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Deal

The hall closet gave me a hidden view of most of our tiny living room through the half-inch slit between the folding doors, so long as I stayed perfectly silent. That was a critical part of the deal. It was cramped and stuffy and I had to stand on crushed winter boots and breathe through my mouth to be quieter.
Mira had turned the floor lamp on when the sun went down behind the surrounding fallow fields, throwing dim yellowy light out from the far corner. The bluish flickering screen was dark for a second showing nothing, then bright for a second showing everything. Episode after episode played but no one was paying attention anymore, not my wife, not that strange guy Marc, and certainly not me.
“Fine,” my wife said quietly to Marc. “If it’s that important to you,” she shook her head with disdain. But she was also grinning. She agreed to let him kiss her, “but if it’s going to be on the lips, our mouths are going to be closed and I’m timing it!” 
They agreed to three seconds. She giggled and stifled it, trying to become serious while holding her phone turned toward them in her outstretched hand. She said “Go!” and opened her arms and tilted back her head slightly in a pose of tentative surrender. I could see in the dim shifting light that her small perfect chest rose up a bit toward him, too.
At first she faced Marc stiffly and with her eyes open. He came slowly toward her pursed-lips with his and pressed them together. When the alarm sounded at three seconds, however, she ignored it. At about 8 seconds in, her head tilted sideways and her face reached forward on her extending neck chasing his receding mouth. By 12 seconds or so, she dropped her still gently alarm-sounding phone into the crease between the couch cushions where it droned on in a muffled state. A few seconds later, she brought her arms together to let them drape over Marc’s shoulders. Still the kiss went on.
Only after over 30 seconds, she finally pulled back from him with a, “Phew!” and a chuckle, as though that was that, a momentary mistake, something that can happen to anyone — even her, the kind of woman who every guy melts to look at, but no one had ever stood a chance with. Except for me, and only because her dad liked me and I worked for him. She was so sheltered growing up even in her teens, she thought it was full-on sex even when you’re just touching each other under pants and underwear.
I pressed forward in the dark closet and tried to steady my sharper breathing. Even though she had pulled back from him, her arms not only remained draped over his shoulders, she seemed to curl them inward behind him to begin to pull him back to her with as subtle a nudge as she could give. She chuckled again as though at herself this time, as though she couldn’t believe what she was doing or thinking.
Without words this time, an agreement was seemingly reached between them to go for another round. Her face tilted and her eyes closed as she reached forward to seek him out for a much longer, more passionate, and now open-mouth kiss. I knew because I could see her lips part and her fingers clutch into the hair on the back of his head like she wasn’t going to let him retreat again.
I held my breath and pressed my face into the wood so my one bulging eye filled the crack between the doors. I could feel my arms and legs shake. My jaw dropped and my heart pounded.
This time, things didn’t stop with just a kiss. Marc cupped Mira’s cheek in his palm and she curled to it like a kitten, going back and forth to deliver nipping little kisses and bites to his fingers and then to his mouth and back to his fingers again. She was being playful, even frolicsome. I’d never seen Mira like that ever before. She was, I had to admit, turned on.
When he pulled at the top of the zipper of her grey college hoodie, she at first demurred and chuckled, and even said “No!” in a light, high-pitched squeal. But she also covered his hand with hers and guided him all the way down till the two sides of her top fell open, unattached.
“We aren’t supposed to do this,” I could hear my wife say to the guy I’d met at the bar only the previous night. But when he gently lifted the hoody off her shoulders and pinched the sleeves at their wrists, she pulled her arms out as though losing her top was already a foregone conclusion. She shook her head at him scoldingly even as she let the hoody go.
He folded it and placed it on the arm of the couch behind him, and she watched, pinching her lips together between her finger and thumb thoughtfully, through eyes set hard to their corners. I could see her face in profile. She looked like she was marvelling at how her top came off so easily and quickly.
Her skin glowed golden and perfect in the soft indirect light. Her dark hair fell wildly around her shoulders. I was willing to pay up then — I didn’t expect he’d even get any of her clothes off. Even the kiss was more than I would have wagered on.
“We should stop,” she nearly inaudibly whispered.
“You just need to say ‘stop,’ okay?”  I could hear Marc’s low, 50-something  soothing voice.
“How long did Gary say he was going to be gone for?” my wife laughed lightly. It wasn’t a real question. She was nervous, but she was also giddy. She writhed her spine and plunged her head down and flicked her hair forward over her face. But she didn’t stop his hands when he slowly slipped his fingers between her bra straps and her bared shoulders, nor when he guided the satiny ribbons down her arms. In fact, she collapsed her elbows and pulled her arms up and out of the straps for him so that her bra sat still clasped while resting collapsed over her stomach.
I saw her from behind as she arched her back and threw her head back so far her long, cascading layers of dark hair grazed the couch cushions behind her. I couldn’t see Marc take her bare breast in his mouth, but I could tell he did by the inhaling groan that emitted from Mira’s throat like someone being shocked. I could see her arms cradle his head. She looked down at his face in her chest but she wasn’t stopping anything. In fact, I saw through the tiny crack my wife exhale to the bottom of her lungs, roll her head far back on her neck, and close her eyes and open her mouth in what can only be called the facial expression of sexual pleasure.
Then she inhaled just as deeply, she gripped the hair at both sides of his face, and she pulled him to her mouth where she buried her tongue between his lips and she moaned deep, hard, and full of previously unknown lust.
In that dim flickering light, I watched my wife flick her head forward, straighten her back square to the man, and through her circular-held lips, exhale a deep, calming breath like someone bracing for an act of high courage. But I also saw her grin at Marc with her eyes wide and her mouth open. She was doing something very wrong and very bad, but she was also doing something incredibly exciting and provocatively sexual.
I could see her only from behind. Her elbows poked out from her sides and her hands were busy between them. I could hear her short, sharp breaths. And then I could hear the unmistakable clang of a man’s belt being undone. She was cheating on me, just as Marc said she would.
My $1,000 said she wouldn’t. That was the deal. If she didn’t, I kept the thousand he gave me straight up in the bar. But if she did, I was to give it back him, plus a thousand more. “How can you trust me?” I asked him.
“Because when she does it, you’re going to pay me to make her do it again,” he said.
I laughed like a maniac. “Easy money!” I said, scooping up his stack of hundreds off the bar. “Mira doesn’t even look at other guys.”
“Mira is it?” he only replied.
“Mira,” I nodded, still grinning like I already won.
“And how old is Mira?”
“27.”
“And she does what?”
“She’s a college writing instructor over in Coeur d’Alene.”
“Was she ever with other men before you?”
“I’m her only one, buddy! Good luck!” I laughed openly at him again. It felt safe enough. It was at his insistence that I concoct some means to watch. “Watch my wife deny you big time, buddy!”
He gave me his drivers’ licence, “Just so you know I won’t do anything to hurt her.”
That evening, I told Mira a “really nice colleague was in town,” a guy named Marc, “he’s doing some geological research training with our new equipment for a few days.”
“Oh yeah,” Mira replied watching a show and playing a game on her phone.
“Yeah, nice guy. Maybe we should have him over for dinner tomorrow, what you think? It’s got to be boring as hell holed up in the Seymour Motel.”
“He’s staying at that place?” she made a face as though she to wretch.
“It’s where the company put him up. Let’s have him over, I’m sure he’s bored.”
“I don’t mind, honey,” she said. Like I knew she would. She loved showing off her cooking savvy. “We can grill some salmon.”
“Nice. I’ll get some beers.”
The idea was, at some point in the evening, Marc would ask to use the bathroom and then from there, text me whether the night was a go or not. “I mean, it’s not really fair if we find out she’s going out with a friend or something.”
“That’s fair,” I agreed. Then when I got the text, I would pretend that it was the lab, and that something sprung a leak and I needed to race down there to save the equipment. We agreed that I had to say to her clearly and unambiguously, “I’ll be gone at least three hours.”
I was to drive my car away, get back on foot, and await another text from Marc when she was gone to the bathroom. Then I’d sneak back in and hide in the hall closet and wait and watch. To me, it sounded like the easiest thousand bucks I’d ever make.
But now, not only was I headed for the quickest thousand bucks I’d ever lost, I was deeply suspicious about just how far this whole thing was going to go.
“She has to fuck me,” Marc said in the bar in a way that shivered me, close to my face and quietly like it wasn’t his first time making such a strange bar bet.
I pulled back from him and sank my chin into my chest. “Pal, you win if you get any of her clothes off.”
“A fuck or nothing.”
“She’ll never fuck you, I guarantee it. Let’s call it a win for you if she blows you, which she won’t, but you seem to need an impossible challenge.”
“She can take all her clothes off, she can blow me, and she can let me eat her out till she orgasms all over my face. And still, you get the thousand bucks. My cock has to go inside her pussy. Repeatedly. That’s the win.”
“I’m trying to let you off easy, even though she isn’t even going to kiss you.”
“I don’t like easy,” he grinned, and we clanked bottles, or rather, my bottle to his glass of scotch, neat.
“Two can play this game, you know,” me wife chuckled at him all coy and squirming. I couldn’t see, but I knew she had her hand wrapped around his cock. I could tell because her arm rose up and fell down rhythmically and she was glancing down at it and exhaling and dropping her mouth open further and further.
In the dim light I could see her eyes draw back up to his — they were glassy with lust. Things had already gone about two thousand miles past where I had, in my wildest imagination, figured they’d go over the previous 24 hours of thinking bout the deal I made with Marc.
“Why don’t you lean back and relax?” Mira said to him. “Since that three seconds seems to be taking a while.” They both laughed. She had reached between the cushions and turned off the alarm. She also glanced at her texts. I had, from the closet, texted her that I was going to be out at least past 1 AM.
When Marc leaned back against the far couch arm, my wife texted me back, placed her phone on the coffee table, and pulled her legs up under her. She knelt between his opened legs. Now seeing things from the side, I had my visual proof she was indeed stroking his bare cock in her small, deft hand.
But she was getting ready, it looked, for a lot more than just stroking. She was reaching up and pushing his shirt up over his chest and scratching her nails into his skin there. She was also shimmying herself on her knees down the couch, kissing his chest, then his stomach, then lower yet, all the while stroking him slowly and lightly below her chest.
She looked up at him from nearly as low as his abdomen. “You went back to your hotel at around 10, right?” she said to him, before she looked down between her hanging breasts and the cock she stroked there, and she opened her pretty little mouth.
I checked my phone. It was 10:30. “Don’t rush back,” she texted me. “Marc went home about a half hour ago. Just going to bed.”
I slipped my phone in my pocket and pushed my eye to the crack in the door again. My wife puffed air out her nose and got further down so that she stroked his cock an inch in front of her face. She looked up at him around his staff standing in front of her eyes. “Do girls always just give themselves to men like you?”
Before he answered, she laid her tongue out over her bottom lip and licked up the underside of his cock and she chuckled again. “What is it about guys like you anyway, you don’t even have to try, do you?” Again she didn’t let him answer. She leaned her face down and I watched his erection disappear between her pink frosted lips. What hit me harder than the visual of my wife sucking a man off, however, was the sound she made with his cock deep inside her mouth. She moaned like it was her getting treated.
I nearly pushed through the closet doors I was getting such a clear, unobstructed view of my wife sucking another man’s cock. She bobbed on it and squeezed it and moaned and twisted her neck to go all corkscrew on him. She reached up and pinched his nipples and he reached down and returned the favour. From where I watched, she had stuck her ass high up in the air directly back at me, and wiggled it like a cat ready to attack.
She pulled off his cock and laughed, but it was a low, dark guttural laugh. She seemed unable to help herself, diving back onto his cock like she couldn’t stand it. She pushed down on it as far as she could and pulled off and smiled proudly and caught her breath and wiped her mouth with the back of her arm before going back down on him again, further yet. I could see in the light of the lamp and the screen his cock glistening with her saliva.
She came off his cock and stood up, wobbly enough to grab his shoulder and pull herself close to where he laid on the couch. She twisted her bra to undo the clasps and tossed it on top of her hoody. Then she surprised me again. She undid the button of her tight faded jeans and squatted half way to peel them off her hips, over her protruding ass, and down her long, slim legs. She giggled and climbed back on the couch. She was wearing pink scallop-edged lacy lo-rise panties. She looked phenomenal.
“Wait,” she said, and she darted out of the room and down the hall. Marc and I both heard the bathroom door shut. Even though I could plainly see what was afoot, he still grabbed his phone and texted me — “Just to make it official,” he wrote. “It’s on.”
I leaned back against the far wall of the closet and looked up at the ceiling in dumbfounded confusion. This was a side of Mira I not only never saw before, but one that I had no inkling could ever possibly exist. I stared up into the darkness above me but there were no answers there. I thought about coming out of the closet to confront her, or at least to stop her from following through. Marc had already won, I had no problem kissing the thousand bucks goodbye. But did we have to go through with it all the way?
But what would I tell Mira? That I made a bet with a guy? That I was watching the whole time? I was trapped. Before I could figure out a plan, she came bounding back into the living room with apparently even more enthusiasm. I held out hope that she would see herself in the mirror, come to her senses, and come back in a robe to tell Marc that that was over. Instead, she came back without her panties on.
She laughed and leaped up onto the couch standing. “Move it,” she said to him and pushed her feet where his arms were until she was standing over his head. She twisted a strand of her long hair in her fingers as she began to bend her knees and lower herself over him. “Lick me?” I heard her say in a voice so soft and sweet, I didn’t recognize it.
She pressed her palms into the arm of our couch on either side of his head and she eased her knees down to the couch cushion on either side of his chest. I watched with my eyeball popping out of its socket as my wife curled her hips forward to bring her pussy to Marc’s mouth. When he touched her there with his kiss, she gasped and grabbed his head by its sides and ground herself into his face. It was astonishing.
She bucked on him and she twerked. She looked down and watched his mouth work on her pussy. From behind, I saw her back move in waves and I could see his cock, still stiff, still big, twitch behind her back.
When my wife has an orgasm, she buries her face, she breathes hard but stifles her voice, and she ends it fast, usually darting away to the bathroom. This was different, like so much else the whole evening. Mira began to breath deep and fast and I could see her thighs shake like tremors. She began to lose her breath or hold it for long periods. She sounded like someone being perpetually frightened, she inhaled in so high a pitch.
And then she shook and bellowed and exhaled and cried out like nothing I’d ever seen before. I stared at my wife collapsing in slow motion over the naked body of a stranger, knowing in that moment that I had never seen her actually orgasm for real before. I collapsed in the closet and sat on the squishy boots. I held my forehead and I tried to regain my breath. My heart must have been beating at 200 times a minute. I reflected on what I had signed on for so recklessly the night before at the bar.
My moment of grave regret was interrupted by the sound of my wife giggling again and cooing and purring and moaning. I leaned over my legs and knelt closer to the crack in the closet door. I was now level with the cushions of our couch. My wife had collapsed on top of Marc but she stayed there. I couldn’t see at first but then the show flickered to some outside daytime shot held long. And there was no mistaking then what I was watching.
She was reaching down between her legs to Marc’s cock that stood rigidly behind her ass, and she was wrapping her delicate fine fingers around it. She was kissing him on his mouth and laughing lightly and playfully. And then I saw what I so vehemently swore I would never see. My wife arched her back, curled up her hips, and pressed the man’s hard cock against the glistening lips of her open pussy.
Before I could react, she had withdrawn her hand up between their pressed bodies, wrapped her arms around Marc’s head below hers, and pushed her hips down so that I saw his big cock become at first kissed by her pussy lips, and then engulfed by them. All the way down. She pulled off her long, passionate kiss only to moan like she had been stabbed.
Mira pushed her torso up on her locked elbows with her hands pressed flat into Marc’s chest and she began to buck on top of him. I could see clearer than I wanted to, his cock, wet with her, appear and disappear between her legs, and I could hear more piercingly than I wanted to hear my wife’s panting, her gasping, and her crying. I watched as her head rolled back so far the tips of her gorgeous hair grazed his thighs behind her.
He reached up and squeezed her breasts and she bellowed for him. She rode him hard and deep and slow. She seemed to be lost in the embrace of it all, swooning over him, circling her head and sweeping his face and chest with her hair, and plunging her ass down and up on him, pumping at him like some savage animal.
I was too much for me, but it was not done. “Cum inside me baby,” I heard he moan into his ear. His hands grabbed her ass and she squealed and grabbed back at him, both of them scrunching their hands into each other’s asses like they couldn’t fuck hard or deep enough.
He suddenly pushed up beneath her, easily carrying her tiny frame in his arms, and he laid her down below him. She willingly, enthusiastically even, raised her legs straight up into the air around his body. He began to jackhammer at her willing body so hard I worried for the springs and frame of the old couch. The carved maple legs bounded heavily on the floor and the couch walked into the wall and bounced back Marc so thoroughly and completely fucked my wife.
When he tapped her, she seemed to know the message and quickly squirmed to roll over onto her tummy below him. When he grabbed her hips, she pushed up her ass and looked over her shoulder at him, sweating, panting, biting at the air with her wide open mouth and her matted hair a mess over her face and back.
She grasped with her hand between her legs frantically searching for his cock she seemed to want so bad. When she found it, he gave it to her, deep and hard. She gripped the fabric of the cushions and her head pushed sideways into the arm of the couch. She was facing me and I could see her eyes clenched, her teeth grinding, and her face in a constant grimace.
When Marc came inside her, she snapped her head back and bellowed so loudly, I’d have been worried if we had neighbours. She pushed hard into the arm of the couch and fucked Marc right back every bit as hard as he fucked her from behind. She came again too. It was more animalistic, more savage, than even the first time.
They kissed and frolicked and petted each other. It was my wife who said, “You should probably get going.”
She went to the bathroom and Marc texted me.
“Go now, right now. We talk later. Come home in 30.”
I came out of the closet and Marc frantically waved at me to get out of the house quickly. I was too stunned to do otherwise and I left by the front door and shambled back to where I had, a totally different man, parked it a quarter mile away.
I sat in the car in silence going over what I experienced. But I couldn’t make any sense of it. All I could do was re-see it, over and over. The moment she slipped off her top. The moment she undid his pants. The way it looked from behind when I realized she was sucking him off. When she came back with her panties off. The moment she took his penis inside her pussy. I banged my head on the steering wheel. But I also checked the time.
I saw headlights and realized it was Marc’s car taking off. I gave it ten more minutes and then started up to travel the last quarter mile and pull into our driveway.
