sort of, he pressed her and she opened like a clam. He kissed my wife’s bare chest, her small breasts, her tight and toned stomach, and when he went down further on her, I could hear her squeal, but she didn’t stop him anymore. He kissed the inside of her thighs and she opened further. When he went toward the apex of her body, I saw my wife push her long elegant fingers into his tight short thatch of black hair, twist her fingers in it, and shove him down so his mouth mashed into her pussy.
I actually thought she was going to pull him away. But no. I decided at that moment it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life.
Katie was always reserved in bed. She was reticent about me going down on her even though I knew she loved it. She would never ask for it. She certainly would never grab my head by the hair and shove me down. Normally she liked to be covered over her face and to make as little noise as possible in a completely darkened bedroom.
This time, she was naked to the blue sky above. She was crying out loud. And she was writhing and thrusting at him as he worked on her. She was experiencing something I didn’t know if she even had before and I could feel a tug of pride in me for the role I played in making it come about for her. Of course I didn’t have to feel threatened by the kid doing my wife. If there was any issues I was unhappy about, I need only have fired him. We lived in a small place. It would be nothing for me to put word around that nobody hire him back and he’d be gone from that entire corner of our state. Besides, Katie loved the lifestyle we afforded together.
It was when she began to grasp and reach at him that I began to wonder just how far this thing was going to go. How much was I going to be able to abide? How far would a husband of my liberal outlook and laissez faire attitude let his wife go? To me, it was all in the appearances. If no one knew about it, I hardly sensed a limit at all, the more she probed the outer limits of my tolerance.
When he twisted in response to her tapping and grabbing and when he crawled up over her, letting her reach down between them and seize his dangling hard cock and squeeze it, shivering, but not from cold, I felt it in my own body. It was her lust I could feel, he want, naked and aggressive. Katie’s body arched and her knees drew up and she clasped her ankles together behind his back. She was begging him, she was contorting beneath him, she was offering herself to him in the most intimate way possible. I could hear her high pitched breathy inhalations and her exhaled moans echoing through the trees and blanket and snow. The back of the truck was rusty but the blankets were clean and soft. It was snowy all around but the air was fresh and crisp and clean and clear. Ice formed on the window, but it was warm. It was so silent under the blankets of fresh snow. My wife tugged the construction worker’s head down to kiss him softly and with yearning, and she brought her hips up from the blankets so that his cock, rigid like steel and pointing straight down at her stomach, and touched herself to him.
I looked around. The cleaning in the winter forest with the classic old pickup truck, the beautiful couple in the box naked and thrusting at each other, the sounds they made, the purity of it all — nothing but body lust and sexual drive — made me gasp it was so overwhelming. I wanted the young buck to penetrate my wife. I wanted him to take her in every way. I wanted her to open up for him, to receive him, to thrust herself body and mind against him, to fuck him. I wanted her to.
I didn’t have long to wait. The young guy, he fell for her charms and he lowered her hips and when the head of his cock touched the lips of her pussy, she cried like something wild in the forest. I could see it go into her. And I watched her arch harder than bark curling off a log in a fire as he drove himself in one long slow push all the way until her hips bumped with his. When I saw her body jolt in the back of the truck, that’s when it hit me for real: my wife was fucking a man and I was watching it. I was not only watching it, I was loving it.
She rolled him over never breaking a kiss with him all the way until she pinned his wrists down under her hands and lowered her hips to his, capturing his cock again with her pussy lips, and driving herself down on him, smiling, her back lit up in sunshine, her pussy, I could see behind them, glistening in the sun she was so wet for him.
She curled and uncurled her spine and drove her hips at him increasingly hard. She sat back and reached around herself to caress his balls and he reached up and took her small breasts in his hands and squeezed her until she moaned and dropped her head back. The look of bliss on her face, with her eyes closed and her mouth wide open, is something I will never forget. It was like I could feel it too.
The young guy didn’t last much longer. I expected Katie to leap off when he began to buck uncontrollably under her, but she only grabbed onto him harder, and even though he lifted his whole body up, her included, she stayed on him, wrapping her arms and legs around neck around him. I was close enough to see the gush of his ejaculation all around her pussy.
When they finished and laid beside each other in the back of the truck catching their breath, I reluctantly turned away and made my way to my car ahead of them coming back down in his old truck. I let them take their time before I texted her that I was done and coming home. She might already have been home before I did.
That night, Katie made love to me with a vigor and energy and enthusiasm that was beyond what we’d ever done before. But the next morning, she was despondent. Finally, she told me she had something to tell me.
“I think I really need to tell you.”
But I didn’t want to hear it. I didn’t want to break the bubble — I was fine with with she did, I just didn’t know how to say it.
“You don’t have anything to apologize for,” I said, not letting her even say what she wanted to say.
“But I think you need to know.”
“Katie, no, I don’t. You’re a human being, you have a life too, a life separate from me.”
“But what happened . . . “ she tried again but I cut her off. I couldn’t let her expose the secret to the light of day.
“Keep it to yourself, have a secret, do things that only you know about.”
“But, but . . . “ she kept trying.
I laughed. “No, part of you being assertive and taking what you want is not having to atone for it, not having to explain yourself.”
“We . . . “ she tried again.
I would not let her tell me. “I don’t want to know,” I said. And then I said something else I didn’t know was coming out of my own mouth. “I’m actually going to go back down to our house after breakfast and I’m going to leave you up here all day and all night and come back for you tomorrow at exactly 12 noon.”
“What?” she was incredulous.
“I want you to experience being accountable to no one.” I had managed to fold the whole thing into this kick I had for her to learn assertiveness and independence. It was not lost on me that I had gotten her to text him to come over on her phone — in knew therefore she already had Dylan’s phone number. I needed her to, I was driving at the time. I wanted her to think I had forgotten so she could feel like she was plotting more in secret. She knew she didn’t have to ask me his number. And yet I was leaving her alone for a day and a night  even after watching what she did with him.
“You’re going to leave me here alone?”
“It will be good for you.” I knew she didn’t particularly relish the idea of being alone — she was never that kind of person. But this was a little test of mine. If she didn’t protest too much it could only be because she planned to not be so alone.
“Maybe you’re right,” she said. “It feels kind of exciting being alone up here.”
And that’s when I knew it. She was going to call him or text him as soon as I pulled out, I knew it. And I could hardly keep the grin off my face. It was like her own sexual excitement was filling my veins. I felt like a teen again.
“I’ll text when I’m coming back up.”
“You’re going to leave me all alone even over night?”
“Don’t you want a night sleeping alone up here?” I knew for sure she would not be alone. I knew she wouldn’t even get much sleep. She and Dylan would be fucking like mad the whole time. I just knew it. And I loved it. I wanted to hold her and tell her, “Get your brains fucked out!”
“Yeah,” she curled coyly around my arm. “But,” she said, “sort of not.”
“Whatever,” I said, ignoring what she was trying to tell me again in so many words.
“I might, I don’t know, maybe have a friend over?” We had a few friends that were occasionally around up there when we were, so her question was not flat out asking me if she could fuck Dylan all day and all night. It had the slightest bit of cover.
“You get to do what you want without my knowledge and without having to explain or ask permission.” I put it in terms of her getting a free night as part of her own development. We both were able to talk about her fucking Dylan without either of us mentioning fucking or Dylan.
“Maybe overnight?” she said in a tiny voice. She was getting close to spelling it out.
“Whatever,” I said, trying to walk away.
“Are you sure you’re sure about this?”
“I’m sure!” I laughed at her trying to reassure her that I was fine with it.
“You’re not concerned?”
“Not concerned.”
“You’re not  . . . “ she paused. “Mad at all?”
“Not mad.”
“No consequences?”
“None at all.” I could see her face flush and her eyes light up at the prospect of it. Being able to indulge her fantasy again without any consequences seemed like a dream come true to her.
But what I didn’t tell her, what I didn’t explain, was that she wasn’t the only one getting her fantasy. I was too. I knew what I was after watching from the forest that afternoon. And if she was going to get hers, I was going to get mine too. I left the side door unlocked. That would get me into the tiny laundry room. And I already checked. It would give me a clear line of sight to the big old couch in front of the big window.
I was a voyeur and a happy cuckold. It only worked for me if my wife didn’t know I was watching. The thrill was my wife thinking she was getting away with something. That thrill of illicit sex was what invaded my mind, and watching her think she was cheating on me with with young guy was almost more than I could take.
I left but I didn’t drive far. It was less than an hour before I saw his pick-up truck pull up the driveway. I gave it a little longer before I snuck in through the side. They were already on the couch together. And this time, I opened my pants. 




I let my wife date her old college flame

It might have been the old grade school’s nurse’s room, or maybe the counsellor’s room. Whatever it was, now it was one of the tiny bars throughout the old converted school-cum-top end hotel tucked quietly away in the suburban hills south of the city. As if that wasn’t enough to trigger old traumas, there sitting against the wall in the back of the dark, oak-lined space was that jerk I always felt clumsy and inadequate around at college, Max, now a hotshot sports commentator for one of the national networks, in town to do a game. And beside him, or rather, pressed against him, her long lazy curls of chestnut-brown hair flowing down his shoulders and chest as much as her own she was so all over him, was none other than Luci, my wife of three years.
We didn’t date in college so much as fell into a very deep friendship affair. I helped her through several failed relationships and by our late 20s and into our own careers — she became a community librarian, me, my own IT business — I think I was simply her last man standing. I never shook the feeling of having been her default choice.
I never liked Max — I didn’t trust him, for one thing, because he was so transparently all about himself and his ambitious future. But Luci certainly had something going for him. He was invited, not by me, to parties, and even went along with us on a camping trip once. Luci told me everything about the guys she had been dating. Every one of them except for Max. And all of her escapades ended with her calling them off and wanting to shed herself of more bad choices, except for, you guessed it, Max again. He called her off, not the other way around, and he shed her when he left town for brighter lights, transferring to a bigger college in more notorious sports city halfway through college.
I could see them from another tiny room across the hall, this one a cafe in what might have been the principal’s office. She rolled her head back and laughed with exaggeration, and she pulled and twirled strands of her hair in her long, elegant fingers. She sat half turned to him with her legs crossed wearing her thick tuque, her long grey, pink and Earth-tone scarf, a bulky thick white sweater and tight, strategically torn black tights with thick socks pulled up over them, and white boots with fur spilling out the top like foam over a cup of cappuccino. To see them there tucked into the corner and buried in the shadows, laughing more than talking, her hand impatiently tapping his leg to say the next thing, but staying on his leg, fingers scrunching, you’d think it was a date.
And I guess that’s what it was, if you can overlook the fact she asked her husband, me, if she could go to his hotel, if I could drive her there, and if I could not come inside, but go home and wait for her to call for me to pick her up. Only I didn’t go home, did I. No, I drove around, parked a block away, and came in myself to the weird and haunting building. I didn’t see her take it off, but I saw her slip her hand into her purse just before she got out of the car. Her wedding ring was gone.
I sipped my cappuccino and I stared like the creep I had become over the top of my cup at the appealing, well-dressed dating couple across the way.
“He needs to stay at smaller, quieter hotels or he gets besieged by fans!” Luci explained breathlessly to me as I tried to find where this strange hotel I never heard of actually was. I couldn’t believe it was in a residential neighborhood, but there  it was. She was doing her makeup the way she might if she were a single girl going on a date. I watched her out the corner of my eye through the cracked open bathroom door. Black lacy underwear, dark lined eyes, painted lips and nails — it was slightly over the top, perhaps.
“Just going to have a drink or two, right?” I checked with her
She leaned back and admired herself in the mirror, checking carefully every detail. “Maybe a movie, there’s a theatre in there too!” She was excited. I was not. “You don’t mind do you?”
I didn’t answer. Of course I minded, I minded since I first got courage together to talk to her.
“I’ll just take an Uber home — you shouldn’t wait up.” She leaned outside the door and spoke flatly. “Might be a late one.”
The guy was obviously an old flame though she never discussed him like that. She never talked to me about him, but it was clear, he was the one that got away, for her, just as she was almost the one that got away for me. I’d seen her get excited about things before, like plane trips or holiday events around the library, but for this night out with Max, she was rosy in the cheeks. She kept remarking about the incredible features of the odd hotel to the point I figured out she was trying to deflect me from guessing other reasons she was so overly excited and impatiently anticipating the night.
“You can come too,” she said, but in a tone you might use to invite someone to a funeral of a person they never knew. “But we’re just going to be catching up on old things,” she tilted her head. She knew I hated the guy.
“No worries,” I waved her off. “I have a lot of work tonight,” I said gesturing to my array of computer screens. I had programs to write.
“Okay,” she said cheerily, “but do you mind driving me there?”
“To the hotel?”
“You know I hate driving in winter, at night.” Plus it was hard to get Uber’s up in our area.
And so I did. Right to the front door of the place. “I can’t wait!” she kept saying all the way there. “It’s going to be so much fun!” she groaned with a grin like I shared in her secrets. She kept using the hotel as the stand-in for Max. “Babe, I’m very excited,” she said, leaning over the front seats and grabbing my thigh up high. “But don’t stay up for me, okay?” she repeated a second time. “I don’t want to think you’re out there worried about me. I’ll be in good hands,” she said. But then she must have realized her error. “The hotel is very safe,” she added with a nod. “They have very good security,” as though that might have been the source of my consternation.
They pressed up from the plush dark leather seats of the bench they sat beside each other on and came out to the dim lit hallway. I hid down behind my cup but I could hear them discussing with mirth and hilarity which way it might be to the theatre. When they decided which it was, they headed down the hall together, slowly. I came out too to watch. She had slipped her arm inside his and was walking hip-to-hip with him. She’d leaned her head against his shoulder. I was close enough to hear his famous dulcimer tone, and her excited laughter.
Why would a guy agree to let his wife of three years go out alone with a man who he knew to be an old and secret flame, the one that got away? Why would a guy sit there and silently watch as she pawed him, twirled her hair at him, laughed at everything he had to say, and pulled herself close against him? Why would he let that happen, even encourage her to go alone, even drive her, though he saw how she got ready for the man, how she dressed, how she made herself up, and how she grew so overly excited as the time and travel brought her closer to the object of her obvious affection? Why, why, why . . .
Being in IT, I go a lot of places in the online world. It pays to explore during waiting time new viruses or phishings that might be tagging along from places people secretly go. The research brings to my screen web pages about subjects I wouldn’t normally find myself staring at. And you don’t know, do you, what’s going to trigger your mind like a snippet of a melody that plants a song-worm all day or longer. Why does something unexpected and unheard of suddenly become an obsession you can’t shake out of your mind? How does an image or a concept, a taboo thing, a wrong idea, a bad experience, become a kink?
I happened across a web page where cuckolding was being discussed — the giving of one’s wife to another man, as a form of sexual pleasure for oneself. I fought it, I explored it in the hopes of using DIY exposure therapy to rid myself of it, and I gave in to it, too, I tried to normalize it, neutralize the obsession through making it as though normal.
Nothing worked. The thought of it boiled in my mind as Luci and I curled up together on the couch watching shows. It spun me like a pottery wheel when I drove to a call-out, and it blurred my vision when I drove home. I listened to the sounds of sex as though it was her. I watched videos that I obscured behind other windows as though I was spying on her.
And then, she came home and in the kitchen told me, in as nonchalant a tone as she could, which wasn’t very good, that Max, did I remember Max, Max the guy from back in college, almost forgot about him!
“He’s coming to town to do a game, isn’t that wonderful!”
“I see him sometimes on TV,” I had to admit.
“Oh do you? I didn’t know he was doing that.” She did, but she wanted to pretend she wasn’t paying attention all these years.
In my addled mind I made the calculation that if maybe it actually happened, if maybe she did go out with a guy on a date, I’d be healed of the obsession. And then, having checked the place out on one of my call-outs, I realized, I could easily spy on the whole thing. Sure, my cock stirred at the thought, a phenomenon I tried hard to ignore, just as I tried so hard to defeat the whole idea for weeks beforehand, jerking off, not jerking off, exposing myself to images and videos of it till I was sore in wrist and cock. But I reasoned that if I not only sent my wife on a date with a man but also watched it secretly, I could expose myself finally to the toxin and be rid of it.
There was no way I could have brought this up with Luci. To bring up a conversation the point of which would be to suggest she go out with some guy was absurd. To reveal to her I got off on the idea, that I was obsessed with it, was impossible. Sure, maybe someday when I understood it, when I concluded I was really feeling it and it wasn’t just some crazy song-worm driving me to crazy town, I could maybe talk to her about my kink. But I wasn’t in a space yet where I could even talk to myself about it, or understand it, so it was impossible to talk to her and make her understand.
When she came home to tell me Max popped up, I was containing my excitement just as much as she was. I was trying to show nonchalance every bit as much as she was trying to show it. When she suggested I drive her down to his hotel, I managed to look as accommodating as she managed to look to me, telling me for my own good not to bother waiting up for her. It was like manna from heaven, this gift that dropped in my lap. My wife wanted to go on a date with a man she liked, a man who wouldn’t be around the next day. It was so perfect it was hard for me to not jerk myself off to the point of breaking my cock. I was as spinny with anticipation as she was, both to get off on what I would see, but also, and more hopefully, to be cured of that nasty mind virus I picked up browsing the wrong virtual neighborhood.
