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Erin’s First Time Hotwife Experience

It was hard to convince the dead droopy eyes peering wearily over the sliding grey cheeks propped up over the 19th Century front desk that I needed a top floor, street-facing room, without giving away the creep factor that I was there to peep on a particular condo in the posh new high-rise across the street.
“I need the sound of traffic to sleep, but not too loud, you know?” I tried to persuade the ruby-lipsticked corpse, who in reply, dragged her arthritic fingertips over her lazily protruding, yellow-coated tongue and opened the ledger to a new page and pushed it, along with a pen she produced from inside the tangle of crusty wires atop her head, across the deeply smoothed mahogany counter with a smoker’s “Sign here” gurgling up through her phlegmy throat as though through a pot of simmering sauce. I used my own pen.
Not that creepiness wasn’t baked into the tobacco stained walls and mystery-spotted, vaguely burgundy, hall rugs. It was not a hotel where the view was something its clients cared much about, nor was it the kind of lodgings where clients spent the whole night. I put the sounds emanating through the floor and walls out of my mind and lifted the increasingly heavy binoculars once again to my eyes to confirm what I already knew. It was still nobody home over there. I checked my watch. It was past 12. A roach scuttled over my shoe and an ambulance careened through the street below, coming to stop ominously at my building’s front door.
My back was sore from the straight-back chair and my arms ached from holding the binoculars to my face. My eyes were strained from seeking focus and my head swam with questions — mostly of the “What the fuck am I doing?” variety. I stood and stretched and grabbed hold of the curtain rod and looked down into the street, bouncing my forehead off the glass with the slow bass drum beat of the chronically mistaken.
With my eyes clenched closed against descending self realization, I missed the light of the door opening across the street, I missed the lights coming on, and I missed the start of the long hug in the condo entrance. But I didn’t miss the kiss, the laughing lips so close together they brushed each other, or the hands moving tightly down each other’s bodies.
“More like it,” I murmured.
The guy was dressed up swanky, but the woman was dressed to the nines. Her straw blonde hair was up but for strands that fell down and framed her face. Her shoulders were bare —  small, perfect orbs poking up from her tight, sequined, midnight-purple tube dress. She stood with her legs straight and parted around his where he stumbled back a step and leaned against the closed door. The man was that woman’s boss. And the woman was my wife.
I fell backwards over the chair and the curtains came down with the rod and fell over my head leaving me struggling like a cartoon trying to punch my way out of a bag. My heart instantly pounded and my breath got short and rapid. On one knee on the floor and huffing, I pressed the binoculars to my eyes so hard I might have given myself bruises around my sockets. I slowly rose from the floor and stepped back without looking but reaching with a blind man’s groping hand me for the chair behind me, and I slowly lowered myself into it, not taking my eyes off the scene across the road for one second.
“Holy fuck, holy fuck, holy fuck,” I muttered, not unlike what had been echoing through my walls all night, if a little quieter and more to myself than anyone else in the building. Erin turned with her arm trailing behind her and she smiled at the floor in front of her as she stepped like a bride at her wedding — one tall gold-sparkling platform sandal directly placed in front of the other, slowly, hesitantly, teasingly — toward me through the front hall of Pierce’s condo.
She looked up only once, looked out the posh condo windows only once, to across the street and toward the narrow crumbling old hotel and its dark window with the curtains open directly in front of her. She gave nothing away. Even when he served her a glass of wine, sat down, and kissed her, she showed none of the nervousness, none of the giddiness that I expected could blow our plan. She behaved, amazingly, like I wasn’t even there, just like she said she could. 
I didn’t think she could do it. But it appeared easier for her than I had assumed it would be. She even returned his enthusiasm for kissing, she even began to touch him more than he was already touching her. I was surprised to see her chest heave, to see her body turn invitingly toward him. It looked so real, even I couldn’t tell she was acting.
The whole idea was hatched up between her and I one night when she confessed to me that her boss was flirting with her.
“Flirting how?” I grinned. We both worked at the airline, her in customer service managing the check-in crew, and me as a pilot on the short-haul runs that returned the same day. Her boss was my boss  — Pierce was the manager of the whole region.
“He’s just always there, you know?” She was lying on her stomach propped up on her elbows beside me in bed where I was leaning on the headboard with my laptop open. I looked down at her where she was staring straight ahead into her pillow a million miles away. Her grin gave her mind away: she liked it, I could tell.
“You’re flattered by him, aren’t you,” I teased.
She rolled over and snatched up her pillow and whipped me with it. “Get out of here!” she shrieked. “Not interested!” she laughed.
“Could be a good career move,” I comically winked at her.
“As if.”
“Is that kind of guy attractive?”
“He’s the boss, he’s single, he’s very fit, he’s very well groomed,” she peeled back a straight finger with each point. “What do you think?” She shook her head and rolled her eyes.
“You’ve thought about it, haven’t you?”
“Get!” She slapped the pillow at me again. “Out!” She laughed and hid her face with the pillow.
I knew why — she was blushing.
“Seriously though,” I edged back the pillow and found her eye peering up from below. “We tell each other which actors we’d use a hall pass for. Same same.”
“Not same same,” she murmured from below the pillow she still held to her lower face. “With the actor, it’s not like it’s ever going to happen. Pierce is . . . “ she paused. “A little more accessible.”
“But the question is, would you if it wasn’t . . . “ and I paused too. “So dangerous.”
“Maybe,” she squeaked out before shrieking and pulling the pillow up and over her face harder.
“Why can’t we do that?”
She yanked the pillow suddenly down. “Why? Is there somebody you want to do at work?”
“No. But we’re hardly talking about ‘doing it’ doing it. Person can go on a date or two, then pull the plug.”
“That’s fun to think about,” she said suddenly dreamily.
“It is, isn’t it.”
She eyed me with renewed suspicion. “You sure you don’t have someone in mind you’re going to spring on me? You’re not confessing doing something right now are you? Did you go on a date or something with someone without telling me?”
“No no. But there is something I have to confess.”
“I knew it!”
“It’s not what you think.”
“Out with it!” She straightened up against the headboard and shot her legs down straight. She hugged the pillow over her stomach and stared stoically straight ahead.
“It turns me on every time you mention some actor you’d use your hall pass for.”
“Seriously?”
“I imagine it. I imagine things.”
“Like what? Like you’re watching it?”
“Maybe.”
“Watching me with another man?”
I straightened up against the headboard beside her and also shot my legs straight down. “Yeah,” I said, knowing the level of commitment to the concept I was setting myself up for.
“How long have you been harboring this, what? Is it a fantasy or a kink?”
“Whatever it is, for about a year — I accidentally saw this movie, and the guy came across his wife cheating, and he didn’t flip out or crash the scene.”
“He hid and watched?”
“Uh-huh,” I nodded. “Yeah.” I looked down at her with squeamish eyes.
“Was he getting off on it? What movie was this?”
“No he wasn’t.”
“Ohhh!” she grinned up at me and nudged my leg with hers. “But you were.”
“A little.”
She guffawed and kicked me. “More than a little.”
“Okay, a lot.”
“And so since then you’ve been fantasizing about watching me with another man?”
“Not doing anything — nothing serious, that would be wrong. But I don’t know — a date, kissing.”
She just stared at me and silently grinned. “Go on.”
“Making out, like on a couch.”
“And where are you?”
“I don’t know, like in a closet, on the balcony. I don’t know.”
She stared a long moment. “You’re serious right now.”
“Deadly serious.”
There was a long pause before she suddenly scrunched down and shrieked. “Oh my god!” she pulled the pillow back up to her face. “You want me to go on a date with Pierce!”
“No!” I protested. But she wasn’t wrong.
“How far do you let your imagination take things?”
“I don’t imagine it.”
“Yes you do,” she teased me and she ran her hand over my stomach and down inside my pants. “Do you jerk off thinking about it?”
“No,” I answered so instantly I gave that away too.
“Oh my god!” she grinned. She wrapped her hand around my cock. “You’re hard just talking about it.”
“Am not,” I lied.
She pulled the sheets away and leaned over to kiss my stomach. “It’s okay,” she said. “Maybe I’ve thought about it too.”
She engulfed my cock between her warm lips and swirled her snaking hot tongue around my shaft inside her mouth “About what exactly?” Was she telling me she thought about me with another woman? Or herself with Pierce?”
She lifted her mouth from my cock. “About you watching me on a date with a guy.” She went down again and moaned so long and deeply on my cock, my body involuntarily rigidified and I craned my neck back so hard I faced the headboard upside down.
“You serious?” I asked her this time, when I partially recovered. “Since when?”
“Since about,” she licked and nosed my cock in front of her face, “a minute tgo,” she laughed, and she got on her hands and elbows between my legs and sucked me ferociously, pumping me in her hand and mouth so relentlessly, I was holding my breath before long and still she didn’t stop the way she normally does. I tapped her shoulder to warn her but she dug down deeper, she wrapped her fingers around my ass, and squeezed hard. I shot in her mouth and she squealed with my cock unloading in her. She ran off to the bathroom cupping her hand under her chin and holding back burbling and foaming laughter.
When she ambled back to bed, she complained, teasingly, about how my cum came out her nose. “What did we say on our first anniversary holiday? Remember that private island bungalow in Mexico?”
“We said we’d help each other pursue our kinks without prejudice and with trust.”
“It gets me pretty hot thinking about you watching me with a guy.”
“We’re just talking about making out, right?”
“Of course honey . . . just like you imagine things when you’re jerking off.”
I looked down at her and she looked up at me and shook her head and grinned big. “That’s only in the mind.”
“Yeah well,” she played with my chest, making circles with her fingers. “Now you gave me a new fantasy.”
“You just want to neck with Pierce.”
“And maybe more.” She looked up and taunted me before laughing.
“That’s not the fantasy.”
She raised herself and nibbled my ear. With her hot lips against my skin, she said, “Yes it is. Don’t lie.”
I turned to her. “More than kissing, fine, but not everything.”
“It’s not about what we do or don’t do. It’s about what you control.” She kissed me long and deeply. “And what you don’t control.”
“We’re talking about you, not me.”
“I was talking about me,” she moaned into my mouth with a whisper.
Watching through the binoculars, I went over that statement of hers in my mind, chasing it around and around like a mosquito in a room I couldn’t catch. “I was talking about me.”
They sat together on the couch with the blue flicker of the show lighting them up and casting them back in shadow. For one spell of three or four seconds, I watched Erin laugh so hard she leaned forward and plunged her arms down between her legs where she sat on the middle of his couch facing the windows, facing me. After about eight seconds of dark, they were lit up again for a flash. Her neck was exposed to me because her head was leaning back and turned sideways. They were kissing, deeply. She was in a posture of succumbing.
My heart pounded. I loved it and I was scared of it. She was right: seeing her do things, watching them make out, was exciting in ways no different from watching porn. But the real thing was control: her suggestion of risking losing her own self-control, mixed with my view, close enough to see everything, but too far away through windows and security doors and controlled elevators to have any control over what could or could not happen. People jump from airplanes to experience the thrill of risk. That’s nothing compared to what I felt watching blue-flashed glimpses of my wife with a man she liked alone on a couch in his place after a night out without me.
She knew I was watching. I was frustrated by the lens on the binoculars fogging over. She kicked off her shoes and lifted her folded legs under herself. For a while, it looked like they were just going to talk the whole night. About what? Just as I was about to rest my arms and lower the binoculars, Erin smiled, lifted her face, and lowered her eyes. The scene went dark, but when light bathed them again, her hand was around the back of his neck. I sat up. When the room lit up again, his hand had moved over her stomach and side. I leaned toward the window. The wall banged and I heard an argument through the floor. It felt like an eternity before the condo across the road lit up again. When it did, my wife’s back was facing me, Pierce’s hands were running up and down her back, and she was on his lap straddling him.
I stood up. “That’s enough, Erin,” I groaned. She knew I was watching, she knew what we agreed to, or at least I thought we had agreed. But the details about where the line was going to be drawn were always left vague. She evaded definition, she sucked me or laughed, or walked away when I tried to get us down to the details. By the time the frustratingly slow light from the screen flashed bright again, my wife had slipped from his lap onto the floor, kneeling between his legs. I frantically focused and refocused the dial in the middle of the two eyepieces and I wiped the fog from them with desperation. There was no way she could have interpreted our conversation to include that. When the screen flashed bright again, I staggered back into the chair harder than when the beautiful couple first walked in. The back of my wife’s head bobbed slowly up and down between his legs and his hands, his fingers, pushed through her hair, pulling it, twisting in it. If there was any doubt about what she was giving him, that was erased when I lifted the binoculars to his face. His head was back into the cushion and his mouth had fallen open in the universal expression of pleasure being received.
I took the binoculars away from my face and my arms sagged over the sides of the chair. I stared into the condo across the way like a man stares into the abyss. I had invited this, I realized. I spoke about it to her, I encouraged her, and when she confessed to me she thought her boss was hot, I all but set her up on a date with him. I wanted to feel what it felt like to be a voyeur cuckold, “a cockeur,” Erin laughed. I wanted to explore my fantasy, the kink I read about, the kink I had become obsessed with finding online in any form possible. And that was where I should have left it. But I told her I wanted to live it, I invited her to do it for me. What was I thinking?
I lifted the binoculars back to my eyes and stared into two saucers of blackness. I was so lulled by the nothingness, I forgot where I was and what I was doing — until I was startled by the bright white light from the new scene on the show they had on that flooded the condo living room so brightly I recoiled. Erin was no longer on her knees, but her back was still facing me. She turned around and lowered herself on bent knees with her hands on his knees. She looked right at me with the evilest of grins as Pierce lowered the zipper on the back of her dress. She stood again and, facing me, she shimmied her shoulders to let the dress fall down her body and she squirmed and wriggled her hips to bring the tight dress down over her ass. She used her bare toe to lift the crumpled dress to her fingers and she turned to toss it to the side of the couch.
She threw her head back and laughed and spun around to face Pierce. I watched powerlessly as my wife, with my implied permission, with my encouragement even, folded her arms behind her back and unclasped her bra. She let the straps slide down her arms and again she laughed when Pierce caught it for her and folded it and laid it over her dress already removed and lying on the couch.
She went back to him and lifted herself onto his lap. She straddled him this time wearing only panties. The room went dark and left me hanging, left me panting. “Erin,” I wanted to scream. What was she doing? It was far beyond anything I might have implied, it was far beyond anything she intimated.
Pierce stood up holding her with his hands under her ass. She laughed — I could hear her cute squeals. He carried her over toward the window and I receded, gulping and sweating. They kissed and hugged and I saw as he turned sideways her naked breasts press into his shirt. It was my wife who, looking directly at me through the window, reached for the edge of the curtain, and it was my wife who, with the man carrying her, drew closed my view.