I came in and looked immediately at the couch. It had been straightened up. The last time I saw it, back cushions were on the floor, pillows were strewn over the coffee table, and my wife’s clothes and the man’s clothes were all over the place. Now everything was tidy. I heard her voice.
“In here, Gary.”
I kicked off my shoes in the closet — my mess was still in there. When my wife orgasmed the first time, before I collapsed against the back wall, I ejaculated. That happened because I had my cock out in my hand. I had been stroking myself.
I came to the doorway of our bedroom. Mira was propped up on pillows reading her book. “Get it all looked after?” she asked.
“Yeah, yeah,” I said, still feeling the effects of having my world turned upside down. “You and uh . . . “ I couldn’t say his name.
“Come on!” she laughed at me. “Marc!” she shook her head and bit her lip. Her hair I noticed was still messy.
“Everything okay?”
“Yes!” she responded, and she grew red in the face too.
“You okay?”
“Yes!” she repeated with an even bigger smile. “Are you?”
I squinted at her unable to read what she was conveying. Did she know that I knew?
“Gonna shower up,” I said to her. “See you in a bit,” I added skeptically and I stripped and went to the bathroom.
When I came out, I wrapped my arms around her but she said, “Just hold me?”
I could feel her body still trembling.
The next day Marc texted. “Meet at the bar for lunch at 12?”
Of course I showed up. He was sitting at the end watching the TV. I pulled up a stool beside him and ordered another scotch for him and one for me. He nodded not taking his eyes off the screen. I pulled out one envelope and passed it over to him. He took it without checking for the original thousand inside. I pulled a second envelope out, same thickness, and pushed it over to him and he took it as well and stuffed it into his inside jacket pocket.
Then I pulled out a third envelope, same thickness again. I pushed it over to him. He glanced at it before touching it, but he soon lifted it into his jacket pocket with the other two thousand.
“Friday good?”
“Friday’s good,” I said. “She gets home from the college around 6.” I sucked back half my drink. “I’ll be out of town on a field investigation. Until about Saturday at noon.”
He looked at me sideways.
“I made sure she overheard me talking into a dead phone giving someone your cell number. And I wrote it down on the kitchen pad of paper so I wouldn’t forget. I made it easy for her.”
“You sure about this?”
“No,” I shook my head.
He began to ease the third envelope back out of his pocket. “No, no!” I reached and pushed it back in. “I’m sure.” I looked around the bar as though it was obvious to anyone who looked at me. Did I really just pay a guy a thousand bucks to fuck my wife all night, and to let me watch?
We never used curtains at our house, we were too far out of town and surrounded by nothing but grassy fields to worry about that. And it was so dark out, especially on new moon nights, as Friday was slated to be, that a circus of clowns could pass by our windows and, if they kept it quiet, we wouldn’t know.
Mira wasted no time. Marc texted me earlier in the day to tell me she texted him. He shared it to me. “If you like, you can come over again. Gary won’t be home till sometime Saturday . . . . “
Never have four dots meant so much.
When he didn’t answer right away, she texted him again. “I would like it.”
And then a third time before he had a chance. “Say, 7:00? I can feed you a meal to make sure you’re good and ready.”
He wrote back, “As you wish.”
I watched from the small barn through binoculars. I could see her get ready for him. She was dressing in her special dark blue hipster panties and bra. She put on a short striped dress for him. And she took her time in the bathroom with her make-up.
The kitchen was made up too, like a date. There were candles and a bottle of wine and I could hear music when I listened crouching under the window. She laughed and they cheered their glasses and he complimented her cooking and he told her about places he’d been.
Then, finally, I could hear through the gap in the kitchen window her voice, suddenly lower, suddenly softer, suddenly full of breath. “Should we go watch a show in the living room?”
A show went on, but they didn’t watch more than the intro before she turned to him and began to neck with him. She stripped for him and then stripped him down too. She knelt on the floor and sucked his cock and she rode him on the couch, again bringing herself to more than one ferocious, insane orgasm.
This time, though, she also lead him by the hand, first to the kitchen to feed him and herself some more, and to grab their full wine glasses, then to the bedroom. Our bedroom, both of them naked. It was dark out by then and I was able to stand outside the window and watch the whole thing. She had used candles and soft music. She sucked him more and then she even positioned herself over his face while sucking him — a position I didn’t know she even knew about.
They started making love under the sheet, but it soon slid off giving me a full view from three feet away of my wife fucking Marc in every possible position, and crying and moaning and shrieking and yelping and laughing the whole time.
I had prepared a place to sleep in the barn, but when I noticed, later, the light dimly on in the bedroom again, I crept over to see. My wife was riding Marc in the middle of the night, his hands all over her tits and her hands all over his hands. She bounced on him with a look on her face beyond pure ecstasy. And the sounds she made — she was out of breath and crying out loud the whole time with each of her bounces, and each of his thrusts.
When they fell asleep a second time, so did I, this time on the grass in a sleeping bag under the window. I was awoken again two more times before daylight broke. I even, the next time, crept into the house and down the hall and watched through the bedroom door I got open a few inches. I’d never known my wife to fuck like that, all night, so hard, so much.
It was too difficult to live with her inside such a crazy ball of lies we both had on each other.
“Mira,” I began on the same couch where it had all happened the first time. “I have a huge confession.”
“Before you start,” she looked down and she bit her lips hard, “I do too, and I think mine is bigger.”
I laughed sardonically. “No I am pretty sure it’s not — and I might already know what you’re going to say so I can save you the breath.”
It was a long night of clarifications, of wrapping heads around new ideas, and of perspective-taking. But at the end of it, I had learned that she secretly craved the idea of having sex with strangers, though never felt safe even before meeting me to do anything with the fantasy.
“I guess it felt safe with Marc because I knew, or at least I thought I knew, you were coming back. I guess you were back already though. And he wasn’t in town for long. And you knew him. It felt safe to act out something that I didn’t think would have any consequences.” 
And she learned that I loved to watch her enjoy extreme sexual pleasure of the kind she only could with a stranger. “I could have stopped it anytime, but I didn’t want to. Watching you become so excited, seeing you have such an orgasm, it was incredible.”
“You made it happen twice.”
“I did. And you know what?”
She kissed me pretending to be soft and understanding and in a cuddling mood, but I could feel it in her hug, in her body. She was trying to contain her excitement about what she thought I was going to say. She could barely hide it. “What honey?” she almost panted. She frolicked with me, she kissed me all over, and she pressed herself against me. She was like a kitten with me because she knew.
“I’d like to talk about trying it again,” I said.
“Really?” she barely contained herself. “You think so? It’s not too soon? Do you think we can? Is it safe?” She was all over the place. It was Thursday night. “Do you really think we can try again Friday?”
I had never said anything about Friday.
“Look!” she said, whipping out her phone. “There’s this site called YouBeNaughty.” She pulled me down beside her on the couch. She had evidently already set up an account. “See?” she said softly to me, swiping past the faces of men “in the area.” “You can help me pick.”
“Will they know the husband is watching?”
“Whose husband?” she replied in her high-pitched innocent voice. She waved her third finger at me. “Casey is a single girl too busy for more than casual . . . . dates,” she finished.
“Casual sex,” I said to her, and she tugged at my t-shirt and tried to hide her reddening face.
“Yes!” she squeaked out barely audibly. “Is it wrong?” she could only whisper.
What could I say? I was stiff as a rod of steel.




Curtains

The patio-door curtains billowed inward from the lake breeze every few seconds. When they did, visible on the couch was my wife, Mattie, holding her arms over her chest and her light sweater to her front. She had just lifted her top off, and though she leaned over and squealed and hid herself with widely-grinning embarrassment, it was already a lot more than I could ever imagine was going to happen during my “unexpected” absence that afternoon.
As the game on the TV wore on and even ended, a lot more was set to take place, none of it in any way understandable, predictable, or even remotely believable to me, before that day.
I could hear Marc and Mattie talking, or at least him talking, and Mattie shrieking, laughing nervously, getting red in the face, and making other coy and flirting sounds. “No!” she squealed with laughter. “I hardly think so!” she cried with grinning disbelief. “He’s going to be home soon!” she countered him with scolding, but smirking, head-shaking. She “tsk’ed-tsk’ed” him so much and rolled her eyes so often, you’d think he was an impish kitten. But he wasn’t that at all. He was a mid-50s or so guy I met at the bar earlier in the week. A guy who I thought nuts at the time because he bet me $1,000 he could seduce my wife.
“Those are the most magnificent breasts I think I’ve ever seen,” I could hear Marc say, which, as a line, made me cringe and shake my head. I grinned to myself and patted his thousand dollars in my pocket having as much as spent it by then. Not that any line would ever work on Mattie, but a line like that would never work on anybody. She did, mind you, sport fabulous, upward-thrusting, big breasts. I watched guys on the sidewalk and in the grocery store walk blankly into their own wives’ backs they were staring so intently at my wife’s chest.
Mattie was definitely the “Look but don’t touch” kind of hot girl. She might have secretly enjoyed being the object of attention like that, but she always spoke of it as something to shake one’s head at. In fact, most of what passes under the heading of “sex” was something to shake her head at. She enjoyed it, I think, but it always seemed to be almost by accident, like she was surprised and embarrassed by how it made her feel — on those occasions when she let herself feel it. It was hard to know, because she hated talking about it.
When Marc asked her, “Do you mind letting me see under your top?” I thought for sure the afternoon was over and he’d be shown out. I knew Mattie at least as well as that. But what I noticed each time the curtains billowed out of the way was that he wasn’t looking down at her chest. He kept his eyes instead on her eyes even when he was talking to her about her tits. It seemed to trigger something different in her.
Much to my amazed ears, she said, “Okay, but just one peek.” Mattie? What?
“Just one,” Marc agreed with the glinting eyes of a sneak.
My wife bit her lip and looked around behind her toward the billowing curtains and sun-filled windows. I ducked away just in time. I could see her from her back. I saw her drop her arms from her front, and toss her sweater aside, facing him full on, topless. It was more than one peek.
Let me explain how unbelievable that development was. Mattie went to church every Sunday. She wore her tops usually done up to the neck. Her experiences with sex before marriage involved nothing more than underwear petting, but it was hard to know because she talked about sex so infrequently. I think once before me, she might have kissed the head of a cock of a guy at school. Before we married, we had sex, but it was stiff, nervous, and scary for her. Even after almost two years, it was strictly vanilla, though she had learned to have fun and enjoy it on odd occasions when everything was perfectly right.
With me leaving her alone in our apartment with an older stranger, everything was perfectly wrong. Or should have been.
Here she was instead dropping her arms from her bare chest and pushing aside her sweater, turning toward that perfect stranger all alone with him to show him herself with only her pale blue full-cup satiny bra covering her. Her face was down but her eyes were watching his through their tops, through strands of her straw-blonde hair that fell over her tall forehead.
When Marc finally moved his eyes off of hers, and down her face, over her neck, and down to her “magnificent” chest, I saw her lips, tightly pursed and nervous, twitch into a tiny self-satisfied smile. She looked down at her own breasts with him, then back to his eyes and to his face that she was able to study, he was so fascinated by her chest.
She seemed to have all the time in the world to allow him to freely gaze. It was like watching a wild animal eat from someone’s hand and just as unbelievable. There was no insistence, no begging, no pleading. He asked her once, he waited for her to think about it, and then he patiently allowed her to show him herself on her own terms. This didn’t seem to be my wife any longer.
“Do you like my bra?” she asked him in a low, quiet voice, as thought that were the object of his attention.
“I love your bra, where do you buy from?” he asked.
Again I rolled my eyes and cast my gaze out over the neighbouring building and the lake beyond as if to find someone, anyone, out there who would agree with me that this guy had the corniest lines.
But Mattie instead was all demure with him. “Just someplace online,” she said with that grin again, but pulling on the shoulder straps and even resetting her pillowy breasts inside her cups. She wiggled her shoulders and chest up at him and then laughed again and curled over and snatched back at her sweater to cover herself up. Her face filled with red not for the first time.
“It would be nice for me, you know, if you just relaxed, leaned back, if we kept talking like we were, only without your top on, just like this. I like it.”
“You’re only going to get ideas!” she protested. She was putting him off but it was what she didn’t do that caught my notice more. She kept holding her sweater to her front, not actually putting it back on.
“I got ideas the moment I first met you, nothing’s going to change that,” he grinned like a fox.
She thought that was the funniest thing she ever heard, that stupid reply. My eyes bugged out though when she casually reached behind her to drape her sweater back over the arm of the couch. She folded her arms over her bare chest and crossed one leg over the other and leaned back into the couch a cushion away from Marc. Topless. And trying to ignore that fact.
She was wearing her blue-with-white dots pencil skirt and bare feet, having kicked off her sandal pumps when she came in the door to find me and Marc just getting the game on TV.
“Do you like doing sales at the Marina?” he asked her as though they could be completely casual about my wife sitting there with him with her sweater off.
She nodded and answered trying so hard to act as natural as he was, but she broke down again and squealed and leaned way over to collapse her body on her legs and hide her face in her hands. “This is so weird!”
“Maybe you’d feel more at home if you took your skirt off too then,” he said. “You do have panties on, don’t you?”
She shrieked again like he was the world’s funniest jokester. “What do you mean, at home? I am at home!” she cried with her cheek sideways on her knee, looking up at him. Her laugh was so nervous. But again, she wasn’t making moves to get dressed.
“I mean more like feeling yourself. Your deep, inner self, you know?”
“What, you think I have to be nearly naked with a man to feel like myself?” She turned quickly serious.
“I’m going to make a guess, can I make a guess about you?”
“What about?” She continued considering him with her face down and sideways on her own legs.
He took that as a yes. “You’ve never experienced being nearly naked in the afternoon in a living room, sunlight streaming in, lake breeze blowing in, people out there on the boardwalk so close you can hear them . . . .  Have you.“
“Of course not,” Mattie answered him right away,  but in so low and serious a voice, I almost couldn’t hear her.
“With an appreciative man to admire how you look after your body.”
“What would that prove? That I’m just a slut like all the other girls?”
“Is that what taking off your skirt for me would mean?”
“I can do whatever I want, it’s my home. Like you pointed out.” She lifted herself up again and looked out the windows. I ducked down. “What does it mean to you if I took off my skirt then?” she said to the outside. I noticed that she was giving him all the look he wanted at her bare top.
“I’d only just enjoy myself. I’d like that, you sitting there with your skirt off. That’s all. I’d just like it.”
She bounced her heel off her other leg with her arms still crossed over her nearly bare chest, her fingers, long nails painted matte aquamarine, tapping on her bare upper arms. She looked again out the curtains where they flipped and curled with the breeze. I knew the look. It was her deeply thinking look: should we get Chinese or pizza? Should we book it to Cabo or Cancun?
She kept on with the tapping fingers and bouncing heel just like a cat with her flicking, thinking tail, and she looked back over her shoulder to Marc who just sat there patiently as always with the look, I realized, of a wolf, not a fox. “You don’t get to touch,” she said in a threatening tone. My mouth fell silently open.
“We can talk about that a little later,” the bold bastard replied. How far was he going with this? How could I tell him he already won?
She popped her eyes out at him and drew her face away in a large swoop of disbelief. But she also busied her fingers at her hip, undoing the tiny button at the waist of her skirt, and then, looking at him and stopping before laughing full on like it was her teasing him, she pulled the tiny zipper there all the way down. I rubbed my eyes and pushed my face into the gap in the sheet metal of the railing. What was she doing?
She put on a casual, relaxed face, even as she lifted her hips from the cushions of the couch and struggled to push and pull her tight skirt down over her ass and legs, and off her feet. She folded it like she was alone and it was laundry day, and draped it too over her top and the arm of the couch.
She sat back, resumed lightly swinging her leg crossed over her knee with her heel bouncing off her shin, and her arms crossed and her fingers tapping. She looked over at him and said, “What?” She was full of pretended innocence, trying to make-believe that sitting in just panties and a bra one afternoon was a perfectly normal thing for her.
I was trying to be angry, but I was confused by how incredibly hot she looked on the couch in the middle of the day, sitting there bouncing her foot and tapping her nails with some kind of expression on her face that came from somewhere I don’t think she’d ever been before. My wife was feeling things, try as she might to hide them. How did that sly bastard get the clothes off a woman without touching her, something that doesn’t even happen in her matrimonial bedroom in total darkness?
To me, the thousand dollars was already his and I was ready to go back inside, come down the hall, and send him home — and sit Mattie down for a very long and serious talk. It was certainly far more than I could ever imagine would happen even if everything was done perfectly right by Marc.
But with the sun beginning to yellow and fade, the events inside my living room were just getting started. It quickly went past the point where I could stop it.
“I could use another beer,” Marc said to her, making no move from the opposite corner of the couch he sank all too comfortably into.
Mattie dangled her foot and stared at the can he wiggled to show her it was empty. “Fridge is over there,” she said.
“I’m uncomfortable helping myself. It’s your home, right?”
She looked sideways at him through slitted eyes, knowing full well what he was trying to pull off next. “You’re uncomfortable are you? Does a nearly naked young and married lady sitting on a couch with you make you uncomfortable, Marc?”
The way she said his name, I felt a twinge of something.
“You are awesome looking,” he offered back by way of defence. “So yeah, you make me a little uncomfortable because of how stunningly hot you look.”
She considered a moment longer and, just when I thought things were over, that she was going to pull up her skirt and put her top back on and sent him on his way, she instead pushed up, shook her head at him as though he were being stroppy, and walked purposefully through the narrow space between the couch and coffee table so that she would have to brush against his legs as she passed.
She took his can from him — and not without, I also noticed, dragging her fingertips and fingernails over his fingers as she found his can. She enjoyed giving him a close up look, even a feel of her nearly naked body. Marc had uncovered something in my wife I would never have guessed was there.
I stayed low beneath the top of the balcony railing so no one would look over from the other building and wonder what I was doing out there. Why was I so interested in watching our living room from the outside?
Because that’s where I left my wife alone on some made-up excuse about a washed out road up in the bald hills that needed an emergency road grading. And it’s also where I left Marc, an older guy I only met at the bar a few days earlier. This was all his idea. He wanted to bet me $1,000 he could score with my wife. He even gave me his $1,000 stake up front. He also wanted me to watch, just to make sure I felt confident he wasn’t going to do anything that made my wife uncomfortable, but also, “So there’d be no disputing what took place.”