I walked behind them by only about twenty feet tempting the fates to bust me. But they connived too. Luci and Max stopped at the concession like a couple in love, the way they held hands and giggled and bought one popcorn to share. The theatre was dim but the lights were still up enough to see. It was indeed a surreal environment through and through, which was perfect for the dreamscape my mind had made of the whole event. It was perfect in that it was like no place I’d ever been — cuckoldry was like that too, conceptually. I couldn’t believe I was sharing my wife with a man. I just didn’t know yet how far that was going to go.
The theatre wasn’t normal with seats. It instead used rows of big old antique couches, big old overstuffed living room chairs, and other unique and unusual furniture. Luci and her man Max found a sofa all to themselves and I slipped into a lone chair a little behind them, right against the back wall. It was a quiet night and not many people were there. Those who were planted themselves in the middle of the space far away from the sofa Luci and Max found. When Luci’s head popped up over the back of the couch to scan around behind her, I ducked quickly down to hide. As far as she could tell, they were alone in that whole corner of the theatre. The lights went down, the curtains danced apart, and I saw Luci, my wife, lean her head over to rest on Max’s shoulder. And Max’s arm pulled up and stretched out over the back of the sofa, and curled back down around the shoulders of Luci. My heart pounded and I had difficulty swallowing. The show began.
Luci’s head slipped further and further down.But then she leaned it sideways and I saw her smile at him, I saw her touch his face, and I watched her pull his head down to hers — and I sat there dumbfounded as she kissed him, long, deeply, and fully.
Until then, the concept was abstract to me. I was relishing her date with Max, but as a date, which to me for some reason, didn’t include anything other than talking and laughing together. I was confronted suddenly with the full force of what it was I had welcomed into our relationship. I wanted to slap my face, I wanted to scream. I had shown myself to be awfully slow-witted in the past, but this was surely my new high-water mark. What did I think a date was going to be? Alone at a hotel? A bar? A movie theatre?
My lungs emptied and my eyes dimmed. Max’s hand crept up her shoulder and neck and plunged into her luxury of hair. Luci’s hand cupped his cheek and felt his chin and pulled him and didn’t let him go, kissing him, smiling against him, murmuring who knew what up to him. My wife was making out with the guy, she was behaving sensually with him, she was becoming sexual in the back of the theatre on a couch in the supposed privacy of the back of the dark theatre.
Her head slipped from his face and I just ducked in time before she glanced over the back of their sofa again, and before her head slipped down below the top of the sofa. I watched without being able to breathe as Max’s arm dropped down too, though his hand stayed in her hair,. His own body slinked down in the sofa, and his head rolled back over the top edge. I could see slightly from the side that his eyes were closed and his mouth had fallen open. Neither of them, I realized, were watching the movie anymore.
I quietly, stealthily, crept forward onto the sofa directly behind theirs. I looked around. It would be so embarrassing to be caught by the staff creeping up on a couple like that. But I was crazy, I was not thinking clearly. If either of them looked  behind them again, I’d be caught dead to rights. It was not lost on me that I was more concerned about being caught as a voyeur on my own wife cheating with her college flame than she was about being busted for infidelity.
I poured my body down onto the floor and crawled like an animal, like something I didn’t recognize anymore, right up against the back of their sofa. I could hear something, but the movie was loud too. I could feel the sofa moving slightly. I held my breath and my body shook violently. I knew I shouldn’t be spying on a couple in the theatre like that, wife or no. I knew also I shouldn’t get up on my knees and peer over the top. That’s how dangerous the obsession was. I was infected with a concept and it took over my mind like a parasite. I could not stop myself from lifting up. I could not prevent myself from peering over. And when I did, and when I saw the back of my wife’s own head bobbing slowly in the man’s lap, I could not make myself turn away.
I tried to tell myself I should stare at it, I should choke on it, and maybe when I vomited at the sight of my wife going down on a guy, I might purge my system of the poison and be cured of the virus. But that’s not exactly what happened.
I held my breath and peered over the top again. I was looking over his shoulder. My wife’s hand, her pretty painted nails on her fingers spread out over his partially exposed stomach, scrunched and released the way she did on his leg in the bar. Now she did it not with impatience to talk, but with passion and lust to regulate her mouth and tongue as she consumed his cock.
She began to lick and kiss his dick and I ducked down again. I could hear my wife burble and murmur and laugh quietly. I could see her hair back up near his face as she kissed him. And then I heard nothing again and her hair went down. I crept around to the side of the couch now knowing the orientation of their bodies. I peaked over the arm of the couch and though I shook with either rage or excitement, or both, perhaps being the same thing — I didn’t know, the kink was new to me.
My wife was not in his lap. She was slinked down almost prone on the sofa. And she was kicking off her boots. She laughed lightly and raised her hips and slipped her tight black tights off her sweet round ass. And when I thought it was about sucking him, as if that wasn’t bad enough, my wife, a librarian by day, a soft-spoken lover of the outdoors and hot chocolate and cuddling on the couch with chick flicks, slipped her thumbs into the waist of her panties and slipped them over her legs and off her painted toes. She was stripped naked from her waist down. She tugged her long bulky sweater down over her body and I ducked. When I peered again, she was stroking his cock and leaning down and kissing it, sucking it, moaning on it.
Max’s hand wrapped around my wife’s ass and she didn’t slap him away or recoil. She let him. It was his now, at least for that night. She gave herself to him. She had planned it too, I could tell. The way she had been behaving ever since he popped up in town, the way she got ready, the way she arranged for me to be out of the picture. She knew what she was going to to. And I welcomed it. I wanted it. I got off on the idea. And now that it was actually happening, I was delirious with arousal.
She craned her neck and lifted her lips to his mouth and she stroked his cock. I could just see through the cushions that he was playing with her pussy. She gyrated and breathed hard in response, but she also shifted and curled to allow him more access to her. I could hardly breathe. I was dying or cumming, I couldn’t tell which it was.
I barely got below the arm of the sofa again before Luci looked around. She was planning something else, wasn’t she. The cushions depressed and I heard her laugh awkwardly and accidentally yelp. Then I saw the cushions moving rhythmically the way they do. I very slowly, very carefully, poked my head over the arm of the sofa. What I saw from the side two feet from my nose was like nothing I was prepared for.
It was beautiful and pornographic at the same time. Luci is a gorgeous woman. In her hat and scarf, she looked so hot. But her sweater was bunched up around her ribs because Max’s hands were up inside her sweater from behind. He was massaging her big, beautiful breasts under her sweater. Her stomach was bared, her tight, toned, soft and smooth stomach, highlighted golden in the dim glow of the movie screen. And she was bare over her hips and thighs and knees and calves too. To see her, dressed cutely still for winter, from the ribs up, and for fucking from her stomach down, nearly blew me apart.
And there was no mistaking that she was fucking Max. I should have known that it could happen, but I didn’t. The sound of it was what fascinated me, the slushy suction sound of her obviously very wet pussy pushing down and sucking up on his very erect cock. That she could fuck in a movie theatre was another fascinating element playing out in front of me for my consideration. And that she would do that with another man, that was genuinely a shock.
But it didn’t strike me as cheating by her. I pushed her into it. “You so liked him,” I teased her that day in our kitchen. We’d just made love and she was getting us post-coital snacks from the fridge in her panties and long sleeveless t-shirt, the one that hung so widely at her arms, her breasts were enticingly exposed on their sides to me, and she knew it, she loved showing off her body to me.
We’d also been having a couple of drinks, and she was not a regular drinker. It loosened her tongue. It was why she didn’t like it — she regretted things she’d said. “I did,” she grinned snapping a celery stick off in her mouth and poking me in my bare stomach with it.
“Did you ever fuck him?” We sometimes talked like that, when we were loose and teasing. We liked to shock each other with conversations that would be absurd for a married couple to have. We tried to outdo each other with how far we could take it before the other person would crack up and laugh too hard to be able to carry the ball further.
“Did I ever fuck him? Did I ever stop fucking him do you mean?” she turned her back to me to bend over and get something from the lower shelf, and wag her ass at me cheekily.
“Was he good? Big cock?”
“So much bigger than yours,” she turned around and stared at me with big brown eyes and a pouty face, “I had to try hard to concentrate on yours I could hardly feel it inside me.”
“That’s nice, that’s good,” I said, almost losing it. I almost laughed. She kept her face perfectly straight though. “He cum a lot?”
“Uh-huh, but so did I.” She bent over at 90-degrees at the counter as though to get a better look at her phone. She knew she was offering her ass up for a sweet spanking, or a good fucking. “Lots of times. In the same session. All night.”
“I see.” I was losing it.
“You know it’s funny,” she said without turning to look at me. Her breasts were round and dangling pendulously inside her loose falling top. “You know how I don’t swallow you when you try to cum in my mouth?”
That was true. She tried to get used to it, but she really couldn’t do it. We just laughed about it. I nodded. I was out of fuel on this one.
She stood up and faced me leaning on the counter. “He used to shoot his cum all over my face. He liked it, and you know what?” She hoisted herself to sit on the edge of the counter. She raised her eyebrows at me like I had to answer or she wouldn’t go on.
“What?” I was barely able to talk.
“That was only after I swallowed him and he was still cumming. I loved it.” She smiled as though reminiscing. “His cum would land here,” she said, pointing at her bottom lip, “and here,” she dragged her fingertip out along her cheek to her ear, “and all over here,” she smiled like she was reliving it, bringing all her fingertips down around her neck. “Sometimes,” she said, lifting her loose top off to sit on the counter in the kitchen topless but not even looking at me, “I liked to make him cum between my tits.” She squeezed them together. It was something she’d never done with me. She laughed. “Then he would shoot up and it hit me all over the place. I tried to catch him in my mouth. He tasted sooo good.”
She leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs and toyed with her pussy through the fabric of her shiny thong panties staring at me. “But most of all, I loved his cock pounding me in my pussy.”
“Did he cum inside you too?” We didn’t do that — not without a condom. We weren’t ready for kids.
She slipped her fingers under her panties and moved them over her pussy inside, gasping lightly and lidding her eyes halfway. “He did. I let him.”
“What?”
“Diaphragm.”
“But you . . . “
“Not then.”
“He got to cum inside you.”
She laid back and began to masturbate in front of me. “Uh-huh,” she was barely able to say. “I could hardly resist, he made me so crazy.”
I had the stirring, shivering realization she was maybe not making things up.
“And now he’s back in town.”
“Uh-huh, that he is,” she half-whispered and half-groaned.
“And you want to fuck him again don’t you.”
“Oh god, yes,” she was nearly breathless.
In the space we had created with this game, it was true that we could say things that were absurd, untrue, that were meant to tease and be laughed at, that would not count toward anything to be accountable for. Telling me she wanted to fuck him, though . . . was that her telling me she really wanted to fuck him? or was she playing the game to a previously unachieved level? Was she telling me she was going to fuck him? Is that what I was supposed to hear?
“You want to go have a date with him, and fuck his cock, just like old times, don’t you.”
“Fuck yes,” she cried out. She was madly rubbing herself. “I want to fuck him again so badly.”
I stepped over to her and took grasp of her hips. She pulled her knees up and flung her legs open. She writhed before me on the counter. I slipped her panties off and she gripped and thrust at her pussy. She was wetter than I’d ever seen her before. All that we had been teasing each other with in the kitchen that day, she was definitely getting off on. It wasn’t fake, it wasn’t funny. She was serious — and she wet and trembling.
But I was too. I was stiffer than I’d ever been. I was so aroused, my head was light and my legs were twitching. I shoved my cock in her so hard and so deep, her body jolted. She also cried out and thrashed on the end of my cock. I rammed her over and over again, and she twisted her head sideways, she gripped the edge of the counter, and she cried out his name. “Fuck me Max,” she screamed. “Fuck me hard Max,” she whimpered.
When I got close, she shoved me out of her, she closed her legs, and she squirmed out from under my body and stood behind me to reach around and stroke my cock the rest of the way so I shot onto the kitchen floor. “Showering,” she said, walking away.
She told me she fucked him, and she told me she was going to fuck him again. In bed later that same night, she kissed me and cuddled with me and with her hand on my chest and her hair on my pillow, she said to the show we were watching, “Would it be so bad though?”
“What you were saying earlier.”
“Uh-huh,” she said.
“I understand,” I told her. It’s what I always said to her when I had to pick up her pieces back in college after another guy left her betrayed or hurt.
I kept telling her to stop at least fucking guys on first dates, but she would kiss me like I was her brother and explain to me how she was built differently, how she couldn’t help it, that her body in some way commanded her to do it. That she had to do it, like she was driven by some internal urge.
“Well then maybe not so right away, like wait a date or two.”
She would crawl up over me and pin me down in a wrestling move. “Aw,” she would pretend sympathy. “Craig want’s to fuck Luci’s tight little pussy too, doesn’t he.”
She had told me — as her closest friend — that if she doesn’t fuck a guy by choice, she was at risk of fucking the first cock she could get her hands on. I said to her, giving away how I felt about her, “That could be me, right?”
She laughed. “That’s why you keep telling me to stop fucking them!” She thought she had me figured out. She leaned down and kissed my mouth. “Maybe someday, okay?” she said sweetly before throwing herself off me.
It was something she said to me a lot, and eventually it came true. “Maybe someday,” she said to me every time she went out on a date when we lived together our last couple of years at college. “Maybe someday,” she whispered to me in my own bedroom when she came home from dates with a guy and slipped into my room to crawl into my bed where I was pretending to sleep, to grip my cock and tell me she was closing my door and that I should put some music on “if you don’t want to hear it.” She would squeeze me. “But if you do,” she laughed and ran off to her man.
“You understand?” She was more delighted than she ought to have been at my ability to understand how she had, after all, fucked Max back in the day. In retrospect, I was misunderstanding. I realized, peering over the arm of the couch in the dark movie theatre as she turned on his lap and straddled him low in the cushions, and gripped his cock between her legs and under her hips, and aimed him below her, that she thought I was understanding about her wanting to fuck him again.
I told her it was okay. No wonder she was incredulous. No wonder she was so excited in front of me. I lifted myself higher. Her stomach and hips and legs, being bare below her sweater and scarf and hat was a vision that drove me crazy. The sound of her moaning and groaning on him, getting her fuck that she dreamed about so much, made me dizzy. The smell of her sex filled my nostrils. She rode him faster and harder and her breathing became fast and shallow. She threw her head back and pressed her chest into his face. He lifted her sweater up and bared her body and sank his face into her tits. She yelped. She squirmed. And when he grunted, she ground her hips down and fucked him harder.
I stepped around the couch and I touched her bare back. She couldn’t tell, his hands were all over her at the same time. I rubbed her back and I felt her contort and twist in the lap of Max, I felt her body as it thrusted in a full throttled fuck of her old boyfriend.
Not satisfied, not content to watch, I need to explore the full nastiness of the virus of the kink I had been infected with. I knelt on the floor directly behind her ass where it smacked into his thighs right in front of me. He couldn’t see me behind her. She couldn’t feel me, she was so lost in her fits of passion. I circled my finger hard around his cock. He thought it was her and he groaned in new heights of passion. I wet my finger in my mouth and I pushed it into her anus. She thought it was him and she cried out in deeper lust.
I squeezed his cock hard and I rammed her anus deeply. And in front of my face, with my tongue licking her anus, my wife shook and stiffened and orgasmed at the same time as he shot inside her, and both of their juices came gushing out of her pussy lips and down his shaft and balls, and over my chin.
I rolled away on the floor. I was in the couch in front of them before they even got off each other. They had no idea.
She came home to find me in bed hours later. It was like old times. She used to come into my bed in the place we shared, after the guy, whoever it was, left. She would cuddle with me and press her spent, naked body against mine, sometimes even with the residue of his cum still on her. She did the same that night.
Once I had a name for it, once I realized the depth of my obsession for it, and why, maybe, that I loved it so much that I no longer feared it. I no longer was threatened by it.
I kissed her neck as she drifted toward sleep. “You couldn’t help it, could you.”
She only shook her head no silently. And she reached behind to pull me closer and we both fell asleep like that. 




I gave her a cowboy

It was lucky for me the fire was roaring. The snaps and crackles covered the creaks and cracks I made on the loft floor that circled the huge central room below. A bona fide thick white polar bear rug, complete with face, spread out between the massive fireplace and one of the three huge, long overstuffed couches that my wife and the cowboy slouched deeply on.
What? Cowboy? No, not exactly a real cowboy, not anymore anyway, but an actor by the name of Adrian we brought up to the remote winter log cabin I scouted for the film my crew was shooting. He might have played a cowboy for longer than he actually was a real cowboy, but I don’t think Tamara was going to quibble. She was struggling to keep her hands to herself, capturing her palms between her knees pressed hard together with her feet up on the black leather ottoman.