I nearly threw myself out the hotel window and in my mind I had flown across the space separating us. I paced the bare floor and I punched the walls and I threw the binoculars at the bed. How could she do it? Why did she do this to me? Wha had I done? I pulled my hair out and I screeched, dropping down into a squat. I had no control at all over what was going on over there, and as far as I could see, my wife had no control either.
My phone buzzed and I frantically slapped all my pockets. It was Erin. I answered the call but I heard no voice. There was ear-grinding noise and muffled music. But soon the crunching sounds subsided and when I focused my hearing, I could hear two voices, one intoning deeply, the other laughing and tittering lightly. Where was her phone, in her purse? On the floor under the couch?
I couldn’t make out the words but whatever he was saying, it must have been the funniest jokes ever. When I heard nothing but quiet background music, I leaned closer to the window as though that would help me hear. Across the way there was only the tiniest gap in the curtain showing me only that the show was still on, that they were still in the living room. That’s when I heard it. I was sure it was something emitted from one of my neighbors or a pet somewhere out there. But then I heard it again and knew it was over the phone. It was a high-pitched, short-duration, almost breathy, tone. Whatever mystery I labored under at first was evaporated moments later. I heard it over and over again so much I ground my teeth and clenched my eyes. It was familiar to me. It was my wife and she was moaning out loud, she was gasping and crying, and it was rhythmic and rising.
I put it on speaker and sat down facing the blackness square on. Erin yelped and laughed and cried and moaned and she gasped again in rhythm. I shouted out loud, I wanted her to hear me through the phones. I needed her to stop. But what I must admit as well is that my cock was hard, so hard I had no choice but to open my pants and stroke myself hearing my wife fuck another man. Did I ejaculate? Of course I did. Hard.
Spent and broken, slumped in the chair and staring at a depth of darkness unfamiliar to me, I nearly stopped breathing. Suddenly the light between the curtains through the gap glared brightly. Startled, I wasn’t prepared before the curtains in the condo were widely flung open. They were both dressed and already in their shoes. I ducked down behind my chair I was so startled, but they efficiently got themselves together and disappeared out the condo door in seconds. He was driving her home — I could hear that much through the voices on the phone that I could tell was in her purse.
The light was left on after they went out. She had left a present for me sitting on the middle of the couch directly in front of the middle of the condo window facing me: her pale pink lacy thong panties. She was rubbing my nose in it. She really did fuck him — that’s what she was telling me. Also, that it wasn’t going to be the last time. She left her panties for him, in his condo, on his couch. She let me see them, but she gave them to Pierce.
I came up the driveway slowly not wanting to cross paths, but the lights were still out and no car was there. Even though I took my time, I still beat her home. I went inside and sat in the living room staring out, once again, at the darkness, this time of our driveway. It wasn’t long before a cab turned in. I slinked down but stayed seated square in front of the large windows. The car idled in the driveway longer than it would have taken to pay the driver. Finally, the back door opened and Erin came out. She laughed and she kissed her palm and blew it to the man inside. She came toward the house like a woman lost in dreamland.
She didn’t realize I was in the darkened living room when she came in. She was startled. “Oh my god, you’re creeping me out!” she laughed pressing her hand into her chest.
“Did you fuck him?” I was blunt and to the point.
She sagged and turned away and let down her purse. She came into the room and sat on the couch beside me. “I didn’t mean to,” she started.
“Didn’t meant to?! Erin, what the fuck!?”
“I didn’t know the kind of effect it would have on me.”
“Pierce?”
“No!” she slapped my leg. She ducked down under my face and smiled up at me. “You!”
“What the fuck are you talking about?”
“I was perfectly fine just leading him on, kissing and talking. It was an okay date out, he’s a gentleman, but a bit boring, not like you, not funny, not smart, you know? Not engaging like you are.”
“Uh-huh, uh-huh,” I rolled my hand at her to get on with it. It was transparent flattery, but it was also working.
“When I remembered you were out there watching everything, I don’t know, honey,” she pressed her head down into my lap. “Something just took over me. It was crazy,” she said, undoing my pants and easing down my fly. “It was nothing he was doing, it was you, all of it. It was driving me crazy!” She reached inside and felt around.
“So why did you close the curtains then?” I thought I had her. But she had an answer for that too.
“I knew what was happening, I knew I was losing it. I knew why too — knowing you were watching was making me so fucking wet, I was twitching inside.” She reached between her legs and showed me her pussy, sans panties. “I thought if I closed you out, it might give me a chance to catch my breath and slow things down.”
“And did that work?” She brought my cock out in front of her face and kissed it gently.
“No,” she shook her head quietly. I tried to lift her head from my lap because I knew she was trying to evade responsibility by taking my cock in her incredible mouth again. But she pushed herself down and fought me.
“Things didn’t slow down.”
She shook her head and swallowed me more deeply. I wrapped my fingers in her hair and pulled her up and off me. She gaped and groaned with saliva dripping from her lips to my cock. “They didn’t slow down did they.”
“No,” she groaned.
“You fucked him on the couch didn’t you.”
“Uh-huh, and on the kitchen counter,” she fought off my hand and swallowed my cock before lifting off again, “and in his bed.” She shoved her mouth down further and pulled and yanked my clothes. Frantic, she stood up and stripped to nude and tore all my clothes off too. She pushed me violently down onto the couch and she straddled me the way she had straddled Pierce only hours earlier.
“Did you like it?”
“Uh-huh,” she nearly cried, gripping my cock in her fingers and raising herself over my hips. I knew that same pussy had hours earlier been sunk around and plunged over another man’s cock. Whatever resistance I had, whatever anger I had, was gone. As she sank down on me, she emitted the same high-pitched cry I had earlier heard over the phone. She was extraordinarily wet. Why? I remember asking myself, but my mind did not stay aware for an answer. With what? I breathed out. The feeling of her tight pussy, hot as an element and soft as a glove, falling down around me, sucking me into her, engulfing me in her world of sensuousness, was beyond anything I’d felt with her before. She began to buck on me as crazily as a wild filly.
I looked down between us where my cock, slick with her juice, disappeared and reappeared from between her grasping and engorged pussy lips. There was white foam there too, all around my cock. I’d seen that before, but only when she kept fucking me after I’d already cum inside her. I should have been grossed out. I should have been disgusted. But instead, I exploded inside her without warning or lead up. She cooed and kissed me and laughed and scrunched her shoulders. “Somebody else likes it, too, I think,” she said.
I had a lot to think about. It was one thing to watch videos portraying cuckolds and to imagine your wife kissing and making out on a couch with a guy. It was something else altogether to find yourself ejaculating like an uncontrolled teen noticing another man’s cum running out of your wife’s pussy all over your own cock. I wasn’t hiding my online searches from her to obscure the videos I was watching, I was hiding the psychologists I was checking out. I didn’t just enjoy watching my wife kiss a guy, I shot my load hard hearing her fuck him. It was a step far too far.
I evaded any conversation with Erin about anything that happened until I got straight in my head what happened to me and what I was becoming. We had experimented and things developed. I wasn’t in any state to pursue a line of inquiry. I was on the couch reading, trying anything to get my mind off what I saw, what I heard, and what I’d done — what my wife had done, with my blessing.
She came in and propped a leg under herself and plopped down beside me. I ignored her but she cleared her throat. I looked up and she grinned with guilt.
“What is it?” I sighed.
She pursed her lips and held her phone tightly.
“Out with it!” I grinned at her. It was how she began conversations about big expensive holiday trips or major work on the house. I wasn’t prepared for what she said.
“It’s Pierce,” she said.
I took a breath and braced myself. “What’s he want?”
“Nothing,” she pushed her phone under her leg.
“Out with it.”
“I know you’re going to say no.”
“Ask me anyway.”
“Are you sure?”
I nodded. I wasn’t, but I nodded.
“There’s a charity thing, a big gala dinner something or other, and he needs a date.”
“He wants to take you.”
She curled her lips to stop herself from grinning. “He does.”
“Does he even care there’s a husband here?”
“I told him you were going to be out of town that night.”
“You already told him I wasn’t going to be there?”
“So you can hide, so you can watch, honey!” She tried to kiss me but I turned away. “It’s all for you!”
“I can’t go back to that horrible hotel,” I said as though that was the issue.
“No no, honey. I thought we could have him over here.”
“You want to bring him here?”
“You could watch that way, everything this time.” I knew what she meant by “everything.” She meant I could watch her fuck him this time.
“You want to do it again.”
She looked at me long and hard. But finally she nodded. It was slight and it was subtle. But she nodded. She wanted to fuck him again.
I was unable to stop the line of thought and she knew it. She reached down tentatively and rubbed my cock through my pants. There was no need to point out that I had become rock hard again.
“I was thinking you could hide in the closet,” she said nearly inaudibly. “You could help me decide what to wear.” She leaned closer to me. “Over and,” she fell into a whisper, “under.”
I wanted to say “No.” I wanted to tell her it was a one-off. But I was stuck, I was mute.
“Okay?” she said softly.
I remained unable to talk.
She kissed my paralyzed lips. “You can fuck my pussy after he’s done with me again.”
I breathed hard and I shivered, but she was killing me. She was right. I wanted that. I wanted her to fuck the other guy and then let me shove my prick in there after.
I bought her a new pink off-shoulder pleated dress. I also bought her new white lace hipster panties and bra. I helped her pick out her lipstick color and her eye shadow. I checked her in the mirror beside her, imagining how Pierce would see her, as she stripped for him. And when the limo came to get her, we both shrieked. I peeked through the front curtains and watched her slip through the back door of the car, holding his hand as he lowered her in. We decided together she should do him in our bed, not on the couch.
The night passed like a storm of delirium. Again I collapsed under the weight of the questions and the voices: What was I doing? But it all blew away in a rush of intoxication when the headlights lit up the driveway. She was back, and Pierce was with her. They came in laughing and struggling to stay straight up they were so much all over each other. My wife lead him to our bedroom straight away. She was not into wasting time, that wife of mine.
She had a dresser with make-up lights around a mirror and she laid down the flowers he had given her earlier in front of it. She turned her back to him and he knew what to do. They talked as he unzipped her pink dress. Her blonde hair fell around the front of her face. I pressed my face against the seam between the two panels of closet doors. She smiled, and I knew why. She knew she was going to fuck him in our bed, and that I was going to be watching her do it from a few feet away in the closet at the foot of the bed.
She let the dress drop, the dress I bought for her for this very night and turned toward him in her underwear. She stripped him out of his tuxedo and when they pressed together she stepped backward until her legs touched the bed and she fell over pulling him with her. It took minutes for their underwear to go flying off. Their two naked bodies rolled and frolicked all over our large bed. My wife laughed and shrieked and moaned and panted with such abandon, you’d be forgiven for thinking she’d forgotten all about me and had instead found a way to cheat with her boss unimpeded by risk or guilt.
She rolled on her back and raised her legs up his sides and pointed her pretty pink toes to the ceiling. Pierce raised himself between her legs and handled his cock against her grasping pussy. My wife was having fun. It was hard to remind myself that she was only enjoying it so much because, like she said, I was there watching. But I couldn’t quite dispel the sense that she would enjoy what she was doing just as much if I weren’t there. She never once shot even a glance at the closet to reassure me. She never even gave a hint that she remembered I was there at all. 
Pierce dropped himself into her and she arched hard and cried out like a woman getting fucked by a man she craved. He pummeled her deeply. I realized that he must have fucked her just as hard that first time too because she wasn’t in any way surprised with his vigor. She instead returned his thrusts with her own bucking hips and cried out like she’d never been fucked so good before.
They played on the bed horsing around and when he pulled out and walked out to the kitchen, she followed, laughing and teasing. They fucked out there too — I didn’t see but I could hear. She wasn’t thinking of me at all. They fucked on the couch and by the sounds of it, she had orgasmed there with him. They came back to the bed and carried on, into hour three fucking all night. It was epic. When she rode him and began to shiver and thrust harder, when she began to orgasm again, I shot my load because, besides everything else, watching my wife fuck another man, watching her lose herself on him, watching her rise to new heights of sexual prowess, was the hottest thing I’d ever watched and heard.
When he left, I slumped out of the closet and laid on my back on the messy, stained and wet bed. The sheets were torn from the sides where my wife had gripped them when he fucked her so hard. The pillows were on the floor where she’d thrown them when he rolled her on her knees to ram her from behind. I could feel the man’s cum mixed with my wife’s pussy juice soaking into my back. I nearly fell asleep I was so drained.
I was awakened by Erin coming back into the bedroom after having finally seen Pierce off. She was naked. She had climbed onto the bed, had climbed over my face and, leaning her elbow into the headboard above my head, she had lowered her worn-out and red-raw pussy onto my mouth. I could smell and even taste him running from her. She let him run out of her all over my chin and neck. When I touched her pussy with my tongue, I found her clit hot as fire. She immediately shook and panted. She was already on the cusp. I dove my tongue inside her and she flooded my face and collapsed with such loud cries, I worried she was broken.
And so the pattern came around again. I was too ashamed to discuss the matter. And in time, Erin let me know that Pierce wanted another date.
“Do you have to go?”
“I can’t help it.” She leaned over me and hugged me close. But she also breathed against my ear in a hoarse whisper. “He makes me cum so hard!”




Cucked at the Resort Hotel

I froze. I thought for a panicked second Blaire was looking directly at me through the restaurant glass from the outdoor pool she was standing mid-chest-deep in. But it was Terrance to whom she rose gracefully toward up the wide pool steps Venus-like, holding her gaze on him with an expression that could only be called devastating.
She was wearing a new charcoal-grey strapless bikini I didn’t recognize, and even though she’d been swimming, her makeup was perfect. Brown eyes, long layered chestnut brown hair, rose-pink lips, tiny stud earrings, an even tinier chain around her neck, all things I didn’t recognize: she looked untouchable, even impossible. She’d never looked at me like that, either.
I froze because I wasn’t supposed to be at the posh resort hotel. She’d gone with Terrance Baucamp, the rising star of the state senate who was readying his run for Governor. At first it was going to be her and all the other volunteers who worked at his constituency office who were to be treated to a fancy weekend at the resort for all their hard work so far and the harder work to come — the race was going to be announced in just a few days.
I hadn’t been asking her questions out of any suspicion, not at first, anyway. It was genuine curiosity to grill her on the details. “How many get to go? The place sounds great.”
“Just some of us I guess, 10 or so, I really don’t know.” Her voice was always so soft and smooth, she could read a menu and give most men a hard-on without them even looking at her.
Blaire had been volunteering for only a few weeks at that office. She was 31, so maybe she was becoming more interested in politics. She worked with a documentary film crew and they were hired by the party people to create a 15-minute video to show at the upcoming convention.
“Does it work for the film company, you working for a political client now?”