What was taking place was nothing that I could ever have imagined would happen. I didn’t know this Mattie, she was no longer the shy, timid wife I married two years earlier. Marc was right: she had never stripped down in any other place but the bedroom and bathroom, and in the bedroom, it would only have been long enough to dash from the bathroom to the sheets to hide under in the dark with curtains closed at night.
This Mattie was doing a weird thing in the kitchen in the daytime dressed only in sexy bra and panties bending over in front of the open fridge as though locating the beers in there had suddenly become some difficult task. “Do you want a Craig’s Covered Wagon or a Throttle River IPA?” she called back to him without turning or standing and with her ass, round, beautiful, and presented straight toward him, I couldn’t help noticing, in her very hot light blue lacy lo-rise boy shorts.
I crawled over the two close railings while she was on the far side of the room to land on the living room balcony hidden behind the curtains, but closer to see and to hear what I was not believing I was seeing and hearing. Mattie even slowly wiggled her ass at him as he took his sweet time deciding. When he still didn’t answer, she didn’t shift, but she did twist around to look over her shoulder at him. “Hmm?” she asked, and it seemed to me she even raised her ass up a little more at him. “Having trouble deciding what you want?” she cooed with a mischievous smirk. Where did she get that from?
“Whatever you think I should want — I don’t know your local brews here,” he said.
“I’ll introduce you!” she chirped up.
What happened next is something I can’t ever etch from my mind, and nor, I have to be honest, do I exactly want to. Mattie came back with a can of each for him. The way she walked toward him was flirty, sensual, and assertive. His eyes gazed freely over her naked body and she did nothing to stop him, instead moving slower to allow him a longer, lingering look.
She came back to him the same way between the couch and the coffee table, only this time, she stepped over his legs with only one foot before turning to face him standing in front of him, her legs now down both sides of his legs.
She pulled the tab on the top of one can and then defiantly brought it to her lips and leaned her head way back. It caused her to jut her stomach and chest out toward him. She even put her other hand on her hip to make a point. When Marc drifted his gaze down the front of her body, she only seemed to push herself more toward him, her knees pressing into the leading edge of the couch cushions.
Even though she had just said there would be no touching, he proceeded to wrap both his hands around her thighs and grip her like she was some product he was sampling.
I thought for sure this time she would slap him, that she would pull away, that she would dress again send him out. But instead, as I watched from the open curtains with my heart pounding and my breath short, she bent at her knees, dropped them to the couch to either side of his hips, and sat her cute round ass down on his knees facing him. She brought the can to his lips and leaned all the way over to the back cushion to watch from his side as she carefully poured some beer into his mouth. And she giggled.
He opened his mouth to let her, his hands riding up and down her bare thighs as high as the fabric of her panties. So much for the no-touching rule.
“Whoops,” she said, “I spilled some on your shirt.”
He looked down because she hadn’t. And then she did spill some, deliberately.
“Guess that’ll have to come off,” she said in a small, sorry-not-sorry voice. He only raised his arms, and she did the rest, yanking and pulling his sweater up and off him.
She sat back on his legs and tilted her head as though considering him, and then placed her palms flat out on his big chest. After a few seconds, with his hands casually roaming up my wife’s bare back up to her shoulders, she said, “How come you don’t want to touch my tits?”
“You said not to touch.”
She reached behind her back and with deft, long fingers, unhooked the clasp and shook the straps down her arms and off. She looked away from him as she folded her bra over. She looked toward the arm of the couch and leaned way back on his lap to toss her bra there, on top of the rest of her clothes. She nearly caught me staring from behind the curtains. “You seem to be disobeying me anyway,” she said turning back to him. “Do you think a girl likes to be touched when she quite clearly said not to touch?”
She leaned back letting his large hands around her shoulders support her as she reached for the other can of beer. She opened it and again jutted her chest to  drink from it. Now her bare breasts stretched within inches of his face. She looked at him, leaned in close, and lifted his chin with her finger. She came to kiss him and before he knew it, she was passing a mouthful of beer from her mouth into his mouth.
He gurgled but recovered and only some spilled out from between their mouths. She laughed and quickly bent down to lap with her tongue on his neck and his chest, even as far down as his stomach where rivulets of spilled beer ran.
She came back up kissing all over his neck, his jaw, and his chin and lips. “So what do you like better?” she spoke softly with her sweet mouth right against his. He was about to talk but she pushed her tongue into his mouth and kissed him longer, her fingers twisting into his hair on the back of his head.
She pulled away and sat back on his lap with her shoulders open as though to proudly display her breasts to him. When he took them in his hands, there was no protest from her. She looked down as though to watch him play with her tits. But as she played this game with him, I noticed as well that her arms fell busy between them. When I shifted my view, I could see what she might be doing, though it made no sense and it was beyond my comprehension.
I shifted again and lifted myself higher even at the risk of her suddenly turning around and busting me. She was undoing his pants and pulling down his fly. “What if I touched you right back?” she said to him in a voice suddenly breathy and deep. “How would you like that, huh?”
She dropped her mouth open in a mock challenge, but she also grinned at him. The tip of her pink tongue poked and touched her top lip as she struggled to pull his belt tail free. She hadn’t been looking at him fondle her breasts at all, she had been looking at his crotch, at her own hands opening his pants.
I was losing my mind out on the balcony. I stood straight up at the risk of being seen by others and turned to stare down at the ground 8 floors down before coming back to look through the top of out window. My wife had fished Marc’s cock out from inside his shorts and was in the process of wrapping her fingers around it, one at a time. I saw her mouth drop open and her eyes go down. She had put on lipstick after she came home, after she met Marc. She used a frosted light pink. My own cock had become as hard as Marc’s looked in my wife’s hand. She slowly licked her lips all the way around and looked at him and inhaled sharply with nervousness. I could see in her ribs her deep and uneven breaths.
“No kissing either,” she said in a new-found sultry, gravely voice. She lifted herself up on her knees and leaned an elbow into the cushion beside his head. With one hand she stroked his cock, long and slow, rubbing her palm over the head. With her other hand, she cupped and squeezed her large breast in front of his face, angling her erect nipple right in front of his mouth. “You better not,” she said to him barely able to talk through her own jagged inhalations.
He managed to sit still and stare up at her, with a smile. My wife then deliberately brushed her nipple over his lips and she giggled. “You have more self control than most men,” she said to him. He kept his hands on her waist and his eyes on hers, looking up at her. She fed her breast into his mouth again, pushing softly and slowly to fill him with it. He opened wide and sucked on her.
She gasped and caught her breath and pulled herself back out of his mouth. I noticed that she had begun to stroke him faster, more unevenly, below her wavering hips. He pulled off one tit and sucked on her other one and she fed it to him more eagerly yet. I could hear her attempts to stifle her whimpers.
She shoved both her hands down between their bodies. “I know exactly what you want, you know,” she said to him. She looked down at his cock poking up rhythmically from between her palms where she caressed and squeezed him. Her mouth opened again and she looked back up at him with her eyes drooping as though her veins were filling with helplessness.
“You’re making me do it too,” she said to him. She began to wiggle and her knees dropped slowly down the front of the couch to the floor in front of him. “I don’t like to do this,” she said, her eyes locked on his erect cock in front of her face. She squirmed her body between his legs and brought his erection against her skin, pushing it against her cheeks and eyes and forehead. She licked the underside of it with her tongue poking out of her pretty little pink frosted mouth. “Its very wrong and you know it,” she said gutturally. “I’m married,” she nearly whispered, before opening her mouth wide and pushing her lips down over the big bulbous head of his straining cock. She whimpered in a muffled tone and pushed further down on him so his cock filled her mouth so full, I could see her cheeks puff out from it.
She came up and off him and stroked it and licked it and kissed it. “Why do you think this is okay to do to me?” she asked with innocence in her voice and eyes wide open. She didn’t wait for his reply before rising higher on her knees, raising her shoulders above his lap, and pushing her mouth down over his slick cock with a loud, muffled moan. I could hear on the balcony the slushy sucking sound of a woman eagerly sucking off a man.
She didn’t come off him again, but instead bobbed on his lap, her hands reaching up and groping his chest and shoulders and wherever else she could frantically grab him. Her head twisted on him like a corkscrew and her moans were rhythmic and deep and loud as though it was her getting it good from him and not the other way around.
The sight of my slender, tall wife, completely naked but for her panties, on her knees with her shoulders poking up and her head of hair bobbing rapidly in the lap of a man splayed on our couch was almost more than I was able to take. Her muffled cries of pleasure with his cock poking the back of her throat nearly made me cum in my pants without even touching myself.
Marc, though, just relaxed. He sank even further down and back into the couch and played in her hair and stroked her cheeks. She lifted off him again and kissed his cock and laughed and said, “Am I doing it good?” in that breathy, sultry voice. She suddenly got up on her feet and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her pretty panties and squatted to pull them down and off her toes one foot at a time. She tossed her panties at his face and chuckled. “Bet you didn’t think you’d have those thrown in your face, did you.”
Little did she know that he pretty much did bet on something like that. And that her husband would be paying him $1,000 for his trouble to do it to her too. But for me, the revelation of a totally different woman inside my shy, innocent and conservative wife was well worth the money. Also, I was going through my own self-revelations. There was no denying to myself that I was more turned on watching my wife fumble around with Marc than watching any porn I ever saw.
She stumbled back and pulled at the bottom of his jeans until he raised himself and allowed her to pull his pants all the way off. She came back to him and chuckled, pulling his underwear off the same way. She threw those over her shoulder and stepped back up to him, using her knees to wedge his legs apart. She leaned over him and planted her hands on the back of the couch on either side of his head and began to kiss him with even more passion than she had before. I noted that both of them were completely naked now.
Even while not breaking the kiss, she slowly eased her knees back onto the couch on either side of his hips, and she lowered herself down on his lap. I could just see between them. She began to raise and lower herself in his lap with her pussy appearing to drag up and down against the length of his stiff cock. My mind screamed, “No fucking way!”
It was impossible to see what I thought I was about to see. But when I moved to the other window to see around the other curtain, I just caught sight from behind of his cock standing up behind her ass, and then her pussy lips, raised and twerked out by her arching back, touching the tip of his cock. I literally shook my head. “No. Fucking. Way,” I repeated.
I watched them kiss and I saw her smile as though to herself with her frosted lips still against his lips, her short straw-blonde hair messy against his forehead. And then I saw her mouth drop open, her neck fall back, and her eyes flutter closed and heard from deep in her chest a low, dark gasp. I darted to the other window. I was just in time to see his large erect cock become enveloped by her grasping, soaking pussy lips as she lowered herself slowly and ceaselessly down over him until I could see no more cock at all, only her ass sink down onto his legs. He was inside her completely. She was actually fucking him.
Her back curved in and her hands moved around the back of his neck where her fingers clasped. She leaned way back on him and raised herself again, showing me his now glistening cock emerging from between her legs, all the way up to the bottom of the head, before she exhaled loudly, rolled her face even higher up toward the ceiling, and plunged her body back down on him. She uttered “Fuck!” loudly and drawn out as she did so. It was a word I had never heard spoken by her before.
Marc’s hands wrapped around her ass and squeezed. She looked frantic to both kiss his mouth sloppily and still be able to breath and gasp and cry and moan. She raised and lowered herself on him hard, thumping her hips down onto his, grinding herself on his erection, and twerking her waist in and out, using her pussy lips to suck at his cock. She smiled at him and tried to say something but failed and dropped her face into his neck, pumping her body against his. “Fuck that feels good!” I could hear her cry out into his shoulder as she bit down on his skin.
I stared away unable to watch. It was both painful beyond anything I’d ever seen, and at the same time, exhilarating to the point of making me feel I might have a heart attack, and that I didn’t care if I did, it was so hot. But her shrieking brought me back to the window, pressing my face against the glass.
Marc had stood up with her still clinging to him, with her still sucking his cock deep into her dripping pussy, and he turned them both around. He laid her down under him sideways on the couch. He proceeded to pound his body into her so hard I became worried that he would break her, that he was hurting her. But the sounds she was making were not those of someone being hurt. She let her head droop off the side of the couch and propped one leg over the back of the couch, her other one digging heel-first into his lower back, pushing him, pounding on him, urging him to fuck her harder, deeper, faster.
She cried out like someone falling off a cliff. He rammed himself into her so hard the couch bounced on the floor. She cried out, “Oh my god!” and I could see her fingernails dig deep into the skin on his back. I could also see her chomp down on the skin of his neck. Her body jolted so hard from his heavy fucking, her moans were loud enough to reach the ears of people strolling the lake path.
I closed my eyes I couldn’t watch. It made it worse to only hear. My wife orgasmed in a way that made me think that maybe she had never actually before, with me. It was scary, deep and hard. She sounded like a woman possessed, like some sort of demon speaking in a hairy voice through her throat.
Marc pulled out of her flaccid body but Mattie grabbed at him and pulled him forward and pushed his cock, all wet from her pussy, into her mouth. Nothing made any sense at all. She sucked on him moaning and crying and grabbing his ass hard. She pulled off of him just as his cock spurted at her face and she steered it at her tits and neck before pushing her mouth back over his still shooting cock until it filled her mouth and dribbled out between her lips and ran down over her chin and neck.
I collapsed on the balcony and hung my head. I peeked again because I could not stop. Marc had fallen down on top of her and they had begun to neck again, this time with time and ease, the way lovers to. I stared wondering what had happened to everything I knew about Mattie. She suddenly pushed him up with a laugh and stood, reaching behind her with her trailing hand to pull him up behind her. She looked over her shoulder like a woman with ideas and lead him to our bedroom.
I hopped over the railings to the other balcony and could see through the two doorways just in time to see the bathroom door close behind them both. I came quietly through the patio doors and came close to the bathroom door in our bedroom. The shower was on. I could hear the occasional laughing. But then nothing but water — until I heard my wife’s voice again, or I should say, that demon possession voice that had taken her over.
I took chances and crept closer to the bathroom door, even opening it the slightest crack. I could see barely through the fogging glass of our shower stall. When my eyes made out what I was seeing, I realized that she was bracing herself against the glass with one hand and had one leg over his shoulder, where he knelt on the shower floor facing her. He was eating her out, licking her.
I went back to the living room. The couch was a mess, cushions everywhere, pillows and clothes strewn all over. It looked like what it was: the scene where two people fucked each other like mad.
I heard my wife orgasm again from the bathroom, loud and echoing out of the shower stall. When I heard the water finally turn off, I hurried out the apartment door and went down the elevator to the parking lot and my car that I had moved to a different spot in case she came out and spotted it.
The deal was, I would come back home when Marc texted me that he was safely gone. It was almost dusk when I came in the front door.
“Marc gone?” I ventured.
She was in the kitchen making something. “Oh yeah, long ago, he left shortly after you, long gone.” She smiled and turned back to the oven. “Gone gone gone,” she assured me.
“What you do all afternoon?” I tested her.
“Who me?”
She was the world’s worst poker player. “Anyone else here I might be talking to?” I teased her.
Her eyes darted around like there very well could be. “No!” she protested far too strongly. “Just, I don’t know, read, or something.”
“You have a shower?”
She was dressed in her robe, her hair still wet. “Just feeling hot I guess.”
“I guess,” I said. I went into the living room. It was all made up again, perfectly. Except for one tiny detail. Her panties were on the floor under the couch, barely visible there at all. I chose to ignore it.
Marc texted my phone and I took it on the balcony, marvelling at how I had just a short while ago stood there shaking, watching Mattie get fucked harder than she might ever have experienced — although I couldn’t be sure of anything in her experience anymore.
“Bar tomorrow?” Marc wrote me. It meant, give back his thousand and add another thousand to it. I looked down at the lake path and out across the shimmering lake beyond and thought long and hard. I had the previous two days tried to imagine what I would feel if I actually saw my wife do things, or let things be done to her, with Marc.
I tried to imagine even what those things would be. But try as I might, I couldn’t even imagine her letting him kiss her or touch her anywhere. I couldn’t imagine my wife being sexual in any way with another man. It wasn’t disgusting or enraging to me. It was just impossible to see. I couldn’t imagine any kind of conversation or situation where it would even get started.
But now, having seen what I clearly saw, I didn’t have to imagine, as impossible as it appeared to be. I went through the possible reactions and couldn’t find them in myself. I wasn’t feeling betrayed, or angry, or jealous or even hurt. I tried to even pinch my skin to test if I had that capacity anymore, and I certainly did. Watching my wife orgasm powerfully on the lap of a stranger with his cock tearing her inside out, didn’t give me anything to feel except for one overwhelming reaction: absolute, total, complete, and nearly debilitating horniness.
And it wasn’t the horniness to fuck. It was the horniness to watch my wife get off like that again.
I stared into my phone and thumbed it alive. Marc’s text was still sitting there on the screen. I wrote him back and shoved the phone in my pocket and went back inside. I came up behind Mattie and hugged her tightly from behind where she leaned over the counter. I kissed her neck and could still smell the sex all over her body.
“What’s going on?” she asked, letting me touch her, kiss her, but unsure why I was showing such amorous interest.
My phone buzzed. It was Marc writing back. “Saturday night then. Make a plan.”
I had earlier texted to him, “Double or nothing.”
I nibbled at her ear from behind. “It’s just, I might have to be out of town Saturday, overnight too.”
“What? Why?”
“That job today. It’s going to need a permanent re-doing. We just got an emergency job done today — won’t stand up to the first rain.”
She turned around within my hug and kissed me on my cheek. “Oh, poor man!”
“Oh, and,” I said. “Marc has to drive me up, but he has to use my truck. Can he come back later Saturday and drop my keys off to you?” I kissed her cheek back. “Maybe even, I don’t know, take him out for a meal, you know, to return the favour?”
She pulled me against her closely and patted my shoulder blade. “Take him out? Sure, I can do that.” She hugged me longer. “Overnight did you say?”
“Mm-hmm,” I said. Their little trip to a restaurant would give me a chance to get back inside and set up for the show. My cock stirred hard at the thought.
“About what time Sunday?”
“When I’m getting back?”
“Yeah. How long do I have with him?
I don’t know if she realized she slipped but like the panties, I chose to ignore it. Her fingers clasped and released my skin as though she flinched at making the error.  “Probably 12,” I said. Then I corrected myself. “Make that one, for sure, no sooner than one in the afternoon.” I slipped too. Wouldn’t a husband tell his wife a time home that he would be no later than? It was too obvious I was giving her a time to finish fucking her man.