My wife was still in her tight black tights, black turtle neck sweater, and snappy black tuxedo jacket, but she’d got her tall-heeled knee-boots off and had let her high-lighted caramel-brown hair cascade down. Adrian, meanwhile, was in a classic tan suede coat over a denim jacket, white t-shirt and loose-ripped jeans. He also wore a big cowboy hat. The wardrobe director had already been up and wanted him to try a few things on for alterations. My wife listened to him with seriousness, rolling her head to face him and nodding where it rested deep into the soft back cushions. But I could tell she wasn’t hearing a word and it made me grin. The plan was executed perfectly and the effect was spot-on. Was she going to thank me or what — that is, if she wasn’t too shy and embarrassed to admit to me that she was a little turned on.
The sun was already down, that’s what allowed me to come up the tiny trail from the driveway I crept into with my headlights off. The fresh powdery snow gleamed in the crystal moonlight and my clouds of breath nearly gave me away. I’d been up already and kept one of the keys for myself, after finding it worked on the back kitchen door as well. From there, I was able to sneak up the back thick-plank staircase to what must have been servant’s quarters back when the place was built in the 20s. I crept slowly to the railing, sliding in socks over the polished pine floor. Below me, Tamara had hid her face in her hands. She was grinning and looking shy. I loved it.
“You too,” the cowboy chuckled with a puff out his nose. He was answering my wife’s question about his biggest surprise when he moved from Montana to Hollywood. “A lot of women have cowboy fantasies,” he said.
“Well,” she peaked out through her fingers, “I mean, of course we do!” I seldom saw her that shy, but that’s because she was so careful about avoiding situations to be shy in. She might be, in my opinion, one of the hottest babes in pro sports in the city, but she settled nicely into the social media manager role for a reason. It meant she did her work digitally, not in real time. She looked at him and shook her head with a tight lip-curled grin. She was trying so hard to stop smiling. She broke down again, though, and pushed her long, silky hair up from her face and over her back trying to re-set her composure.
“What is it,” he genuinely seemed to be asking her.  “I mean, back in the day, I guess we were the only men around, that would explain the history, right?”
“Um,” she rolled her eyes and pulled her mouth hard to the side. “Might be that, might be a few other things.”
“We handle ourselves in the big outdoors?”
She laughed but she wasn’t taking her eyes off his face. I carefully lowered myself so I was squatting with just my eyes over the edge of the floor. It was dark upstairs, but I’d be the embarrassed one if she looked up. Tamara just laughed, unsure if the cowboy she found herself alone with by surprise was teasing her or was genuinely clueless.
“Could be your bodies, all strong and fit and stuff,” she tried hard to keep her mouth under control and to stop grinning so widely. I was taken aback, though, that she would skirt the line so close, mentioning bodies like that. She really was warming up, I nodded.
“Your body’s looking all strong and fit and stuff too,” he said. The devil, I thought.
“Well, you know, I wrestle calves and lasso steers in my day job,” she laughed and flexed her arm.
He draped his hand over the back of the couch behind her head where she kept slouching further down. She didn’t move it or move herself away. She didn’t seem to mind at all. I thought that was interesting. She was more comfortable alone with the guy than I thought she would be.
“What is your day job, anyway?”
“Reining in cowboys all day long,” she burst out laughing.
Adrian looked genuinely confused.
She shook her head. “Dumb football players post stupid tweets and I monitor them, I remove them, I edit them, and even hopefully, I shut them down completely and convince them to let me do it for them.”
“Cowboys.”
“Not like your kind of cowboy,” she said with a glint in her eye. “All the wild and untamed stuff, for sure, but none of the controlled and quiet and wise thing going on at all.”
“Controlled and quiet and wise, huh?”
She grinned at him. “Yeah,” she said. She kept holding his eyes with hers and it was starting to drive me crazy. “And gentle when it’s time to be, and strong and fearless when it’s time for that.”
“What time is it now?”
She shook her head and peered at him out the corner of her eyes and through the strands of her hair that had fallen over her face. “Time for my husband to come through that door, I believe.” She laughed and raised her eyebrows at him. I thought so too.
It was time for the next part of my plan. I carefully slid across the floor to the dark wall behind me and I pulled out my phone. I’d already written the text, I just needed to send it. “Bad news, babe,” it said. “Road up ahead had an accident, they’re saying go back to town and try again after midnight.”
“Oh my god,” I heard her say. She got it. “Cliff is stuck below! Some accident, he may not get up till after midnight.”
“Anyone hurt?”
“See?” she smiled warmly at him and fell back into the cushion. I craned my neck up to see down.
“See what?”
“I was thinking about how Cliff must be so bummed he can’t get up till late, and you were only thinking about the people in the accident.”
“Tough road to have an accident on,” he shrugged.
“Would you excuse me please?” she asked him with a tiny grin still a little stiff and formal with him. She chose to leave the room not by going around the ottoman, but by stepping over Adrian’s stretched-out legs. She grinned and puffed as she did so, making big grey eyes at him.
She darted up the huge wide curving staircase and I managed to roll through a barn door into one of the dark rooms in time. She already had our room picked out and it had a bathroom adjoining the dark room I found myself in. I scrambled as silently as I could to ensure she didn’t spot me, but where I ended up against the wall allowed me to see into the mirror of the bathroom.
That was interesting, I thought. She peed while texting me back, but she also applied a fresh coat of lipstick and studied herself, fluffing her hair and checking her body from different angles before she left. She gave herself one of those smug, self-satisfied and excited looks at herself, too..
“That’s too bad,” she wrote. “Let me know as soon as you can when you’re coming up,” she’d written. At the last second, she slipped her wedding ring off and flicked out the lights
“Did you miss me?” she said in a surprisingly light and intimate voice stepping slowly and high over Adrian’s legs again.
“Rest of the crew isn’t coming up till tomorrow morning, I think they said,” Adrian nodded at her.
“Yeah, no,” my wife said. “Looks like it’s just us all night.” She settled back down into the couch and I noticed she sat much closer to Adrian than before. And here I thought Adrian would have to work so much harder to earn his pay. “Warm enough?” she said to him.
I texted Adrian too. “All good,” was all it said — that was all it needed to say. I was enjoying watching Tamara loosen up. It was good for her — she was always so nervous and tight around strangers, especially men. It made her look professional in other people’s eyes, but she told me it only gave her anxiety.
“Should be me asking you that, if I was going to be the manly man.”
“Don’t worry, you’re manly enough,” she couldn’t stop grinning at him through strands of her loose hair. “Don’t forget, I’m around top-end athletes all the time. Believe me, you’re plenty man enough,” she laughed.
She was being far more provocative than I anticipated she would be. When I spoke to Adrian about the deal, I warned him she’d be hard to loosen up. I may have been wrong about that.
“But seriously, cowboys are her thing, I think she’s going to love it,” I told him. “Especially with the costume.”
“And you’re there the whole time?” he asked.
“I’ll make it up after you get there, but don’t worry, I know the back entrance. I have my own key too. You won’t notice me.”
“And we’re going to let things go up to the point until you text me and tell me to stop.”
“It’s a treat, it’s a present for her. Cowboys are her silly fantasy. I just want to open her up a bit and let her feel good and have some fun with it. Don’t worry, it won’t get physical. Nothing real will happen, I guarantee it.”
“And if it does?”
“It won’t, believe me. You don’t know Tamara.”
“But let’s just say . . . “
I was becoming annoyed with him. “Just take what comes, brother. She’s a fine-looking girl, you’re not going to mind, I guarantee that. You push things any way you want to, let her react or say what she feels like. I’ll have eyes on it the whole time, and when I think you’ve gone far enough, I’ll call you off.”
“So,” he continued checking. “Whatever goes on, you’re good with it. I keep going until you text me.”
“Until I text you.”
“Anything at all, it keeps going until I hear from you.”
“I assure you,” I said to Adrian. “Keep it going until I text you. But I swear, it isn’t going to be much. She would never actually do anything, there’s nothing either of us have to worry about.”
I peeked over the edge of the floor and peered down to the couch below. “Just because I can make a fire with a couple of sticks and some leaves and I can cook a meal with nothing but a spoon and plate?”
She smiled and caught her tongue between her teeth. “That’s part of it, yeah.” They kept each others’ gaze for a few long moments again. It was so quiet and dark, only the fire filled the massive dark room with sound and light. If it wasn’t my wife down there, I’d say it was an extremely romantic setting for two lovers, but that’s just the location scout in me.
What happened next was something I didn’t imagine ever would happen and I had no plan for it. Tamara suddenly leaned over and kissed Adrian on the mouth.
I pulled my phone out right away. It was earlier than I thought I would need to do anything — hell, I didn’t think I’d need to text Adrian at all — but that was definitely it. I did not want to see my wife embarrass herself any further. A kiss was the line — it was over the line, in fact. Time to call him back to the kennel. I guess the cabin, the snow, the fire, being alone with a cowboy in a costume — it was maybe too much for her to completely resist.
I swiped my phone. Nothing. I swiped again and again. I had just used it a few minutes earlier. I pressed the power button and that’s when I got the dreaded red-line battery icon. I meant to charge it in the car on the way up — I knew it was empty! I looked over the edge. Adrian looked nervous, as well he should. Neither of us expected my wife to take the lead, to push things further. I thought she’d enjoy being hit on by a real cowboy in her favorite kind of place for getting down — a winter log cabin, and this one was the nicest one she could have imagined, too. For that matter, Adrian was about the hottest cowboy she could have imagined as well. I did such a good job of setting her up for her fantasy guy in her fantasy location, I overlooked the possibility she wouldn’t be able to stop herself.
There seemed no way I could get Adrian’s attention without risking getting Tamara’s attention too, and if she were to spot me, if she were to know I was there the whole time watching, I might never be forgiven, especially as she’d already kissed him. Up to that point, before she did anything that could be considered really too far over the line, she could probably laugh at the setup with me. But getting caught kissing a guy? She’d blame me. There’d be nothing funny about it.
I didn’t want Adrian to know where I was because I didn’t want to risk him darting glances at me and giving me away to Tamara, so he didn’t know where to look for signals. But then, he’d have no reason to look for signals anyway, not with his phone in plain view, his blinking light setting on, the buzz on, everything ready for a sign from me. But his phone was silent after she kissed him. It remained silent too after she kissed him again, and even after a third kiss, this time a longer one ending with her chuckling in a pleased kind of surprise at herself, and both of them landing their hands to each other’s bodies.
With their faces close together, my wife said to him, “So now I get to say I’ve kissed a real live cowboy.” She watched her hands as she dragged her palms up his chest and snuck them under his suede coat to his shoulders. She eased his coat off his back. “You must be getting warm in this.”
“Little bit,” he said, leaning forward to let it fall down his arms. He turned away and she helped him, tugging at his sleeves and chuckling at how hard it was to pull it off, how heavy it was. He remained with his back to her as he readied to toss the coat to the other couch as my wife reached over his shoulders and lifted his open denim jacket up and back off his body as well. I could see Adrian pause and look down behind him to his phone on the table, registering on his consternated face that it remained silent and still. He wriggled his arms straight and back and Tamara eased the jacket down and off and tossed it, as he had, over to the other couch.
“Better?” she grinned and puffed at her own corny line.
He turned toward her in only his jeans and t-shirt. Tamara appeared to struggle to resist, but she exhaled with defeat spreading over her tilting face, and she grasped him under his arms and around to his shoulder blades, and she pulled him against her.
He pulled open her jacket and she shivered and shook her arms, suddenly desperate to be free of it. He pulled it down and off her arms and tossed it on top of the other clothes on the other couch. She was breathing hard suddenly and half laughing at herself but also half in serious-mission mode. She kissed him more sloppily and scrambled her fingers all over the bottom of his white t-shirt until she had it rolled up from his tight, washboard stomach and over his chest. Adrian took hold of her wrists. He paused her and he waited several seconds. His phone didn’t do anything because my phone was dead. He tugged his t-shirt off his body and tossed it aside.
Though panicking, I marveled at my wife. I thought she would enjoy time alone with a cowboy in a log cabin and have lots of laughs telling about it, maybe, if she was brave enough, about how it felt talking to him, sitting with him, maybe, at most, flirting with him. But she was so reticent about details of her fantasy I doubted she would even tell me that much. When my phone died and I was unable to tell Adrian where to draw the line, I still didn’t worry too much. He would push things, I thought, and eventually my wife would draw the line herself and stop him. I actually got excited, at first, not being able to control the man, not being able to pull him back from any edges they got to.
But that was before I understood that my wife had taken the keys from him and was about to start driving the bus herself. She leaned into his naked torso and spread her hands over his big chest and pushed him back into the couch. He flopped back slowly, but willingly, under her command. She also played an expression over her face I’d never seen before. My previously obsequious wife had become sexually aggressive. Something tripped in her. I put my phone away and not just because it was dead. My curiosity was piqued. Something was happening to me too.
Tamara stood up in front of Adrian where he slumped in the deeply welcoming couch. She was facing toward me down below the edge of the loft floor, and facing Adrian. I could see everything and she had no idea I was up there. I was deeply conflicted. I could have stopped things — I need only have stood up, I need only have said something. I could also have slipped away and gone back down the servants’ steps and out the back kitchen door, then around to the front door and come in. I could even have made a racket stomping boots or kicking snow off of them against the wall beside the door just to give them time to get decent again.
But I was stirred in a way I completely did not anticipate. I was frozen by the sight of my wife rising to such high sexual passion. She always played coy and gentle. She was always slow to the simmer and claimed to love the quiet cuddling as much as anything when we tucked in under the blankets at home. She was a tea and scrabble girl, or at least that was what she had always been in my experience with her.
I watched as she stood with her back to the fire and her face to Adrian and teasingly, grinning and biting the corner of her lip, reached under her long loose-knit sweater and began shifting her hips and wriggling her knees to pull down from inside her tight leggings. She pouted at him and jutted her chest out as she used her toes to pull the leggings down the rest of the way, baring her exquisite and long legs to him. She lifted the leggings up to her fingers behind her ass and tossed them with a chuckle over to the other clothes.
“Are you sure he isn’t coming up?”
She didn’t have to specify who she was talking about. Adrian pointed at his quiet phone. “Said not till after midnight.” His voice sounded scared. He stared at her with as much amazement as I had on my face.
“Are you able to keep secrets?” she said slowly and deliberately. She also licked her lips. She fiddled with the bottom edge of her sweater, pulling it up her legs further and further, slowly, teasingly. Her legs in the light of the fire were golden and toned. God she looked good. I had to slap my face: she looked fucking hot, but she was also stripping for the guy. My wife — she was getting naked with a cowboy. And I was forced to watch it. Well, not forced exactly . . . .
Adrian glanced at his phone one more time and swallowed hard. He wasn’t prepared for it any more than I was. “I keep secrets — the range is full of them.”
She rolled her head back and laughed gently. She looked at him and tilted her head and pulled her sweater up to reveal to him her low-hip black satin panties. He was going back into character and she appreciated it, I could tell. She was going to take full advantage of the fantasy I gave her, whatever that might entail.
She rolled her hands inside the sweater and pulled it up further. “I’ve always fantasized about cowboys,” she grinned at him like a little girl. “Especially cowboys in log cabins in winter.” Her mouth dropped open and she inhaled through a shiver that shook her spine and jutted her chest. “You’re not playing with me are you, Adrian?” She pulled the turtle neck up and over her head and tossed it onto the other couch. She fluffed her hair and spread it down, pulling the strands out and looking down at how they settled over her chest, over her perfect breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She dragged her hands over her breasts and down her sides, her fingers stubbing down her tight-toned stomach, her fists forming in front of her panties.
“Why don’t you take your jeans off?” she nearly whispered.
He looked at the phone again and seemed to calculate for a few seconds, to ponder. But then he raised his hips, undid his big belt, and wriggled out of his jeans, tossing them where everything else had gone.
Tamara smiled, bit on the end of her finger she hung from her lip, and stepped to the edge of the couch. She spread her legs around his knees and knelt on the soft cushions to either side of his thighs. Her body was a dream. Soft, smooth, fit and toned, she was only wearing a belly button piercing, a waistlet, tiny black panties, matte sand pink painted toenails and fingernails, her long, cascading caramel-brown hair, and her exquisitely made-up face, fresh lipstick and all.
She wrapped her arms around the back of his head and slid her body up his thighs until her breasts pushed into his neck.
“You can’t tell him anything,” she said.
“No,” he replied with his mouth kissing the soft flesh of her breasts. He knew I was witnessing it. But his phone didn’t peep.
“It’s just a little bit anyway,” she had trouble saying as she squirmed and torqued on top of him. She grabbed his wrist and plunged his hand palm first into her breast. She rolled her head back and gasped. “Just a little, okay?” she could barely talk.