“I’m not working for him, it’s just volunteering. Freedom of expression, right?” She was getting ready to go down to his office for a “strategy meeting” with some party brass from the national office.
“When to when?” I sat on the edge of our bed trying hard not to leer at her. She was in our ensuite leaning bent at the hips over the counter and into the mirror drawing on her face with the care and attention of someone producing a Michelangelo. She was dressed in low-riding floral-lace milk-chocolate brown panties and a matching full-cup bra, strapless. New, or at least new to me.
She spoke with the concentration of someone with a pointed object held close to her eyeball. “We arrive for dinner Friday, we leave after breakfast Sunday.”
I thought the makeup was heavy for a work-meeting, but the dress she chose put her over the top: a walnut brown form-fitting strapless tube dress. I squinted at her over my shoulder when she came out of her closet unsure of anything she was telling me anymore. We’d been married four years and in all that time, I’d never had reason to wonder. She always seemed too naive about men to get up to anything like that.  
“How many are going did you say?” She sat on the opposite side of the bed to bend low over her knees to do up the straps of her glittering spike platforms.
“I think eight, I can’t remember, give or take.” She stood up and fixed a man’s watch around her wrist that gave her a suddenly serious office look. She pushed on a pair of rectangle black-rim cosmetic glasses that gave her a suddenly piercing look. New and new as well.
“You would know, aren’t you the one that arranges things like that, didn’t you say?”
“I just don’t know who’s RSVPed yet, maybe four so far.”
“Four people are going.”
She tussled her hair in the mirror and half turned to check her ass. She fanned her face like she was nervous.
“What’s going on tonight again?”
“You’re so nosy with the questions! If you want to know what’s going on so much, you had your chance to join.” She shook her head at me and rolled her eyes. She carefully fixed stones to her ears. She knew I was the most apolitical person on the planet. I had less interest in politics than if I had even anaesthetized myself — I’m an anesthesiologist at BGH, so I know whereof I speak.
“Just checking in. You’ve been going down to that office a lot more than I thought you would.”
She picked up a small purse and slung the tiny gold chain over her shoulder. She stood facing me, legs apart, shoulders up, hands loose at her sides forward facing, eyes deadly square on mine. “Baby jealous?” My god she looked solar flare hot. In my mind, all I heard was, “Holy fuck . . . “
“Who are the other three people, there’s you and who else so far?”
She turned and checked the corners of her mouth close in the mirror. “Viviane and Corine, but they haven’t completely committed yet.”
“And?”
She turned back to me but she was less assertive in her posture, more twisting on her feet and darting in her gaze than before.
“You, Viviane, Corine. . . . “ I tried again.
“Well, Terrance naturally, I didn’t think I’d have to say his name.” She chuckled in a forced way.
“But Viviane and Corine aren’t for sure yet, so what, so far it’s just you and the big guy?”
“He’s not like that, he’s not the big man on campus type.” Not for the first time did she roll her eyes at me. She had a nervous air growing about her.
“But it’s just you and him so far, right? Going to the hotel.”
She exhaled with exasperation and pulled the bedroom door wide and glided out on her heels. “Yes so far, but I’m sure more will sign on.” She headed down the stairs uncertainly with the height of her heels on the mushy carpet. I followed behind thinking she was being oddly evasive with me for some reason, but also thinking, she is so fucking hot, what man would not take risks to get next to her? She looked like she was headed out for a date far more than headed out to a political office for a strategy meeting.
She checked her phone and leaned on the wall in the hallway halfway to the front door like she couldn’t wait to get out of there. “You’re not driving?”
“He’s sending a limo for me.” She didn’t look up from her phone.
“A limo?”
“It’s no big deal, the campaign has already rented them, the driver’s already going to be paid, he said we might as well, it’s just sitting there.” She shrugged and pulled her mouth crooked at me. “Right?”
“That’s pretty sweet of him.”
“It’s alright,” she said, checking her phone again, putting me off the trail. “I’ll probably be late so don’t wait up. He said these meetings can get really detailed. He wants me to learn the ropes.”
“And then Friday, it’s just you and him off to Big Bend Resort. To learn more ropes.”
“It’s not like that.” Her phone buzzed and she whipped it out. “He’s here, I got to go, bye honey,” she said, taking my biceps in her cool hands and pulling me just close enough for a tiny near kiss with puckered lips almost grazing mine.
“He’s picking you up?”
“I told you that.”
“Not quite. And now the weekend thing. It sounds like it’s just the two of you.”
“It wasn’t supposed to be just us, you know that. But nobody else can make it.”
“So you knew it was only you and him all along.”
“I have to go!” she pleaded, pulling the door open. She waved with a cute smile out the door toward the car. The back door was hanging open.
“I’ll text you later. Don’t worry, it’s not like that. Honest.”
I wanted to say, “Not like what?” What was she thinking I was thinking was going on? Blaire was naive about men. She’d been sheltered growing up and seemed always surprised when I told her guys at the beach or at a party were flirting with her right in front of me. Her problem was, she was honest to the point of being earnest and just assumed everyone else was too. She could be lead astray — that’s what I was thinking. She could be taken in by something or someone not knowing what their true intentions were. She was so innocent, it felt to me like I always had to watch over her, shield her from the more corrosive winds that whipped around in the real world she knew, I think, little about.
I watched as she walked down our driveway twisting and pulling on her fourth finger of her left hand and then push something into her purse. And I saw her offer that hand to another hand that emerged from within the dark shadow that filled the back of the limo, and raise her knee to step inside, causing her tight tube dress to ride up her thigh. And I saw, just before the tinted-window door percussioned shut, a smile — deep, wide, and excited.
An hour later, wracked with dark thoughts, I jumped in my car and went downtown. I knew exactly where that office of his was. Only, when I drove by, it was dark and closed with no sign of a limo or any other cars anywhere around. We shared our phone’s locations for safety when she went jogging at night but when I checked, it seemed she’d turned her phone off.
I went home and went immediately online, found the resort, and booked myself a two-night stay starting Friday. I thought, with a little attention to detail, I should be able to stay out of her sight, and yet keep her in mine — to the extent she wasn’t behind closed doors, anyway. Getting time off work wasn’t an issue. As one of four anesthesiologists at BGH, I was owed a shitload of time.
She arrived home close to 2 AM. I hadn’t slept a wink of course, but I jumped up when I heard the limo creep into our driveway, and sped upstairs, stripped down, and hopped into bed to pretend. I have no idea why I was the one embarrassed. It seemed forever before I heard the car door shut and our front door open. She crept into the bedroom on her bare feet carrying her shoes to avoid making sounds. She slipped into her closet but didn’t shut the door all the way. I leaned over quietly just enough to see her pull her dress up over her head. She didn’t appear to be wearing her panties or her bra — but maybe I missed her taking those off first.
She crept back out and headed straight for the shower. When the water was running, I snuck into her closet and found her purse on the dresser and peeked inside. Bingo — her panties and bra. Now that was odd, I thought.
At the resort, I checked in and made my way to my room with my head down. I checked my phone and found her’s on this time. As planned, I’d beat her to the place — she wasn’t even landed at the airport yet. I wondered around checking all the hiding places and dark corners and rooms and supply closets left unlocked. I checked the windows of the restaurant that perched above the pool from the outside, and on a sunny day, you couldn’t see anything inside.
When my phone showed she was nearing the resort, I escaped to my room and waited her out. She went to her room, I could see, and then, not long after, she’d gone down to the pool. I was already in the restaurant above. I knew Blaire. She loved hotels with pools and she loved jumping in for laps first thing upon arriving.
She had stepped up onto the deck dripping in rivulets and looked smoldering when Terrance appeared from below me in trunks and a loose short sleeve deck shirt holding open a thick white pool towel for her to walk into.
Earlier, I’d asked the maître d when the Baucamp party was reserved in the restaurant for, pretending that I was checking the quality of their service.
“Eight,” she said without needing to look.
“Four people?”
“Just two, sir.”
“Excellent,” I said nearly too Montgomery Burns-like. “Table for one for 7, do you have something available by the pool side?”
She looked over her sheet. “I think we can fit you in,” she smiled at me. I had also asked the concierge for a map of the resort — “I get so lost so easily!” I knew I wouldn’t get out of the staff which exact rooms that Terrance and Blaire took, but my phone looked after that, except for the floor.
I was worried on my way down for dinner that they’d arrived for theirs early. My phone showed me she was in the restaurant herself. But after carefully scoping things out, I realized she was below the restaurant on the pool deck. I enjoyed my steak tartar watching my wife gracefully execute her required laps up and back below me. I didn’t know Terrance was below me as well until he appeared with the towel. I had my world spin like a flushed toilet when I watched Blaire rise on her toes, press her hands gently into his shoulders, and kiss him on his mouth. It was not like the last kiss she gave me, her husband. It was full on and it lasted. My heart fell through my stomach.
I’d gone to the resort to watch out over her, to make sure she was going to be alright, to keep her safe. But the weekend quickly became a tormented nightmare in which nothing I was so over-confident about before remained except in tattered and slashed strips of tissue as after a tornado tore through a trailer park. I learned an hour after arriving that my wife was not the woman I thought she was. By the time I left 40 hours later, I learned I was nothing like the man I thought I was.
There was a separate elevator for the pool so guests could descend without mixing it up with regularly dressed people. They’d gone up to their rooms before I finished and I got another chance to try to figure out her room by walking down and back the hallways of each floor. Just when I decided I had the exact one, I heard the latch turn and I bolted for a cleaning room that just happened to be unlocked. But it wasn’t my wife who stepped out. It was Terrance, dressed in a suit.
She’d be getting ready for dinner wouldn’t she? after swimming in her bathing suit? and after getting her hair wet? I leaned my ear to the door when he stepped on the elevator and I listened closely. It sounded like the shower was on. I ducked back into the room when a couple came off the elevator and when they disappeared behind their door, I leaned my ear into the wood again. Now it was a hair dryer.
I pulled away when the elevator dinged and closed the door when I saw it was Terrance. He went right back through the door with his own card and he was carrying a bottle of wine and two glasses. When the door hissed closed behind him, I checked the coast was clear and approached the door to lean my ear against it one more time. I heard my wife’s voice shriek and laugh.
The hallway became too busy with people arriving back from dinner and others heading out, and I lost my vantage point anyway when a cleaner came and tried earnestly to help me, thinking I was in there looking for supplies. She was only satisfied and let me go when I said, “Okay, some extra shampoo.” She filled up my cupped hands with a dozen of the little bottles that I dumped in the canister by the elevator. Could Blaire and Terrance be staying in the same room? It made no sense. It couldn’t be.
By the time 8:00 rolled around, the light outside had dropped enough that the inside of the restaurant was visible from outside, rather than the other way around. I lurked in the bushes that lined the far side of the pool area hoping to catch sight of Blaire and Terrance. My hope was rewarded: they ended up being sat at the exact same table I was at.
I was able to hide amidst the bushes unseen by couples strolling the sidewalk, and from there, watch what appeared to be another happy couple in the window above laughing, talking with animation, and barely taking eyes off each other.
I hung my head seated in the dark end of the adjoining bar later waiting for them to come out. I was ready to take off up the elevator and get ready in my cleaning supply room to see who went into Blaire’s room. I had to duck as though tying my shoe off a bar stool when Blaire walked right behind me on her way to the bathroom. She looked incredible. She wore her hair tied up but for a few loose strands down the sides of her face, and a tight midnight-blue dress with a shocking red zipper slashing at an angle across the whole front of her from the hem at her mid-thigh up to her neck. It left an oval between her breasts and another at her stomach. She turned heads.
When they got up, Terrance guided her out of the restaurant with his arm around her waist. I flew to the elevators and got mine closed before they got to the bank. Safely in my supply room above, I peered through the slightly ajar door. Blaire arrived in my narrow field of vision first but it was Terrance who tagged the card reader. They went in together and I heard the door get locked with its inside bolt when it closed.
I was nearly busted when, with my ear pressed to the door trying to make out conversation, it suddenly was unlatched. I flew threw my supply door and crouched. They didn’t see me leap across the hallway. I chanced to look out while they were still in the hallway. He had his arm around her again as they headed back out.
I roamed the sidewalks of the resort moving from light cone to light cone wondering where they went. My answer came from the distant beat of dance music closer to the beach. I skulked inside the night club and took a table for myself in the darkest side and ordered a beer. I scanned repeatedly, sure they were in there, but I couldn’t spot them. Just as I determined to give up, I spotted them, making their way to the dance floor where a throng heaved and writhed to the tunes.
Blaire looked in love. She danced not so much in front of Terrance as against him. She pressed her front and her back against his chest and she squatted and humped him. She laughed and rolled her head back and draped her arms over his shoulders and danced seductively against him. And then, randomly, she moved her face close to his and held the back of his head and kissed him seemingly forever.
I watched where they returned to and it was a dark table directly opposite mine, equally obscured in shadows. My eyes had adjusted to the dark and I was able to watch them from across the room. My wife and her boss necked at the table for five full minutes. My sight was clear enough I could see her arm move back and forth in a slow repeated movement. Her hand was under the table in the vicinity of his lap.
When they left, I followed from twenty or so feet back as they made their languid way around the wavering sidewalk back to the main building and what, apparently, was their room together. I could hear her laugh as they bumped hips and more than once I needed to awkwardly drop like I lost something because they stopped to kiss more. I was able to watch the bank of elevators from a phone box. Terrance’s hands gripped my wife’s ass as they stood pressed together waiting for the door. When they fell inside, I timed my walk past for the closing of the door and saw inside where Blaire had pressed herself with legs spread against Terrance leaning on the back wall. His hands had pulled her tight dress up over her ass revealing for me and anyone else passing the doors her black thong panties with a deep red heart printed on the tiny black triangle at her back.
I made my way up to their floor a few moments later and, when the hallway was clear of interruptions, I pressed my ear again to their door. Inside I heard my wife’s voice in repeated high-pitched inhalations and occasional shrieks and laughter and squeals. Soon I was listening to the unmistakable cries and grunts of two people down to the business of fucking.
I checked out in the morning and forfeited my second night. I’d seen and, more to the point, heard enough. Whatever I went down thinking I was going to protect Blaire from, she needed no help from me. She wasn’t needing me for anything, she was the one doing the attacking as far as I could see.
Home that day alone and filled with swirling, disjointed and contradicted thoughts, I struggled to remind myself of the facts as I saw and heard them, and to admit to myself what they plainly revealed. I was a 33-year-old husband, proudly married four years, a fit, healthy guy (I cycled with a group of other professionals every Saturday morning), whose 31-year-old film-maker wife was having an affair — an affair not with some random guy, but the likely next Governor of the state. I looked him up. He appeared to be proudly married as well.
It was weird though. I tried to be pissed and I searched myself for the depths of feeling betrayed, but neither emotion was there. I thought I’d be the kind of guy who would confront and lay out with a single punch the guy who fucked my wife, and then make her leave too, with perfectly laid out words of damnation. Instead I felt nothing.