Saturday couldn’t come soon enough. It turns out, it couldn’t come soon enough for Mattie either. Marc was to come get me at 2. Before he got there, Mattie spent over an hour in the bathroom. When she came out, she was done up like a girl going out to the clubs. I tried not to embarrass her and stare but it was hard to look away, she looked so hot.
“What!?” she said, and she slipped passed me with embarrassment. She got the door. “Hey Marc!” she said. “I didn’t think you were going to come up!”
“Hey, you know what?” I suddenly blurted out. “Turns out, I can drive myself up in my own truck, there’s a guy up there who can look after the grader. You don’t have to drive me, Marc. But I got to get going right now, so why don’t you two still go out for dinner?”
Mattie looked at me both confused but also excited. Marc nodded slowly, adjusting to the changed plan.
“I just need to grab a shower before I go and pack a bit, why don’t you two get going and I’ll see you Sunday, about one.”
“Exactly one, right?” Mattie checked with me.
“Exactly one, yeah,” I agreed.
I went into the bedroom toward the bathroom as Mattie and Marc made their way down our hallway together to the front door. She was dressed in a short, red dress with a sharp white collar and tall, spiky sandals. I leaned out to catch them leaving through the door just in time to notice her grab his hand in hers and squeeze. She couldn’t even wait to get out the door.
I went to the balcony and looked down. His car pulled around in front of the building before he got to the road. I could see down through his front window to Mattie’s legs where she had pulled up her dress already, almost to her waist, and to Marc’s hand, already grabbing her inner thigh right at the top. And I also saw my wife’s hand cupping his crotch as he drove. It looked like a hot date.
My cock grew hard and I got busy moving things out of the way in various closets. I already knew how the date would end.




Reno Job

I controlled my breathing through my stiffly held mouth and braced my back hard against the edge of some shelves. Sitting perfectly still and silent on top of the mini washing machine with my temple pressed against the thin interior wall of the camper, I could just spy thinly through the vents of the folding aluminium doors Ash, my wife. She sat collapsed on the couch, her arms spread palms-up and lifeless out to her sides and her head lolled lazily back over the top of the low couch. Her eyes were closed and her mouth hung open. 
But her lips slowly pulled into a wavering and nervous smile. Her eyebrows began to dance up and down her forehead with anticipation and her feet rolled over as her toes curled and uncurled tightly in her sandals. I could see her bare and tight stomach sink and her chest rise as she inhaled deeply as though sucking a mint, and held her breath.
“Come on!” she almost silently demanded, and laid her tongue out over her bottom lip momentarily in a gesture of playful sexiness, before smiling in a near grimace and crunching her eyes as though fighting against the urge to open them.
Marc, a man of about 50 something, maybe even twice her age, puffed air out his nose, nodded his head knowingly, and finally lowered his face to my wife’s from where he had been holding himself above her with his hands planted into the top of the couch so close to the sides of her head her long languid curling waves of Havana brown hair covered them. This was his very cool vintage camper.
When they kissed, I noticed my wife’s chin stretch up toward him, her neck yearn, and her fingers twist and curl in the fabric of the couch cushion. It was a single kiss, but it was not short.
“Play you a game,” Marc had earlier said to her.
“I don’t know, no! Yes. No!” Ash replied with a mix of skepticism and aroused curiosity. I shook my head and exhaled lightly. She never did know what to do with male attention and usually didn’t even realize they were flirting with her.
“No way!” she’d protest on the way home from some party, but not without a gleaming wide and irrepressible smile and reddened chest and cheeks.
He pulled a large book down from his shelves and place it in her lap. “Who can name the painter? Open it randomly.”
“What do we win?” she turned her face a quarter sideways toward him and slitted her eyes at him, even while casually opening the book in her bare lap. She was wearing her short and torn denim shorts and her crop top pink Vandals hoody.
“Maybe we get to make the other person do something, anything.” He was so sly.
“It can’t be something ridiculous,” she shook her head warningly. “Or wrong,” she demurred more quietly, looking down at the pictures in her lap.
“Say we have to agree to the stakes first before we take our guesses,” he offered, but still with that devil’s grin.
“Okay, and you only win if the other person is wrong on the same painting.”
“Makes sense,” he nodded.
I shook my head, squeezed my aching neck, and gently pressed my head back sideways to the wall.
Ash loved games. I gave Marc that head-start with her when we were making our secret plan. What she didn’t know was that him and I were also playing a game: if he couldn’t get into Ashley’s pants, he’d pay me $1,000. If he could, which was about as likely as me making tenured professor that year, I’d pay him $1,000.
I trusted him even though I only knew him one day because he gave me the money first. That’s what I was doing in the laundry closet of his fantastic camper, to be the witness to confirm the outcome. I couldn’t wait to show Ash the money and laugh with her all the way back to Moscow, telling her how I set things up.
After he and Ash made each other do silly things like sing a dumb song or turn around three times, Marc began to bring in more serious adult themed wagers. On this one, he said he wanted to kiss her if he guessed right and she got it wrong. I pressed my eye closer to the vent.
“I told you nothing wrong,” she pursed her lips at him.
“That wasn’t even the one I was going to ask,” he replied.
She just smiled at him like he was an old harmless fool, and shook her head. “Fine,” she said, “gonna lose anyway, sucker!”
He won. She’d even forgot to say what she wanted if she won.
After a couple more turns where they both got it right, there came a picture she knew was obscure and that she knew. She squealed and teased him, kicking her bare legs in front of her. She’d lost the sandals. “This one’s mine for sure! I actually know you don’t know this one!” She laughed with over-exuberant excitement.
He got that one wrong, like she predicted. Ash jumped up and twisted around pumping her fist in circles above her head. “Yeah baby!” she cried out all crazy with pride.
Marc watched her like it was a private dance she was putting on for him. I actually felt her pride too. She worked as a fine art framer at the top gallery in town. I taught medieval art and modern fine art and it was a lot of fun for us at our tent site the night before having a great conversation with Marc around the fire all night long about all things art. There isn’t too much of that around these parts.
We’d met Marc on a meet-up hike in Lake Boulder Park. The next afternoon, Ash came back from the lake to say she’d run into Marc again while swimming and that he invited me and her over to see his camper. “I was hoping to spend the day working on my book,” I said.
“Maybe I’ll just go over,” she offered. The previous night, she was laughing at everything he said, she was slapping his knee to tell her next joke, and she was staring at him in the light of the fire all night.
“You sure about that?” She was never a bold, assertive type of young woman. She always loved trying new things, meeting new people, but only with me to hang on to.
“I like him a lot,” she admitted. Like I didn’t know already.
I gave her a raised eyebrow.
“Oh my god! Not like that! Don’t be ridiculous,” she said. “He’s a lot, I mean a lot, older, it’s safe,” she said. “He’s like the age of my dad for god’s sake.” She twirled her finger in her long hair and bit the corner of her bottom lip. She was as hot as she was oblivious to the flirting of every guy who came near her. 
“Well,” I said, “I guess text me when you want me to get dinner going.” What Ash didn’t know was that Marc and I had spoken earlier in the day. It blew my mind and I almost felt like hitting him. He wanted to make a bet with me that Ash would have sex with him before the day was out.
“I don’t think so,” I chuckled at him.
But he said, “Let’s make it interesting. Thousand bucks says it’s true.” He even had it in his hand already, holding it out to me. “Go on,” he said, “you hold it. You keep it if I’m wrong.” He even pushed it into my hand.
“And if you’re right?” I said, before stopping myself. “Wait, you’re not going to be right, we’re talking about Ash here!” I laughed at him.
But Marc didn’t laugh with me. “You give me that back, plus another thousand.”
I could hardly argue with him if I was so trusting of Ash, but it wasn’t trust so much as knowledge. She was just not the kind to do that.
“I don’t know, buddy, you’re giving me a lot of money here.”
“And I think you’ll be giving it back, doubled.”
“What if we just take off with your money?”
“You won’t,” he twinkled his eye at me.
“You don’t know me.”
“I know couples like you and Ash.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“You want to know, too.”
“Know what again?”
“You want to know if she will or she won’t.”
I guffawed at him it was so ridiculous. But I did stare at the cash in my hand and I did inhale and blow out through my puffed cheeks and fold the stash over and shove it in my pocket. He told me he’d leave the window  in the laundry closet open and a ladder in front of it. He said he’d text me when it was a good time to get in there unseen.
“You want me to watch?” I screwed up my face at him like it was some sort of sick joke.
“Need a witness to confirm how things end up,” he said. “You wouldn’t believe me if I just told you.”
He was right on that. I wouldn’t believe it in a million years. When Ash flopped down from her victory lap, Marc pointed out to her she didn’t say what she won if she got it right.
“We forgot to say before we guessed.”
Ash rolled her head down and sideways. “Well,” she said, drawing it out long before pushing up and stepping in tiny steps over the space between them so she was standing in front of him. I nearly opened the door with my face I was straining so hard to see and hear. “I was going to say this,” she said in a little girl’s innocent voice, before she squished her knees into his chair between his armrests and hips and pressed her hands into forearms that laid out on the rests. I bulged my one eyes and inhaled sharply. Ash leaned down and kissed him back on the mouth even longer than he had kissed her.
She only slowly shimmied back off him.
“More wine?” he said, pushing up and making his shuffling way to the kitchen area. The camper was ordinary vintage on the outside, but inside, it looked like some 19th C gypsy caravan get-up with dark wood, dim lights, old overstuffed furniture and book shelves and framed art everywhere. It was dreamlike in there.
“Um-hm,” Ash said, waving her third empty glass at him as he passed closely by her.
When he came back, he sat on the small couch beside her. He won the next picture. They had changed things up so that they no longer said before what the other had to do before guessing.
“What do you want?” Ash looked him directly in his eyes in a lower, more sultry voice. I would have laughed at her, putting it on like that. I knew she could be an good actor, but this was over the top. It’s just, I wasn’t sure she was acting anymore, even if she was behaving like some character that was about perfectly opposite to what I knew her to be.
“The hoody,” he said back to her just as zeroed in on her eyes as she was on his.
My wife Ash didn’t take long to think about it. She slowly drew her zipper tap down her front and raised her eyes back up to his before it popped out at the bottom. She closed her eyes and draper her head back and twisted to offer him the edges of her sleeves. When he pulled she collapsed her shoulders and the hoody came off.
“Fuck me stupid,” I moaned slightly out loud from behind the aluminum slats. Ash puffed air out her nose and pressed her hands between her knees and smiled sheepishly up at him. She was wearing a floral-textured full-cup black bra with fine scalloped lace around the bottom edge.
“I like your bra very much,” he said so softly I almost didn’t here.
“Thank you very much,” she replied, looking down at herself. She looked back at him. “Next turn,” she said quietly as smoke.
I didn’t think that much would happen. As far as I was concerned, Marc had already won. I would have bet a thousand just against him getting her to take her top off for him. I thought I knew Ash and I thought she was very conservative. She at least lead me to believe that, having told almost no stories of fooling around when she was younger. She just wasn’t the type. I put my eye back to the vent after I breathed three deep times, and looked again. It was an incredible sight, seeing her in daytime light, in a stranger’s camper, with her hoody off.
She won the next round. “You’re turn,” she said. He gestured with his hands he didn’t know what she wanted. “You’re shirt!”
He won the next one. “Your shorts,” he demanded. He showed no ambiguity, he was direct and determined, it felt like. I guess I knew why.
Ash rolled her head and twisted her lips. She pulled her hair over her face and dragged strands through her lips. She put on makeup before she went over to see him, a nice matte rose pink tone. She also did her eyes too, darkly lined and shaded vermillion. She looked hotter than usual.
“Do you think Rett might come?” she asked him quietly.
“Why don’t you text him?” he suggested.
She stood up and faced him with her fingers toying at the button of her shorts. “Saying what?” she asked him.
That trickster had us both saying lies to each other.
“Maybe say you and I are going to go buy more wine and food, and tell him later we got hung up.”
She turned sideways and stared out the window of the door into the surrounding forest. “What if he comes over anyway?” She popped out the button of her shorts.
“People don’t do that, nobody would ever go into someone else’s campsite,” he said. He also knew I was already inside the trailer, so I wasn’t likely to be out there. “Campers are people you can trust, right?”
She bit her lip and looked back at him. I watched through the vent without breathing. Then Ash drew the zipper tab down the front of her shorts just as slowly as she did her hoody. She turned around and I ducked afraid she’d see my eye popping out.
She squatted with her knees pressed together, and pulled the tight shorts down off her ass and then let them drop to the floor, standing up straight again. She lifted her foot up behind her carrying the shorts in her toes, and picked them off daintily with her finger and thumb, laying them on the chair on top of her hoody. She turned around to face him, at first covering herself with her arms and spread out hands, but quickly dropping them limp, palms forward, at her sides.
“They’re matching,” she said to him, meaning her panties and bra. He patted he couch beside him but she stood, raising her fists clasped on in the other to under her chin.
“Okay?” he said.
“Uncomfortable,” she replied.
“Why?”
She guffawed and rolled her head and her eyes. “You know why!” she loudly whispered at him. “I’m married and you know that.”
“Would it feel better if you weren’t the only one with all your clothes off?”
“That’s hardly the point,” she gritted her teeth. “But maybe,” she added. He stood up and dropped his pants and she drank back a large gulp of her wine and stared.
He just stood there with his hands on his hips staring at her right back until her eyes finally made it all the way back up to his eyes.
“Let me text him,” she said. I quickly grabbed my phone and turned the alerts off just in time. Her text said exactly what Marc told her to say.
I could have said, “No, you should come back,” or “No, dinner is ready, come over,” or something like that. But there was a wager on the table and I would have forfeited my grand if I interfered like that. “Okay, working on book, getting lots done, let me know when you’re on your way back.” Then I added another text. “Maybe you want to show Marc our fish and chips place in town. I’m happy eating bars for dinner, really.”
“Are you sure?” she wrote back. She looked at Marc. “Maybe we should take our game down there?” she said to him, tilting her head down the hall past me and into the bedroom. I was blown away and struggled to keep myself quiet, it was so outrageous. I did a cartoon rubbing of my eyes I so could not believe that that was actually Ash.
But when she drew by the vents right to left below me through the narrow passage, there was no mistaking who that was. She lead with her glass of wine and trailed her other arm behind her where her one finger hooked into one of Marc’s fingers so slight was the force needed to drag him to bed.
She pushed open the door and marvelled at what she found inside. It was also in the style of a centuries-old gypsy place, so buried in details it was hard to see where the eyes should go. But amidst it all was a gorgeous, pure white-sheet and large bed. The guy did know how to live in style.
Ash knelt on the edge and turned around to face Marc who came up to the bed in front of her. She took the book he carried from his hands and without looking, placed it behind her and said, as she raised herself to drop her arms around his shoulders, “Not going to need the book anymore I don’t think, do you?”
She pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of his head. He said “I guess not,” and she smiled at him, looking at his lips, as she leaned her face into his and closed her mouth around his.
He slowly pressed into her until she shimmied back on her knees, their hands busy in each other’s neck and hair, their mouths locked in a long probing kiss. He came onto the bed on his knees too and they pressed their bodies together kneeling. I could see everything but only by opening the folding door a little bit to see through double vents.
“I’ll take mine off if you take your’s off,” Ash said to him, breaking the kiss. She laughed at herself but she also straightened up at him defiantly. She still held him around the back of his neck. “Or are you too afraid?”
He wasn’t, of course. He walked backward on his knees off the edge of the bed again and she laughed. She was giddy and it intrigued me more than it confused me or made me angry.
Where was this Ash the last three years we’d been married? She was being assertive, she was leading, she was speaking clearly her wishes. Ashley normally couldn’t order a meal at a restaurant without first checking what I was getting, and then most of the time just decided to double up my order. It was my biggest unspoken peeve with her: she never let me know what her true wishes were on things like holidays, nights out, even the house we chose.
“I don’t know what my preferences are,” she’d claim, or she’d say, “I don’t have desires, not like other people.” To me it was like someone saying they don’t dream: we all do, they just don’t know their dreams. With Ashley, she was beginning to convince me she truly didn’t have any unspoken desires, any secret wishes, any tastes for things she couldn’t have or hadn’t yet had.
He stood in front of her, his back to me, stark naked. She only giggled and then rolled back, shot her legs in the air, and pulled her panties off. I think Marc and I both thought she meant her bra for his shorts, but evidently, she had her own ideas. She flopped her legs down and twisted around and rolled and flailed her arms till she was pushed up against pillows piled against the headboard at the rear wall of the caravan.
“I’ve never done this before,” she said to him. He might not have believed it with the way she was pushing things, but I did. She also pulled her bottom lip with her hooked finger and used her other hand to push the inside of her thigh so her legs, knees pulled up, fell open facing him. “Especially not with a man like you.”
But she had obviously planned something. Her pussy was bald except for a tiny strip of fluff. She did that for me on special nights, but never when we were camping. We hardly made love at all in our tent — she was too nervous about making “those sounds” where someone else could hear them. It was true, when it was a good night in bed, she sometimes got carried away with her cries and moans.
I didn’t know when she shaved, because it wasn’t when we were dressing together to get ready to go back at the house. It happened after she met Marc.
“What’s so special about a man like me,” he said, crawling up on the bed with his big hard cock dangling down between his legs where I had to see it. He didn’t stop either, before placing his hands on her knees and pressing her more open than she had already opened herself for him.
He began kissing her thigh at the knee like her leg was his lover. She just watched him more curious than anything. He petted and massaged lightly and kissed, further and further up her thigh. It was impossible to believe that that was Ash, without panties on, being completely at ease, not hiding, not shrieking, not refusing, but instead, letting a man, a stranger, kiss her there, closer and closer, without even closing her legs or showing any of the usual embarrassment or reluctance or shame.
“How old did you say you were again?” she said, running her finger tips around his jaw and over his nose and cheekbones and eyebrows like he was a sculpture, like she owned him.
He looked up at her over her stomach from nearly down between her legs. “I didn’t, but I’m 55.”
“You used to be a speed limit,” she laughed at her corny joke and twisted her hips and clamped her knees together. But she quickly opened herself back to him. “Sorry,” she said in mock sympathy. “You’re my dad’s exact age.”
She also gasped like someone pricked. He had slowly curled his hands like smoke under  her thighs and around and over her hips and he kissed not her thighs, but directly between them. I noted it for future reference: don’t waste time.
But he didn’t stay there. He just gave her a taste and went back to kissing irrelevant areas so much he was frustrating my by proxy. It might have been my wife lying beneath him, but I felt her feelings, I coiled and uncoiled with her yearnings. I could tell by her fingers twisting in the sheets and her toes curling and uncurling that she wanted him to go back there. And I knew that Ash could never ask for that.