Adrian rubbed her breasts and drew his hand down her back and around to her waist. Her spine curled and her chest pushed out against him. “What are you doing?” she said as though surprised. But he wasn’t doing anything. It was her — she had reached down his body, had rubbed with shaking hand the large and growing bulge under his shorts. “Don’t,” she said in a hoarse whisper, but she also pulled at the waist of his shorts with trembling fingers. She tugged at them like she was weak, like she was feeble, and he helped her, he raised his hips up with her on him, and he tugged his shorts off under his legs so they crumpled on the floor by his feet.
She yipped when he raised her. I knew why — it was like she was riding an unbroken stallion. It was perfect for her fantasy. I was unable to breathe and I was paralyzed the way one is in a dream. I could see everything — I could see my wife’s dancing, frantic fingers wrap around Adrian’s erection between their stomachs, and I could see her arch her back, inhale in a sharp gasp, and clench in her groin.
“Oh my god,” she whispered loudly to herself. She looked down and seemed to squeeze his cock as hard as she could and she looked up at him and dropped her head sideways and whimpered with a cry as though to say, “I can’t help it, I can’t stop it.”
He touched her abdomen with the back of his fingers and she snapped as though stabbed. “No don’t,” she shook her head rapidly, but she grasped his wrist in both her hands and pushed him further down her body. “You shouldn’t,” she nearly cried, but she pulled out the waist of her panties and pulled them up and over his hand. “Is he coming?” she let go of his hand and seemed to struggle with where to put her own hands, before flagging her fingers on her outstretched arms and grasping and releasing air. Finally, unable to stop herself, she plunged them down between them, she grabbed his cock with both fists, and she frantically stroked him up and down, falling against him hard and covering his mouth with hers in a sloppy, shaking kiss. “Fuck,” she breathed out.
I held the stanchions of the railing in my white-knuckled hands and pressed my cheeks to the wood and stared down below me. My body arched and thrust with hers. I squeezed the wood in time with her squeezing his hard cock. My body shivered like hers, neither of us from cold, I knew.
She pulled her face away from his and licked at his neck and chest, curling herself down his body. “Just a little bit,” she said. She moved off him and ducked her head down to his lap. She did not kiss and lick him there, she did not play with his skin there with her fingernails, lightly scratching and giggling and tickling. She didn’t touch her lips to the head of his cock and check on him, look for his eyes, and she didn’t blow cooling light air on him either. No, she only opened her mouth wide, laid her tongue out over her bottom lip, brought her lips around the whole of his cock, and drove her head down over him, taking him wholly into her mouth all the way down, emitting from deep in the muffled space within a guttural groan like someone being flayed open. I could see her freshly lipsticked lips wrap around his cock and slide, all wetted, down to the base.
She pulled up and off him and pumped his wet dick in her first. She was breathing like someone about to expire. Her body contorted like she was experiencing a slow-motion electrocution, and she panted with saliva and pre-cum dripping from her mouth. It was like nothing I’d ever seen. “Just a little,” she said again, and she pushed at his body, she tugged at his arm, and she made him lie down on the couch under her, but reversed to her. She carefully on trembling knee lifted her near leg over his chest and gingerly lowered her hips as though releasing a hydraulic lift until she covered his face with her panties.
She raised herself on her toes and hands, her legs and arms straight out. He knew what she wanted: he pulled at the waist of her panties and she dropped her knees one after the other until her panties came down, and she pulled up one foot for him to fit them over, then the other, for him to remove them from her body altogether. He dropped them all rolled and scrunched on top of where his shorts were already crumpled on the floor.
She lowered herself again, slowly, carefully. This time, as she covered his face with her bare pussy, she covered his cock with her wet lips. I stood up. It was far enough obviously. I tried to say something but my voice was stuck. I looked down at the bare back of my completely naked wife where it squirmed and undulated over the body of the cowboy actor, upside down. I could see his hands take control of her hips over his face and her pelvis rattle and shake against his mouth. I could see her gorgeous shimmering hair over her back, down her shoulders and over the cushions shake and wave as her head bobbed up and down between his thighs, and though I couldn’t see it, I knew it, I knew my wife was sucking off another man. And at the same time, that man was licking her up into a lather.
My voice was stuck, but not for want of trying to shout. It was stuck because I didn’t want to shout. I didn’t want things to stop as much as I wanted them to stop an hour ago. Was it because I sent the man up knowing my wife would arrive alone without me? Was it because I conceived the plan having learned from her, at great pains, that she had always had a cowboy fantasy? Was it because I rented the cabin for an extra day earlier than the crew needed it, with the deception in place to put her there in a cabin I knew she’d love, alone with the fantasy man she craved?
I knew she’d love the cabin. I knew she’d love the snowy night outside and the roaring fire in the huge fireplace. I knew she’d love the big old couches and the bear rug and the pine interior, the smell of it, the quietness of it, and the privacy of it, most of all. I made sure that she believed I was trapped and unable to come up for hours. I made sure no one else would be anywhere around. And I made sure that the cowboy was under my control. I would let him run with her, and when I had my laugh, when I thought my wife had had her fun, I would text him to stop it lest she do something she’d regret, like kiss him at most I thought, and embarrass herself. I was going to tell her I was up there the whole time. I would get to tease her about how she was all giggling and flirting with her dream cowboy fantasy. We would have a good laugh about it.
I could have stopped things at any time but I didn’t. When she kissed him, when she touched him, when she pulled his clothes off, and then tore hers away too, when she became sensual and passionate, when she became sexually aggressive with him and appeared to lose self-control from deep stirrings of lust, I realized something about myself. Nothing aroused me more than seeing my wife aroused so much and with another man. Being removed from it, being not involved and distracted with my own sexual lust, I was able to watch as though through a camera, like a third party at a pace removed. I was able to absorb the totality of my wife’s craven lust, and to revel in my own newly discovered sexual kink: I was a voyeur cuckold.
My wife pulled her face up from his lap with strings stretching from her mouth to his cock and pushed her hair back from her face and clenched her eyes facing the high dark ceiling. I crouched and moved back from the railing, nearly busted. Her mouth fell open and her hips shook. She passed her hands down hard into his thighs and she arched her back deeply. She mashed her pussy into his mouth and gasped, stopped breathing, and rattled violently to top of him.
She turned around and smirked and chuckled at him, lifting up her hips and pulling herself down his body. “You made me cum, you bad boy, I said just a little bit!” she breathed out hard. “I didn’t say you could do that!” she playfully scolded him. She was so out of breath and weak in her body, she could barely hold herself up over him. She shimmied down his body further and looked at him over her shoulder, pulling her hair around herself in a twisted-up rope. She rolled her lips into her mouth guiltily.
“Just a little this time, okay, can you control yourself at least?” she could hardly talk. “Just a touch,” she said, and she rolled her hips down. I could see, I could clearly make out her fingers wrapping around his cock again as she reached between their bodies. She held it up and she lowered her hips over it. “Don’t fuck me!” she warned him as sternly as she could, even as she brought her pussy down and let her soaking wet lips fold around the bulbous head of his yearning erection.
“Don’t move,” she exhaled more than spoke. She let go of his cock and held it in her pussy lips that covered him just halfway over his head. She gripped his ankles and turned around to see him again. “You probably love this don’t you,” she was breathing so hard she could barely stay up. Adrain stayed perfectly silent. I noticed him draw his eyes up over his head to the table, to his phone. It still remained perfectly still and quiet, of course. I opened my pants and gave myself freedom. I was losing my mind.
“Reverse cowgirl for my cowboy,” she moaned to him. “You better not move though,” she turned back and laid her face sideways on his shin. Her beautiful perfectly round ass stuck back into his face. “No fucking the ranch owners’ wife,” she exhaled with no voice as she lowered her hips and pushed her puffy glistening pussy lips down the length of his shaft all the way till she mashed her pelvis into his.
I lost my breath and my eyes nearly blacked out. I staggered and grasped the railing. I felt like I was going to topple over it, like I was going to fall onto them on the couch below me. Tamara began to buck her hips on him, curling her spine and uncurling on him, sucking him into her and pulling up on him, milking his hard cock with her yielding pussy. She groaned and arched and shook on him. She was full-on fucking him. And I was full-on hard, stroking myself watching.
Adrian was finally unleashed and seemed to have decided I wasn’t ever going to alert him. He pushed up from below my wife and she squealed and laughed and contorted around to look up at him with such longing and lust on her face, I nearly shot my load seeing it. He knelt behind her and she knew what was coming. She smiled like she craved it, she dropped her mouth open, and she wrapped her fists around the arm of the couch, ready for him.
He grabbed hold of her hips and he aimed his cock. She was frantic though. She was crying out already, and shaking, and she undulated her whole body before him. It was her hand that grabbed his cock between her legs, it was her hand that pulled it to her open pussy, and it was her body that shoved back to envelop his cock in her pussy.
But she had done her work and, inspired, the cowboy in him came out, and Adrian rammed himself into her so hard her body jolted. She pushed back with each of his thrusts, giving as good as she got, pushing into the arm of the couch, ramming him as hard as he rammed her. The sound of slushy fucking and flesh slapping filled the tall room and I began to lose it. My knees buckled and I stopped breathing. I could only keep one eye open.
They weren’t long for it below, either. Tamara began to screech and I could see her knuckles go white. She started to cry as though to the moon and her body trembled violently. Adrian was unable to sustain himself any longer and clenched his teeth and eyes and roared like a bear. The noise they made together, crying and groaning, covered up my own. His cock flipped out and his cum shot all over her back and hair. It covered up my own cum flying down from the railing above, onto the couch, onto my wife’s beautiful back, and even onto the cowboy. He didn’t notice, too much of his own and hers was already flying around.
I fell back and pushed myself against the dark wall behind me and nearly passed out. I could hear a few moments later Tamara giggling and murmuring. I peeked again and they had remained naked and entangled on the couch together, talking lightly, resting, and stroking each other. I crawled away, got down the stairs and out the door, and I made it back to my car where I flashed my lights and beeped my horn.
When I came in, Tamara was in the kitchen making a hot snack and Adrain was feeding the fire fresh logs. They had both got dressed. Everything was in order — except for her sweater. It was on inside out, the tag was visible behind her neck. I didn’t say anything. I chose not to notice.
“We good?” Adrian quietly murmured to me away from Tamara.
“We good,” I said not looking at him. I had a lot to think about. And maybe some new plans to make. 




Cucked on the Island

“It was so unexpected,” she said. “I didn’t see it coming,” she said.
My wife. I sat across from her on our stools at our counter, her with her glass of wine, me with my glass of whiskey, both of us with our jaws set and our eyes narrow.
“I knew he was flirting with me all week, okay? I knew, I mean, he was pretty obvious about it, but I didn’t know he meant it, I thought he was just kidding.”
I gripped the top edge of my heavy short glass and rotated it slowly around and around, grinding the hard cut corners into the smooth concrete slab, staring into the oddly undisturbed golden surface of the liquid within.
She had called from his car in the later afternoon of the previous day: this was the fact that my mind kept turning around and around like an old blanket a dog can’t get comfortable with. It was the chronological order of things that was what I was getting hung up on. I’m an architectural project manager — the order of actions is everything to me.
“It just doesn’t look possible,” she said then to me from what I believed was the front seat of his car, but I was taking her suspect word on that.
“Well did you go to the terminal and try?” I asked then.
“There’s a lot of cars already lined up, we can see them from across the bay.”
“You’re across the bay? You’re not in the village?”
“We were driving around the island, he wanted to show me some things.”
“And that’s the last ferry for sure?”
“The last one,” she said. “Till the morning, anyway.”
“And so after you called me,” I continued twisting the glass into the concrete like I was drilling for something, “You said you were going to check with the motel, that one by the wharf.”
“I did, but,” Tina looked down into her own silver-clear liquid already nearly emptied from her own glass.
“And what happened to that?”
“His place is across the bay, so . . . “
“That’s where you called me from, from his place?”
“From his car. Near his place.”
“His car near his place?”
“We weren’t there yet.”
“Still driving around.”
“We were parked.”
“And then what?”
“Well, his place was right there, so we decided to have dinner first and then he was going to drive me into the village to the motel after dinner.”
“He just happened to have dinner at his cabin?”
She pursed her lips and searched around the floor beneath her stool. “Cottage, but no, yeah, we drove back to the grocery.”
“So it was a plan to have dinner with him at his . . . cottage . . .  out there?”
“I wouldn’t say it was planned,” she replied in a tiny, deflated voice.
“And then what?”
“Dinner went a little late I guess, and you know what that island road is like at night. And the motel probably didn’t even have a room anyway, it never does in the season.”
“You never made it to the motel to check, did you,” I said, completing the picture myself.
She didn’t say anything. She only hung her head further and shook it “No.”
“So when you made out with him in his car, you already had dinner planned and a sleep over too?”
“It wasn’t like that.” She sighed and added, “quite.”
“When you phoned me, was that before or after you were making out with him?”
She made it appear on her face as though she needed to calculate, but I could tell she was stalling for a solution to the timing problem I had been dwelling on. It’s what all my contractors do when I catch them. But there was no solution. “It was after,” she finally said in an even tinier voice.
“So, to recap,” I sat back and nailed my eyes into the top of her head where it hung between her shoulders poking up like distressed tent poles. “You go driving around the far side of the island with him, you park and gaze at the view across the bay, you make out in his car . . . “
She interrupted me. “We went to his place first, like I told you, like we planned. He wanted to show me his style, he wanted to show me what he was looking for.” Tina had been very successful since certifying as a real estate agent a year earlier. She specialized in the “personal touch.”
“So you went to his place first.”
“It’s where I changed.”
“You changed clothes at that point?”
“He said the folks around there would notice someone dressed like I was, that it would be better to dress down, go a bit more incognito.” She had gone out that morning in a tight lapis-blue pencil skirt and light, thin white top — very office chic, very professional sexy.
“I didn’t know you brought a change of clothes.”
“We stopped at that store in the village.”
“That’s where the hat and the trainers and the shorts are from, is it?” She had come home the following morning in short white shorts, slip-on sneakers, and a pink satin halter.
“Yeah,” she said, still wearing them at our counter.
“So you decide to buy a change of clothes before you even go out there . . . “
“Well, he bought them, to get technical.”
“Okay, so, he buys you a change of clothes . . . “
“And shoes.”
“He buys you a change of clothes and shoes, he brings you out to his place where you change, you go parking somewhere and make out, and then decide to go back in town to buy groceries and go back to his place to make dinner, and then you stay overnight. Have I got that about right?”
“We bought the groceries when he bought me the clothes. And some wine too, I guess.”
“I see. So when you called me to tell me you missed the last ferry, you had already bought clothes for the next morning, got groceries and wine for a dinner you planned together, you got changed into more comfortable duds, and went out to a place to watch the sunset with him in his car where, surprisingly to you, unexpected things began to happen that you didn’t see coming at all, like him kissing you.”
She pulled her face into an awkward and crooked grimace. “I guess when you put it that way . . . “
“At what point did you check with the motel for rooms?”
She didn’t say anything.
“You never checked did you.”
She shrugged.
“The motel was never an option was it.”
She barely moved her head, but it was in a slow “No” slide, side to side, pouting lips, the whole guilty child thing all the way. 
“Nice place, was it?”
“Oh my god, Leo!” she suddenly beamed, enlivened by the chance to get off the topic of her duplicity. “You should see it, it’s incredible! No one would even know it’s there, it’s the most incredible cottage ever!”
“Big is it?”
“No, not big, just incredibly cozy, it’s an old 1930s craftsman cottage. Big huge beams down the whole ceiling.”
“Small place then. Like a one bedroom, say?”
She closed her eyes and hung her head sideways again. She pursed her lips and chewed the inside of her cheek. “Yeah,” she nodded reluctantly. “One bedroom.”
Two days before, we had been out for dinner at the Greek place and she asked me what I thought of her new famous client asking her to come with him to the island.
“He wants me to call him Sonny,” she said. “He’s a famous author and he doesn’t want anyone to know he’s looking for a place somewhere around here.”
“You can’t tell me who he is?”
“Sorry, honey, you’d recognize the name! It’s part of my contract with him!” She seemed genuinely excited with her new client, especially all the skullduggery he came with.
“And he wants to take you to the island?”
“Just for the afternoon. He has a place out there, he says, he wants to show me so I get an idea of his style and what he’s looking for around here.”
“He can’t just show you, he can’t just take pictures?”
“He says it’s a feel. I don’t know, honey, you know high-end clients, you deal with enough of them. I mean, if I find something for him, it’s going to be a very big payday for me.”
“Funny how he wants you and no one else.”
“You say that like you don’t think I’m up for it. I can find what he’s looking for better than anyone. I know him, I know this area, I know my buildings and codes, thanks to you— I just love his books!”
“What is he, like some ultra-rich dude too?”
“They’ve made a lot of movies from his books. He does extremely well. He has properties all over the place.”
“And now he wants to take you out to his property on the island.”
“Just to see it. To get a feel. A feel for it, a feel for him.”
“In his car.”
“Well it makes no sense both of us driving. You know the ferry.”
“You don’t need my permission,” I said.
“I know. But I want you to know. I want you to be okay with it.”