Not nothing — I decided, if I was going to attempt to be brutally honest with myself. I pondered what it was I was feeling if not betrayed. And what it was that filled my veins was elation. I would even use the word titillation to describe how I felt recalling the sounds through the door where I pressed my ear in the hotel hallway. Hearing my wife with the older, scholarly future Governor crying out, squealing, catching her breath and moaning, made me aroused.
Why? Was I a coward? Did I have some weird unanticipated kink? Was I abused by my mother or something? I thought all day and all night about it. One element of my wife’s infidelity seemed a necessary aspect: when I imagined it being any other kind of man, I was filled with rage. But when I thought about powerful, older men, the kind who you know have mistresses, who we expect would have them, the kind of guys with that magnetic quality, I was gratified, not enraged, to see him look at my wife, touch my wife, take her behind a closed door and make her sing like that. It got me off to see my wife the object of lust by men far more powerful than me.
I didn’t bring anything up the following week, but I told Blaire I was out of town the following Saturday for a conference. I knew they’d be looking for some place because his home would be too dangerous with the press outside and with his wife around. I had to know what it was that so titillated me, what enthralled me so much to see my wife in the arms of another more powerful man.
“You’re going this Saturday?”
“Leaving about 4. Overnight, back Sunday about the same time — around 4. Big regional health thing. Meetings going late into the night and more of them early the next morning, so most of us are just booking a room at the hotel and not bothering driving home and back.”
“Well text me if you do come back, you know I get scared if I hear something unexpected.”
“Of course,” I said. At 4, I drove off, parked a block away, came back through the backyard and silently through the basement door I’d left unlocked, and I found the beer I left in the fridge down there, and passed the time scrolling my phone.
I congratulated myself figuring out things so well I was able to predict exactly what would happen. I heard my wife’s footsteps all over the upstairs — someone getting ready for something? At about 8 I saw the sliding shafts of headlights scan the backyard just as if a car was pulling into our driveway. A moment later I could hear clearly through the floor Blaire laughing, shrieking and squealing again above me.
Our basement was accessed through a door that was off the kitchen. Our kitchen featured a large island and from behind that island, with lots of kitchen things on it to obscure a peeking head, one could scan the entire living room, including the sectional. I’d even tested the stairs for creaks, both sets, in case things ended up in the top floor of our townhouse — the bedroom. There was an odd door that allowed passage into her closet from my office up there. It was usually locked, but I made sure that was unlocked before I “left” for my conference.
By the sounds of their footfalls, I judged they were in the living room, and by the sounds of the conversation, I guessed they were on the couch together. I spread my feet out to the edges of the steps and waddled up to the door that I opened as careful as a bomb disposal expert. On my hands and knees, I peeked around the edge only long enough to form a vision in my mind to then examine back in the relative safety pulled back from the edge. I could see from the side they were on the couch together as I had predicted. I counted down in my mind, peeked again, and feeling brave, I scurried over the floor to behind the island.
Resting there, I heard nothing from them but their normal (if you can call it normal) chattering. Neither of them saw anything like a big rat cross the kitchen floor. The next stage was the most challenging yet. I needed to slowly raise my head over the edge of the counter and see without being seen. It was dark enough in the kitchen, but if I made a noise and they looked, surely they’d see me. In case of that, I was already prepared with my accusatory speech and our marriage-ending declaration. I got to my knees and raised myself above the parapet.
Blaire had pulled her legs up under herself and sat sideways facing away from me and toward Terrance. He sat facing our fireplace, lit. They had glasses of wine, entrancing music on, and the lights low. They were talking seriously, but as they talked, Blaire casually brushed her fingertips over his forehead, massaging him there, pushing his hair around.
“It’s a perception game, though, isn’t it?” she said. “He sees you as distant and out of touch. He could just as easily see you as something else — perceptions can be changed, right?”
“It’s damning. It’s an issue I’ve always had. Too scholarly, was the complaint four years ago. What do you do with that? Act more dumb?”
“But you won didn’t you.” She began to trace contours of his cheekbones and jaw.
“In a district owned by the party since the 80s.”
“Still.” She leaned toward him and I stuck my head further up. She made his face turn to hers so she could kiss him. “We’ll win this too,” she said. “One person’s ‘distant and out of touch’ is another person’s ‘respectful and brave.’ We just need to reframe your story of who you are.”
He turned toward her and pursued more kisses from her. “When I’m with you, I’m so relaxed and easy, not bound up in my head at all.”
“Well we know why that is, don’t we,” she sniggered. She pulled the bottom of her dress up to her thighs and pushed herself over him, sitting herself down in his lap. She was wearing this time a super short black sequined dress. None of these items of clothing were anything I recognized. It hardly mattered for long. She kissed him again and then promptly tugged her dress up over her head and let it float down on the couch beside them. “And I’m going to help you relax tonight so tomorrow’s interviews go perfectly for you.”
She was wearing this time a gleaming white satin bra and low-hipster panties. She hugged his head to her chest before sitting back on his knees. “Why don’t you close your eyes and relax and let your favorite aide look after you tonight. We have all night,” she cooed to him with a grin.
She loosened his shirt before sliding down his legs to the floor and onto her knees. She laughed deeply and darkly as she opened his legs and made as if to gnaw on the front of his pants. “You deserve it,” she said to him, pulling the fly down and undoing the button. That man, he wrapped his hands around my wife’s head and when she parted her lips with her deadly gaze locked on his eyes, he curled his hips and shoved his cock in her mouth.
Claire moaned. She loved it. When he pressed on the back of her head and made her choke on his cock, she pulled off him coughing and gasping, but she was also smiling wickedly and grabbed his wrist in her hand and put his hand right back on the back of her head and she swallowed him again, urging him to shove her head down harder than she could plunge it herself.
I’d risen till my whole face was above the counter of the island rising like a black sun in a dark galaxy. There, twenty feet from my eyes, my beautiful young wife was willingly, urgently, sucking off the soon-to-be Governor of our state, and I wasn’t even surprised or in the least disturbed. No, I was something far worse. I’d undone my own pants when my wife was undoing that man’s pants and when she took his cock in her mouth, I took mine in my hand.
One might think I was imagining it was her mouth sucking my cock, that it was my cock she ravenously consumed. But that wasn’t it at all. No, I don’t think there is a word yet to describe what I was imagining. I wasn’t sure it even qualifies as imagination. What I was feeling was what my wife was feeling — in every detail. I wasn’t pretending that was my cock my wife was devouring inside her pretty little mouth, I was pretending my hand was her mouth and it was his cock I felt her devouring.
But the physical sensation was only the front door to the actual event taking place inside. Mouths, hands, cocks, tits, pussies, it’s all sexual excitement in the mind, otherwise it’s just blood-fed flesh. I was experiencing my wife’s sexual excitement vicariously. I was feeling what she was feeling, not in her hand or her mouth, though I could feel all of that too, the pulsing and sweating in my palm, the insistence and the pain in my jaw, the rawness against my lips. But I could feel her arousal, her yielding, her own pulsing and sweating and rawness below, and her craving.
My wife stood up in front of Terrance and with serious intent on her face, she reached behind her back and undid the clasps of her bra, letting the shoulder straps slide down her arms to her fingers so she could lay it gently over her dress on the side of the couch. She squatted next and wiggled her hips back and forth as she hooked her thumbs in the waist and drew them down her legs and off her toes, laying them also on the couch with her bra and dress. She took the time of a woman who knew she had all night without her husband coming home.
She set about undressing Terrance too, pulling his socks off, pulling his pants down, pulling his underwear off. “There,” she announced. “Feeling better baby?” She knelt on the cushions on either side of his hips and she wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself close to him. They kissed and his hands roamed all over her back. Her body responded to his touch contorting and writhing in his lap. I could hear her breath draw sharper and ragged.
She pressed her bare chest into his face and cradled his head against her. She reached down between their bodies and I could see her hand wrap around his dick standing up straight behind her ass. She raised her hips and I saw her lower herself onto him.
And then she paralyzed me. Just as she lowered herself down over his cock taking him deeply insider her pussy, she turned her face on top of his head directly toward me. The look she gave me was exactly the same look I thought she was giving me from the pool the first day I arrived at the resort. Her eyes were calm, her lips were slightly parted, and her shoulders were high. We kept our gaze on each other’s until her ass kissed his thighs whereupon her eyes finally closed, her head rolled back, and she moaned to the ceiling like someone in next-level ecstasy.
And I felt every gram of it, shooting my load against the front of the island and losing my knees, buckling to the floor, and landing on my back staring at the ceiling. I laid there and listened, not for the first time, to my wife make love to another man with deeply fulfilling satisfaction. I knew because I felt every bit of it.
“You’re going to fuck him again, aren’t you,” I said to her the next day. We sat at the kitchen counter with coffees for “the talk” after Terrance left and I finally came out of the shadows. She and him had screwed virtually all night, even after she knew I was home and I was listening, if not watching.
But Blaire, she was always brutally honest. “Yes, I am,” she said.
“Are you leaving me? Are you going to go be with him?”
“No, never,” she said. “I have zero interest in that with him. It’s purely power and the sexual energy of power.” Because she was so honest, I was able to trust she was telling truth there as well.
“Do you even care what I think?” I said.
“I do. But you knew about it for weeks and you didn’t say anything. I saw you at the resort. You didn’t do anything. And I saw you in the kitchen — I saw what you were doing.”
“Did you like me watching?”
“No,” she was firm. “We won’t do things here anymore. We’ll take a hotel room.”
“You won’t let me watch?”
She only shook her head. “I can’t do that to him, not now.”
“When will this happen?”
She shrugged. “It won’t be every night or anything like that.”
“How will I know when you’re doing it?”
She tilted her head with a sympathetic expression as if to say, I think you’ll know. “I guess when I text to say I won’t be coming home?”
“So that’s the deal? That’s what I accept, and if not, we’re over?”
“No,” she reached over to take my hands in hers. “But it’s what I would like.” She looked at me again that same way. “Nothing has to change between us. It’s just,” she sighed. “It’s just sex.”
“What do I get?”
She shrugged and looked sideways before looking back at me. “A happy wife?”
“Aren’t you happy already?”
She grinned and looked down in embarrassment. “Okay,” she snorted and bit her lip. “A very, very happy wife?”
It took me three seconds to absorb what I was agreeing to. But that’s the kind of man I had become. I was now one of those men who let their wives cheat, who might actually like their wife having a lover. It came to seem like nothing more than seeing one’s wife off to her occasional book club group or her meet-up at a gym. And when I knew she was with him – she was right, I knew intimately that she was – I couldn’t stop myself jerking off thinking about it. Thinking about her sexual pleasure.




Betting on my Wife Tina

“This’ll be good, it’ll be different for a change,” my wife Tina nodded once decisively out the side window at the endless flat brown fallow fields. But I could see it in her eyes, the way she gazed unfocused at the distant horizon of ever-approaching emptiness. We were in a rut and taking a holiday from her clinic to join me at my conference at the Three Lakes Hotsprings & Resort was but a thinly veiled attempt at hitting another reset button.
She had zero interest in attending any of the fascinating talks, of course, even if I was stoked simply to be invited. She was excited about the hotel room, the complimentary spa visits, and the famous circuit of outdoor hot mineral pools to soak in. And to see if her and I could spark something anew in the changed-up environment several hours away in the mountain village.
For me, the weekend was all about Ike, the sage psychology professor so famous he achieved single-name status among all us lesser mortals. The conference quickly sold out when word went round that Ike was not only attending, but speaking. I knew not to share too much of my excitement about the guy with Tina. He might be the only name in my discipline she ever heard of — the guy had top-selling books and routine expert appearances on TV — but his forte — bets, gambling, risks, and odds — were alien subjects to her. The weekend, for her, was all about us. Flying across the empty alpine prairie, I wasn’t sure how I was going to reconcile those two goals, Ike on the one hand, and us on the other.
The lunches and dinners were unavoidable points of contact because the big ballroom affairs were catered for attendees and their spouses, but restaurant dining was otherwise closed as the conference booked out the whole resort. We timed our arrival for after rooms were ready and before seating for dinner began.
“I guess there really isn’t a choice, is there?” Tina said gazing out the huge hotel room windows at the darkening and dramatic landscape of tall, encroaching and rugged purple mountaintops surrounding us and the plumes of steam jetting from holes all around the hills below. The village outside the resort gates didn’t offer anything beyond a gas station convenience shop and a cafe with stale baked objects.
I’d been up once before and assured her there was no choice but to go with me to the big hall. “It’s really good food, they really go all out,” I assured her. “You’ll love it.”
“Such a bore though,” she moaned turning her back on the stunning scene. “All those talking heads going on about . . . . “ she turned back to the big window and set her torso on her crooked hip, “heads,” she chuckled to herself. As a massage therapist, she was all body whereas I was all mind. The duality usually served us well, but I had to admit, if I were coerced into a weekend of massage therapy talk, I’d groan too.
“Ike is going to be there. He’s doing the dinner keynote actually,” I offered up to her with a little too much excitement.
“I saw that guy on TV once,” she shrugged. “He’s kind of interesting, isn’t he.”
“Kind of interesting” wouldn’t quite capture it but I was gratified to catch a glimmer of hope for at least a passable start to our shaky weekend.
“Are you going to introduce me?”
I laughed out loud and stopped myself just as abruptly. She didn’t understand. I and the other low-lifes like me from all the little scattered nameless colleges dotting the country might call him by his first name, but it was like offering a friend tickets to a Pink concert who think you can therefore introduce them to her. We all knew him, but he didn’t know us to put it simply.
“Probably won’t get closer to him than our table is to the stage, to be honest.”
She stepped up close to me. “Aw,” she cooed in my ear. “You can be like him someday.”
I just snorted a puff of air out my nose. She didn’t realize just what an international superstar he was.
She did play along with me for the dinner, though. She looked amazing in her sequined and tight black pencil dress. She was tall and she was fit, and with those sparkling thin-strap high-platform sandals, I knew I was going to get some vicarious head-turning thrill with that eye-candy on my arm sashaying through the crowded hall. Salivate you dogs, I grinned to myself leading her out our room by hand.
“Are you okay with me dressing like this?” she said, turning around slowly in front of the elevator we waited for.
“I don’t mind sharing,” I said offhandedly.
She stepped back to lean against my chest when we boarded. “Ooh,” she cooed twisting around and up to me. She clasped my hands under hers over her tight, firm stomach. “You’d like us to explore sharing would you?” She grinned and twisted hard to kiss under my jaw.
“Whoa Nelly,” I said. “A step too far maybe.”
She rotated around in my arms and threw her arms over my shoulders. “Aw, what’s the matter,” she kissed my lips. “Lots of couples do it you know.”