“Lick me,” she said to Marc. “Think you can make me cum?” She laughed. But only lightly.
There went my theory. But also more: she had never said the word “cum” to me. She only ever used “orgasm,” and she never spoke of it in a command sentence, as in, “Make me have an orgasm.” But she just did to this guy.
“What do I win if I do?” he said, caressing her stomach and her chest just below her bra.
She was the type of joker who would say, “ A pat on the head,” or some other put down. Not tonight. Not with this guy Marc. “I’ll make you cum with my mouth.”
My cock, already hard, went throbbing at the sound of her sweet, cooing voice saying such nasty things. It was so unlike her I could not believe my ears. She sometimes puts my cock in her mouth, and “put” is about the right word. She doesn’t exactly show enthusiasm for the act, but she does do it on occasion but only because she knows I love it so much. It’s clearly not something she likes, though.
Tonight, with Marc in his bed, however, the way she said it, it sounded like she actually wanted to.
“How do I know you know how?” was Marc’s challenge back to her.
Did I accidentally tell him about how competitive she was?
Ash pushed up and shoved him down on his back. “Are you kidding me?” she said to him. She pushed his arms out of her way and laid sideways on the bed. She rested her face on his thighs and stroked his cock in front of her face, looking up at him. I watched as my wife wrapped her fingers around his stiff erection. “Just a preview, I don’t want you cumming too soon and losing interest.”
She closed her eyes and brought her pretty little mouth to the head of his cock. She took him inside seemingly reluctantly, pressing but not opening her mouth. She reached up to find his hand and entwined her fingers with his and twisted and stretched fingers with him. She moaned like she was fighting him off. Still his cock strained against her lips and still she pursed them together tighter.
I stretched out from atop the washer and nearly tumbled over the edge. I grabbed the closet door and swung out, balancing myself, before crunching my abs and swinging back inside the closet. I waited a second and then peeked. She had her eyes closed and didn’t notice, otherwise she would have plainly seen her husband in the narrow short hallway out side the bedroom plainly watching her have sex, even initiate sex, with another man, a virtual stranger.
She finally let his cock pop into her mouth and yelped in a muffled tone. She pulled off of him and made the sound of a please kitten before looking up at him, wrapping her fist tighter around his cock, and going back down on him, corkscrewing her face on him and moaning with his cock poking her deep inside her mouth. She sucked him with an enthusiasm I had never seen before.
She pulled off again and caught her breath and laughed and coughed and stroked his cock hard in her fist. “Ashley thinks she likes,” she said up to him, before wasting no time gulping back down on him, taking him deeper into her mouth than I had ever witness, with my cock. She seemed intent on driving him as deep into her mouth as his cock could go.
My heart pounded and my breath was deep and fast. The scene through the vents wasn’t something that made me mad or shameful or rejected. It made me feel just one thing: aroused beyond belief. I know porn, and I use it all the time, full disclosure. This wasn’t the arousal you get from watching people have beautiful sex. This was something on another level.
As much as Ashley didn’t talk about her experiences or her inner desires very much, in her gestures, in her expressions, I felt that I understood her feelings well. It’s why she married me: “Nobody understands me like you do,” she said, “and I don’t even have to say anything.”
I didn’t know what she meant at the time, it just sounded like a romantic thing to say. But over the last three years, I understood because I began to feel her feelings for her. I knew what food she wanted because I began to want it, what music, what holiday, what anything.
Now that that person I was so attached to was going down on a man with a cock deep in her mouth, nearly fully naked sprawled over his bed, I swear I could feel what she was feeling, and it was full-on complete and unadulterated sexual pleasure on a level never experienced before. When I stopped thinking about my own feelings and buried my own ego, what my body filled with was my wife’s feelings. With every moan and shudder and twist and gasp, I was with her, deeper and deeper.
Marc only needed to tap on her hip and she instinctively lifted one knee over his face and settled her hips above him, sinking her open, fresh, and clearly wet pussy down on his mouth even while she moaned and twisted and gasped on his cock in her mouth.
Her back moved like waves coming in shore. Her hair shimmied like the red cape dangled for a mad bull. He wrapped his hands up and around her undulating hips and she began to curl and uncurl against his face, her hips clearly quaking. She didn’t take her mouth off his cock even while he shot his tongue into and all over her there. She gripped it in her hand, she pumped her mouth on it, and she cried out loud with it deep to her throat.
I didn’t make myself out to be a voyeur, but if it wasn’t my wife going down so heartily in 69 with a stranger, I’d say it was the most beautiful sex scene I’d ever watched, live or otherwise. Because it was my wife, I’d say it was the most exhilarating. I can only say that now, though, because at the time, it was only confusing. My wife was getting sexually pleasured like she never had before, and I was so hard watching it secretly, I had to take my cock out in my hand and stroke myself.
From my vantage point, I could see the top of Marc’s head, my wife’s ass and her spread legs bounding against his face, her soaking pussy rubbing up and down over his mouth, strings of pussy juice and saliva between them, and her hanging breasts from below. I could also see her head of hair bop up and down between his raised knees.
I opened the doors wider and quietly, carefully, eased myself down into the hallway. I could squeeze myself against the opposite wall and remain hidden because the bedroom door was half swung closed. I approached the threshold and could hear so much more clearer my wife’s muffled moans and whimpers. I could hear the wet sucking sounds of both the man’s mouth on her extraordinarily wet pussy and her mouth sucking on his cock. I leaned through so that I was nearly above Marc’s head at the edge of his bed, and my wife’s slowly wiggling ass. I was close enough I could reach out and touch her pussy myself.
I craned around and saw, when I bent over a bit, his cock, and her pretty pink lips covering it, engulfing it, withdrawing it and plunging back down. She was pulling on his cock with her hand too, following her mouth. She was making so much noise I was amazed she had forgotten herself so much.
I crouched down to see more of her mouth. Just then I saw Marc’s hips jerk up and he tapped her hips. I ducked to run but she didn’t pull off of him. He jerked his hips up again and she only dug her hands down under his ass and seemed to double down on him, locking him inside her mouth. She began to sheik with his cock muffling her throat. Her hips also began to buck in a fast vibration all over his face. Before I knew what was happening, my wife had begun to orgasm on his mouth, her voice screaming and her hips pounding against him. But at the same time, I heard her voice become stuffed sounding, and I saw her cheeks puff out and her force herself down deeper on him and stop pulling up.
His cum gushed from her lips locked around his cock, just as her hips violently shook and ground into his face. She lifted her mouth off his cock and he still spurted under great pressure, hitting her face and neck. She didn’t pull away, but instead sucked breath and dove back down, taking the rest of his ejaculate in her mouth, as much as she could.
Cum was everywhere. Her body sank like all her bones disappeared suddenly and his cock popped out of her mouth and she fell down with it pushing against her face, all covered in his cum. More of it ran from her mouth and all over his stomach and legs. She still gripped it and slowly squeezed it. The smile I could see on her face was from a different world. I’d never seen her or anyone else’s expression so deeply, so completely, satiated.
I backed up slowly and quietly and slipped out the door and made my way quickly back to our campsite. I was shaken, but not by having caught my wife cheating. Nor by having seen her experience with another man a level of sexual satisfaction I’d never witnessed on anyone, including myself. No, I was shaken because, through her, I had experienced it myself, vicariously. I had stopped stroking or even touching my cock when I crept up through the hallway. I even got it stuffed back in my shorts. What shook me was, as I hurried along the trail back to our campsite thankful there was an alternate route off the camp roadway where other people might be walking, I had cum in my pants spontaneously. It was running down my leg even as I hurried back. Just seeing my wife like that, without even touching my cock, it made me ejaculate.
I sat staring at the fire in the dying of the day’s light when my phone buzzed. I’d almost forgot she was with me. “We got hung up, almost back now.”
I stared at my wife’s message a long while. “Did you eat?” I asked, laughing darkly at my own sardonic sense of humour.
“No! It wasn’t open! We couldn’t find anything else,” she wrote. No kidding. “Famished! Can you feed us?”
Interesting, I thought. “Us” already.
“NP,” I wrote back. I was a very good camp cook. Of course I could feed them in style.
Ash and Marc came up the path to our camp together close enough to be holding hands, but not.
“Good time?” I said, glancing up from the bar-b-que. I saw her glance at Marc and was amazed she wasn’t being a lot more careful.
“I don’t know, what did you think, Marc?” She almost giggled at him and dropped her face and picked at her lower lip looking at him. She looked for all the world like a woman freshly ravished and not yet done.
“It was an interesting tour,” he said.
“No doubt,” I said, nodding. “No doubt at all.” I looked up and sideways at him.
When we finished eating, Ash took the dishes to the tap down the road to wash things up. Marc stepped up to help put things away in the back of my SUV. “Didn’t quit finish the job,” he said to me.
“What are you talking about?” I stopped and stared at him. How was that not a win?
But he shrugged and raised his eyebrows. “It’s got to be all the way or I can’t in good conscience lay claim to the prize.”
I shook my head and laughed darkly. 'Buddy, you showed me things I didn’t think I’d ever see and I’m pretty sure I won’t ever forget. You win.” I shoved the envelope of cash into his hand. “You’re going to have to give me an account to transfer my side to you later.”
“Not going to share that until I fuck your wife.”
I couldn’t believe we were having this conversation. I could see through the tress that Ashley was on her way back. She even waved with a cute smile at me. Or was that at Marc?
“Fine!” I said to him. I snatched back the grand from his hands and stuffed it in the back of my car. “I’ll come up with something.”
We sat around the fire trading stories about famous paintings and other quirky stories we knew. In the flickering flaming light, more than a few times I caught Ash looking up at Marc with glowing eyes.
I went to the pump and got a bucket of water for the fire later. When I stepped around the tent, I accidentally tripped on a wire and dumped the entire, completely full, bucket right into the open flap of our tent. Such a clutz!
“Oh my god, are you okay!?” Ash shrieked.
I was — but our bed was a complete disaster.
“Got room and dry sheets in my camper,” Marc offered. We all traipsed over. It was decided that he could close his bedroom door, that Ash could sleep on his couch, and that I could sleep on the floor.
I gave it about 30 minutes before I sat up and woke her up. I’m pretty sure she wasn’t sleeping anyway. “Ash, this is too hard. Tell you what, you’re fine on the couch, I’ll go sleep in my car, I’ve done it before, it’s good when the seat is down.”
“I’ll go sleep with you,” she said.
“That’s ridiculous, you’re already fine here, you were already sleeping.”
I expected her to at least pretend to protest a little more. But all she said was, “Are you sure?”
We talked quietly like we were trying to keep from waking Marc up. I slipped out the door and turned on the step. Ash leaned out wearing her white camisole and threw her arms around my neck. We kissed a long time and said, “Thank you.”
“What for?” I said.
“Letting me,” she replied with a gesture of her head. For a second I thought she gestured toward Marc’s bedroom, but she was only meaning letting her sleep on the couch instead of making her sleep in the car with me. She never managed a good sleep there.
“Enjoy,” I said, gesturing with my head clearly toward Marc’s bedroom door. I don’t know what possessed me but she dismissed me with a frown and a smirk. “See you in the morning?” I said.
“Of course!” she replied again with a confused frown.
“Should I come get you when breakfast is ready?” It’s something we always did — she said being left to sleep until awoken to eat bacon and eggs and coffee was one of the best things about camping.
“No no!” she insisted. “I’ll text,” she said.
I turned but stopped. She looked stunning in the moonlight in the door of the gypsy caravan in her shimmering camisole. She looked stunning, I could tell, because she was filled with lust about to be released and she knew it no less than I did. “I’m going to lock the door,” she whispered loudly. “Don’t want anyone to come in!”
I nodded and waved. I understood.
I went as far as light would show me and made my way back to his clearing through the trees, trying hard to avoid stepping on twigs. It took about 30 seconds to see dim lights come on in his back room.
I leaned against the camper under the laundry closet window. I could hear low talking, laughing, and occasional squealing. And I also heard long spells of no sounds at all. When I determined that they were engaged with each other, I climbed the ladder, slid open the laundry closet window, and pulled myself inside to the top of the washing machine again. I carefully eased the closet door open and brought my eye to the vent slit.
To say by this point that I didn’t expect to see things progress would have been naive. I didn’t know much about my wife, that much was made clear over the weekend. But I’m a quick study, and besides, Marc might be a bastard for fucking guys’ married wives.
But the way he refused the money made it clear he was honourable and a man of his word, if nothing else. I could have kept his money and taken Ash home. But I sat there around the fire watching my wife squirm in her seat, twist her legs together and apart, and stare and glow at the guy she had unfinished business with, and all I did was think for them some way I could concoct that she could reasonably end up in his camper without me, all night long.
Still, she was Ashley. I still thought it would be Marc who would come out and work on her again, persuading her to come to his bed. That wasn’t what happened though. I could see the silhouettes in the light from his covered window. She climbed on his bed before he was even awake.
I peeked. Her back was to me and she was straddling his lap. The sheets were all gone. She was stroking him against her stomach and they were talking.
“What makes you think I want to fuck you?” she said to him full of tease and coyness. She laughed and bent down and took him in her mouth briefly.
“Because you’re here, aren’t you,” he pointed out.
“I could have fucked you earlier but I didn’t,” she pointed out.
“True,” he agreed. He folded his arms behind his head where he slumped against pillows.
“Anyway,” she said, “I only came in to give you a goodnight kiss. And to tell you that we can’t do it.” She appeared to be still stroking his cock between them.
“Why not?”
She gasped at his insolence and squeezed him hard enough to make him yelp. “You know why not!” she seethed at him. She wiggled back a bit and bent over him and took his cock in her mouth for two or three deep dives on him. She came back up. “I’m happily married to a man just out there,” she shot her head in the direction of the hallway I was frozen standing in and again she made me wonder if she knew all along.
“What if I told you he paid me to fuck you?”
She threw her head back and laughed. “I’d call you the world’s greatest bullshitter.” She leaned forward this time and planted one hand on his pillow beside his head. She lowered her head between her poking shoulders and kissed him long on the mouth. Her other hand continued to reach between their bodies and stroke his cock. Her hips gyrated ever so slightly above his hips when she leaned lower to kiss him.
She came back up but instead of sitting on his thighs, she stayed high on her knees. Both her hands reached between her legs to pull up and caress his penis. Suddenly she unbuckled the crotch of her cami and lifted it up and off her body. “I suppose though that you’re owed at least this for your thousand dollars.” She pushed up her breasts and wiggled them in his face and laughed.
When he took over massaging her breasts she reached back down and I could see between her legs that she was now caressing his balls with one hand while she stroked his erection with the other. Her knees were also bent more. She was closer to the tip of his cock.
“He’s paying me, not the other way around, I keep trying to tell you.”
“As if,” she said. “Doesn’t matter what you say, though, you had your fun earlier, I’m just here to say goodnight and go to sleep on the couch out there.”
“It’s such a nice bed in here, though.”
She lowered herself to him and brushed her hard nipples against his chest. She kissed him long and twistingly. “True,” she laughed deep and gutturally. “It is nice with you,” she said in a whisper, and she kissed his neck and jaw and lips. Her hips rotated against his cock standing up and brushing her ass. “But,” she said, laying her head sideways beside his on his pillows, “doesn’t mean I’m going to fuck you, just so we’re clear.”
I could see her hand push between their joined abdomens and reach again for his cock. She pressed it with her fingers against her ass. “Because it’s not allowed,” she added against his lips. Her hips twisted up and I could see her pussy lips, wet, raw, engorged. Her long deft fingers wrapped around his shaft and pushed it against her lips.
Marc massaged the sides of her breasts and their mouths fully engaged in a full, tongue-probing kiss. I could see from the hallway I dropped down into, when I crouched, that her fingers frantically ran up and down his hard shaft, and her pussy lips open around it.
“You shouldn’t do that,” she whispered loudly.
“Do what?”
“That,” she said, and she curled her hips and pressed harder with her fingers, pushing his shaft against her pussy lips that she drew up and down the increasingly wet length. “Stop it or else.”
“Or else what,” he whispered back, touching her lips with his fingers, which made her desperate to suck on them.
“Or else I’m going to fuck you,” she said, and she moaned loudly and raised her hips enough to push the head of his cock against the opening between her lips. She let go and clasped his face in both her hands. But his cock, now caught by the tip in her lips, quivered at the ready.
“What if I just pushed up right now?” he said.
She moaned loudly again and sank her face into his neck before raising it back to his to kiss him more frantically yet. “You’d be fucking a married wife.” She lowered her hips a touch more and her lips engulfed the head of his cock. I crept up to the door and got down on my knees. I reached out and hung my fingers on the edge of the bed. I was staring three feet away into my wife’s exposed pussy, and Marc’ cock, lodged in it but a few millimeters.
“Redundant,” he said.
She laughed and bit his cheek and said to him, “You’re such a jerk,” just as she lowered her hips and brought her pussy lips down over his cock, slowly, relentlessly and eventually completely. She sighed deeply and loudly when her pussy kissed his pubis. She pushed up with her hands pressed to his chest and began to roll her hips, taking his cock deeply into her over and over.
I rested met head on the bed feet away. My wife moaned like some animal. The man’s hands wrapped tight around her ass and squeezed. She reached behind her and caressed his balls. It made her jut her chest out and he grabbed her tits and massaged her roughly. She yelped and dropped her head all the way back. If she only opened her eyes, she would have seen me, upside down.
But she didn’t open her eyes. She was too gone with sexual ecstasy. I eased the door wide open and retreated to the living room area and sat in Marc’s easy chair that was aimed directly down the hallway to the bedroom.
I took my pants down. I had the excuse of needing to come back in to get my phone I forgot, and that I knew how to open these doors. If I got caught jerking off, that was much less the crime than her getting caught cheating. I watched for over 60 minutes in the obscuring darkness of the front of the camper as my wife fucked the man in every possible position in the back of the camper, in the bedroom, with the dim light on. I listened as she yelped and cried and moaned and groaned in every possible utterance of sexual satisfaction. She fucked the man so hard the camper rocked.
Her camisole had fallen off the foot of the bed. I brought it with me when I went to the living area out of some concern for keeping it from getting creased, laying on the floor like that. When she orgasmed for I don’t know how many times, I clenched my eyes both unable to stop hearing it, and unable to try to. I had one act of defiance, one act of revenge on my wife and Marc. When he came inside her pussy, I wrapped her silky camisole around my cock and I ejaculated into it.