“Well you’re just going to go view a property with a client and come back, right?”
“That’s all. View his place.”
“So what do I have to be okay with?” I asked, genuinely perplexed. In retrospect it was me, I guess, who didn’t see it coming.
“Well, it’s not just any client, that’s why.” She rolled her eyes and grinned like I was supposed to understand implicitly.
“You’re attracted to him or something?”
She glanced left and right and leaned over the table low. “Not attracted!” she grinned. “But, a lot of women are, yes. I mean, he’s,” she paused on the cusp of his name. She made a face and a wilting gesture with her hand indicating it wasn’t just her who thought the guy was some kind of hot property.
“So you’re asking me if I’m okay with you going off for an afternoon with some guy who’s a rich and famous womanizer.”
“He’s not a womanizer, it’s just, the way he writes, and what he writes about, I mean, a lot of women would want to be in my shoes, let’s just say.”
“And you want my permission?”
“I want you to be okay with it.”
“With what exactly?”
“That I’m going to be riding around in a car with a guy a lot of women have severe crushes on.”
“Do you have a crush on him?”
“I wouldn’t call it a crush.” But she blushed.
“Well you’re not going to do anything, right?”
“No!” she barked right away and looked sideways with an eye-rolling grin. “As if! Anyway,” she cleared herself up and took a breath. “It’s all business. If it helps me find what he’s looking for, I get a stellar commission.”
We both silently twisted our glasses into the concrete counter the next day, the silence between us long and labored.
“It was a one-bedroom cottage then,” I finally recapped.
“It was.”
“You made out in the front of his car and then you went back to his cottage, made dinner, and stayed the night. Together? In his bed?”
She turned away and gulped and reddened deeply. But she didn’t answer.
“In his bed?”
She slowly turned back to me with eyes clenched shut and her teeth biting down hard on her lower lip. “Maybe?” she squeezed out.
I sipped my drink and pondered what I was really being told. “You slept with him.”
She took a long time to answer, but she didn’t deny it. “It was a one-time thing, a mistake.”
“Did it feel like a mistake at the time?”
“What do you mean?”
“Did you know it was a mistake when you were doing it?”
“You mean getting into bed with him?”
“Yeah, let’s start with that.”
“I guess?” she tried again to compress her answers, to try to crush them down to nothing.
“Well, you weren’t being fooled or something, you weren’t being tricked, right?”
“No!”
“So it wasn’t quite what someone would call a mistake, was it.”
“I guess if you put it that way, then technically no.”
“You chose to go to bed with him.”
“I guess. Yeah.” She glanced up at the wall and down at the counter. “Yes and no, I mean, it was a moment. If you knew who he was . . . ” 
“You did it because you wanted to. I’m just trying to get at the frame of mind here.” 
“You’re really wanting to drag it all out of me, is what you’re trying to do?”
“Well, you sat me down telling me you had something to tell me. I’m just making sure I am understanding it completely. Like where did things start, at the table eating dinner?”
“No,” she almost laughed but quickly staunched it. “On the couch after I guess.”
“On the couch. Okay, what happened there?”
“Well you really have to see it, it’s this incredible room, this big, huge old couch, and the huge window looks up the whole bay, it’s just breathtaking.”
“So you’re on the couch with him with your breath taken, and he what?”
“Why are you making me do this?”
“I want to know what happened.”
“He kissed me, okay?”
“Just like that, you’re going, Oh look at the bay, and he’s like, zooming in and kissing you.”
“Not like that, no.”
“Well like what then?”
“We were holding hands I guess and it just sort of got to there.”
“Holding hands on the couch. You’re talking, you’re marveling at the beams and the view.”
“Talking, we’re against each other, sort of leaning together. I mean, it’s that guy, the author, what was I supposed to do when he leaned over against me?”
“Just like in the car.”
“Just like in the car.”
“He leans over, he kisses you on the mouth.”
“Yeah.”
“You let him.”
“I guess I did, yeah.” 
“What did you do then?”
“Well it’s hard not to react.”
“Tell me what you did.”
“I kissed him back, didn’t I.” She raised her head to me in newfound defiance.
“And then what?”
“You want to hear where he put his hands? Where I put my hands?” She shook her head at me like I had become the issue.
“Yeah,” I called her bluff. “Tell me. All the details.”
“Fine! He put his hand on my leg. It felt good, too, not going to lie.”
“Where did you put your hand?”
“On his leg.”
“You’re kissing the whole time?”
“Yes. And he’s rubbing me.”
“Where’s he rubbing you?”
“On my breasts,” she said, looking down as though to relive the experience.
“Keep looking at me,” I said to her. “Where did he rub you?”
She raised her eyes to mine and she said, “All over here,” and she rubbed her own hand over her breasts, staring right into my eyes.
“Did that feel good too?”
“What do you think?”
“Did it?”
“Yes.”
“Tell me, say it.”
“You want me to spell it out for you?”
“Yes,”
“He rubbed me,” she said, rubbing her breasts in front of me again, “all over like this and it made me feel very excited.”
“Keep going.”
“You want it? Okay, fine. So he began to pull my top off next.”
“Keep going.”
“He pulled my top off and I liked it.”
“What were you doing?”
“I was rubbing him.”
“Where?”
“Here,” she said, cupping her hand over her crotch.
“You were rubbing his crotch?”
“Not inside his pants.”
“Not yet anyway, right?”
She looked down.
“Keep your eyes up and on mine. Not yet, right?”
“Not yet, no,” she agreed.
“Did you rub his cock later?”
She paused and then nodded very slightly.
“Say it.”
“I rubbed his cock later.”
We stared at each other a few moments silently.
She started again. “I took his cock in my mouth, too.”
“On the couch?”
“Yes. We kissed and he removed my bra so I opened his pants and stroked his cock. And I wanted to suck on him.”
“So you leaned over and sucked his cock?”
She bit her lip and nodded. I didn’t have to tell her to say it this time. “I leaned over into his lap and I took his cock into my mouth and I played with it, I licked it and stroked it. He was very hard.”
“So you were sucking on his cock, what, like all the way, or just kissing the tip?”
“All the way.”
“You liked doing that to him?”
“I did,” she answered, and for the first time, I noticed she was breathing harder and licking her lips.
“What was he doing, just sitting back?”
“No.”
“Tell me what he was doing.”
“He began to touch me.”
“Where?”
“Down below.”
“Inside?”
“He made me take my shorts off.”
“His shorts technically, I guess, right?”
She chucked and dipped her face to hide her grin.
“Panties?”
She shook her head.
“Panties? You have to say it.”
“He made me take those off too.”
“So just your bra?”
“Yes.”
“And how are you positioned on him?”
“How do you mean?”
“Are you on the floor, on your knees?”
“No no, I was on the couch, like crouching down on all fours sideways.”
“And you’re going down on him and he’s what, reaching over you and touching your pussy?”
“Uh huh.” Her breath was harder and shorter.
“You’re becoming wet right now telling me about it, aren’t you.”
“No,” she immediately answered. But a second later, she said, “Maybe a little.”
“You’re getting turned on telling me details about how this guy fucked you.”
“Don’t make it sound so harsh.”
“Is he moving his fingers inside you?”
“Uh huh.”
“Did he make you wet?”
“Uh huh.”
“Say it.”
“He moved his fingers into me, and, uh, he made me very wet.”
“You wanted to fuck him didn’t you.”
She closed her eyes. I silently bent over and peeked under the counter between us. Her hand was inside her shorts and I could see the fabric bulging and moving. She was touching herself while telling me what he did to her.
“Didn’t you,” I said, straightening back up.
“It was a moment, Leo, a one-time thing.”
“Did you take him to bed?”
“No, we started on the couch. We moved to the bed later.”
“You climbed onto him, didn’t you.”
She nodded.
“You lowered yourself onto his cock, didn’t you.”
She nodded again through sighs and gasps.
“Say it.”
“I fucked him on the couch.”
“Say the details.”
“I pushed him back and I climbed over his lap and I wrapped my hand around his cock and I raised my hips up and I guided the head of his cock into my pussy and I sank down on him and he filled my up so good and I began to bounce on him.”
“To fuck him, as you say.”
“To fuck him,” she was nearly crying.
“Fuck him good,” I said.
“Fucked him good,” she agreed.
“Open your shorts now,” I said to her.
“No,” she shook her head. But she didn’t retract her hand from inside.
I got off my stool and knelt on the floor in front of her stool. “Open your shorts,” I said again.
“Please no,” she said, but she also undid the button and I tugged at them till they came off her ass and down her legs. Her panties were wet-stained on the front.
“These too,” I said.
“No,” she said in a tiny voice, but she raised her hips and let me curl them down her legs and off her toes nonetheless.
“Did he use a condom?”
“He’s fixed.” She could not stop petting herself and both of us looked at her fingertip running around and around her engorged clitoris. She glistened she was so wet.
“So he came inside you?”
She didn’t answer, she couldn’t answer, she just exhaled and shivered like she was feeling it all over again. I kissed her wet lips and touched her with the tip of my tongue.
“What are you doing?” she whispered down to me, but she would have been unable to hear me answer even if I did. I pressed my tongue to her clit and she inhaled like she was stabbed and groaned in a long cry as I began to systematically lap her up.
I didn’t answer, though. I licked her until she stopped breathing, began vibrating, and then slumped all over the top of the stool. I held her drooping body up and turned her around to bend her over the counter and without even taking my pants off, I whipped out my cock and ploughed it into her from behind with a ferocity and a rage I had never known. The rest of the day and into the night, we played and romped and fucked like it was the first week we met all over again.
We had such a good night and a good week after, I’d forgotten the critical fact that my wife had cheated on me with a client, some famous nameless author. I didn’t know what got into me. Her telling me the details of how she got with the guy did something to me. I couldn’t think about my wife having cheated on me without my mind clouding over with black thoughts about how aroused I got seeing it in my mind.
“Sooo,” she began, both of us sitting again in our stools at the counter a week later. She let her fork dangle from her bottom lip and searched with her big soft eyes up and all around the ceiling with a little grin creeping out across her mouth.
“What?”
She shrugged. “Never mind, you’re never going to agree.”
“Just say it.”
“I can’t.”
“Spill it out.”
“You’re going to be mad.”
“Say it!” She had me laughing now too, she was being so ridiculous.
“It’s just,” she sighed, pushing her fork disinterestedly into her plate. “Sonny says he could really use my help on this thing Friday night.”
“This thing? Are we still trying to find a place he wants to buy?”
“Oh yeah, absolutely, and we’re getting closer I think. He wants me to go with him to an art show, an art gallery, I don’t know, some kind of art auction?”
“And he needs you?”
“He wants me to see the art.”
“He wants you to go with him to see some art.”
“It’s a charity thing. He might buy some pieces. He just wants my opinion on them, that’s all.”
“So you’re just going to tell him what you think about the art he wants to buy.”
“Yeah! That’s all it is.”
“Why would I have a problem with that?”
“I know right?” She leaned over and kissed me on the nose. “And dinner.”
“Wait, what?”
She shrugged. “Dinner first, and then the charity thing.”
“He’s taking you out to dinner too.”
“Yeah I guess.”
“Sounds kind of romantic now.”
“See? I knew you’d hate it.”
“I’m okay with it. Truly. It’s business, right?”
“Right! So then are you okay if I wear a dress that he bought for me?”
“He bought you a dress?”
“It’s gorgeous, but I have to wear something, it’s a big thing, everybody’s going to be there. He said he needs a plus 1.”
“You’re a plus 1 for him. A dinner, a show. An art auction, all dressed up. It sounds like a date.”
“It’s not a date-date, like that. But he’s picking me up in a limo.”
“I can’t stop you, can I.”
“Would you want to?”
I stared at the far wall a long time. I was supposed to want to stop my wife from going out with the same guy she had just cheated on me with the previous weekend. I was supposed to not want her to fuck him again. But the realization that my wife was cheating on me right in front of my face was occluded again by that black cloud that drifted into my thoughts, obscuring everything else: I could see her riding him, crying out, thumping up and down on him, and throwing her head back in an orgasm for the ages. How could I tell her I didn’t want her to go with the guy when I could barely stand up myself, my cock raged so hard?
“You have to tell me everything that happens after,” I said quietly and with shame.
She reached over and rubbed my thumb with her thumb, looking up into my crestfallen face with the sympathy a person shows someone who suffered some great loss. The silence between us was overloaded.
“Of course,” she finally said back in the matching low voice of someone who recognized the heavy, deep and dark subtext between us that had remained unspoken all week.
She began to get ready in the late afternoon on Friday. She spent at least two hours in the bathroom. When she came out, she was surprised I was sitting on the bed. Her hair was up with strands dangling down the side of her face. She looked made up for a wedding the way her eyes glowed and her lips glistened. She was wearing only a bra and panties.
“Those look new.”
She spun around on her toes. “Don’t they look good?” she tittered.
They did. Pale turquoise full cup satin bra and lo-rise hipster panties, both with delicate lace edges. She looked delectable.
“I don’t recognize them.”
She said something so quietly I didn’t hear.
“What was that?”
“Sonny bought them for me,” she said more clearly before slipping through the door to her closet.
“You told me he bought you a dress to wear, you didn’t say he also bought you underwear.”
“I might have forgot that part. We shopped together. He snuck into the change room to help me, too.”
When she stepped out of the closet, I was too stunned to pursue the point. She was super-hot in a tight black slinky thing with a slit up the side as high as possible.
“Help me with these?” she said in that small voice. She held up a pair of elegant peek-a-boo platforms studded with stones along the straps.
“You look incredible Tina,” I had to tell her.
“I feel pretty good too! It’s very exciting!”
She seemed to forget a moment about what she was excited about and who she was telling. “So what time do you think you’re getting back?”
“Really not sure,” she said checking herself in the mirror. She was perfect.
“Well how late does this thing go?”
“Sonny thought that since we were downtown already, we might go dancing after.”
“You’re going to go to a club?”
“We are downtown, right? I already told you I’ll tell you everything that happens, so what’s to worry about, right?” She stepped up and kissed me on the nose. She smelled like sex.
“He’s taking you to dinner in a limo, you’re wearing a dress and underwear he bought for you, you’re his plus 1 at some function, and then you’re going out clubbing with him after. I mean, how is this not a date, Tina?”
“I’m just having a little fun. Isn’t a girl allowed to have any fun?” She pouted at me playfully like she was planning a girls’ night out. But it was a date night out with a guy I didn’t even know.
“Well you’re coming home after the club, right?”
She just looked down.
“You’re not coming home?”
“You should see his hotel room. It’s incredible. There’s a hot tub in the room. On the balcony!”
“You already saw his hotel room?”
“Sort of. Just for a bit before we went to look at some properties the other day.”
“I didn’t know you were out with him again this week.”
“Yeah, uh-huh. Want me to tell you about that tomorrow too?” She was becoming bold with me. “It was hot,” she said in a breath close to my ear. “And I don’t just mean the water in the hot tub.” She squealed a little bit and licked my cheek with the tip of her tongue. She was becoming playful.
“You were in his hotel room.”
“Yes I was. A few times.” She stared at me until I looked away this time. She stepped close and cupped her palm over my crotch.
“You’re going back to his room later tonight too, aren’t you.”
She kept her eyes on mine as though to make sure I understood clearly. “I am. But I will tell you all about it. Is that going to be fine with you?” She slowly tightened her grip, squeezing my balls.
I felt my chest constrict and my legs become weak. “Do you think you’ll be coming home tonight at all?”
“No, I don’t think so,” she said more breathily. “I’ll try to call you or text you though, if I get a moment between things.” She rubbed my cock where it strained against the front of my jeans. She touched the tip of her tongue to the bottom of her top lip. She held her mouth open as a woman would who is about to swallow a cock.
“When were you planning on telling me you were going to be out overnight?”
“Later, on the phone. I didn’t think it would go over so well.” She looked down and squirmed her foot over to its ankle. There was a buzz on her phone and lights lit up our driveway. She pulled her hand from my cock. “I think he’s here. Wish me luck. I swear I’ll tell you all the details tomorrow,” she paused. “All of them, okay?” She pecked me on the cheek not waiting for my answer and patted the front of my pants and laughed and rushed out.
I watched her out the corner of the curtain I peeled back as she scurried over the driveway and climbed through the waiting open back door. I could hear her squeal when she climbed in, before I saw the tuxedoed arm of the guy reach out and shut the door behind her.
“I undressed for him in the hotel room,” she said. We were sitting at the counter again the next day, as promised. “But I left on my bra and panties, and the necklace and bracelets. And the anklet. And the belly necklace he gave me. And my shoes.”
“Where was he?”
“On the bed. And I climbed on the bed too. I knelt over his face and made him . . . “ she paused.
“Eat you out?”
“Yes. He did it through my panties. It was different.”
“And then?”
“And then, after he made me, you know . . . “
“He made you cum?”
“Yes. He always does. Several times.”
“Several times a night?”
“Several times a session. It’s not often at night — because . . . “
“Because of me.”
“Because of you, yes. I wasn’t sure how you’d be about me spending the night with him again.”