“I’m not going to share you,” I shook my head and rolled my eyes. “As if.”
“Aw, you’re no fun,” she pouted again, but I knew she was kidding. She leaned close to the mirror and touched up her lips with her extended and mauve-painted pinky. “Maybe that’s just what we need to shake things up a bit though,” she said to her reflection. She glanced at me through the mirror and grinned again. I could no longer tell if she was joking or not — she had been making that same joke a few times ever since the whole weekend conference thing was first broached.
We’d been married five years but I never shook the lingering sensation that I accidentally won in the wrong weight class. It gave me the uneasy overthinking spiral of the insecure, always looking over my shoulder to make sure everything was right for her or she’d open her eyes and correct her course. Normally, though, I was able to sit back and revel in the envy of all around me. I loved catching other guys catching a glimpse of my wife. Dressing up over the top like she often loved to do, I couldn’t help thinking she secretly reveled in the adoring eyes too.
There was an open bar prior to dinner and we stood and chatted with colleagues I hadn’t seen since the previous year. Suddenly there was a hushed buzz that came like a wave over the huge reception room and I turned in the same direction everyone else’s heads were bobbing and weaving toward. The wild long black curly hair was unmistakable. Ike had descended and was among us. My wife gazed around herself with a screwed up face looking at all the gawkers. “You’d think it was Jesus himself, for crying out loud,” she murmured in my ear. “Getting another one of these,” she twisted her empty plastic martini glass at me, “you down?”
I, like half the room, was unable to talk, but I pushed my glass to her hand without diverting my gaze from Him. He was so relaxed looking, always smiling, it seemed, whenever you saw him on TV. Tina shook her head, rolled her eyes, and headed to the back where the line had suddenly dissipated. When she was almost back with two full martinis, Ike himself stopped right in front of her, and right beside me.
“Where did you get those two lovelies from?” he said, glaring, I thought, directly into her ample cleavage.
“Have one!” she merrily chirped, and she handed my drink to Ike. She turned to me. “There’s another one up there,” she gestured with her head toward the bar, by which she meant, I could go and order my own. As I passed her by, she surreptitiously reached her hand out behind her back and let her stretching fingers surreptitiously brush my lap. Her eyes, though, and smile, were locked onto Ike’s, just as his, I noticed, were locked onto hers. Go figure.
Maybe it was because she didn’t really know who he was that she gave him a more natural attention, rather than the nervous adulation he normally gets in rooms like that, but he stayed there to chat with her instead of any of the other heavy-hitting scholars who, in moving concentric circles around him, all feigned studied disinterest.
“You’re stunning wife Tina,” he said to me when I got my breath regulated and my heart rate down enough to return, “has invited me to join your table for dinner, would that be okay with you Donny?” Ike said. So he got our names from her already. I glanced at Tina with the fright of a deer in headlights but she made eyes at me as though him joining us was the first she heard of it too.
“Of course that would be fine,” I gulped. Luckily there was an unoccupied chair, right beside Tina. If it was anyone else but the post-dinner keynote Ike himself, I would have taken offense at how lecherously he leaned over my wife’s body and dropped his eyes down the front of her dress. But it was Ike, so I was instead flattered of course. When Tina excused herself to the bathroom, he made no secret of his glaring at her backside as she weaved her way around the tables. And Tina, for her part, made no secret of the fact she knew he was staring. She even turned to check. The way she walked as well was uncharacteristically sexy and slow for her. She made as though to wave to me, but I saw her dart her eyes to Ike. I even saw that little brief and sly grin of hers.
“And what part of the field do you cover, Donny?” he said to me still watching her body sway and glide toward the back of the room.
“Risk thresholds,” I said, watching her as well with slightly different eyes. He presumed a lot, thinking I covered a field when at best I was maybe a ballboy in my field.
“I see,” he said, turning to me and sipping my martini.
“I’m working on the math about where the risk and payoff graphs cross over and the subject makes the bet,” I said to him, brave enough now to meet his eyes. I meant by my elaboration that I was merely a worker cog in a big machine, but he flattered me again.
“Oh, that’s quite fascinating!” he titled his head at me as though it actually was. I was immediately stiffened from within, worried I’d have to explain details. I didn’t expect to be accounting for my research area to the granddaddy of the whole discipline. I didn’t frankly expect to be in the same room as him, other than to watch him with all the others on the stage holding us all in his thrall. But here I was, with him sliding over into my wife’s seat and throwing his arm around the back of my chair like we were old colleagues or something.
“I would suppose it’s a sliding point, subject to subject, or even within the same subject under differing conditions,” he nodded to me like we were going to have a collegial conversation. He knew far more than he was pretending, though. He was trying to make me feel important, I knew, but it was working. Tina wouldn’t know what she did for me, dressing like she did. Colleagues seeing Ike sitting and talking with me would make my career.
I got my nerves steady and took a breath and a big chance. “Well,” I began, leaning toward him scholar-like the way he leaned toward me. It was like I could hear the gasps of all those around us staring intensively at the scene at my table while trying to appear not. It was elevator-pitch time. “It’s the evidence of the role of emotion in decision making, that’s really what we’re after, right? The role of emotion in consequential decision making,” I nodded seemingly knowingly.
He mirrored me, nodding back. “That’s certainly where the money is at,” he grinned crookedly at me. “The next revolution!” he cried out and laughed and I laughed too like I knew what we were laughing at. He leaned in closer like he was going to impart a secret. “Can you just imagine, if you could marry up the people who can elicit specific emotions with the people who pitch the offers, I mean, with your work, we would be able to predict a percentage of the population who would be emotionally triggered to buy. Anything! You could dictate it! Fucking gold!”
“I suppose,” I said. I wasn’t on his level of seeing the bigger picture, but I was struck by the focus on commerce he showed me he had.
“You’re not convinced,” he sensed my reticence, or at least what he mistook my ignorance for. “The emotions — that’s everything!” He looked around the room and came back to me. “Suppose for example, I were to bet you something about which you would have serious emotional responses to.”
“Okay,” I said, nodding, not sure where he was going.
“I don’t know,” he shrugged with exaggeration and searched the floor around our chairs. “Take your wife, for example.”
“Okay,” I said again, frowning.
“You see, already, by your expression, an area prime-pumped with emotion, the matrimonial bed!” He checked over his shoulder toward the bathrooms in the back and came closer to me. “Could we, right here, right now, determine where that cross-over in your graph is between risk and payoff as you say, on something as emotional as, oh I don’t know,” he shrugged and frowned at me, “a bet over whether I can seduce your wife, let’s say.” He laughed like it was just an idea that popped into his mind unbidden and he recognized the absurdity of it just as soon as I did.
He stopped and came back closer to me. “I mean we do it all the time with our test subjects, don’t we, but we’re not so comfortable testing theories on ourselves. Not like the real scientists did back in the day, right? Madame Curie drinking radioactive water!” He laughed again. “Tesla electrocuting himself! Leary dosing on LSD! Those are the real ones, am I right?”
“You really want me to bet you over whether you can seduce my wife?”
He shrugged and leaned away. “Why not? It’s got emotions all over it. Let’s try to find that spot on your graph right now! How much money would it take? You’re a what, a junior professor, a lecturer? A mid-career at a mid-size, mid-west, mid-status college?” He smirked. “I could probably name your monthly salary within 5%. Let’s propose one month of your gross salary says I can take her.”
“What?” I was speechless. I grinned and leaned in closer to him. I didn’t know what was going on. Did he want to sleep with my wife? I was flattered, to be honest. It was the only thing that filled my stupid head “That’s a lot of money,” I said, but it wasn’t the money I was thinking about.
“Two months then, whatever that is, as long as you give me a decent shot at it, like you disappear for instance so she isn’t worried about getting caught or any sort of confounding factors like that to pollute our data.”
Tina came back but Ike pulled out his first chair for her, placing himself between us. Tina thought nothing of it. He did the gentlemanly thing too, helping her pull in her chair. Tina glanced at me. It’s something I never did, I always forgot, and she mentioned that to me sometimes. She was checking if I noticed he did it. Of course I did.
He threw his arm around her chair turning away from me. “Your Donny tells me he’s involved with a fascinating area in our field. Lovely man,” he said to her like I was already gone. “Now, what did you order for dinner? Do you suppose they already finished taking the orders? I moved tables, they might have missed me!”
“Oh no,” Tina pointed out. “They’re still back there,” she gestured, “taking orders, look. If you hurry.”
He turned to me. “Donny, would you mind terribly finding one of those order-takers and making sure they have a meal for me?”
“Ah,” I grinned. “Okay. What one do you want?”
“Doesn’t matter, I’m sure it’s all good, why not order up for me what you ordered for yourself — I’m having your drink, I might as well have you’re meal too,” he laughed. But he also zeroed his piercing eyes into mine. He turned back to Tina and leaned closer to her. “That way no one has to get jealous about what somebody else already has.” He grinned at her and she looked down and blushed. I saw her. It was rare, but it happened.
I went and found the servers. On the one hand, he was clearly moving in on her. I didn’t tell him “no” to the bet, but we hadn’t agreed to it either. On the other hand, I was walking like a lottery winner, like someone who couldn’t feel more boastful. The alpha ape in the room was sniffing around my wife. Of all the wives he could hit on, he was after mine. Fucking right, I thought to myself, she’s that hot, that wife of mine. It felt good.
On my way back, I watched from behind as my wife tittered at some joke he made and looked so closely at his face, her eyes hung on his mouth. He glanced sideways at me as he said something very quiet and close to her ear, and whatever it was, it made Tina gasp and bulge her eyes and smile with scandal. I recognized it: It was her excited smile, as in, her sexually-aroused smile.
The way Tina skirted around the idea of sharing her upstairs in our room, I half believed she was introducing the topic for real discussion for our relationship. Of course I was immediately titillated by the idea, but that was because I hadn’t thought through the real-world look of it. I had a taste of it now, though. Tina beckoned him back to her ear to finish whatever it was he had been saying to her. I saw her clench her hands between her bare thighs under the table and when he gave her the punchline, she spilled back, threw her face to the ceiling, and let her hair cascade down the back of her chair. She also slapped him with a “Get out!” slap on his chest. He snatched her hand like he was merely stopping her from hitting him, but both their hands clasped each other’s and held on even until I got back to the table. Tina cleared her throat and dropped his hand and twiddled with the pendant on the tiny chain around her neck.
“Good boy, I said to him,” Ike said looking directly at me and Tina burst out laughing so hard she couldn’t breathe. Another punchline I supposed. When she finally regained herself, I asked her, half laughing too, what the joke was.
“Oh, no, babe, you had to be there, I can’t,” she cried, trying to keep from bursting out again.
Ike just sat back watching my wife like a panther in the tall grass watches the watering hole. I laughed anyway.
“You must attend Dr. Watkins talk tomorrow I’ve decided,” he suddenly said to me. He glared at me like he was my father or my PhD supervisor.
“Who’s that, I wasn’t planning on that one.”
“He’s in your area,” Ike looked vaguely shocked at me like I should know him. He fixed me with his eyes. “But you must go. It’s at 1:30. Then just stay in that room — it’s the Lewis Room — because directly after that it’s the panel on risk. I know you’ve got that one circled. That’ll give you a good seat for that one — it’ll be sold out.”
He was right about that, but I was pretty sure this Watkins guy was not anyone in my area and was not someone I’d need to see.
“That’ll put you in that room from 1:30 to 4:30. A decent shot, as I was saying.” He glared at me.
I looked up at him as it slowly dawned on me what he was doing. I knew he was putting the gauntlet down. He was for real. He meant it.
He turned to Tina. “Say,” he said to her with a warm smile sliding back onto his face. “I won’t be going to that one, I work with the guy, I certainly don’t want to listen to him anymore than I have to.” Tina laughed too uproariously again. “Maybe you’re free for a walk in the woods, I love the woods around here, have you been taken to the woods around here yet? The air is magical, you really must see. The steam spouts are unique.”
Tina leaned forward as though getting my approval or permission. She would have no idea about the source of the reticence registered on my face.
“What do you think, honey?” she said brimming full of new-found innocence.
Ike turned to me. “Yeah, what do you think?”
She tittered and slapped his thigh lightly and when he looked at her all “Who me?” she shook her head and rolled her eyes. They were already getting along like old chums. I noticed, without moving my eyes, that she left her hand on his thigh.
I was unable to say no. There was more than one emotional reaction going on inside me. There was the obvious reaction any man would have when I cottoned onto the fact another man was making moves on my wife. There was also the predictable, more rare, reaction, that you’d expect of a man who noticed his wife, perhaps naively, perhaps innocently, returning the attentions, even the, now, physical ones.
What I didn’t anticipate was the arousal I felt. It wasn’t that of a man who is pumped at how a much stronger, more alpha, higher-status man is clearly enamored of his wife. No, it was something that got stirred up by her in the room. Sharing. She meant physically, that’s what it usually means. Having sex with another man. She was telling me in her own way that the idea turns her on — it would “shake things up a bit” for her — for us — she suggested. And now here she was doing a poor job of hiding how her fingers very slowly, very lightly, twisted into the fabric of another man’s thigh right in front of me, if under the edge of the table.
“Just a walk,” she said to me, but it was clear by the catch in her throat and the second blush of her evening that her mind was not thinking of just a walk.
“You two talk it over,” he said, rising and pushing his chair in. “I’ve got some speechifying to do. Wish me luck,” he said to my wife, leaning down over her shoulder from behind. She instinctively turned her face to his and met his mouth with her lips. “Good luck,” she whispered, but she meant to say it, not whisper it so intimately, and she cleared her throat and chuckled nervously with a glance at me. She probably meant to kiss his cheek, not his lips, too.
He commanded the room like no other could. There was a reason his lectures at Princeton were booked-out years in advance. He was powerful. As he spoke, he made it seem as though he was just then thinking these profound things off the top of his head, but he wrote something to himself on the podium too even while he was midstream in speaking, he was so practiced in his delivery. Without breaking stride in his sentences, he motioned for an assistant on the side of the stage to come and he handed her a folded paper and nodded toward the room spread out in front of him.
I thought nothing of it — until that woman was beside me, nudging me, and handing me the folded paper. I opened it up and a cheque fell in my lap. Tina glanced but I covered it and folded it fast enough. She returned her attention to the stage. She was so taken by him she was mouthing the words he was speaking.
It was a cheque for $10,000. The note said, “If she doesn’t, you win, I pay you. If she does . . . . consider it compensatory payment.” I opened it on my lap and looked at it again. Ten thousand dollars. For fucking my wife. I looked up and caught him looking directly back at me. He was enthralling the room with an account of some intricate experiment, how he set up one of the most famous experiments in psychology in the last half century to a room of 500 colleagues, but he was watching me as he spoke, to watch even from way up there what I was going to do with his cheque. He was only slightly over in his estimation of what I get paid.