When they cuddled afterword, I threw it on the floor and left. When I saw over my shoulder the light go out, realizing she was going to spend the night in his bed, I went back in, found the camisole in the darkness, and brought it with me, to clean off my filth.
In the morning, she came back to the site as I was starting breakfast. We had to pack up and go quickly — we had stuff back in town to get to. She was downcast and sulky packing up. I asked her if she slept well.
“Yeah, okay, but I didn’t get too much sleep it feels like.”
I left that alone. I reminded her that I had a conference to attend in Portland the following weekend. I would be leaving Friday afternoon and not be back till late Sunday.
“Oh yeah,” she said. It was a big deal for me, one of my biggest presentations, and she took great pride in my career advancements. But not now. Nothing seemed to cheer her up.
I told her to go see if Marc wanted breakfast with us.
“Are you sure?” She was suddenly alive again.
After breakfast, I said to Marc in front of Ash, “Hey, if you’re still around, come over to Moscow, we’ll can have dinner. Friday night maybe.”
He looked at Ash and she lit up like firecracker back at him. “I can show you the gallery!” she said full of child-like excitement. “And me and Rett’s favorite restaurant!”
“Oh crap,” I said, “I have to leave Friday afternoon.”
“I thought it was Saturday afternoon?” she corrected me.
“They moved it up a day — they added a bunch of new presenters.”
“Well,” Ash looked back and forth between Marc and me. “He can come anyway, can’t he? Just going to show him around.”
“You okay with that Marc?” I looked at him directly.
“I’m okay if you’re okay,” he said.
Ash beamed the rest of the morning. I went up with the buckets for water and swung back around Marc’s camper. We didn’t have much to say. I handed him the envelope which he easily took back this time. And he gave me his account number. I gave him $2,000. He just nodded and waved me goodbye.
All week long my wife played with makeup and dresses and underwear, and all week long, I checked the dimension of closets, the view through cracks, and the squeaks of various floorboards and steps in the staircase.




She Wouldn’t

I couldn’t help stretching my flattened hand stealthily down the front of my sucked in stomach, and down the front of my shorts. My wife Clara, a junior lawyer already, was about as straight and narrow a 32-year-old as they come. But there she was on this guy’s couch pretending to swat his hands away from the buttons of her peach belle-sleeve V-neck, but using only her fingers in light kitten-like taps. When she said “No!” it was only quietly, with high-pitched titters and mischievous grins.
And here I was, an air traffic controller, balanced on my toes on the edge of a claw-foot iron tub in the guy’s dark guest bathroom, clinging to the edge at the top of the wall where a space was left looking down over the kitchen and out to the open living room beyond, and the open wall to the big patio sweeping through to the outside penthouse rooftop and the ocean out there.
My wife was playing, she wasn’t resisting. It was not what I expected, to state things flatly. But nor was becoming overly aroused at her apparently new-found interest in sexual exploration remotely close to anything I imagined I’d feel if, as that Marc guy improbably bet me, she’d actually do anything with him when I was to pretend to disappear and secretly watch instead, like he planned it, from the safety of his guest bathroom.
She leaned all the way forward to protect her small, delectable chest from his exploratory paws by bending down on her thighs, bare from the bottoms of her tight and short white shorts all the way down to her platform white-strap sandals. She laid her head on her knees sideways and through strands of her straw-blonde hair she looked back up at him and bit her bottom lip, painted pale rose pink.  She looked so beautiful I nearly moaned with yearning from the bathroom.
I gaped down from the ceiling above, utterly scandalized by her playful coquette act. She was a professional in every aspect of her life from the way she dressed, to the way she talked, to even the way she hung out and relaxed on our vacations down in Puerto Vallarta. She was never the laughing-nervously type of girl. She was never back-footed in any situation.
She thoughtfully caressed her ankles smiling up at him impishly, her wrists a-jangle with heaps of thin bracelets, her thumbs and fingers adorned with various rings, her nails painted in matte desert tan. It was downright suspicious how meticulously she made herself up just for us to go over to this guy’s condo to watch the parade and fireworks from his balcony located right in the middle of the action in Old Town.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she said from her knees all low and breathily. He leaned back into the corner of his couch, one arm languidly over the arm of the couch, the other drawn out over the top of the back, behind my wife. She walked her long fingers down her foot, over the floor to where his foot was planted on the floor, and she scratched her index fingernail into the skin on the back of his toe. “Hmm?” she kept his attention on her. I’d never seen her like this in our four years of marriage or three years before it.
“Me? I’m not doing anything,” he shrugged with a devil’s grin.
“No,” she purred at him, “you’re just sitting there all passive and making yourself totally available.”
“I’m just trying to enjoy the fireworks, have some wine with friends, have a good time.”
“Whats a good time for you Marc?” she said still leaning down deeply over her knee. She was stimulating herself now, running her long, filed nails up and down her toned calves.
“I think a nice evening with wine and interesting friends is a good time.”
“I’m not plural, anymore, I’m singular. My husband isn’t here, didn’t you notice?” She began to experiment under the close scrutiny of her gaze by drawing her nail up his calf the same way she’d been lightly scratching herself.
I dropped my jaw and lowered my eyes to turn and stare behind me. The way Marc said it, he would try to get in her pants, good luck with that, and I’d watch as a witness so we wouldn’t dispute things, as if anything would happen to dispute. If he happened to succeed, straight up I was to give him back the thousand dollars he gave me to hold, plus a thousand of my own he just trusted me to pay without him even knowing my name, where we were staying, or where we came from. And if she didn’t let him do anything, which was to me as foregone a conclusion as the sun rising tomorrow, I simply kept the thousand bucks and carried on. 
“Full penetration, not just anything,” he said, raising the bar on himself just to make things more impossible for him yet. I would never have agreed to any of it had he not put the grand in my hand. But when I did take it and fold it over and rub my thumb over the wad in my pocket, I began to wonder what it would feel like to watch my wife do that, just in case, wonder of wonders, something did transpire. I was unable to complete the thought however. I just couldn’t form the picture in my mind.
I didn’t have to, in reality. I put my eyes back to the gap above the wall and peered down from the dark shadowy ceiling. Clara was definitely flirting like nothing I’d ever seen before. I was surprised she even agreed to stay after I was gone. I pretended to go back to our place to get a change of clothes — we decided to spend the night in Marc’s guest room. It was a magnificent penthouse condo with its own rooftop infinity pool. But I claimed to have twisted my ankle and said I’d just stay home.
“I’ll try to call a cab, but I can’t even get a phone line,” I said. “You stay there, I’ll just get ice and hang here.”
“And I’m pretty sure he’s not coming back tonight,” she said, widening her eyes at him and pursing her lips in a bad-girl smile.
“We can just enjoy the evening like we were going to,” Marc gestured to the ocean and sky out his massive balcony, “before he twisted his ankle and couldn’t come back, poor guy.” He knew damn well I was behind him 20 feet and above near the ceiling.
She sat up and mirrored his posture on the couch, her hand planted into the cushion beside her with her elbow locked, and her other arm stretched out over the top of the couch, against his arm already there. Her fingers lightly played on his bicep, drawing little circles. I could not figure her out. I knew she liked him when we ran into him at the art show.
He was buying what we learned later was his fourth piece. He was able to tell us everything about the artists.
“He’s cute!” she said, and when I recoiled at her, she rolled her eyes. “Oh come on, he’s like 20 years old than me at least!”
“He is charming,” I said.
She didn’t reply, but I saw her secretly widen her eyes when her face turned away from me. “He’s knowledgeable,” she gave him.
“You like him don’t you.”
“Carey,” she placed her hand on my arm. “I do. But like a father. He’s just,” she tilted her head and considered her words. “He just sounds experienced, doesn’t he.”
We wondered through the maze of outdoor hung art. “In what way do you mean?”
“Just, I don’t know. You know? Experienced. In like, everything . . . “
When we ran into him again as we were on the streets by the church leaving the show, we greeted each other like we were already old friends. I did anyway, but Clara was effusive, taking his forearm in her hand. “I bet you know where the very best birria is in town, don’t you!”
Of course he did, and like everything else about him, it was fabulous.
We were staying in the Romantic Zone, he had his own condo in Old Town. He insisted we come over for the late evening parade and fireworks. “It’s a great view.”
It was an incredible place in every way. I knew Clara was swept away by it. “What if I thought a good time was kissing you?” she said to him, bringing a strand of hair across her mouth to pull it through her lips. She squinted at him like she completely expected an answer. She had done her eyes with dark lines and deep forest royal shadow. She looked like she was made up for a wedding or a date.
It was when, over dinner, and when Clara excused herself to go to the bathroom, that Marc turned to me and made his bet. It was so preposterous and out of left-field, I didn’t have the presence of mind to shut it down right then and there.
“What?!”
“If she lets me,” he said. “You have to be there, it’s nothing forced. She has to lead the way.”
I told him there was no way in hell that would happen. That’s when he just causally reached over and unrolled into my hand a stack of bills, a thousand dollars.
“You hold my stake,” he said.
“How?” I shrugged at him like it was the most ridiculous thing imaginable. But it was like he had already thought through the complete plan. I looked in my fist where I felt the thousand bucks.
“If you want to give me a thousand bucks for nothing, I’m guess I’m down with that,” I laughed at him. He laughed to, back at me.
I predicted all that would happen would be, he’d come on to her, she would rebuff him, he’d try again, she’d threaten him with something serious, and then she’d text me to come get her, end of story. It was safe to leave her there with him because I wasn’t really leaving her there with him, I was in his condo the whole time, she just didn’t know that.
I was more fascinated than betrayed, more intrigued than jealous, when she turned the tables and came on to him rather than the other way around. As the reality settled in on my shoulders that something might actually happen — was actually happening — it dawned on me that I did not really know who the woman was sitting on the couch down in front of me.
It wasn’t Clara the way I had known her. There was another Clara inside her, when it felt safe, I guess, to come out. I guess I had to admit, with my head pressed up to the guy’s bathroom ceiling, that I did recognize aspects of her. She was being me, when I was 20.
“Do you think you should kiss me?” He talked to her like he was being some kind of twisted psychologist. “I mean, you’ve been saying to me since he left that you’re a married woman and you don’t what might happen. Do you think kissing is a safe thing to do?”
“If I told you I wanted to kiss you, would you let me?” she persisted with him. She ignored how he reminded her what she was feeling only a few minutes earlier. I don’t know what changed. It began when she grabbed his hand when he was merely attempting to pick up his phone where it buzzed, and brought it, seemingly in a pique of impulse, to the top button of her top. I think she was making a joke about slipping his phone down her front inside her bra to hide it from him. But she inadvertently put his fingers on her button and he simply undid them. She didn’t stop him.
“You’d have to try and find out I guess,” he said, not moving closer, not moving away, not shifting his hands. Just fixing her with his eyes. My heart pounded and my throat was dry. My neck hurt from being twisted sideways and my fingers were stiff from holding me against the wall.
“I don’t know how good your are at keeping secrets,” she grinned again.
“Are you afraid of taking risks?”
“You were the one undoing the buttons of my top just a moment ago,” she pointed out. She left her top undone all the way to the last button, the way he left her. Her blouse billowed out generously and gave him a shadowy and obscured view of her entire chest and stomach emblazoned by the light falling through the light peach fabric hanging loosely from her shoulders.
“I was only doing what you wanted.”
“If I wanted you to, why did you stop?” She was a lawyer, did I mention that? 
She pulled up her legs and steadied herself to a kneeling position on the couch facing him before waving her head forward and back and thrusting all her hair back off her face and over her shoulders. She stared at him hard a moment before pulling up the bottom of her loose top to slowly feed the last button out of its hole. She rolled her shoulders back and let the airy top fall like a descending cloud down her back.
She didn’t stop there. She looked at him with increasing defiance in her face. With exaggerated, angry-like gestures, she tugged the button of her shorts free and, raising her chin and clamping her teeth over her bottom lip, she yanked the fly down. She fell back against the far arm of the couch and pressed her elbows and heels into the cushions to plank her body. “Help a girl?” she said to him impatiently.
He considered it a moment and finally put his wine glass down on the table at his side. He leaned all the way over her and carefully tugged at one hip and then the other to work her tight shorts off her waist and down her legs. She sank her ass into the cushions and held her legs straight together and straight out, her toes pointed close to his face. He drew her shorts down her calves and off her feet.
She only slowly pulled her legs back and closed her knees together and dropped them sideways. “Where’s my wine?” she said. It was right above her head where she left it on the table behind her. She didn’t bother to look herself, not taking her eyes off his where she held him over the top of her bare thigh.
He slid his hand over the top of the couch above her and stretched out way over top of her to reach her glass behind her head. She remained in place, even toying her finger into his chest enclosed in the panels of his opened shirt where it hung down gracing her face. He retracted and held her wine out for her.
She took it by the stem and tucked an arm between her head and the arm of the couch and sipped before handing her glass back to him. He placed it with his own on his table. She lifted one leg and, with her toes, all painted the same matte tan as her fingernails, she poked and pulled at the waist of his shorts.
“Are you trying to tell me something?” he asked.
“Well do you think I like lying here half naked for your viewing pleasure all by myself? A girl doesn’t like to be the only one so vulnerable you know.”
He began to undo his shorts buttons, keeping his eyes locked on hers. She licked her lips watching his fingers deftly work one button one at a time down the front. She laughed at the gesture. She was having fun, playing with him, like I said.
I remained positive she wasn’t going to follow through. It was a game, we were on holidays, we were in Mexico and far from home. She was just playing with him before inevitably dropping the hammer.
“Isn’t this what you wanted too?” she said. “I saw you looking twice at me yesterday.”
“What you wanted if we’re going on secret glances,” he challenged her. He twisted around to take his glass and sip again. She kissed her lips twice making loud popping sounds and gestured that she wanted some of his wine. He reached for her glass.
“No, yours,” she said.
He shrugged and picked up his glass again and leaned over. “Not like that,” she said.
He squinted at her.
“Might spill,” she said. “Put some in your mouth.” She made a kissing motion with her lips at him with her eyes half lidded. “Come on,” she said with that impish smile again. “Don’t pretend you weren’t trying to make something happen. We’re just having a little fun, right? It’s harmless. Come on. Nobody needs to know.” She said it with such whispered conspiracy, I was shaken by her abilities in this facet of life. I was sure she hadn’t cheated before, but the certainty meter was flicking around where before it stayed still at or near the zero line.
He shrugged and did as he was told, taking wine in his mouth but not swallowing. He planted his hands on the cushions beside her bare shoulders and leaned down over top of her. She wrapped her hands inside his open shirt and around his waist and gently as a bird carrying a mouse, she squeezed. She tilted her head back, closed her eyes, and parted her pretty and full lips.
He put his mouth to hers and let the wine inside flow slowly into her mouth. I could see her throat lump up and down her neck as she took it and swallowed. But I also saw her finish swallowing, I saw her fingers make their way up his torso to grab and tug at the hair on the back of his head, and I saw her long, toned legs open up, her knee forcefully push past his stomach with a chuckle and her heels rise up and push together down into his thighs where he remained on hands and knees over her.
He fell back and retuned to his seated position on his side of the couch. But she kept a grip around his neck and rose as he fell, flowing together with him until she was sitting up against him. She languidly draped a thigh over his lap and sat down on his thighs, still with her fingers clasped together behind his neck. She leaned down as though to study his mouth closer, and touched it with her lips, once, twice, three times, before sinking more firmly against him body and mouth, in a long, lazy, twisting and tiny moaning kiss.
Suddenly she pulled back from him, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and pushed against his abdomen to shimmy off his knees and push herself up to standing. She wavered a bit and grasped at his upper thigh to balance herself.
“I’m sorry, I don’t know what came over me.”
“It’s okay, you know, Mexico.”
“It’s not okay,” she turned away from him and, striking in her underwear, milk-chocolate brown lace lo-rise panties with scalloped edges all around, and matching full-cup bra, she padded to the end of the apartment where the whole wall was open to the extended balcony out over the roof and the street below, and pulled the billowing, Moroccan-blue curtains closed.
She pulled the large white leather cube foot stool up to the other side of the coffee table opposite Marc and sat on her hands facing him. “I can’t, I’m his wife,” she almost whispered, finally looking up at him, tilting her head as she did so. I slowly exhaled from my ceiling perch I remained transfixed in. I was relieved for the first time all night. I eased my hand off the ceiling I braced it against and stretched out my aching wrist.
Her hair, wild and unkempt, flowed over her face. Her bare skin glowed in the light of the candles he’d set. Behind her, the distant lights of freighters on the black Pacific shimmered. The sound of waves crashing millions of smooth rocks filled the apartment with a soothing rhythmic wash. The sun was down.
“And yet,” Marc said.
“And yet,” she repeated after him with a deep sigh tilting her head further down and staring at him with enlarging eyes. “It doesn’t feel like it. Tonight. Up here.” She reached hard across the table in his direction with her fingers alternately splaying and fisting. “With you,” she almost whispered.
Marc only passively watched her from his couch, relaxed as anything, sipping his wine.
“Why does it feel,” she paused, searching for the word.  “Permitted.” 
“Maybe you should explore that.” 
“I could just come over there and kiss you once. Maybe that would be enough. Maybe I would be assuaged.”
“I don’t know,” he said. “It might work, it might not. We don’t really know.”
“A wife is expected to not be breaking her vows so early.”
“And yet you want to, don’t you.”
“I do.” She looked down and clasped her hands together between her thighs. “I do indeed,” she repeated as though to herself and she puffed air out her nose and smiled up at him in the dim flickering light.
“Can one little kiss hurt so much though? And a kiss — that’s not really breaking all the vows, is it?” He sipped again
“It all depends doesn’t it.” She twisted around like she heard something. She turned back and used her hand to slowly push her hair back from her face.
“On what do you think?”
“On the intention.”
“I guess we could try and then reassess.”
“You need to stop me if I go too far, we can use the timer on my phone.”
“When do you want me to stop you?”
“I don’t know. I just know I want to kiss you. I need to kiss you. Soon,” she whined.
“If you really want to, you should be able to, no? A free person.”
“What if it makes me want to go further?”
“Like what do you mean?”
“I don’t know, things we aren’t supposed to do, like really not supposed to do?” She slipped off the foot stool on to her knees and began walking in slow, laborious baby steps around the coffee table toward him on the couch.