“You’ve been seeing him sometimes in the day?”
“Pretty much every day.”
“So he’s eating you out.”
“And then I sucked him. And then I, you know.”
“You fucked him?”
“I did.”
“You rode him?”
“Probably every position by the time he finished himself.”
“Inside you again?”
“Always inside me.”
She had been softly stroking my cock the whole time we were talking. When she said, “Always inside me,” she also kissed between my legs and took me gently into her mouth. She slowly bobbed on me and got so rhythmic on me, I came before I knew I was going to. She laughed and licked her hand and rushed off to the bathroom to wipe off her face and chest.
She came back and curled up in bed with me. “Next week, Wednesday I think, he would like to take me to New York with him. There’s a thing.”
“I don’t have a choice, do I.”
She tittered and stretched herself up to kiss me on the nose. “No you don’t,” she nearly squealed.
“There’s no thing, is there.”
“No, he just wants me in New York. He has a flat there too.”
“Of course he does. How’s the hunt going for the place around here, anyway?”
“Oh we found a place and closed on it a while ago.”
“How long in New York for?”
“Just three days.”
“Go then,” I said, waving my hand dismissively.
“Thank you for being so understanding. You’re the best husband ever!” she said and she fell asleep on my chest with a smile. 




My Wife was Played

I lifted my head as though my body was a silent, slow-motion elevator. I brought my eyes to level with the reflective top of the bar counter. Down two thickly carpeted steps in front of the bar was the small private lounge with the big black leather couch, coffee table, easy chairs, and big screens. Beyond the lounge was large, sliding glass windows, and beyond them was the hazy strobe-and-laser lit cavernous indoor stadium filled to capacity with the wild crowd rocking out to the famous band down on the middle of the floor belting out their hits.
You could feel the bass line as much as hear it. I lifted my eyes an inch higher. The couch gave a commanding view of the stage and the wild stadium crowd surrounding it on all sides and rising high into the rafters, without itself being visible, nestled in the dark and private luxury box high over everything below. It was exquisitely tasteful.
Dressed in commando boots and short black leather skirt with her new grey band t-shirt, was Brie, my wife, 31, a successful real estate agent out for her birthday present — her favorite band. She was on the couch and bopping her head and smiling painfully wide still caught dreamlike and disbelieving where she was and what she was doing. She looked sideways and grinned like someone filled with thoughts about getting away with absolutely everything tonight. Beside her was Johnny, my old college friend. I went into IT after our band broke up, but Johnny stayed with the music through thick and thin and now ran his own studio. He had come to know most of the big names on a first name basis just from traveling the same roads, and he was the connection that got me the top-end tickets in the private box for the biggest show that year.
Brie looked at him and laughed she was giddy from having so much unbelievable fun. She didn’t believe me when I said I scored tickets. She thought I was joking when I said they were for a luxury box. And when I told her last minute that I couldn’t make it, she looked like she was going to die.
“But no problem, babe,” I held her in my arms. “My friend Johnny got us these and he’s more than happy to take my place.”
“That old crazy friend of yours from college?”
She knew him as the source of all my most hilarious stories from misspent college days when he and I started up a local hit band. He was crazy, but he was also charming as hell with the ladies. He had that touch you could only admire when you know someone is from another league.
“He’s a great guy, you’ll love him,” I assured her. I knew she would love him because everybody loves Johnny. “Besides, he knows your band on a first name basis. He does a lot of production work for them — he has lots of stories to tell about them!”
She hemmed and hawed. She was normally a very shy and quiet lady who could turn on the professional charm for clients, but otherwise was not wildly outgoing. I finally convinced her to go with Johnny instead of me, but she was ambivalent about it. By the looks of things over the top of the bar counter in the very dark suite half way through the first set, she was warming up to Johnny very well.
“Justin says you know these guys personally?” She smiled at him and tapped her leg and swung her long hair around her face. They had to talk loud just to be heard.
“We hang out when they’re in town, sure — they like to cut tracks at my studio,” he nodded.
“That’s amazing!” she yelled. The music flowed so cleanly and clearly through the suite, it sounded like they were playing right in front of my wife and Johnny, like it was a personal show.
“You look like you want to dance,” he grinned to her and gestured to the floor in front of them.
“I don’t think so,” she smiled bashfully. She would never dance alone.
“Go on,” he nodded, “very private boxes, no one can see anything.” He put his own head down and grooved to the riff, shutting his eyes and getting into it.
Brie glanced at him and out to the stage below and back to him. She enjoyed watching him get into it. I could tell she wanted to dance, but she remained too nervous to try.
Johnny knew what to do. He got up, leaned through the open window checking out the wild bacchanalian scene spread out all around them below, and then began dancing on the spot. He turned around and I ducked. I crawled to the edge of the bar and peeked around the side.
“Come on, let’s dance!” he shouted.
Brie shook her head but smiled even more broadly, even more nervously. “I don’t know.”
“Come on!” he insisted, motioning with his hands and shutting his eyes and blissing out. He made himself look silly on purpose.
Brie pursed her lips and shrugged to herself. She pushed herself up and began to move on the spot right in front of where she had been sitting on the couch. She could dance really well, but alone? In a dark private space? With a virtual stranger? She was reticent.
Johnny smiled at her and turned around to face the window and the stadium and the brightly lit stage and carried right on dancing with himself in front of the window, ignoring her. It was just what she needed. She started to swing her head and her hips and in a minute she was dancing as wildly as him. She sat down and hurriedly peeled off her heavy boots and socks and got up to dance more wildly yet, now in her bare feet on the lush carpet.
“Yeah!” Johnny nodded at her and stepped back to keep dancing and to admire her.
Brie isn’t much for standing out, and being watched isn’t her favorite thing. But she let him watch her, even if she contained herself and blushed and grinned and covered her face with her hands and squealed. She was feeling free and good. It was perfect. It was what I wanted, what I planned it all for. I wanted her to have a night out of body.
“Yeah,” Johnny said again wildly nodding, and he moved over in front of her. He had a way with audiences like that back in the college band days too — he made everybody on the dance floor feel like they were rockstars with him on the stage. He let his eyes roam freely over her body, and rather than pull away or stop moving so much, as I expected her to, and as she always would do previously, instead this time she seemed to enjoy being watched. “Over here, look,” he shouted, and he put his hand around her waist and danced her to the big window. He placed her beside him facing out and showed her — nobody could see them up there. “You can do what you want,” he smiled evilly at her.
She snorted and looked at him when he closed his eyes again and danced like a mad man. I could tell it was working. He was making her believe.
He raised his hands high and snapped his fingers and jutted his hips at the massive crowd below. Brie laughed at him, but she also looked down too and scanned the huge crowd as though to check for herself that no one was able to see them up there. “It feels weird, seeing them all down there, and no one seeing us.”
“It feels liberating!” Johnny shouted back at her.
“Yeah,” she agreed. “I love it!” she blurted out at him and she smiled hard. I raised myself above the bar counter. If they came toward me, I had an easy escape inside the cupboard below the bar — I had already tested it. I was safe too, spying unseen on my wife as she spied unseen on 45,000 delirious fans.
Brie began to loosen up. She looked over at Johnny who was vibrating in a state of bliss and realized she could let herself go there too. She raised her arms over her head and began to swivel on her hips in front of the big open windows.
“Feels good, doesn’t it,” Johnny said close to her ear.
She only nodded and closed her eyes and smiled. She also began to move a lot more — and she bumped her hip with Johnny. He looked back at her to make sure it wasn’t an accident. It wasn’t and he bumped her back. She laughed and began to squat down and raise herself back up, turning her back to him and bumping him repeatedly.
I marveled at how she was letting loose. The music, the luxury box, the privacy of it in such a public space, it was all starting to get to her. Johnny slipped behind her and put his hands on her waist. She glanced at him as though to check that he was aware of what he was doing, but she didn’t push his hands off. Instead, she turned forward again and faced the crowd with Johnny dancing behind her, holding her, and bumping into her rhythmically.
My wife is not exhibitionist in any way. She’s also not a cheater. But we had been having conversations lately about social constrictions, about the lost freedoms of youth, and about sexuality — sexual expression.
“Imagine there was a place, like an island, or a time, like a leap day or something, where you could do what you wanted with absolutely no repercussions or having to explain yourself,” I said to her in bed one night after we’d had a particularly rambunctious session.
“I think of that too,” she said.
“We could give each other that,” I grinned.
We didn’t take the conversation any further that night. But seeds were planted. She raised her arms over her head and started squatting down with her dancing again, pushing her tight ass in that delicious black leather short skirt out and back against Johnny. He looked down and started to grip her hips and crash his hips lazily into her ass. She didn’t pull away and she didn’t act scandalized. She only twisted around to see him over her shoulder through her strands of wildly flying long hair, and to smile at him. She was enjoying herself. She even pressed back harder against his whole body. I was beginning to see that she could get like this, that she was getting like this.
I wanted her to have fun. I planned it all out so that her and I were going to the show until the last minute when I would pretend to get called out on an emergency IT job. It happened to me a lot, so it was no surprise to her. She was nervous about going alone, but I drove her to the show and assured her Johnny was a great guy.
“He’ll look after you,” I assured her.
“Isn’t he the guy that got you in so much trouble back in the day?” she grinned skeptically.
“He’s the nicest guy I know — he just likes having fun, that’s all.” I nodded. “Nothing is ever serious with Johnny. He’s like my outlet.”
She thought about it for a second before pulling her door open. We were parked right beside the stadium, adjacent to the private box special entrance. “What if he tries something?”
I laughed. But then I said, “Maybe this is a leap day.”
She paused half-way out the door. “What do you mean by that?”
“I want you to have fun at the show.”
She squinted at me with a grin. “Like fun, fun?”
“Whatever,” I laughed. “Go. No consequences!” I shouted as she shut the door. She looked over her shoulder at me as she entered the row of people going in. She had a thoughtful look on her face.
I got a text a little later, before the show started. “The luxury box is unreal — you didn’t tell me it was the top luxury box!”
“Johnny knows people,” I replied.
“He’s really nice — he’s looking after me very well.”
“Have a great show!”
“Are you sure about what you said?”she wrote.
Brie’s idea of letting loose was dancing.Maybe it was having an extra drink beyond the two she planned on. Perhaps it could even be at the most dancing with Johnny. I had no worries. I wanted her to have as much fun as she could generate. When I saw her dancing with him, laughing, even playing around flirtatiously with him, I smiled. I wanted her to get free, I wanted her to have some of that youth back again like we talked about, and not worry about getting caught or facing consequences. I only snuck back into the suite to witness it, to enjoy her freedom and re-captured youth vicariously through her. I wanted to feel what she felt when she was at her freest. I loved her — I wanted her to experience all that life offered.
I guess I didn’t really know what she was asking, though, when she asked if I was sure about what I said. I guess I didn’t really know my wife nearly as well as I thought I did. But what I also have to admit is, I didn’t know myself as well as I thought I did either. Because I would have thought that what happened next would be something I would stop, that it would be something I would get angry about, or at least, feel betrayed about. But instead, I was overcome with other feelings that were nothing like that.
The best I can describe it as, is that I achieved what I really wanted: I was feeling Brie’s feelings vicariously through her. All of them, as though I was directly wired to her. It was exhilarating as much as it was disorienting to stare at her, convinced that those strange feelings coursing through your body — and it really was the body way more than the mind — were really and truly those of Brie who I was staring at. It felt like an unexpected and unnerving sense of telepathy I was having with her.
But there was more. She began doing things that were unlike her and the look on her face was that of a person who had connected herself to someone else’s will the same way I had connected to her emotions. And it was my will she was connected to. Anything it seemed that I thought, in that way that thoughts are sometimes not controlled, seemed to translate instantly into her actions. Her expression was the same as mine: what is this strange trip I am on? We had switched bodies and minds, it seemed, and I had inherited the sensations of her body, while she entertained the thoughts and urges of my mind.
She puffed air out her nose in apparent disbelief at herself as she placed her own hands on her hips and spread her legs apart. She faced the crowed outside even as she began to rub her hands around her hips and then slowly, teasingly, lift the edge of her skirt up her legs. My controlling mind didn’t want it, but my uncontrolled mind kept pushing for more. I couldn’t stop myself. I caused her to lift her skirt higher up her thighs, even as Johnny’s hands moved from her waist down over her hips and onto her now exposed upper thighs. The music beat on and the delirium set in deeper.
She let him touch her. She moved her hands over top of his hands even as her hips swayed to the tunes and her head flowed side to side. She reached up and gripped the top of the open window frame and moved deliciously against Johnny. She rotated her hips and crashed and banged into him behind her. It was like she was becoming possessed by someone else, and I knew who that someone else was. It was me.
I was alarmed when Johnny unbuttoned the side button at the low hip of her black leather skirt and I was overcome with fear when he started to ease the tiny zipper down over her hip. But she only danced and swayed and rotated as though oblivious to what he was doing to her. But she did know. When her skirt was loose, she wriggled and she laughed and she shook until the skirt fell down her long legs and crumpled at the floor around her ankles.
She rolled her head over her shoulder and grinned devilishly at him. She was in only her t-shirt and white panties. She whipped her hair over her face and she looked down over his body and grimaced. She was expressing sexuality alright, she was oozing it. I had never seen her like this, but what was more powerful to me was what I felt. Every thrust of her hips I was jolted in mine, every grit of her teeth I felt my body shiver.
She backed up against him and reached around behind her ass. I didn’t need to see what she was doing, I could feel it. She was massaging the front of his pants where he had been rubbing himself hard against her ass. The loud, clear, beautiful and rhythmic music shook and stirred the place and the lights blinked and flowed through the spectrum across their bodies. The bass line was unrelenting and the vocals were invasive. When my wife’s hands crept up behind herself to push Johny’s t-shirt up his chest, I could feel it in my groin, the overpowering urges. When her nimble fingers deftly undid his jeans and when she turned around inside his hands to squat down in front of him, facing him, pulling his jeans down his body with hers, I could have screamed, I could have died.
But she didn’t relent. She didn’t stop. She pulled his shorts down too. She wiggled and swayed against him and though I couldn’t see well in the dark of the suite against the blasting lights of the stage, I knew she was doing things to him. Her hair moved in waves. Her hands wrapped around his ass and her fingernails dug into his flesh. My wife slowly rose against him, kissing his skin, flashing her silken hair against him and dragging the front of her body up along his skin. She stood up to him facing him and putting her back to the crowd. I wasn’t mad, I wasn’t betrayed, I wasn’t confused or hurt. I was only feeling what she was feeling. She filled me entirely with pure unadulterated lust.
My wife began to kiss him, hard and sloppy and urgently. She reached between their bodies and tugged her t-shirt up over her head. She tossed it aside and pressed her body, now only dressed in white bra and panties, against him. Still they danced, and still she swayed and rotated and swooned and blissed on him. He moved his hands all over her body. She didn’t care or worry or stop him in any way.
I was losing my mind in a very literal sense. I tried to remind myself in a distant, nearly silent voice, that this was not what I meant. I tried to hear like it was a voice across a vast plain my own voice telling me, a man is feeling up your nearly naked wife, she is touching him, she is sucking his cock, you are supposed to be angry, you are supposed to be hurt. But that voice drifted in and out as though a wind carried it away. The music came back and filled my mind instead. The ecstasy was too much and my knees buckled so bad I needed to lean over the bar counter. I was barely able to breathe.
Through the dark of the private luxury suite with the lasers and flashes and beams and floods in the background, the incessant and insistent beat, the psychic gas of a blissed-out full house, my wife pressing against Johnny, dancing on him, moving her body against his, I saw her reach behind her back and unclasp her bra. She continued to kiss him randomly, to push her body and dance against him, to let her hands roam everywhere she wanted them to, even as the straps of her bra fell down her arms. She pulled away and she smiled sweetly at him, both of them unable to talk anymore the music was so clear and clean and loud, and she squeezed her arms together and let her bra fall off.
Johnny squeezed my wife’s breasts and she grasped his hands under hers not to stop him but to encourage him, to squeeze him squeezing her. She spread her legs and raised herself on her toes and smashed her hips against his. I could see his huge erection between them, poking her stomach, rubbing between her legs. She was losing herself against him. When he tucked his thumbs into the waist of her panties, I thought no, but she thought yes. She stepped daintily out of them holding his back for her balance as he deftly slipped her panties off her feet.
She draped her arms around his neck and kissed him more passionately yet. They were both now completely naked. Standing against each other, she undulated, she squirmed, and she rolled her head back and grinned at him. She appeared on her face to be a million miles away. When he wrapped his arms around her waist, she rolled back so far she could see the stadium upside down and her long hair hung out the open window. Johnny held her strongly in his hands as she bent nearly ninety degrees away from him. He used his fingernails to stroke her body from her breasts down her stomach and to the top of her abdomen. Though he was so close to touching her there, Brie only spread her arms out to her sides as wide as she could.