I refolded it and slipped it into my shirt pocket. I looked back up at him and he scanned his gaze across the room away from me but I caught a slight grin creep over his face. Tina was staring at him with her hand playing with her pendant and necklace. She let her thumb pull her bottom lip down and I watched as she kissed her skin, staring at him up there. I even saw her tongue poke out and touch its tip to her thumb tip. She kept crossing and uncrossing her legs. She was agitated.
Right around 1:30 after I was already in the Lewis Room and Tina had headed out for her walk in the woods with Ike, I realized I’d forgotten my laptop for note taking and darted back up to our room for it. I was just gathering up my power cord when I heard the short buzz of the hotel door lock being activated. At first I thought it was room cleaning, but then I heard my wife chuckle — and Ike. She must have forgotten something too, maybe a scarf or hat, and I had no reason to, but I ducked inside the empty closet. I heard her throw the double lock on the inside of the door. She didn’t forget something, she had returned to the room to stay, with Ike.
I steadied myself inside the closet and gently set my laptop bag down. I peered through the seam between the two panel doors. Far to my right, I could see the back of my wife — and the hands of Ike, sliding down her back and over her ass. She was wearing her light blue torn jeans and a thick and loose black turtle-neck sweater.
“Just a sec,” I heard her say, and she snickered. I pulled back from the crack between the doors and saw Tina dash to the table and her speaker she always brought on trips. She took a few moments to find the right tracks she wanted. Ike came up to her in full view of my bulging eye and wrapped his arms around her stomach from behind. “Wait!” she murmured to him, grinning, getting the bluetooth connected.
She set it down and rotated around. He didn’t remove his arms or his hands and she ended up standing facing him directly, pressing against his body with hers. She draped her arms around his shoulders and cooed to him with a smile. “Now, what was that about a walk in the woods?”
She chuckled and he did too. And then he placed his mouth on my wife’s mouth, and she sagged against him and arched her chest against his. His fingers played at the bottom of her long sweater and she raised her arms up over her head, inviting him, pushing him. He lifted it off her head and let it float down onto the chair. She was wearing a gleaming white full-cup lace bra beneath.
“My turn,” she sing-songed to him with a sideways grin, and she unbuttoned his dress shirt and tugged the tail from his waist. She laughed lasciviously and pressed her index finger against his bare chest with enough pressure to make him step back and fall onto his back across our bed.
I imagined the scene the previous night so much I got bad sleep, but I never thought I’d actually get to, or want to, watch it. I also never imagined in all the scenarios that played in my fevered mind my wife being anything else but a passively receptive and lifeless doll. To be honest, in my imagination, it was just a vague female form.
I also didn’t think of sounds. But there were a lot of them — the slow beat-insistent tracks, the breathing, the tiny high-pitched chirps erupting from the back of Tina’s throat, the plaintive moans projecting from her opening lips.
I thought about Ike taking my wife in an abstract sense and in blank space, not in a living breathing hotel room, and not with Tina’s moans and chirps, and certainly not with the smell of sex settling over the room like a damp blanket. But the biggest eye-popper for me was how Tina drove the bus. She was far from passive, she was equally as aggressive as receptive, and she was far from lifeless.
Having pushed Ike backward onto the bed, she crawled up over his legs and sat on his thighs, busying her fingers to undo his pants and pull down his fly. Ike relaxed. He sat back like he had already done all his work getting things to that point, and now it was on him only to enjoy.
“You’re such a king shit,” me wife grinned at him, pulling his pants open. She squirmed off the bed and yanked at the bottom of his pants until he raised his hips and she pulled them off and tossed them at the foot of the bed, startling me when they hit the gap between the door and fell to the floor below me. She quickly undid her own pants and hooked her thumbs in the waist and wriggled to pull them over her ass and down her legs. She crawled back up and over his legs now in only her bra and panties. Ike was prone below her in only his boxers.
It happened so quickly I had to remind myself that I was a few feet away from a man lying with my wife on our hotel room bed, and that I had, in a way not totally clear to me, agreed to it. “Ten thousand dollars,” my mind said, but it was a disconnected and irrelevant fact. If I came out of the closet, I’d surely lose the bet, having denied him his all-precious “decent shot.” But if I stayed in the closet and watched what was looking increasingly like it was going to happen, what would that make me?
I checked my emotions, I became my own test subject, just as he had instructed me to. I didn’t feel any jealousy or rage, nothing murderous at all in fact, and not the way we think we would, the way shows depict us reacting. I felt instead an alienating detachment as though I were passively watching characters in a film that had nothing in reality to do with me. I even felt like I had left my own body — that it too was a prop, a character in the film, and not me.
I was floating toward the ceiling of the room as my wife’s head drooped down into the man’s lap. She peeled his underwear from his hips and his cock, plainly visible, heaving and large, flopped up half-hard against her face. She laughed playfully, she made to nip at it with her clashing teeth, and she gripped it in her fist and pressed it to the side of her cheek and looked up into his eyes and groaned like a hungry tiger anticipating its satiation, drawing the moment of pleasure out.
Ike just sneered like he won, like he knew it all along, like she confirmed for him his ideas of himself and women. He propped himself up on pillows the better to watch. My wife sat back and bent her arms behind herself to unclasp her bra. He played with her bare tits like the were only more toys for him in his toy box, which the world was to him. He pinched her nipples and she yelped and turned her face to him with her eyes bugging out and a scolding expression on her mouth. She tsk-tsk’d him, but she also pulled her hair to one side around her neck, and ducked down to his cock she wrapped her fingers around, and pushed her pink-painted lips over the head, and then drove her mouth down over his shaft so far she bumped her nose on his abdomen.
Over the following 60 minutes or so, they fucked, they talked, they laughed, he bent her over the table and took her from behind, against the wall, and even against the big window overlooking the valley and the mountains. She rode him on the bed, she rode him on the floor, and she reverse cowgirl rode him too. They fucked the whole afternoon away, even ordering, on his tab, room service to allow themselves a break to catch their breath, and for my wife to reapply make up and go back down on him.
They played tag, they played hide and seek (not once attempting to hide in the closet, much to my eternal relief) and they tickled each other and licked and kissed and sucked everything that could be reached with a mouth. I watched it all. It was exhausting, and I wasn’t even participating. Only one word kept playing in front of my mind. It looked fun. Tina was having pure, unadulterated fun all afternoon. It was different, for a change, as she had said when we first set out. You’d think I was the only one not having fun, being the cuckolded husband. But I was stroking the whole time.
She pulled her pussy from his face where she had been planting it on him, leaning herself into the headboard, and she wriggled down and reached between her legs below her raised hips, and she lowered her pussy over his cock with a seriousness this time that spelled the end. She plunged her hips down on him rhythmically and hard. I pressed my head into the back of the doors so hard I nearly fell out. I could see Ike’s ejaculate gush from inside my wife’s pussy, coating his cock and balls and mixing with her own juices and spreading over her thighs and onto the bed. I shot myself all over the back of the closet doors.
When they panted and flopped and showered and lolled, I texted her from the closet that I was done early, that I’d be in the cafe down the road if she wanted to come join me. It took several minutes, but she finally replied. “Give me 30, need to clean myself up.”
She was nearly but not quite obvious about it.
After they left the room, I went out too. I only needed to tell her I was looking at some shop windows to explain how she got there before me. At the cafe, she was flustered, distracted, and furtive, but so was I. Both of us seemed determined to keep our comments to do with only the coffee, the cinnamon buns, and the state of the washrooms.
It was in the car on the way back surrounded by those same empty fields when we both were able to open the box facing away from each other in that denuded landscape.
“I know what happened,” I suddenly said.
Several minutes passed and to her credit, she didn’t try to play dumb. “You weren’t in the closet, were you?”
It was my turn to stay quiet for several minutes. To my credit, I didn’t play dumb either. But I did calculate that she saw me in there, and even then, didn’t stop. I shrugged and I looked over at her. We both held each other’s hang-dog eyes for several seconds before both of us at the same time erupted in belly laughter so crippling I nearly had to pull over for safety.
“You cheated!” I shouted at her.
“You watched!” she cried back.
“I set it up,” I admitted to her. I pulled out of my pocket the cheque. “It was a bet.”
She was confused about how I lost the bet but still got the cheque, and to be honest, it didn’t put me in the best light.
“Well, half of that is mine then,” she announced. “I’m buying a new bike!”
“It’s all yours, let's say,” I offered. She had no trouble taking it.
“Hey,” she said. “What are the chances . . . “ she turned to me without finishing.
“Can I actually try to bet guys they can’t take my wife?”
She tilted her head and squinted hard. “You can’t lose every time and still think you’re going to keep the cheque.”
“Maybe a bet doesn’t have to be made, or won.” I turned to her.
“Like,” she bit the side of her cheek. “Just, me having fun?” She said it tentatively like a kid not believing they get to go on the ride again.
“I kind of liked it,” I understated my reaction.
“I kind of did too.” I thought she meant being watched by me doing it. But I found out later, she didn’t know I was watching until I said so in the car on the way back. She meant it as a joke and was stunned when I confirmed it.
But she knows every time now . . . .




My Wife’s Best Friend the Hygienist

I breathed laboriously and my head felt light, but it wasn’t all due to the sauna’s heavy walls of heat rising off the burner. We were all a little light-headed from the club, the wine, and what happened on our rooftop patio between me, my wife Jill, and her new best friend from her dental office, Lauren.
Lauren was new in town and Jill liked her a lot — they were the same age, 33, for one thing, they both loved watching and playing all sports, and they both loved swimming. Our building had a great old Black Sea-style indoor pool surrounded by private saunas. The only real differences between Jill and Lauren were that Lauren was a brunette to Jill’s golden blonde, and Jill was married, to me, while Lauren was single.
“We still need to find you a man!” Jill said to her earlier in the dark of the rooftop patio with the city twinkling all around us. She hung the pearl-painted fingernail of her index finger on the edge of her tooth and grinned at Lauren with her eyebrows dancing up and down in a knowing way. Lauren looked down and away from her as though there were something to be shy about. I felt like I was being left out of a loop they privately shared.
Jill had invited Lauren for a sleepover. Lauren took an apartment over on the boring side of town and Jill wanted to take her out to the clubs around us downtown to show her the kind of fun her new city offered. There was a lot to unwind from on the rooftop after making it back from Pros and Cons, a nightclub virtually next door in our warehouse district.
“Dance with her,” Jill pushed me from my chair amidst the spinning, strobing lights and the relentless beat bouncing off the red brick walls like we were inside a speaker box. That was Pros and Cons on a quiet night. “Really, dance with her!” she shouted, trying to tilt my chair to dump me out of it, laughing and grinning.
Lauren was acting shy and reticent all night like she had been weighing some decision, but she held her hand out to me with a look on her face as though it were pointless to try to resist Jill. I half stood up to do as I was told, as though it was a burden to take her out onto the floor, but in truth, Lauren was even more astounding to the eye than Jill.
Long dark cherrywood hair, dark brown eyes, a soft mouth, Lauren made normally-self-composed guys stammer and stumble. She’d dressed for the night-out in skin-tight torn black jeans, a loose grey sparkling halter, and a black leather biker jacket with big black steampunk boots.
She hit me like a cold slap when I got the door after she came up earlier. She might have had a quiet, background-blending personality and she certainly blushed easily, I learned. But when I blinked my eyes hard and accidentally muttered, “holy fuck,” she rolled her eyes and briefly bit her lip before Jill pushed past to haul her past me and inside. Jill shook her head at me, but with a slight grin. She caught me with my mouth hanging open, again. She seemed only to pretend to care — but it was never certain.
When Jill forced me to dance with Lauren at the club, my mind went into spin mode trying to ascertain the nature and extent of the trap being set. When I got up with my hand being tugged along in the cool, soft grip of Lauren’s hand, my wife pulled me down to put her lips against my ear.
“Grind her. Let the other guys in here see it, too. They’re competitive, they won’t leave her alone.”
I looked at her as I was being pulled to the dance floor. My wife made her eyes bulge at me, let her gaze travel to my groin, and made a show of licking her lips before laughing and waving me off with encouragement.
“Jill’s crazy,” Lauren said in my other ear when she got me away from the table. “This is all her idea, you know.”
“I know, that’s my Jill for you.” I didn’t know what she was talking about exactly.
Lauren laughed and turned to face me after pulling me to the middle of the throng. Just when I thought she was only doing this to get Jill off her back and that we’d have some perfunctory and distant dance together, she sank against me pelvis first, draped her arms around my neck, and stared at my mouth with a grin like she was really going to kiss me first thing out there on the dance floor.
I stiffened up and recoiled in shock but she laughed, threw her head back and met my hips with hers, hard. She proceeded to spin me around and press her pelvis into mine bumping and grinding on me and smirking and giggling all the way. I couldn’t see Jill through the lights and crush of bodies but I knew to steer Lauren deeper into the crowd and further out of sight. Lauren pulled her body close to mine and wrapped her arms more tightly around my neck. She pressed her soft pink lips right against my ear and said, “You like?” It was followed by a tiny, private chuckle.
I turned to her ear and said only, “Uh-huh.”
She threw herself back so far her halter rode up her stomach showing me the underside of her black bra and she laughed in squeals and gasps. She let go of me but only spun around in front of me and lean her ass into my pelvis. She reached up behind her head and pulled mine down into her hair and neck. She found my arm and brought it around the front of her body accidentally on purpose brushing my hand over her breast before pushing it down to her bared stomach. She brought my hand up to her ribs on her bare skin below her halter and took her hand away leaving me there.
She danced against me like that the rest of the song, rubbing her ass back and forth across my pelvis and gyrating her body forcing my hand to rub her bare stomach. She began to imitate the sounds and breath and motions of a woman getting close to orgasm and she reached behind her ass and quickly, furtively, grabbed and snapped at my cock inside my pants. I hardly knew who she was anymore, if I ever did.
She leaned her head way back so it lay over my shoulder and she darted her tongue out and licked around my ear. She spun around again like some kind of snake in my arms and she moved against me like she was riding me in bed, only vertically. She looked serious this time when she brought her mouth so close to mine that if I moved my lips we would have touched. She tilted her head sideways and pumped her hips into mine so rhythmically and with such thrust, it was clearly fucking if it weren’t for the 2 millimeters of fabric between our bodies.
Rubbing and thrusting against me like that, she pulled my head down again and in my ear she whimpered and sighed and sucked air in with such tiny and short cries, I had to look sideways at her unsure if she actually was cumming or not. She shivered through her whole body and pressed it even harder against me, dropping her face into my neck where I felt her mouth and tongue kiss and lick and bite a little too hard for teasing. I flinched and she pulled up and said in my ear, “Sorry! I get like that you should know.”