She go to his knees and pushed them apart. I craned to look down over the back of the couch from high over the kitchen. What I thought was her wrapping things up was actually her stepping things up. My heart was racing and my mouth was dry. I wanted to cry out to her “No!” But I also wanted to watch what was going to happen next. It was a very strange place to be, and I don’t mean just on the edge of tub in a stranger’s bathroom watching my wife through a gap in the wall.
I realized I wouldn’t be able to stop anything. My spying like that, revealing also Marc’s complicity in some conspiracy we cooked up to catch her, would be in her eyes at least as big a crime as anything she was about to do. Her crime would be one of passion in the moment. Mine, with Marc, would be premeditated and conspiratorial. She’s a lawyer, she already explained to me many times how that counts more than almost anything else.
She leaned so far forward her nearly bare chest pressed into his open shorts and her hands slid, heavily pushing, up his thighs and even under the bottom edges of his shorts. She leaned her head back and closed her eyes and parted her mouth. When he ran his hands over her shoulders and down her back, and brought his mouth to hers, I could see her hands slide further up under his shorts, and I could see them come together over his crotch, and undulate there, under his shorts.
They kissed a long time. When they came apart, she moaned about it “being nice,” and she looked down in his lap and tugged at his shorts. He lifted his hips and she pulled them off, and then without delay, she repeated the motion, pulling off his underpants as well.
She sat back on her calves and with her arms bent behind her back, she filched with her bra clasp before shaking her arms forward, causing the cups to lift off her breasts and the shoulder straps to slide down her arms. She caught her bra and placed it on the couch cushion.
She briefly covered herself with her arms but she soon opened them and smiled up at him again. She came back for another kiss, pressing her now bare breasts against his cock and balls. When he leaned into her face and their lips met, she reached between them and pressed his cock harder against her breasts.
She came off the kiss with him and looked down at his cock that she pressed her breasts into  and she began to raise and lower herself on her knees. She looked at him as she stroked him with her chest and tried to smile and chuckle as though it was a funny thing, a light thing, but she was overcome with the passion and lust of it and looked serious again, and down again, at his cock.
Her mouth opened and she let saliva fall from her bottom lip and when it hit his cock, she pulled back and wrapped her delicate hand around it and she began to pump it.
“Is this one of those things we’re really not supposed to do?” he asked her.
She looked at him and laughed, but the seriousness wiped that off her face again and she only cried lightly and lowered her face and pushed her pretty lips around the head of his cock. I could see her head of hair descend between her round, raised shoulders. Her one fist followed with her mouth up and down his shaft, and her other hand reached up to his chest and pushed with her fingers wide apart. He fell back into the couch and pushed his hands through her luxury of hair. I could hear her moan, though it was muffled by his cock so deep in her mouth.
I stayed at my post. It wasn’t, I realized, so much that she was sucking a man off that burrowed into my brain like some worm. It was that she was so unable to resist the urge to do it. It was that she so wanted to. She remained cognizant of our marriage, she stayed true in spirit to us, she felt badly for what she was doing and about to do, and still was aware it was wrong and wanted to avoid doing wrong to me and to us.
But the urge was greater than she could douse. She couldn’t help herself. And neither could I. I had dropped my shorts too, and my underwear, which both laid where I dropped them off my feet, in the bottom of the bathtub.
What’s worse, a wife unable to resist sucking a man off, or her husband, unable to resist jerking himself off secretly watching her? It wasn’t the act that was so incredibly and so unexpectedly arousing me, though the light, the ocean, the breeze, her body, was a very stimulating visual, and with her tiny moans and little whimpers, the audio was pretty good too.
But no, what made me unable to peel my eyes away, or stop jerking myself, or do anything to stop things out there, was the sheer unbridled lust she had either discovered in herself or was displaying to me for the first time. She had never been a person who had trouble managing her urges even as a kid. She was always sure of herself, always on a plan. What I was seeing below me was a woman who was overcome with a sexual passion so strong, it defeated her very best, very strong efforts. It made me so hard to see her so taken!
She pulled off his cock and panted like a cheetah that had been running the 100 yard dash and climbed up in his lap, nestling her knees insistently down the sides of his hips and her hands around the back of his neck. His cock, glistening from hers saliva, pressed hard and engorged against her tight stomach. She rose over him and leaned her face down to his and made love to his mouth with her mouth.
She pulled back and hung her mouth open staring in his eyes from five inches away. Her hair was messy all over her face and her breath was quick and short. Her chest heaved and her eyes widened. “I can’t,” she said in a deep, possessed-sounding groan. She slipped off his lap but only to tuck her thumbs in the waist of her panties and crouch have way to ease them over her beautiful round ass and down her slim, toned legs. She tossed them aside without the care she earlier showed her bra.
She crawled back into his lap and I realized, craning through the space, there was nothing left between his cock, straining and strong, and her pussy, clearly wet, probably throbbing.
“We can’t do it,” I could hear her half whisper in his ear that she nibbled and licked. “I can’t let you,” she groaned. She wiggled up closer against him and kissed his face all over. She raised herself and planted her hands on the back of the cushion to push her breasts into his mouth.
He sucked on her and licked her nipples and when he nipped at them, she dropped her head back and arched her back. “Please don’t do that, I can’t stand that,” she cried. Her hips bucked and she clenched her stomach muscles. Her tailbone curled and uncurled.
Her knees splayed away from his hips and her body lowered an inch. “You really have to stop,” she moaned and with impatience and frustration filling her whole body, she pulled back from his mouth, wrapped her hand around the bottom of her breast, and leaned forward again, feeding it to him while cradling the back of his head with her other hand.
She moaned like someone frantic and lost. Her body lowered another inch. His cock strained below her and she curled her hips more rapidly barely above the head. “We can’t, I’m not going to,” she insisted in his face. She reached down between them and I could see that she was stroking his cock up toward her pussy. Her whole body began to shake and she clamoured with a pathetic whimper.
If I pushed myself further through the hole, I could see down over Marc’s shoulder into his lap and into my wife’s lap now raised hardly at all above his cock that she grabbed and pulled and frantically scratched at with both hands shoved down between their stomachs.
“I’m not going to fuck you, I told you that,” she moaned out loud. She drew the head of his cock against her wet lips. “Just a touch,” she gasped.
She let go of his cock that stood itself with its head barely inside her lips. “I’m not supposed to,” she said to him, caressing both his cheeks as she leaned in to kiss him deeply again. “I’m sorry I can’t,” she said, her body shaking, her hips lowering. I could see the wet lips of her pussy open around thickest part of his head, and close around the shaft below.
“I’m not fucking you,” she repeated again into his ear and she pressed her chest to his face and wrapped her arms tightly around his head. She shook violently in her hips and sank further down on him. “I have to stop,” she whimpered, pulling herself back up, but she lost her strength and collapsed all the way down on him. She inhaled sharply, noisily, like someone slowly stabbed.
“I told you I couldn’t,” she said, pulling back from him. She raised and lowered herself on him fully, plunging down so hard I could hear the slam of wet flesh between them. She fell back from him clasping her fingers tightly around the back of his neck. She rose and fell in his lap with her head all the way back, her neck fully exposed to his kisses, and her hair falling so far back it graced his legs.
I squeezed my cock and gaped from the ceiling. Something I could not earlier even possibly envision, was now happening in front of my eyes for real.
Marc rolled her back and sideways and she flopped willingly on her back below him. He pulled her ankles and knelt between her legs and pressed her calves to his chest. He rammed into her so hard her breasts jiggled and her voice, crying out with each thrust, was jolted. The wall was wide open but no one seemed to care.
She pulled up from under him and pushed him back so he laid down along the length of the couch and straddled him backward. She gripped his ankles and pushed her hips deeply onto him. I’d never seen anything so beautiful, so arousing. He reached from behind around her sides and gripped her breasts. She arched deeply and cried out like an animal in the throes of either death or orgasm.
She climbed off him and lead him by the finger she gripped out through the billowing moroccan curtains to his large patio. She bent over the railing and wiggled her ass at him and looked over her shoulder and laughed. She stopped laughing when he took her hips from behind roughly and jammed his cock into her pussy hard and deep. She gripped the railing with white knuckles and hung her hair over the railing looking down at the pedestrians strolling in the night below.
He brought her back inside and they headed to the fridge directly below me. I stayed still — all she needed to do was glance up and she’d see me. But instead, he lifted her onto the counter, they fed each other snacks and he entered her again, making her yelp and laugh and squeal and shriek even more.
She leapt onto his back and he gave her a ride past the closed door to the guest bathroom and to the bedroom on the other side. I could hear through the wall the voice of my wife being fucked harder and more thoroughly than I know she’d ever been fucked before. She was loud — something I’d never witnessed with her. She was also aggressive, grabbing him, demanding of him, trying new positions and fucking him harder than he fucked her.
I crept into the hallway. Marc had judiciously left the door open for me, even though he had long ago won the bet. I watched from the side as my wife didn’t so much as fuck Marc, as she made love to him. She rode him on top, closely kissing him, purring at him and cooing. When she orgasmed, she continued kissing him throughout most of the shaking.
He didn’t last once she began to cum. But she refused to get off of him. I could see from the dark hallway her hips rise and crash on his, his cock, hard and slick, slide between her grasping, sucking lips in and out of her, and then rivulets of his cum gush out with each thrust the pushed with against each other.
I left quietly when they went to the shower together. On my way to our place, I texted her. “You should spend the night, I’m in bed. What time tomorrow should I come get you?”
She answered a few minutes later. “Can you make it around noon?”
She didn’t bother to explain why so late. I knew the reason, but I didn’t press the issue. I met up with Marc when he slipped out around 10. He told me to meet him at this bakery.
“I’m getting some fresh bread and eggs and coffees for us,” he said, “for breakfast.”
I nodded. What could I say? I gave him the thousand. And another thousand I had got from the bank that morning. And then, when he turned to go back, I tugged his arm. I handed him another thousand. “Tell her you want to take her for a long walk to show her things, I’ll pretend I can’t get out of bed. Keep her there tonight?”
“She’ll feel guilty and want to go back to see you.”
“I’ll tell her I might have a cold. That’s her biggest fear, getting sick on a holiday.”
“Are you sure?”
“We’re flying tomorrow,” I nodded at him.
He spoke six digits to me. “Door code. I’ll let you know when we’re out and about. Maybe in the afternoon. Lock the bathroom door so she doesn’t check inside. I’ll tell her its being renovated.”
“Thank you,” I told the man I was invited to fuck my wife’s brains out.
“I’ll throw a pillow and mattress and blanket in there for you. You missed some stuff after you snuck off.” 
I nodded — it was a good plan.
“And some food. Your wife,” he paused, looking away in the distance a moment. “She’s voracious. Insatiable. I’m not sure she’s going to let us get out more than once.”
“I understand,” I said. I ducked inside the first bar I came to and ordered a double shot of bourbon. And then I put my phone on the bar in front of me and awaited word from Marc.




The Wife Won

I covertly periscoped the top of my head over the back of the couch and laser-guided my gaze through the darkness, and then steady as a slow elevator, I descended back down behind the couch. We had two couches in the den. My wife Brie was on the other one, but she wasn’t alone.
“What was that all about?” she asked the man, but it wasn’t in an indignant or offended voice. It was as though she was genuinely curious about why he suddenly leaned over and kissed her right on her lips. I wasn’t so curious — I knew exactly why. I put him there.
Her voice was also, I noted with fascination, not in the volume they had been talking in up till then. It was suddenly soft and quiet, as though it were a communication of a whole different sort, post- compared to pre-kiss. And her body language too: she didn’t recoil, she didn’t close her arms in front of herself, she didn’t turn her face away when he lunged. I was struck with the divergence between what I predicted and what I observed. I was not accustomed to being wrong.
Her forearms came up and her palms spread forward-facing like someone catching a beach ball, but it was a gesture of surrender, of acquiescence, not defense. When he came close to her, her eyes fluttered closed, but her lips parted receptively. The kiss, though surprising to her, was clearly not unwelcome.
Her reaction was so surprising to me I almost burst out laughing that she must have been onto the gag, like she found out about the secret plan, the bet that Marc made with me. Why else would a woman, my wife, let a man who was not her husband kiss her like that?
She was in her red shorts and white Yale hoody with the long shoestrings hanging loose down her front sitting bare foot with one leg bent so her foot tucked under her other thigh. She reminded me of the college-age Brie that I fell in love with. She was half-turned to him where he sat, one arm hanging languidly off the arm of the couch, the other draped along the top of the back, his body nestled comfortably into his corner of the couch dressed so casually in jeans and untucked dress shirt if I were even half-gay I’d take a shot at him myself.
Brie bad been absently twisting strands of her butterscotch blonde hair at the side of her neck having asked a question and patiently awaiting his reply when he just went at her, lunging forward, kissing her, before falling back to where he had previously been ensconced.
To me the move came out of nowhere and even I was offended, despite having put him in our den alone with Brie. Was this the clumsy method of the man who proposed to entice my sophisticated and professional wife into doing something she was not built in any way to do? She was not mentally constructed in the way he suggested, a fact her and I talked about, and assured each other of, a thousand times. It was a bet he made with me, a thousand bucks saying he could take her, and me figuring there was no way, no way in hell— a thousand bucks, in other words, for absolutely nothing. 
But I was not seeing my wife behave as though scandalized or even insulted by a pushy, uncouth man suddenly kissing her on her lips. By then, however, I was less surprised than I was appalled. Marc predicted this in her, and he made me think she actually, under certain conditions, could, with his little wormy brain infections.
I had had no reason on my own to imagine Brie would ever cheat on me. But Marc got my head spun around and made me unable to think about anything else the last five days. The fact he gave me to hold his $1,000 wager that he could make her cheat weighed on me like a constant reminder in my pocket what the looming Saturday night was all about. My competitive juices, especially coupled with the opportunity to laugh at a conceited, self-aggrandizing man, were stoked, and I took his bet on.
If I had just said to him that I didn’t think so, find some other goat for your stupid games, and we left it at that, it would not have spread through my mind like a gas. But I was up a thousand with what he just handed to me, no questions asked, and if she “did it,” “it” never being fully defined, I’d be down two thousand from where I currently stood. He seemed pretty certain though. He even insisted I had to watch, just so we wouldn’t dispute the outcome. I chalked it up to bravado bias and considered the grand a nice contribution to our holiday budget.
“She’s not lonely pal,” I told him. “We get along like friends. We love each other.” We’d been married about 4 years. She was 30, me, 32.
“It’s not about loneliness or even looking for love,” he said. “It’s only opportunity. Think back to when you were 22,” he said. “If an opportunity to get with a hot girl for one night came up, did you do it because you were lonely or looking for love? No. Brie, she’ll do it too, if we give her the opportunity, and it won’t be because she’s lonely. It won’t be about you, just remember that when you’re watching it.”
I kept my eyes level with the top of the couch. She froze when he kissed her and kept still, staring at him, fully expecting a complete answer to her question about what that was about.
“I guess, maybe, I don’t know, “ he started, which seemed unlike him, to be at a loss for words. “It was the way you were describing what you do. You’re so into it, you’re so deep about it.” He pulled a long shrug. “I don’t come across that kind of vocational devotion very often. It’s enormously attractive, I got to tell you.”
About five long seconds passed before Brie leaned right back into him in his corner of the couch and returned the kiss, right on his lips. It was a direct carbon copy of what he did to her. She sat back, too, just like him, all proud and relaxed. “Thank you then,” she nodded, and she straightened up and puffed air out her nose. “I guess you could say I’m into my work, yeah.”
That was not expected. I told her all the time how much I admired her and the work she does at the lab. There was no reason for her to be impressed with a charlatan stoking her with empty praise.
I crouched down and texted her. “Looks like it’s not going to be 30 minutes after all, more like 3 hours, really sorry. If you don’t mind, maybe Marc can wait for me there?”
I peeked again. They had some show on and only occasionally talked. Marc had come by to look at my golf swing and coach me a bit, or at least that’s what I told Brie. Then I was supposed to pretend to get delayed by some emergency at work. If it was too long, then of course it would make sense for him to leave. But too short, and there would be no opportunity. So it started as a short delay that then would become a lot longer once he was in and chilling with her.
The kiss was the cue he gave me to text her that I was going to be hours longer. He said, “That’s when her mind will inevitably calculate what she’s going to do. I kiss her, making her think there is sexual energy, so there you got your ‘motive’ so to speak. And then you text her telling her you’ll be hours late, making her think there is opportunity. You just get me in the house alone with her, which is what we might call the ‘means.’ Means, motive, opportunity. It’s not just for crime, it’s for everything every human ever does.” The guy made it sound like some kind of science. I love taking money from the overly self-assured.
She tossed her phone onto the side table. “That was Trav,” she said. “He said he wants you to definitely wait for him right here all night, he’s going to be a lot longer.” She grinned at him.
“How much time we got?” he said, and he laughed conspiratorially — with her, though, I need to add. I think he was working on Brie’s mind the way he had worked on mine.
I thought for sure Brie would blow him out of the water now that he was being right out front with it. But she laughed too, shyly, with her face down, twisting her strands of her hair again. “I’m pretty sure we’re not doing anything,” she smiled sideways up at him. “But I’m flattered, okay?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, I was only wondering if we get to watch the end of the show.” He laughed, and so did she. The flirting was too obvious. “Look, I don’t know him that much, we were just introduced last week. If he wants me to stay with you, I certainly have no issue with that.”
“I thought you were friends or something.”
“I’m just trying to make new friends,” he said, and she laughed at that too. She laughed effusively at everything he said.
“Well anyway it was nice, so thank you,” she looked at hard at him struggling to maintain a straight face. I could tell she was having fun.
“What was, what I said about you being into your work, or what we just did before that?”
She rolled her eyes and red spread over her neck. “Obviously what you said.” She looked away from him and tilted her head and bit on her bottom lip. “I guess a little bit what you did too, though.”
“What we did,” he corrected her.
She guffawed and threw a small pillow at him. “I didn’t do anything! That was all you and you know it.”
He tossed the pillow right back at her. “Are you denying yourself agency in your own life choices?”
“Stop it, you’re a guest.” She overly-widened her eyes at him and then threw the pillow back aiming at his face.
He tilted his head back and raised the pillow in his arm. Brie yelped and jumped out of the couch to crouch behind her side. “You better not!” she yelled playfully. He wound up and she dashed to the back of the couch and made to duck. “You’re being such a bad guest, I’m telling my husband!”