It was like watching an alternate world through a hazy portal. Brie turned around looking like a sexual animal possessed with a wildness shot in her veins. She stepped on her toes and pressed her bending fingers into Johnny’s chest, pushing him backward in front of her. She shot her head forward so her hair snapped over her face. She grinned at him like a woman with ideas.
I’d known Johnny for years and I’d never seen him physically, mentally (in the field of sound and music at least), or emotionally, back-footed by anyone. I saw him stagger backward unprepared for what had been let loose inside my wife. Stepping toward him, pushing him, grinning maniacally and totally naked with the loud music, the lights, and the elation filling the place, my wife struck me with an awe to a degree that buckled my knees.
He backed up against the front edge of the couch and fell down backward onto it, slumped down, staring up nearly frightened looking. My wife, like an unleashed beast, used her fingers to balance herself on his shoulders and stepped up onto the edge of the couch between his parted knees. She reached for the back of the couch behind his head and she pulled her hair up out of her face to see down. She didn’t seem to need to ask him or to check on his feelings about it. She just bent her knees into the back cushions beside his shoulders and slowly brought her pelvis down to his face.
She curled her spine and jutted her abdomen. Johnny looked bested for the first time ever. He looked amazed, stunned. My wife looked boiling hot. She dragged her bare pussy up his face and down again, she rotated her hips and wiped her pussy across his mouth. She snickered and she grunted and she bent her knees further. She pushed her hands into his hair, gripped his head, and shoved herself against his mouth.
I could tell in the dim lighting looking slightly from the side that Johnny was eating my wife out. She threw her head back and she pushed her hand through her hair. With her other hand she cradled the back of his head and guided him against her. Whatever he was doing with his tongue — and I knew it was good from the memory of the moans he sent up from his bedroom whenever he had a visitor overnight back in college — made her shake and quake and curl and uncurl her body. She moaned loudly, loud enough I could hear her over the pounding tunes.
Brie was normally unrelaxed about being eaten out. She loved it, but she didn’t ask for it, she didn’t demand it. She was ashamed, I think, most of the time, or at least shy about it. With Johnny in the other world of the luxury suite, she was demandful, she was forceful, and when she began to pant and moan and whimper and cry in rhythm with the music, I knew what was coming.
She usually didn’t come at all, if truth be told. When she did come, it wasn’t quick and it usually took a few slow and light sessions to get there. Even then, conditions had to be nearly perfect — no distracting noises, no lights, no questions, to change to the pattern once it was found. She would slowly rise and then, if and when she crested, it was a long moment of breathlessness and clutching. Only then did a few of those experiences end with her crashing over and crying out and then smiling and curling around me for having got her there. It was hard for her to orgasm.
Not that day. It was neither long in coming nor slow in creeping up on her. It was fast and hard and loud and unmistakable. She grabbed his head of hair in both hands and like someone smashing a pumpkin with their thighs, and she rammed herself against his face. When she came, she hollered so loud I was sure those next door would hear her over the music even. She rattled so violently for a second I was sure she was having some sort of seizure. When she expended herself, she flopped down languidly half over him and half over the couch, all her limbs floating loosely like she was made of cloth.
She laid her legs over him messily and her hair covered her face. She bit her finger and she grinned and she moaned and she laughed. Never had I ever seen Brie appear so utterly sexually satisfied. Never had I seen any woman real or on film so satisfied looking in her body and her facial expression. It was enough to make me nearly fall apart. I had no jealousy. I only had joy from witnessing it, and ecstasy from experiencing it through her. I felt like I too had an orgasm of the most exquisite kind.
Still the music pounded. Still the lights swirled. My wife laid loosely over the couch playing with his erect cock in her feet. “Why don’t you want to fuck me?” she joked at him. When he looked over, she turned her body and raised herself on her knees, draping her arms over the arm of the couch and turning her head to see him over her shoulder. She wiggled her ass at him to invite him.
I gripped the edge of the bar counter. It was already far more than I was prepared for.  I didn’t mean for her to get totally naked with the guy — I couldn’t have imagined she ever would, she doesn’t even do that at home in a room that isn’t the bedroom, she would never, I thought, do that in a stadium luxury suite during a concert. I also never imagined there would be anything more than dancing together, maybe at the outside, a little necking. She’d laugh with embarrassment and shake her head and then maybe kiss once more.
But this? Getting totally naked? Sucking his cock? Pushing his face into her groin? Having an orgasm on his tongue? And now? Pushing her ass up and her chest down and wiggling her sopping, dripping pussy in his face, inviting him to fuck her from behind? I wiped my eyes I could not believe that was Brie, my Brie. What had I turned her into?
Johnny of course was under my instructions to “give my wife a good time.” I didn’t specify what “a good time” entailed, or more to the point, what he should not do. I didn’t worry — I didn’t think things would go anywhere that far. He looked at her and she smiled sweetly. He got up on his knees and a new song started up to the roar of approval of the tens of thousands within ear shot outside the open suite window. If I didn’t want my wife to fuck another man, now was my chance to step up, come around the bar, and cough, clap my hands, call her name, something to make things stop.
But I didn’t. Me? In my own mind? I was crying out loud, “No!” But it was as in a dream when you can’t find your voice. But that part of me was drowned out anyway. A different part, a part that was melded with my wife’s body, that felt her lust in its bones and experienced her lubrication, her quaking, her want, cried out just as loud, but it was all “Yes!”
Johnny placed his hands on my wife’s hips and she grinned up at him before turning her face to the couch arm and arching her back harder. My heart was palpitating and my throat was dry. My eyes were melting and my bones were becoming jelly. I could barely stand. I watched barely able to suck in a breath as my wife’s shoulder ducked down. I saw her long painted fingernails emerge from between her legs.
She grasped the head of his cock in her straight fingers and thumb and pushed down the length of his shaft. She waved her ass with the beat of the music. She spread her legs further and arched her ass up higher. I could see her pussy wet and hanging. She curled her fingers around his cock and stroked him where he rose behind her. I was breathless, my mouth hung open, and blood fell from my head. I gripped the counter and my knees fell away over my rubber ankles.
When she steered the head of his cock to the lips of her pussy, I could feel it. She drew him all over herself. It was sloppy and messy. She gaped open and his cock arched hard like curved steel. I saw her face from the side. Her eyes were lightly closed, her head was pulled back, and her mouth was loosely hung open. Her expression alone was pornographic. My nostrils filled with the smell of her sex. She moved her body back a bit and captured the head of his cock with the lips of her pussy. Johnny rolled his head back and gripped the skin of her hips harder. She let go of his cock, wrapped both hands with white knuckles around the arm of the couch, and she pressed her body backward against him.
My lungs drained and my eyes shut. My wife pushed against the arm of the couch and ground her hips backward hard into his. Over the pounding music I could hear Brie cry out. Johnny’s head rolled further back and I could hear him shout “Fuck!” to the low ceiling. Brie stretched her arms out in front of her and shook her head downward. She began to rock against him, pushing and pulling and pushing and pulling, absorbing his enormous cock inside her pussy over and over again. When he began to retune the energy, to start pumping himself against her ass in time with her own rhythm, the feet of the couch rubbed the carpet below he jolted her body hard with his hips smashing her ass.
It was Brie who changed positions, pulling her legs up and laughing and squealing and completely loving her night off from herself. She pushed him — there was no talking, the music was too loud. He sat up and she delicately brought her knees down on either side of his hips with her back facing him. She tucked her feet into the cushions and she reached down and gripped his ankles where they stretched out over the coffee table. She rotated her ass in his face again and she turned toward the crowd out the window.
As one of her most favorite songs began to float through the suite windows, she groaned loud enough for half of them to hear. She found his cock with her pussy and sank herself down onto him reverse cowgirl style. It didn’t take long. She began to buck on him with force and abandon. She moved fast and jerkily. I could hear her cry out and I could see Johnny’s cum gush from deep inside her pussy. Still she fucked him until her whole body seized and she shot up and curved back and together they squeezed her breasts.
She laughed sitting beside him on the couch with her panties back on. They came together to the kitchenette and I stole into the cupboard. I could hear them kiss and fondle and laugh and then I could see through the gap in the doors I was hiding behind, her feet dangling. She was sitting on the counter directly over my head. And then I saw Johny’s legs between her feet. I could hear the sound. They were fucking again, right over me.
I picked her up at the place we agreed when the show was over, when she called me to get her.
“Good time?” I asked when she bounded into the car.
She looked at me sheepishly with a very nasty grin.
“What?”
“You know what!” she smirked.
“Tell me.”
“I will. Everything. But I have a feeling you already kind of know.”
She didn’t know how just much I already really did know. But when my birthday came around, she asked me if maybe she could have her girlfriend over.
“She’s a lot like your friend Johnny,” she grinned. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pushed her mouth against my ear. “But I’m not going anywhere all night long.” She bit me and she squealed and darted away, laughing at my confused expression. 




My Wife’s Fantasy is My Own Brother

I pressed my shoulder blades hard into the wall of the old staircase and crossed over my feet like a skater silently down each threadbare step of my parent’s old house stealthily as a burglar. I turned my head completely sideways so my cheek skidded on the cold yellowed paint. When I got to the corner, I inhaled deeply and held my breath.
They were on the couch, our old, huge, lumpy, and tired couch, the one Brent and I grew up on watching Saturday morning cartoons. Now he was 36 and single again, and I was 32, as was my wife, Ash. She was tittering nervously and not doing a very good job of hiding how aroused he made her feel — had always made her, as I had learned. She was certainly dressed for him though, I was sure of that. She took forever to get ready in the morning before settling on an oversized sand-tone off-one-shoulder sweater that came over her hands, a white floral camisole visible beneath, severely torn and tight jeans, and casual white weekend tennis shoes. She was the model of exquisite casual chic, always looking just pulled together, but perfectly so.
She wore her coffee-brown hair up but left strands falling down around her face. Her lips and nails were both painted matte flesh tone pink. Want to know why I think she was thinking about Brent when we were getting ready that morning? She did her eyes in dark, thick liner with copper shadow. She made her face up like a bride, a bride on her way to a very different kind of consummation.
She told me during one of our rare bare-our-souls nights after a few glasses of sparkling white that she always “had the hots” for my brother. She also told me she always wanted to do it in my old bedroom that we shared back in the day. She said in that bedroom with me, but I believe she was thinking of him. She scrunched down and stretched her sweater over her pulled-up knees and grinned like she was unable to stop imagining it, too.
“I always wondered,” she squealed, her face flooding with red. “I was interested in him before I knew you,” she told me. “He was older, but you were in my class, so I got to know you to get close to him. But then,” she said, straightening, leaning over me on her hands and knees and kissing me, pushing her leg over my lap and lowering herself over me, taking me inside her deeply and slowly on the couch already wetter than a hot tub, “I fell in love with you instead” she groaned under her breath against my ear. “Didn’t I,” she gasped when she lifted back up.
“You better not,” she said to him now, slapping at his hand where he was tucking a strand of her hair behind her ear from where he sat beside her.
“How do you even know what I was thinking?” He played innocent as usual.
She looked at him and leaned away with a deep frown. “How do I know what you’re thinking?” She squinted at him and shook her head. “What did you say your name was again?”
“Maybe I’ve changed,” he said.
“Don’t think so, but nice try.” She tucked her hands, clasped together, between her knees. They sat down to take a break after coming back with the fixings for a bar-b-que that evening.
“Oh my god, the old couch is still here!” she said when they traipsed together through the living room to the kitchen weighed down with their shopping. The food was still on the counter, she just had to jump on the old couch and feel how it felt one more time. “Yep,” she said, “I think I even remember this lump!” she laughed.
“Is that when you were on your back with Doug going at you?”
“Don’t be so crude,” she rolled her eyes. “But maybe,” she smirked.
“I think you guys did it a lot right here, didn’t you.”
“Not saying,” she crossed her arms over her chest and draped one leg over the other. “A girl never tells, don’t you know that by now?” She smiled over her bare shoulder at him and half-lidded her eyes and caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth.
“Let’s just say I wasn’t actually guessing.” He nodded knowingly.
“What are you implying?” She gave him a drop-mouth look of scandal.
“Just, I don’t have to think, I know.”
“And just how would an older brother know what a younger brother might or might not be doing on the living room couch in a supposedly empty house?”
“Give you one guess.”
“No-one was home, I ought to know!” she squealed nervously and mock-punched his shoulder. “You lie!”
“You think no one was home,” he nodded at her with his eyebrows raised.
“You lie!”
“Right here,” he said, tapping the couch cushion between them.
“So you like to imagine, I’m sure.”
“You got me there, I also imagined it. A lot of times. Only not with him banging your luscious body.”
“Oh no?” she turned on her mock innocent charm again. “Who then?” she asked, but her voice cracked.
“One guess.”
“I don’t like guessing.”
“I hardly think you really need to.”
“You did not, you’re just teasing me now.”
“I would never tease you like that. Scout’s honor, I did.”
She looked at him and shook her head like she had enough of him and his lies. “Maybe you’re not the only one, okay?”
Brent recoiled. “Ohhh. Do tell.”
“I’ve said too much already,” she laughed, but it was forced.
“Tell me,” he said with a big smirk.
“Nuh-uh.”
He reached to her arm and took her wrist in both of his hands like he was ready to give her a snakebite.
“You don’t scare me,” she grinned at him.
“You tell me and I tell you.”
“Okay, so what if we did?”
“Right here?”
“Right here, yes,” she bit her lip. “Why not?”
“Him on top or you on top?”
“That’s a little personal don’t you think? Anyway, if you watched, you would know.”
“Just seeing how honest you’re going to be.”
“What about?”
“Did you imagine doing it with me on the couch?”
She kicked her leg rapidly and bit on her tongue. He still held her wrist, and she allowed him. “Always with the one-track mind.”
“Did you?” he turned half away from her and made to start twisting the skin of her arm.
“What do you think?”
“You did.”
“And did you watch me do it with Doug?”
“What do you think?” he said back to her.
“You did,” she breathed more than said and then cleared her throat — she wasn’t intending to sound so intimate.
“Did you want it to be you I was riding that hard on the couch?” She was good at teasing him back, I thought.
“Not on the couch,” he said.
She puffed air out her nose disbelievingly and looked away, rolling her eyes. “I guess I’m supposed to ask you where now.”
“Up in our bedroom,” he said.
She grinned and bit her tongue and held back what she was going to say. Her foot began to dangle rapidly all over again and her face reddened. “How long did Doug say he was going to be out with your mom and dad?” she laughed. It was meant to sound like a rhetorical question.
“All afternoon. At least till 5.”
“Anyway,” she said, “we should put the food away.”
“On my bed up there.”
“Is that right,” she stated flatly.
“You on top.”
“Uh-huh? And you have discussed this with Doug I presume?”
“What do you think?”
“Is it still the same up there?” I thought it was interesting that she was asking about it. She wasn’t flatly denying him with the vigor I imagined she would. And she also had us, didn’t she, asking him if he discussed it all with me. Brent did well to let that pass unnoticed.
“Who knows, maybe we should go look.”
“Nice try.”
“What’s the harm in looking? You spent a lot of time up there too.”
“Yeah, but we never did it up there.”
“How come?” he said, pushing up to his feet and extending his hand down to her.
She reached for his hand casually, as though without thinking. “This couch was always so hard to get out of!” she groaned and laughed.
“Especially when you’re all shagged out.”
“Stop it,” she said in a quiet voice standing up beside him. “Let’s go put food away.”
“Then we go up and look?”
She sighed and heaved her shoulders. “Do you promise not to touch?” They kept holding hands. I could see her thumb rub the back of his hand, and not slowly or lightly either.
“What happens in the bedroom . . . . “ he said and she laughed a little too hard I thought.
“Put stuff away first, or someone’s going to be asking questions,” she said in a near whisper.
I peaked further around the corner and saw him helping her, handing her things, laughing with her, and even hip-checking her. Ash was enjoying herself a lot.
When they turned to the hallway and the stairs halfway down the wall, I slipped quietly back up.
“Just for a bit then,” she said to Brent.
I stopped at the top before slipping around because I didn’t hear anything for a few moments. I craned my neck and tuned my hearing hard. There was the sound of wet lip-smacking and nothing else for a whole minute.
Finally, I heard Ash whisper, “I said no touching!” But also I heard her giggle.
“It’s not, it’s just kissing.”
“As if,” she said. Then they went silent again, except for those wet sounds.
“I dreamed of that a long time,” I finally heard his voice.
“Me too,” I heard her say so slightly in such a deep breathy whisper, I wasn’t completely sure. “And that is definitely touching.”
“You’re not stopping me though.”
“I expect you to stop yourself.”
“Do you though?”
I saw the shadows of their bodies hit the lower steps and I pulled back from the top and tip-toed to our old bedroom door. On the right wall was a half-size door and behind that was a sloping triangular unfinished crawlspace beneath the roof. You had to be careful about the nail ends poking through between the rafters from the shingles above.
I gently eased the door closed kneeling on two old paperbacks and I carefully released the knob to let it rotate back. But I left it open a half-inch. The light was off inside and there was no way to see — I had already tested that.