She hung from me after that not moving much at all. Finally she raised her face from my neck, covered her face with her hands as though in embarrassment, it seemed, and said in my ear, “I think I have to go to the bathroom,” and she abruptly turned and left me standing in the middle of the floor stunned, dizzied, and nearly falling over.
I made my way back to our table.
“What did you do to Lauren?” my wife asked with confusion.
“She said she needed to go to the bathroom,” I shrugged.
Jill bolted up and made her way quickly across the room to find her. They came back together laughing and hanging off each other. More insider jokes. When we finally left, Jill made us walk three astride with me in the middle. “He’s a good enough dancer, isn’t he,” Jill said.
“He’ll do,” Lauren laughed back at her. They both laughed too hard, making it certain something had been exchanged in the bathroom, words that had excluded me.
We had a private patio on the roof of our building. The three loungers were set up around a small round table. Little gas fire flickered in the middle and three glasses and a bottle through shards of reflected light on our three glowing faces.
“Kiss me,” Jill said to me the way she does when she wants things to get going. I leaned over dutifully even though Lauren’s face was just as close. Jill rolled her lips and lidded her eyes like I’d placed a mysterious taste on her lips for her to guess at.
“Now kiss Lauren,” she said in just as faint and imperative a voice as she ordered me earlier to kiss her. Lauren looked at me and I darted back and forth between her and Jill.
“Kiss her,” she nodded, assuring me it was safe with a nod and her eyes brushed closed.
Lauren puffed air out her nose and extended her face toward mine. She grinned monumentally, nervously. I came close to her but checked out the corners of my eyes one last time. Jill smiled and gestured with her hand urging me closer to Lauren. And so I brought my mouth to hers and kissed her a moment, lightly.
There is that feeling when you are getting away with something illicit. There is that feeling when you are suddenly intimately close to someone you’ve been staring at, wondering about. But then there is a more powerful feeling yet when you are urged by your wife to kiss her friend in front of her. Lauren also seemed to be in the throes of competing feelings, the way her chest heaved toward me, the way her smile fought to break over her face, and the way she smelled. She intoxicated me.
“No, really kiss,” Jill said. She reached under the table and held my hand and by her arms, I could tell she had reached for Lauren’s hand as well.
I looked at Lauren and snickered and shrugged. She shrugged too — before reaching up with both her hands and draping her arms over my shoulders. I rose up too and she pulled herself to the edge of her lounger to press her arching chest into mine.
“Come on,” she whispered and she smiled. When our foreheads came together, the look in her eyes when I opened mine to hers pleaded with me to ignore Jill sitting right beside us. Her excitement was palpable. I barely projected forward and let my eyes drop barely closed, and Lauren fell against me, her lips twisted into mine, and she moaned in so slight a voice, it seemed only for me to hear.
I attempted to break the kiss off after a reasonable time, but Lauren squeezed her fingers into the skin of my back and kept me in place, breathing through our kiss like it was something she’d yearned to do for a long time.
I felt hands in my lap but reminded myself Lauren’s were around my neck and squeezing and massaging my shoulder blades. It was my wife who was rubbing my cock under the table while her friend necked with me over the table.
I came off Lauren and turned to Jill but I was not able to say anything before she began to kiss me as well. Her arms rose from my lap and fell over my shoulders — and then a second set of hands roamed in my lap. I could tell my wife was smiling deeply even inside our long kiss. The other hand wasn’t just rubbing me, it was feeling out my length.
“You know what we should do?” Jill spoke to me so close, her breath was inside my mouth. I could only barely move my head side to side. Lauren’s fingers squeezed and released, but then Jill’s hands fell into my lap as well. I looked down and saw four hands moving over me in the shadows below the table. When I looked back up, Jill chuckled close to my face in a low, throaty and quiet way.
“We should all go down to the sauna.” She nodded at me before she even finished the sentence. “Come with me, let me show you where it is,” she said to Lauren. “Can you clean up here and then, I don’t know, should be ready in about ten?” She winked at me — Jill never winks at me. I watched as the two women walked down the stairs inside our condo and away and then I leaned back, I drained my glass of wine, and Jill’s too, as well as Lauren’s, and contemplated what it could be that my wife was laying out.
By the time I got down to the sauna, I found both of them already inside and their little piles of clothes laid out on the bench, including bras and panties on top. I took a breath and my head spun. It could be something one or both of us might come to regret, my mind screamed in warning. But my body — it removed my clothes and made a third little pile beside the other two.
I went in and immediately was staggered, as usual, by the hit of steam and heat and paused a moment before lifting my face to it and opening my eyes. Jill and Lauren both laughed gently at me and Jill patted the bench beside her. Lauren was reclining sideways against the wall on the level above, her long legs stretched out behind Jill’s head. They were both wearing towels, so far. But as soon as I turned and bent to sit beside Jill, she tore my towel off and then her own. Lauren laughed from behind and above me and her towel ended up in a crumpled pile below her feet over my other shoulder.
Jill leaned over to me and took my face in her hands. She kissed me softly then stood up. “Not going to stay, too hot for me,” she smiled. “You stay — enjoy yourself, okay?” she said. She pulled her towel around her body and slipped out the door, turning to give either me or Lauren above me a tiny finger wave and a scrunched shoulder.
When she shut the door on us the silence inside the sauna was, as they say, deafening. I couldn’t see her but I could certainly sense Lauren above me on the bench higher up. I turned around over my right shoulder and found her leaning on the wall up there still, and toying with strands of her hair, vaguely grinning back at me. Her naked body, glistening, golden, and delicious-looking, stretched out behind me.
“Do you think she meant to leave us alone like this?” Lauren said.
The answer was obviously yes and I had to wonder what was her intention in even asking it. She brought her one knee up. “Do you think she’s coming back?” She paused a beat or two before adding, “Anytime soon?”
“I think she’s gone for the night. She doesn’t usually stick around the sauna for long,” I said.
“It’s hot,” she pointed out, another obvious point. She nudged my shoulder with her bare knee and I shoved over a bit to give her room to ease her body down onto the bench beside me. She looked up at me through her fallen strands of hair and bit her lip and grinned and puffed air out her nose. “Are you hot?” she asked, before placing her cool hand on my bare thigh.
“Do you think that’s okay?” I nearly whispered.
“Uh-huh,” she smiled and whispered back before draping her arms over my shoulders again and drawing her face close to mine. “I do,” she whispered even more quietly, before sinking her soft, pink lips against mine.
I turned to her and put my hand on her sweating shoulder. I turned further, pulling my leg up over the bench and placed my other hand on her waist. Her body responded to my hands like a half-sleeping kitten, slightly twisting and contorting under my touch, and leaning her head back and dropping her mouth into an open smile.
To feel another female body that was not my wife’s in the 5 years since we’d been married was a sensation I was not completely prepared for. Lauren felt soft and firm at the same time. Her skin was tight and smooth to my touch. I ran my fingertips from her shoulder down her bicep and then, throwing caution to the wind, I brought it lightly over the front of her chest. I had barely touched her breast before she exhaled, jutted her chest forward and her head back, and clasped my hand under hers hard onto her bare, sweat-soaked and hot breast.
She opened her eyes in a flash at me, nailing me with the burning coals of her pupils and exhaling like she was already approaching a precipice. She gritted her teeth at me and her fingers, trembling and tentative, felt blindly down the front of my chest and stomach and rested too far up my thigh. She seemed to laugh at herself a moment before her face fell into a serious expression, her mouth dropped open, her eyes dropped down to our laps, and she gripped my cock in her cool hand, already nearly fully erect.
I shuddered and Lauren fell into me. She nibbled at my ear and stroked at my cock before lifting her lips and sweet mouth to my ear. “I want to suck you,” she whispered barely able to get the words out. She squeezed me nearly too hard when she said it and she laughed at herself again. She pulled her head back and looked into my eyes with a suddenly innocent expression, tilting her head slightly sideways at me. “Would you like a blowjob?” she asked me with all the innocence of someone asking if you would like a coffee. She brought her other hand to my cock and stroked me with both, rubbing the palm of her hand around the head. She chuckled because of course, she knew she didn’t need an answer from me, not that I was in a state to articulate one for her.
The sauna was so hot and wet that when her lips and mouth fell over my cock and closed onto me, it felt strangely cool. She blew on me and we both laughed. She dropped her head again and seized my cock with her mouth, plunging herself down on me all the way with her tongue wrapping and unwrapping around my shaft like a snake around your finger. I could feel more than hear her moans vibrate on me. Her chest heaved and her back arched with each stroke she pulled up on my cock with her soft, full lips.
That’s what gave me the light-headed sensation. When she came up to kiss me, I pushed her back against the wall sideways and began to lick and kiss that entire delicious body of hers, starting below her ears and working my way down her neck, over her chest, along her stomach, and down between her legs.
She was writhing and breathing hard before I even pressed her knees open. When I kissed the insides of her thighs, her hips lifted off the bench. She shook all over and I pressed her hips down, which only made her cry out and shiver more. I’d been around enough pussies in my life to know how they generally work. What I’d never experienced before was the thoroughly soaked pussy that oozed before you even touched it, or like me, licked it or kissed it.
She leaped and her hips jerked up. I barely kissed her pussy and she mashed it up into my face and unsuccessfully stifled a cry. She tentatively pushed her fingers into my hair and seemed to fight the urge to push me but lost, and shoved me down hard between her legs. Her juice felt different enough from her sweat that I could tell my whole face was becoming coated in her she ran so much. When I brought my tongue to her lips, when I pressed her lips open and when I touched her clit with the tip, I was so stunned I opened my eyes to see what it was I was kissing.
Lauren’s clit was huge and pulsating. Her pussy lips were dainty and tidy, but her juice was visibly running from inside her. When I pressed my tongue against her clit, easily the size of large cashew, she arched so hard in her back I worried she was going to snap. She bumped her head against the wall behind her and laughed and uttered, to assure me, “keep going” in a voice barely audible and with no breath.
It was hard and it was slippery. I sucked it between my lips and pulled up and she cried out and slapped the bench with her hands in a long silent scream. Another flush of her juice rushed from her and covered my chin and ran down my neck. I inserted my tongue into her and she gasped and cried out and shoved her hips upward into me so hard I needed to press her hips down with both my hands to keep her under control.
I licked her up one side and down the other and she twisted and jerked in spasms, thrashing side to side under me. I’d been with responsive and enthusiastic women before, but Lauren was on a different level. When I sucked her clit between my lips and pulled up, letting go so she snapped back, she cried so loud I worried about others in the building. When I settled into a rhythm that seemed to be hers, I kept moving in those tiny light circles over her pussy and clit even as she reached over her head, shoved her hands into the wall and pressed herself down against me as hard as she could and began to shake all over.
When she came, she sprayed my face and chest like someone pissing. I’d read about it and I’d seen videos, but I never believed it to be real. But it was. Lauren squirted me hard.
She apologized and expressed remorse after. She covered herself with her towel when she sat up and leaned her face into my shoulder and chest to hide it. But I could see — was blushing deeply. I stroked her hair and kissed it.
We made our way up to the condo in just our towels. It was safe, it was so late into the night, there was no one around the halls of the building. We crept into the condo and found the living room light on dimly and sheets and pillows set out for the couch for Lauren. I peeked and whispered down the hallway, but the bedroom door was nearly closed and the lights off inside. Jill had evidently gone to bed.
“I’ll help you,” I said to Lauren, attempting to open the sheet to spread on the couch for her, but inadvertently dropping my towel.
She giggled and before I could recover, she raised her arms and said, playfully, “whoops!” and dropped her towel as well.
We worked together getting pillows inside cases and spreading the sheet evenly out over the couch, both naked. Lauren sat on the couch on top of the sheet and when I turned to pick up my towel, she reached out and seized my hand. “Come here,” she said, and she pulled me down over her so I had to steady myself with my hands on the back of the couch over both sides of her head.
“I wanted to thank you,” she smiled and she yearned with her face up to mine and pulled my head down with her cool fingers around the back of my neck. What started as a brief thank you kiss became a full-on making-out necking. I collapsed onto the couch with my knees and Lauren started breathing hard again. She twisted and pushed and pulled and soon I was sitting on the couch and she was kneeling over me with her knees pressed into the cushions to either side of my hips and her hands balancing her body pressing into the back cushions to either side of my head.
She exhaled in disbelief like she didn’t know either how that happened so fast, but she also seemed unable to control herself again and reached between our stomachs to seize my cock again in her long fingers.
“Didn’t give you a chance to finish,” she moaned through a smile down at me. “Did I,” she added, before covering my mouth with her mouth.
The heat was right back where it was in the sauna. Our naked bodies pressed and slid over each other and our hands and fingers worked on each other’s skin. Her body trembled and her breath caught and grew jagged. I felt a steamy heat cover my cock and I looked down between us. She had rubbed the head of my cock through the furrow of her pussy that had become just as wet again as it before in the sauna.
Lauren again began to grin and chuckle but stopped as a kind of seriousness seemed to pump through her body. I could feel her wetness as though that was all her pussy was — tight, hot and wet, sensations divorced from material. She engulfed me inside her, sliding her slippery wet pussy down over my cock until I was body and soul inside her. She slowly rose and fell on me, drawing her hands up from our laps and dropping them around my neck and shoulders. She scrunched her abdomen and curled her tailbone, sucking my cock into her pussy that seemed to squeeze and release me as though she had independent and trained muscles inside her.
I was so amazed I need to look in case I was missing something. It felt like her internal pussy muscles could move in waves up the length of my cock, as though her body could milk my cock. I leaned forward and sucked on her nipples and ran my hands all over her back and waist and hips. I’d never been fucked like that before.
Her body began to shiver and her pussy began to squeeze and release tighter. When I involuntarily rose up against her body, she pressed herself down to counter me and her hips began to buck hard into mine. She moved on me more like a vibration and her head fell back and her hair tips touched my legs. She exhaled like she was breathing from the bowels of Earth and she moaned in a tone so deep I peeked through my closed eyes to make sure it was still her and to make sure she wasn’t a demon, that her eyes hadn't turned to red-glowing dots.
Her orgasm was even more intense than in the sauna. Our hands met and our fingers tightly entangled around each other. She seemed to need me to keep her balance on top of me, or to help anchor her from flying up through the ceiling. I was unable to stop. Her pussy muscles worked on me like some kind of magic mouth, like she had a tongue inside her pussy. She stopped breathing just as I erupted uncontrollably inside her. She shot me right back, flooding my stomach with our mixture.
When she collapsed over my shoulder, I heard her say as much to herself as to me, “Fuck.”
We wrapped our arms around each other tightly and she whimpered close to my ear, “Wasn’t supposed to do that, I don’t think.”
I guided her to the bathroom and together we cleaned each other and ourselves up. “We’ll all talk about it tomorrow,” I said, leaning over her.