When he got up too and went toward her round the back, she dashed around to the other side of the couch. “You better not!” she cried again, and squealed. He ran around the side and she bolted to the front. She leaned on her hands pressed into the arm and made like she was ready to dash left or right. He deked to the front and she dashed around the side and along the back but he caught her there. Rather than swing the pillow at her, he ducked down and threw his arms around her waist.
She yelped and lightly pounded her fists at his shoulder as he picked her up and carried her around to the front of the couch. “What are you doing!?” she both yelled and laughed. He dumped her from height down on her back sideways onto the couch and followed her body down with his so he was on his hands and knees over her where she fell prone with her knees raised against his chest.
“You’re just too much fun,” he said down to her.
“Well we can’t do anything about that now can we.”
She wrapped her hands, her nails done in powder blue, around his biceps. When he leaned his chest more heavily into her knees, pressing them down into her chest, she moaned and struggled and pulled them out from under him, leaving her beneath him with her legs spread.
“You’re such a punk,” she said to him, but it was in that voice again, close and intimate. I could see her also running her eyes all over his face and his mouth and his chin where he hovered so close above her.
He lowered his frame so that his hips nestled between her legs. “I think we should stop now,” she said even quieter.
“No one’s here,” he lied.
“That’s just the point.”
“What happens if I kiss you again?”
“I tell my husband.” She kept squeezing and releasing his biceps in her long, delicate fingers.
He did it anyway. He leaned down but slowly, giving her all the time in the world to stop him, to turn away, put her hands up. But she didn’t. I lifted myself over the back of the opposite couch and watched from the shadows as my wife, for the second time that night, parted her lips, fluttered closed her eyes, and let Marc kiss her on the mouth.
I heard from her mouth between kisses the slightest, quietest, whisper, “We shouldn’t.” But there was no real pause in the kissing.
The second time there was nothing brief about it either. She returned every twist and turn with him, and when he came off, her chin tilted and her fingers clenched and she lifted her head from the cushions to kiss him more, luring him back down with her moist mouth.
Finally, she turned her head sideways and went “Phew!” She fanned her face with her hand in an exaggerated gesture of getting hot, and she turned her head back to face up to him, closely. “Okay, well that was nice, but that’s all we’re allowed.”
But Marc did not relent. He sat back on his calves and he causally, cooly, like she was a mannequin, tugged the zipper tab in exaggerated slow-motion down her torso. She cupped his elbows in her palms as though that would restrain him, but her heaving chest gave her away. He unhitched it at the bottom and carefully parted her hoody open like her body was a gift.
“This is wrong,” she murmured. “I’m married.”
“Did you stop being a human on that special day?” he asked her as he moved his hands delicately over her white lace full-cup bra.
“No, of course not,” she sighed. Her hands had moved down his forearms from his elbows to his wrists where she gripped him tightly. But she did not move his hands away from her chest.
“Does it feel good?” He turned his hands over and dragged the backs of his fingers over her obviously stiffening nipples.
“Of course it does,” she breathed out, turning her head sideways.
“What’s your biggest concern right now, what’s truly your biggest worry?”
“What do you mean?” She rolled her face back to his and her hands had stopped gripping his to join him in squeezing and releasing her breasts.
“What are you worried about right now, this instant?”
“Getting caught, of course.” She flung her head back and arched her back under him because he twisted her nipples. I could see her hips surge under him.
“What if I could guarantee you it was impossible to get caught.”
She moaned and writhed. She exhaled a long breath and inhaled like sucking a mint. “You can’t,” she said. He could, I well knew.
“Maybe, but just say it was somehow possible, what would you do right now if you were sure?” He brushed his fingernails lightly down her stomach and she twisted and clenched under his touch. “If there was absolute certainty about there being no consequences at all.”
“Don’t torture me with your words.” She stuffed her hands under her back and arched sharply. In a moment of struggling, the cups of her bra lost their tension. She pulled her arms out from under herself, pulled them free of the sleeves of her hoody, and stretched them out to grasp his shoulders. “Be a man and make yourself useful?” she smiled. She shook her shoulders enough to make the shoulder straps of her bra fall loose.
He lifted them delicately from her arms and pulled her bra off her, tossing it on the table over her phone. She let her hands travel down his shoulders to his chest, and began nonchalantly undoing the buttons of his shirt.
“I am sure he isn’t coming through that door for another 2 hours at least. When Trav gives you a time, he’s nothing if not punctual.” She kept right on undoing his buttons. “So your guarantee of not getting caught is really all up to you, isn’t it.” She looked up at him and wiggled her face with her lips pursed. “I’m certainly not going to tell, and that just leaves you.” She peeled the shirt back from his shoulders and tugged it down his arms.
Those were words I had never expected to hear out of Brie’s sweet little mouth. I was so sure the bet Marc made was an absurdity, it never occurred to me that there could be a situation where she would ever consider cheating on me. But even though it was clearly unfolding in front of me — I mean, why else would she talk about not getting caught, about who would talk, about how long I was supposedly out of the house for, not to mention engaging in mutual stripping of clothes?
And what was the situation? Was it, like he said, nothing more than opportunity? Was it really nothing personal, was she really just living the life I had lived so casually, where I took whatever opportunities that came my way, because I could, I was safe, I risked nothing in it?
That’s all Marc implied this was, as though he knew it was going to happen, like it wasn’t a bet at all, like he knew, because he insisted, that I’d be watching, so he knew I’d be going through these thoughts too, replaying in my mind what he set me up to think. My wife was safe, she was at home, her husband and lots of his friends knew the guy so he was unlikely to do anything stupid. S he was presented with little risk.
Even if she somehow got caught, she knew me to be a man willing to talk through anything. And even if this was something we couldn’t resolve, she had a career, either of us could manage to buy out the other’s half of the mortgage, we didn’t have kids, there was no social stigma to splitting. She had lots of close friends who would support her through it.
We’d likely even end up like those couples who split but stay friends and go out with others and would be able to laugh together again in months. It wasn’t like it was for previous generations, Marc said. Now they’re almost the same as men for security, financial and otherwise, for self-sufficiency and safety. And so, he said, they’re almost the same as men for rates of cheating too. And, he added, for the same reasons, not just because they want to leave their spouse, but just because the opportunity was there. “It’s fun to have sex with new people,” he said. I had to agree—for guys. “For them too,” he leaned in close and laughed like an evil clown.
“Tell you what,”she said up to him. Her fingers deftly popped the button and retracted the fly of his jeans. “You’ve been a good boy, I’ll give you a special little kiss, but you have to promise that that’s all we’re going to do.”
“I think there’s two people steering this car,” he said, pushing himself up on his hands and toes to allow her own feet and toes to tug at the waist of his pants and peel them down his legs.
“This too,” she said in a quiet murmur, snapping the waist of his shorts back onto his abdomen. He obliged her, tossing his underwear aside. She dug her heels in and slid herself up the couch so her head rested inclined on the arm of the couch. She reached around his waist and then down over his butt. She tapped her fingers against his skin and opened her mouth with her tongue resting on her lip and wiggled her shoulders and raised her eyebrows all cute and playful like. She pop-kissed her lips and said in a light, soft voice, “Come on, boy, don’t be shy.”
I thought there was an outside chance something might happen. I heard what Marc said about opportunity and my quick online research turned up the fact his data was accurate. Brie was an educated professional in charge of a staff of scientists with a budget and responsibilities. Could she be sweet-talked on our couch alone in the evening with a dashing, interesting and charming guy? Yeah, it was possible — a kiss, maybe even a mistake like making out. She might play around and flirt and touch his arm or undo the zipper of her top a few inches. She would fantasize, I thought.
But my wife Brie, under the squinting, blinking, popping-out eyes of her husband, was topless, propped up on her back, inviting a completely naked man she only met that night to put his cock in her mouth. I was mortified, but not really. I wanted to be. Instead, all I was, was turned on.
And being Marc, and having a mission worth at that point $2,000 to him having already given me his $1,000, he didn’t hesitate, even knowing her husband was watching. How did he know I would let this go this far? How did he know that I would start to stroke myself in my pants seeing my wife become so sexually aroused, to be so turned on, she was ignoring the obvious risks and making choices that were completely out of character for her?
Because I certainly was. She was a strikingly beautiful woman of 29. She dressed very sharply and loved expensive, special underwear. She was expert at makeup and hair. And she looked after herself very well — the gym, her diet, everything. She paid attention to her body. But seeing her half naked lying prone beneath a man she was urging to straddle her face and penetrate her waiting, yearning mouth, was nasty, dirty, and even more beautiful of her. Her body writhed in anticipation below him, and when he wriggled up with his knees over her stomach and chest, her fingernails, long and trim and painted pretty in blue, danced little circles all over his thighs, she couldn’t wait to be so bad.
She let his cock, hard by the time he got up to her face with it, to dangle and drag over her face and she giggled and caught it with her tongue snaking around it. She opened her mouth and invited him to push it in, but when he did, she playfully shut her lips.
“Mm-mm-mmm!” she pursed her lips and shook her head “No.” But she pressed his butt at the same time. When he pulled back from her she arched her back, dropped her head back, and lashed out at the underside of his cock with her wet pink tongue. When he shoved himself forward again, she pursed her lips and laughed inside her mouth again.  Her toes curled and her legs crossed and uncrossed.
He pushed this time and she moaned loudly and contorted in her body everywhere. When he pushed harder, she whimpered and twisted so much her knees came up and bumped his back. Her chest rolled and her head twisted on her neck.
When he pulled away a third time, she wrapped her hands tightly around his thighs and lolled her head coyly at him. She teased him, flicking her tongue on the bottom of her top lip before kissing the head of his cock gently, softly.
He pushed again and this time, with her lips pursed tightly against him, he shoved himself through and she gave way, letting him pop into her mouth deep and hard. She groaned like she was stabbed and she arched high and hard. He plunged deep and when he pulled out, she chased his cock with her mouth, crying for it, lunging at it with her lips glistening. She laughed. She loved to tease. I didn’t know.
He rolled back and tugged her hands making her fall up and over him, reversing their positions. She ended up mounting his lap, leaning down, brushing his face and chest with her long hair. She wavered the crotch of her red shorts against his erect penis standing up below her.
“I just bet you’d love to get these shorts off me,” she grinned and bit her lip. She undulated her back and even teased his mouth and tongue with her nipples. She giggled and leaned down to kiss him deeply and long.
When he reached below her to fiddle at the button to her shorts, she reached down there too and slapped his hand. “I can’t let you do that.”
He persisted, and she slapped again but then only lightly held him by the wrist. When he got the button open, she squeezed his wrist and lashed his lips with her tongue. “I told you I can’t.”
He rolled the waist of her red cotton shorts down and she bit his lip and said, in a whisper, “Stop that, you know I can’t let you.” When he pushed them off her butt, she  wiggled her butt as though that would throw his hands off her.
He pushed her shorts down to her thighs. “‘What is wrong with you?” she scolded in a light, airy voice, but she also raised herself up on her toes and straightened her legs to allow him to push her shorts down her legs. She bicycled her knees up one at a time to allow him to push them off her legs and throw them on the floor.
She leaned down again and bit his lip hard enough to make him yelp. “You aren’t allowed in there,” she said. “So just stop it,” she said, but she also chuckled.
When his hands tucked inside the waist of her panties, she laughed and squealed and pressed her hips down against his hips hard to prevent him from pushing her panties any further. “You know we can’t do that, you’re just going to get us both very frustrated.” She licked his mouth and breathed in pants against his neck.
He pushed her panties over her butt and she squealed again and clamped her knees together. “Don’t do this to me,” she whined. She also lifted her legs the same way she did with her shorts, and he pushed them down her legs and off her feet one at a time.
She settled her knees back down on either side of his hips. “You shouldn’t have done that, now it’s only going to be that much harder.”
“Harder to what?” he asked.
“You know,” she groaned and she sank her face into his neck. She wiggled her hips in so slow a motion above his cock standing erect just below her it looked like a slow dance on the dance floor. “I sucked you, wasn’t that enough?”
“Okay, yes, it was, let’s stop.”
She laughed and squealed again biting his chest. “You’re such a bad man,” she said. “Doing this to a girl like me.” She reached down between their stomachs and gripped her hand around his cock where it rose up tall behind her butt. “You don’t even care do you.”
“Care about what?” he asked.
“We’re built different from you guys,” she said, her hand lifting and falling over his cock. She squeezed it and shivered. She licked his lips and and ear.
“I think that’s how we’re supposed to fit together.”
“Not that,” she said. “Mentally,” she breathed against him and she arched her back, curled her tailbone up and dangled her pussy lips against the top of his cock, but barely. “You get one touch for being such a good boy, but that’s all, it’s over.”
“How do you mean mentally?”
She pushed her chest into his and draped her hair over his face and shoulders and moaned against his mouth. With her hand wrapped around his cock where it reached between their two bodies, she drew the head against her lips and gasped. “Girls aren’t  allowed to just go and do whoever we want whenever,” she said, moving her hips and pulling her pussy up and down over the head of his cock.
“That’s about other people, not about you. How are you so different?”
“You know what I mean,” she panted, letting her pussy lips move down over the head of his cock before pulling her hips back up. “I can’t just let you in me like that.”
“Do you want to?”
She guffawed and opened her mouth widely and shut her eyes tightly. “Of course I do,” she whispered hoarsely. “But I’m not going to,” she said, letting her hips down a bit more, and her lips to engulf nearly the whole of the head.
I nearly fell over the other couch watching with my heart pounding out of my chest and my jaw hanging on the floor. I was unable to stop myself from opening my shorts and pulling my hard cock out. I thought I’d feel shame for it, but all I felt was good. My wife was being overwhelmed by her passion and her husband was being overwhelmed by her.
“I think you are already,” Marc said, rubbing her breasts and kissing her all over her face.
“I am not, you’re doing this and you need to stop right now,” she forced out through a strained voice. She lowered herself further down onto him, and inches of his hard, straining cock disappeared inside her. He wasn’t moving his hips at all.
“Pretty sure you are,” he grinned at her through a grimace and with his eyes clenching.
“Don’t lie,”she said to him barely able to form the words. “That would be impossible, you know I can’t fuck you.”
“Okay,” he said, his hands shaking, his breath held at the top, his mouth opening and closing.
She kissed him everywhere and lowered her hips firmly over him, engulfing him completely, her lips smacking into his pubis. “Oops I slipped,” she laughed but only barely, she was so deeply breathing and so harshly groaning. I was both devastated and so ready to shoot I had to let go of my cock just as she enveloped his.
He ran his hands down her back and over her butt and he began to meet her thrusts with his. “And you are different how?”
She sat back on him with her arms locked and her hands flat on his chest. She raised and lowered herself on him, moaning with deep ecstasy. “We can’t fuck whoever we want.”
He guffawed at her and squeezed her breasts. “Just so you know, guys can’t fuck whoever they want either.”
She leaned back down over him and grasped his hands with hers, entangled her fingers in hers, and pressed her whole body down into him. “We get caught,” she said.
“Guys get caught all the time,” Marc got out through grunts and groans and heavy breathing.
“We don’t have to do it,” she winced.
“So says you.”
She gasped and smiled and tried to laugh but was too far gone. “You know what I mean,” she breathed.
“You mean you don’t just do it for fun,” he said under her, their limbs wrestling and their tongues lashing.
Me, I was yanking on my rod like nobody’s business. It didn’t matter to me she was cheating or even that I lost a thousand bucks the second she sank her hips down over his, all that mattered was how it felt to experience her freedom, her expression, her complete giving over to her bodily desire, and to her sexual pleasure. I never experienced sexual pleasure quite like that before.
Marc was remorseless. He pushed her off and threw her down in front of him. He rolled her over to her stomach and she allowed herself to be rag-dolled. He hauled her up with his hands around her hips and she offered it all to him, raised high in the air behind her. She lowered herself to her elbows and chest and cheek and wiggled.
Her and I never tried that position. I had always thought it was disrespectful. Marc plunged his erection fully into her in one stroke and she yelped and crunched her fists around the fabric of the couch cushion. He began to pound her so hard, I actually worried that he was breaking her.
She cried out so loud I nearly broke my cover to rescue her. But then I noticed that she was doing equal the thrusting that he was, shoving her hips back against his so hard the sound of the smacking flesh filled my ears. I had to admit, once I ejaculated against the back of the couch, that my wife fucked Marc every bit as vehemently as he fucked her.
When he tapped her back, she pulled away and fell on the floor in front of him. She devoured him like a starving kitten. She couldn’t keep it all in her mouth and she pulled him out laughing manically even as his cum shot all over her face and neck and breasts.
Of everything that happened that night, watching Brie laugh out loud with Marc’s cum shooting all over her face and chest had to be the most lingering image for me. She was having unrestrained, unadulterated, fun with sex. It was because Marc meant nothing emotional to her that she was able to have that kind of experience.
I wanted so much to share with her what I witnessed. But there was no way to broach the subject without demonstrating a massive betrayal. I did the next best thing I could. When I met up with Marc to pay him back his stake and hand over my own, I included an extra thousand.
“Is that what I think it’s for?”
“Yeah,” I nodded, not a bit sheepishly. “But it’s more complicated this time.”
“Oh?” he replied, not counting it, because he knew.
“How do we make it so you and her end up at our favourite resort in Cancun without me there?”
“You want me to take her away for a weekend?”
“I don’t know, maybe a whole week.”
"Why do you want me to do that, brother?” he asked.
"I don’t know exactly,” I said. “I just can’t get out of my mind what that would be like, to think you’re getting away with sneaking off with a total sex object for a whole week where you don’t even have to hide.”
It wasn’t that hard at all to set up. We just planned a trip with a couple with Marc and his mysterious “other.” Then I got “sick” and insisted she needed her holiday, and by the time she got to the airport, it turned out that Marc’s “friend” also bailed for some reason.
“Are you sure?” she said on the phone to me from the airport check-in. The way she said it, it was possible she knew it was all a set-up. But nothing was ever explicitly admitted.
“You deserve it, Brie,” I said to her. “Have a great time.”
When she asked me, she didn’t point out that Marc’s friend was also off the trip. But I know that she knew, because I know that Marc told her before she called me. She left out that it was going to be just her and Marc for a whole week in a luxury resort.
It titillated me that she thought she was getting away with it. It was only possible because I set it all up. I chose the resort and the room, I made it happen that she and Marc would be alone, and I determined when she would come home. She didn’t need to know, but I did: I controlled her cheating. And that made it not cheating at all, as far as I was concerned.
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