Brent and Ash came into the bedroom together, still holding hands.
She gasped in a whisper. “Oh my god, it’s exactly the same.”
“Just like it was, isn’t it,” Brent said.
She let go of his hand and skipped over to my old bed and flopped down on her back on it. Brent sat on the edge and began to lift his legs up. “No!” she squealed with alarm. She laughed nervously again.
“What’s the matter? No touching, I promise.”
“Not here,” she shook her head.
“You don’t have to whisper, nobody’s home.”
“I’ll whisper if I want to!” she grinned at him.
“I thought you wanted to.”
“Not here.”
“What? Where?”
“Over there,” she said so softly neither Brent nor I seemed to hear her. “Your bed,” she clarified. He looked at her and she curled her lips in between her teeth with guilt filling her veins.
“My bed?”
“Just to lie down. Just for a moment. And don’t you try anything.”
“You know me, I wouldn’t do anything.”
“That’s the problem, I know you too well.”
Brent crossed the floor and laid down on his bed with his arms crossed on the lone pillow and his head resting on his arms.
Ash stood at the side of his bed looking down at him.
“Climb aboard,” he said, “we’ll be cursing at an altitude of 35,000 feet . . . “
“Stop it,” she huffed.
“What’s the matter?”
“I’m married to your brother is the matter,” she bulged her eyes out at him.
“Everybody has secrets. Are you telling me there aren’t any secrets at all you keep from him?”
“Nothing like this,” she said, but she also sat on the edge.
“Nothing is going to happen,”
“Yeah right,” she spun around and looked down at his body stretched out so languidly on the bed, his heels hung over the bottom edge. “Barely fits you anymore.”
“Come lay beside me,” he said. He placed his hand on her back.
“No, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”
“Just for a minute.”
“And a minute will turn to ten and ten to 30 and then you’re going to start kissing me again.”
“I think you kissed me down there.”
“Oh you think so, do you?” she shook her head at him accusingly as she lifted her legs up and dropped down sideways onto the bed. Her head came down onto his elbow. He adjusted and she ended up with her face lying on his chest. Her hand at first fluttered without knowing where to go, before landing like a fallen leaf across his stomach.
“You promise to never say a word?”
“About what?”
She arched her back and stretched her neck to bring her mouth up to his and she kissed him again, longer than even in the hallway. She finally pulled away from him and nestled her head again into his chest. “That,” she said perfunctorily.
“Well if we’re going to be keeping secrets, might as well make it something worthy of being kept secret.”
“See? You’re never going to be satisfied.”
“Just saying,” he smirked.
“I know what you want.”
“What’s that?”
“Yeah right, like I’m going to say it.”
“What do you want? Let's start with that then.”
She huffed and rocked her head on his chest. “To go downstairs, have a nice drink, wait for Doug and think clean thoughts.”
He snickered and she rolled over so her face came up against the side of his. “What?” she grinned.
“Think clean thoughts, as if that’s even possible.”
“Oh come on,” she said. “You can resist can’t you?” Then she did something that made me push my face nearly through the crack in the tiny half door. She pushed her hand from his stomach down over his abdomen and over the lump in his pants that she cupped gently.
“There’s that other old lump you remember,” he said.
She laughed and squeezed him. “Thinking nasty thoughts are we?”
“About the Queen, my mother, and war and pestilence.”
“Ew,” she said. She also stretched her neck up and kissed him again, longer yet. Finally, she came off of him. “Don’t get any dumb ideas, but I’m dying in the heat up here, do they have the heater on full blast all the time?” She sat up and reached over the front of her body and pulled the bottom of her sweater half up before stopping.
“You can handle this right?”
“Scout’s honor,” he said.
“That’s what I was afraid of. Anyway, apparently, it's nothing you haven’t seen before, so,” she said, and she pulled the sweater the rest of the way up over her head before leaning carefully back down in her blinding white camisole.
“I’m sure your jeans are feeling too tight too, aren’t they.”
“Shush you.”
“Do you know how many nights I laid in this bed thinking of how to get your pants off?”
She laughed. She also moved her hand off his groin, but only, I was amazed to notice, to push up his sweater to reveal his stomach, still an impressively ridged six-pack, and then slipping the tips of her fingers under the waist of his jeans.
“If you are able to restrain yourself, maybe I can help you with that.” She slipped her hand further inside his pants. My heart was pounding and my gut twisted. I could see in the slanting late afternoon sunlight the crotch of my brother’s pants bounding and stretching. She was massaging him under his jeans.
“We might have to tie me down.”
“You’d just love that, wouldn’t you,” she said. She rolled onto her back tight beside him and lifted her hips from the bed. She undid the buckle and began twisting and contorting to work her jeans off her wriggling hips. She kicked and stretched until, inside out completely, they finally fell from her feet at the base of my brother’s bed.
She rolled on her side against him dressed in only her white floral lace camisole. “You know,” she said to him, kissing him between words, “a girl can start to feel awfully lonely if she’s the only one exposed to the elements.” She laughed when he jerked up and frantically tore his sweater off his head and tugged his jeans off his legs.
She covered her face with her hands and squealed. My brother used his knee to press her legs slightly apart and he lowered himself on his elbows and knees over top of where she laid on his pillow.
“No!” she cried out, but she was also smiling deeply and blushing. My brother reached down between them and grasped the waist of his boxers and, balancing himself over top of her, he tugged those down his legs too, and used his toes to push them the rest of the way off.
Ash squealed again. “No we can’t!” she cried. He leaned over her and kissed her. She turned her face away from him one way and the other. “This is wrong.” But she also spread her legs wider for him the lower he came. When he held her face still with his hand firmly on her chin, she moaned her resistance but she also lifted her legs, at first tentatively, but then fully, and she settled her hips widely and brought her heels down into the small of his back and locked her ankles together, pressing my brother’s fully raging erection into the thin light fabric she was left wearing over her pussy.
“Promise me,” I could hear her whisper close into his ear where she held his head over her own face.
“I promise,” he said to her, and she sighed, she gasped, and she moaned. I watched as my wife’s back arched under my brother, and as she pressed her hand down between their close bodies, and undid the tiny snap in the crotch of her camisole. He remained on his elbows and knees, lifting up just enough for her to tug and struggle until she pulled her camisole up her body and over her head and off. She spread her hair under her head in a fan over the pillow.
“Be gentle?” she whispered up to his face closely hovering over hers.
“You too,” he said, and she squealed with laughter, she lifted her chest up to him, and she exhaled in a low, guttural groan. I pushed my face out the crack of the door a few feet away. I saw the face of my wife thrash over the pillow, I saw her smile deeply with her eyes closed, and I heard her inhale sharply and in slight pain, as though she were being ever so slowly stabbed.
“There’s the weekend coming up,” Brent said, rolling his tongue in his cheek and lifting his eyes at me sideways.
“This is fucked,” I shook my head looking down hard at the bar. The game flashed all around us on 18 different screens and the place was filled with guys cheering and yelling.
“I’m down with it, you decide,” he said, sucking back his beer and turning the game above us.
I watched another minute before taking my bottle, staring at it, and then clinking it against his. “The weekend.”
I told him about what Ash told me — how she crushed on him and only hooked up with me at first to get closer to him. He laughed. “Too young for me.”
“Too young then,” I shrugged. “Means less now.”
We both drank. “Fucking fantasies, eh?” he said. “Harmless. Usually.”
“Usually,” I agreed. “But you probably have to live them out to finally be done with them, or at least finding out how real they are.”
“Can you imagine if your sweet little Ash one day said, ‘Doug buddy, pal, free pass. Any fantasy, any girl, one night. No consequences, free pass.’ Would you take it?”
“Of course I’d take it,” I laughed hard.
“Fucking A, right?”
“In a second,” I say. “That what happened to you and Claire?” Claire was his wife. He didn’t mind joking about his divorce, he usually started it.
“Maybe if she did, we might have worked it out.”
“Would you have given her the free pass?”
He thought about it seriously for a long while. “That’s a good question,” he turned to me. “What about you? Would you give Ash her fantasy?”
“As fucking if, after I just told you you’re one of her fantasies.”
He laughed but he stopped. “One? What’s her other fantasy?”
“You won’t believe it.”
“Try me.”
“Our old bedroom.”
“No shit.”
“Shit you not.”
“Dude,” he said. “This is getting a little too close for comfort. She fantasizes about me, and about our bedroom. She say which bed?”
“No,” I said, running the same thought through my head. If anyone had a fantasy that could be delivered, it was her. My brother was in town for a week. We were going up to our old parents’ house on the weekend. The room was intact, apparently set up the same way we left it.
“If it was you, would you want her to let you have it?”
“What do you mean?”
“Say she had a sister, say you had the hots for her all the way back. Say you jerked off all the time about having her in the same bedroom. Then imagine she sets you up.”
“She’d never talk about it, she has a hard enough time mentioning it. I can’t imagine talking to her about it for real.”
“Yeah nobody could do that. But who says you have to talk to her about it? I mean,” he sucked back his beer, “kind of spoiler isn’t it, if you have to discuss it? I’m going to guess that a big part of the fantasy, the part that makes it a fantasy, is that it’s illicit. It’s
secret. I mean, who has a fantasy that includes discussing with their spouse all the arrangements?”
“You want her to think she’s getting away with it.”
“Well isn’t that part of the thrill? If you have a fantasy to rob a bank, you’re not going to enjoy it that much if you go in and they’re all welcoming you and smiling and offering the money trays to you and calling you Mr. Bank Robber and shit.”
I had to give it to him, that was a pretty good point. The whole thrill of a fantasy is the secret of it, the getting away with it. “There is that,” I nod at the game. “And I guess if she’s going to do it with someone, at least I know you.”
“You know me.”
“And you’re leaving town in a few days for the other coast.”
“Not going to be around.”
“And it isn’t cheating really if I’m the one opening the door.”
“It isn’t is it.” We looked at each other trying to wrap our minds around it at the same time. “If you go to shoot a guy and the gun pops blanks, you can’t be charged with murder, can you?”
“I’m not even sure it's attempted murder, if you don’t have real bullets.”
“Even if you thought you did?”
“I’m no legal expert, but if you couldn’t possibly have shot the guy, it doesn’t matter what you wanted to do or thought you were doing.”
“So you’re saying that even if she goes upstairs with you, it’s not cheating, because I know about it, I okayed it, it was even my idea?”
“You could even watch.”
“I might have to.”
“Why not?” he said. “That’ll make us even.”
I looked at him and screwed up my face.
I inhaled deeply and opened the door more to see better. I could see my brother's cock dangling above my wife’s hips. I could see his hands pet her chest and her back rise up under his touch. And I could see her smile and see my brother’s face, also smiling. And I smiled too.
Ash pushed him off but only to roll him over in place and worm her naked body over his. “I can’t believe I’m actually in your bed.”
“I think the more important point is we’re in it together.”
“Obviously,” she said, softly and intimately to him. She leaned her face down to his and gently kissed him.
Brent reached up with both hands and tangled his fingers into her hair. “Always wanted to tug this crazy mop.”
“Get out,” she said shyly. She reached down between their bodies and I could see from the open door her fingers wrap around his huge erection between her legs. “You never even noticed me.”
“Are you kidding?” They kissed and smiled and touched all over. “I had to get out of the house when you came over, it was driving me crazy.”
“That was only because you watched me and Doug on the couch, you perv,” she laughed. She stroked his cock. I could tell, she was going to do it. My wife was going to fuck my brother. For the first time since we talked about it two days earlier in the bar, it seemed finally real. It was going to actually happen, and I was feeling things I was not expecting to feel.
Had I just happened across my wife naked in bed with her brother-in-law, there is no question, I’d be violent. It would at least be cause to end things. But context is everything. Knowing the guy was one thing — and I knew Brent. He was an honorable guy if a bit of a rake at times. He would never do it if it wasn’t agreed with me beforehand.
And watching it, besides being pretty hot to see, made me feel that I was in control like a director at a filming. It felt like I could open the door, come out, call “Cut!” any time and just take her out of there and home. Knowing it could meant I didn’t have to do it. She pulled on his cock, she laughed and squealed, and she squirmed on him. I think she was thinking the same thing: This thing I dreamed of, it could actually happen, it might be happening now. It’s my fantasy.
And how did I feel watching my wife about to cheat on me, or at least believe that she was? I didn’t feel bad. I didn’t feel anything about it, any more than you would watching your spouse masturbate. Or catching them watching a movie with a favorite star. It wasn’t like she conceived of an idea, set things up to get me out of the house, made secret plans, and snuck off. I did all that — all the elements of cheating were on me. If she was about to lower her hips down and take my brother’s cock inside her, I’m the one who made it happen, I got her to that point.
I set the plan, I got me out of the house, or supposedly anyway, I’m the one that found a partner for her, I conceived the idea to start with. All she was doing was following through on my plan. And it must be pointed out, I said to myself, watching her draw the tip of his cock against her clearly glistening pussy lips. I used my knowledge of her confessed fantasy to put her in a position she would have a hard time resisting. I conceived it, I planned it, I designed it specifically to be her deepest, most secretly held fantasy, and I delivered her to the man. Having controlled all of it up to the point she was about to fuck him, I was in total control when she let go, when she allowed her pussy lips to slip around the top of his cock, when she gasped and exhaled and groaned from deep inside herself, and when she slammed her hips down onto his.
There was no cheating involved outside of my wife’s head, and it was only in there falsely, like a movie, a novel. She might have thought she was but she was guilty of nothing because I knew she wasn’t. I stood gasping myself at the bewitching beauty of it. Ashly raised herself up over him, she locked her elbows and let her hair fall down around her face, and she twerked her hips and raised her pussy up his shaft and down on him, making that distinct sucking-slapping sound with him. It was incredible, it was awesome, and it was gratifying. I watched my wife laugh and sway and buck on her fantasy man in her fantasy bed in her fantasy location, and I felt fulfilled, I felt satisfied.
Ash pressed her hands into his chest and rammed herself on him. Brent reached up and squeezed her breasts and she threw her head back and closed her eyes and cried out loud. Anything else than a full-on thrill, and I’d be disappointed. It worked. I got her there, I got Brent there, I got them on the couch together in our empty house, and I stood back and hoped she would take her chances and that he’d take my permission. With every cry, with every surprised inhalation, and with every heaving of her body down onto his, I felt what she was feeling.
She really got into it. She lowered her face and kissed him. She got on her elbows and mashed her big breasts into his chest. She curled and uncurled her spine and I could see, I could smell, his cock, full and hard, wet with her juice, penetrate her to the hilt. It was raw and real and good. I retreated into the shadow in the dark space but left the door open enough to see and I pulled my own cock out. Watching my wife, hearing her, so deeply aroused, so sexually high, I was unable to restrain myself and I began to fist pump myself watching her body milk his body.
And when she began to inhale in short, sharp, high-pitched inhalations, when she stopped breathing and clenched her eyes, I stopped jerking myself but it was too late. Her pleasure filled me from within too strongly and though I tried to hold back, I squirted against the wall and all over the floor. I heard my wife crying out loud at the same time. When I was able to look again, I saw her still moving on top of Brent, but his cum rushed from her pussy where it still grasped his cock deep inside.
She lead him to the bathroom to clean up and I made my escape. I went back to my car parked around the corner and gave it a few more minutes before texting her.
“Heading back,” I wrote her.
It took her some time but she finally texted me back. “We’ll get the bar-b-que on.”
I couldn’t resist. “You and Brent have an okay afternoon?”
“It was good,” she said. I bet it was good!
I wanted her to keep that as a secret, to enjoy the thrill of it, to think she got away with living her fantasy, and I never brought it up. Brent checked in the next day.
“You okay with that still?”
“All’s good,” I wrote him.
“Cause something came up . . . “ he kept on.
I tilted my head and frowned looking at my phone. Down the couch sitting sideways with her feet up in my lap, Ash was busy on her phone, like any other ordinary evening at home.
“What’s that?”
There was a long time before he replied. When he did, I lifted my eyes surreptitiously to Ash’s face. She was smiling, she was engrossed in her phone, and she was oblivious to me, other than in how she held her phone so I wouldn’t see her screen.
“Your wife just wrote me. She was going on about how good it was.”
“Okay,” I said. I was fine with that. That was good — the fantasy turned out to be real, not some disappointment.
“There’s more,” he wrote.
“Spill it buddy,” I replied.
“She’s asking when I’m going to be back in town. She says, hopefully soon.”
“Funny,” I said. “You’re passing through again next week aren’t you?”
“I am.”
I pondered things before he wrote again.
“Waiting for your direction on what I tell her.”
I looked at her again. She was watching the show holding her phone like she was waiting for something. She glanced at me and we held each other’s gaze for a few seconds before she smiled at me and turned back to the show.
“Tell her,” I said, “that you’re in town next week.” I paused. “And tell her I said you could stay here.”
“Dude, you don’t have the room.”
“Funny that,” I said. “Mom and dad need me up at their place to help with the RV shed. I’ll probably have to spend the night, too” I wrote.
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