“I think we’ll have to,” she agreed. Before I rose to leave, she tugged me toward her and kissed me. “Thank you for that,” she said.
I gingerly made my way to our bedroom. I was perfectly quiet. I peeled the sheets back and got in without disrupting the bed in the slightest. Nonetheless, no sooner had I congratulated myself for such a smooth re-entry and slowly allowed my head to sink into the pillow than the bedside light came on.
I sighed and shut my eyes. I knew what it meant. I rolled over to face the music. Jill raised herself on her elbows and looked down at me. “What did you do?” she whispered in a near shout.
I inhaled and let it out slowly, closing my eyes and readying myself for the gale-force storm. I licked my lips, I filled my lungs, and I pulled my shoulders up defensively. Just as I was about to cop to my whole sordid night, my wife sank her lips onto my lips and entered my mouth with her probing tongue. She pushed and draped her hot nude body over mine and laid on top of me, squirming and giggling.
In a husky, deep voice, she said into my ear, “Did you like her?”
I didn’t know how to answer. My eyes searched all the ceiling’s corners. Before I was able to speak again, she squealed and said deeply in my ear, “I watched.”
I pushed myself up against the headboard and pulled the sheets over my chest. “You watched? Lauren and me?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, kissing my chest and running her hand all over my stomach. “It was so hot!”
“Wait a sec,” I stopped her.
“Oh come on,” she squirmed free and pressed her body down harder into mine. “Like you didn’t love it.”
“But . . . “ I began.
She shrugged and shot her eyes down to their corners. “What can I say?” she sat up on my lap and tucked her hair behind her ears. “It’s been a fantasy of mine for a long time. Lauren is just the first girl I could imagine you with, for real.” She pressed her hands into my chest and wiggled her body on top of me and grinned like a naughty girl.
“You fantasized about me with another girl?”
“Is that wrong?” she bit her lip at me.
“It’s not wrong,” I began, but she squealed and dropped down onto me.
“Want to do it again sometime?” she asked full of excitement.
“Uh,” was all I was able to utter before she squirmed so hard down into me she pressed out my lungs.
She nibbled my ear and licked with her tongue. “Just, it’s got to be me who finds the girl if it isn’t Lauren, okay?”
“Okay,” I agreed, unsure what I was agreeing to.
“And I say when and where, too.”
“Okay,” I nodded against her head.
“And if I want it to stop, you stop with no questions asked.”
“Okay,” I kept agreeing.
“But for now, just Lauren.”
“Okay.” I was perfectly fine with that. “Does Lauren know you were . . . “
“Watching?”
“Watching?”
“Uh-huh,” she confirmed. “I was watching through the tiny window in the sauna door too,” she giggled.
In the morning, my wife fell into my lap and swung her arms around my neck and faced Lauren across the little table. “He’s a good man?”
“He’s good,” Lauren grinned back at her.
“Well you know what they say,” she said, turning to me and kissing my lips. “A hard man is good to find.” 




Double Up

Feeling ridiculous holding my breath and getting down on my elbows and knees, I carefully hooked my finger around the edge of the French door curtain and pulled it aside just barely enough to peek through the bottom of the bottom window with one eye.
“Crafting with Rose” my ass. Nobody gets dressed-up like that, or made-up like that, just to mess around with scissors and glue with their bestie at home.
I was not surprised to find that guy Dusty of all people sitting there reclining on the couch like the prince of the kingdom right in front of me. I had paid him — stupidly it turned out — to “test my wife” three weeks ago. He did, and she failed — miserably. That was supposed to be the end of that.
I was still getting around to deciding what I was going to do about my wife cheating on me when I found her getting ready to go to Rose’s place like she was going out clubbing. My fevered mind imagined the worst. I hatched a plan then and there to spy on her again, this time inside Rose and Jerry’s. My fevered mind – turns out, it wasn’t half way to reality.
What truly did surprise me when I brought my beady little bulging eye up to the glass, though, surveilling the scene out the tiny gap in the curtains from inside the dark room in my buddy’s den, was who was taking pictures of Rose and my wife Jill while they posed in front of the curtains in various stages of increasing undress.
I didn’t make Jerry out to be a professional photographer any more than I made my wife out to be a model – though she certainly had the looks. But I guess that was the kind of new normal this whole place was turning into, because even more shocking than my discovery three weeks ago that Jill was a cheater when the opportunity arose (just as Dusty predicted), was my discovery that straight-shooting, strong-willed Rose, Jerry’s wife, seemed to know this “Dusty the Wife Tester” just as well as Jill did.
Now why would that be?
Dusty gave coach-like pointers quietly to Jerry who moved around, up to, back away, over and under his wife and my wife who were giggling nervously, play wrestling, and tickling and poking at each other as Jerry directed them and encouraged them. They had music up half loud and there was professional-looking lighting. It was quite the set up – all in secret.
“I want you to kiss Jill,” Jerry said, not taking his squinting eye from the eyepiece of his new camera with the big, long lens. When I asked him at poker why he was all of a sudden fully engaged with this new hobby of his, he said “I don’t know, I’m into nature I guess — better to shoot ‘em with pictures rather than bullets?” So another liar, in other words.
Jill and Rose faced each other, each cradling the other’s elbows in their palms as though unsure to take Jerry’s direction seriously. Jill was wearing this bright yellow pleated and short sun dress, the kind you’d wear to a bar-b-que, but one maybe without kids around because it dipped very low in the back. She looked incredible. Rose was no second fiddle though. She was in this off-one-shoulder purple wrap dress tied slim at the waist and falling like it weighed less than air from her arms and her hips. They were both in strappy platform sandals giving a certain air of classy/slutty to both their outfits.
I couldn’t believe it when they kissed. It was at first just a light, lips barely touching peck that they held as though waiting for Jerry to finish with the camera. But then Dusty spoke up directly to them instead of privately to Jerry. “Ladies ladies, the man said kiss, I don’t think he meant the way you kiss your grandma.”
Rose and Jill chuckled. Jill, still holding Rose close to her, turned to Dusty. “It’s weird though.”
Rose said nothing. She just touched her jawline lightly with her finger and turned her face back to her. “Come on,” she said quietly to her. “Let’s do this.”
What I saw next made me wonder if the cheating I watched three weeks ago was a one-off aberration, a momentary advantage of opportunity and circumstance, or if it in fact it was really just the opening preview on a show called “My Wife Isn’t Who I Thought She Was.”
When Rose held Jill’s face in both her hands and closed her eyes and leaned in, Jill closed her eyes too. Whatever was weird about kissing her best friend romantically must have gone up in smoke the last few seconds, because I watched Jill’s spine curve out toward Rose’s chest, her hands reach tentatively out to touch Rose’s sides, and her hips curl up as though she was clenching everywhere from the center of her stomach on out.
When Rose’s hand cupped her face and slid around so her fingers scrunched and tangled into her hair, Jill twisted her face into Rose’s and I could see both their mouths open, lips painted, Jill’s deep Persian red, Rose’s sand nude, and their wet pink tongues wrestle.
Jerry was moving around their bodies like a moth around a flame. Dusty sat there grinning and nodding. Me, I was losing my mind. I didn’t know what it meant for a man to find his wife making out with another woman, especially in the context of the purgatory we were in, with me holding off, stricken with uncertainty about how to tell her I watched her cheat on me with the guy I paid to test her. It could be argued that my crime there was almost as bad as hers. But this night was different, and yet, it was just as challenging for me for all its semantic confusions. Was she cheating again, making out with a woman, her best friend?
It looked like their first time, the way they were so tentative at first. But the way they went at it now, I had to wonder if they were only tentative because Rose’s husband and that Dusty guy were watching — and there were photos being taken. What fell over both of them once they got past the initial reticence looked like anything but a first time.
I pulled the curtain open further and pressed my eyeball nearly against the glass itself. Jill’s fingers, long and delicate, scratched with restrained but frantic pulls at the sides of Rose’s dress. I saw her foot rise and fall and tap the floor the way a dog will, when you scratch their belly. Rose stroked Jill’s beautiful, long layered ashen blonde hair, and even pulled it, tugged it, playfully.
Jerry took more pictures than I thought cameras could hold. I squinted my one eye at my wife unsure if it was actually her. She pulled away from Rose and she looked at her lips as though angry at her, jutting her bottom jaw and clenching her teeth. But I misinterpreted the expression, as I had misinterpreted so much the last month. Jill ran her hand down Rose’s neck and tugged at the shoulder of her dress, pulling it off and letting it fall as a cloud around her waist.
I’m not one to covet my neighbors’ wife, but Rose was one of those examples where you had to force yourself to look away just to make sure you didn’t start coveting. Much as I was appalled at my wife, watching her do the bidding for Jerry’s cameras in front of Dusty, I was distracted the whole time by Jerry’s wife Rose, about whom I could not help become enthralled.
But when my wife pulled Rose’s dress off her chest and down to her waist, the distraction was too much. She was wearing a whiter-than white scallop-edged modernist design bra that looked more expensive than Jerry’s weekly salary. I puffed my cheeks and exhaled completely. I didn’t expect the photo session to take that kind of turn even if Dusty was there looking on the whole time.
Rose shimmied her hips and made a show of twisting and squirming her knees to move her dress slowly down her body and around her ankles. She scooped it up with her toes and picked it off her foot reaching behind her. She folded it over a couple of times and handed it out until Dusty leapt up to take it and lay it on a table. Rose didn’t even look at him, she was focused on Jill.
Jill jutted her jaw crookedly and rolled her eyes when Rose began in a defiant, foot-spread pose, to undo the buttons down the front of her pretty yellow sun dress. “Do we have to?” she looked askance at Rose. She glanced at Jerry who moved like a maniac all over them. But I noticed, to my stomach-sinking chagrin, that when she settled her eyes on Dusty, and when he nodded gently to her, she seemed to take assurance from him, and looked back into Rose’s eyes. She even undid the last couple of buttons with her.
Rose slowly revealed Jill’s shoulders and chest below, peeling her dress back like she was uncovering a treasure, and then guiding it down her torso, and even over her butt. Jill was clearly uncomfortable, sighing and looking away at the curtains behind them. But when Rose, half-squatting, tapped her leg, Jill accommodated her, lifting one foot before the other allowing Rose to take her dress all the way off, fold it over, and hand it, just like hers, to Dusty.
I felt oddly exposed, maybe for Jill. She doesn’t like being naked generally. She is also not particularly sexual. She dresses super-nicely and looks after her body very well — she’s at the gym every day. I’m pretty sure that the shoes she wore were not her own. Even the yellow sun dress was not something I recognized, and I would have if it were anything she’d worn before because it revealed her back in a very sensuous dip. I knew she was out of her comfort zone and I wanted to come through the door and put an end to things.
But how would I explain what I was doing there? Another problem presented itself: I might have been misreading her expression. What I took to be her shy innocence at being undressed in front of men by another woman, might instead have been her struggling to barely control her restraint. When both Rose and her were stripped to their underwear, Jill, in a stunning and contrasting black shimmering satin balconette bra and lo-rise hipster panties, shivered all over her body briefly before aggressively pushing one hand directly onto Rose’s breast, and her other, in a very male-like posture, tightly around her ass, pulling Rose against her hard, almost, you might say, roughly. She stepped her feet widely around both of Rose’s feet and pushed herself so forward into Rose, she was forced to lean back. And then she provocatively licked her neck, her chin, and her lips.
Rose went back on one foot and lifted her other knee to Jill’s waist and wrapped both her hands around Jill’s waist to hang on. I rose up into a kneeling position and pulled the curtain aside in the middle of the door. My wife, a person hitherto unable to watch sex scenes on a show without squirming and covering her eyes with embarrassment, was rubbing her hands with pressure all over Rose’s body.
Jerry clicked away saying nothing, letting the two young women direct themselves, and Dusty sat there quiet too, his eyes dancing with delight, his grin the sideways smirk of a charmer. I couldn’t have stopped things if I wanted to, not without having to confront the whole, huge issue of the cheating thing right in front of the very man she cheated with, and therefore my paying him to and the fact that I set her up to cheat, all of it in front of Rose and Jerry, who themselves obviously had some secrets of their own. With Dusty there, did it mean Rose also had sex with him? If so, did that mean Jerry also paid him to? And if that were so, did Jerry watch his wife cheat on him as well, and given that they were still together and in fact playing around with Dusty, did he do nothing about it either? He seemed to join in the general fun is what it looked like to me.
Jill twisted Rose around so that she faced her back. She leaned over her shoulder and nipped at her neck. But she also worked at the clasps of her bra and soon was drawing the straps down Rose’s arms, and off. She tossed it to Dusty, ever the accommodator. How did Jerry feel about his wife being stripped naked in front of Dusty? He didn’t seem to care —he just kept shooting. I had the distinct impression it wasn’t the first time.
It wasn’t Jill’s first time being stripped naked in front of Dusty either, I well knew. But it was certainly her first time in front of Jerry, not to mention her first time in front of a camera. She turned her back to Rose and pulled her hair over the front of her shoulders and bent over slightly, letting Rose undo her bra clasps as well. She did it with a smirk and a chuckle, but that was all. I stared like a cat at night.
Jill and Rose faced each other again the same way they started, holding each other’s elbows gently in their hands. But this time when they kissed, they pressed their bare chests together, mashing their breasts flat between their bodies. I’d never seen anything like it before.
When Rose slid her hand down the front of Jill’s stomach, palm first, Jill inhaled sharply and fell into the long languid kiss harder, more sloppily. In my mind, all I heard was, “No way, No way, No way . . . “
But she did. Jill shot her hips back and clasped her knees together and bent them like someone touched by an ice cube, but she moaned so loud I could hear her through the glass, and she pulled up straight and leaned forward into Rose. I could see the lumps inside Jill’s panties where Rose’s hand travelled. Jill’s hips rocked like she was rubbing Rose’s hand with her pussy as much as Rose might have been rubbing her pussy with her hand.
My heart pounded and my throat constricted. There was no doubt it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Jill was hot to start with, but she was on fire when she made herself up. Rose was right up there in 10.5 territory with her. They worked out and played with make-up together. To see Jill sexually was overcome turned the dial on everything up a new level. To see Rose in a similar state blew my mind wide open. I didn’t know whether to scream, throw myself out the window, or grab my cock and yank myself into oblivion.
I settled on the latter.
Rose rubbed Jill under her panties, but it was Jill who initiated taking them off, with a giggle. That’s when I was sure things had gone too far. I twisted the knob and closed my eyes. Where was it going to stop? Nobody was doing anything to put a limit on it. When I opened my eyes and steadied my nerves for how I was going to make my entrance exactly — what was I going to say, for example — Jill had squatted and lifted her panties off her butt and down her legs. Lines were being crossed. She looked at Rose and laughed and licked her lips and without hesitating, she squatted in front of her and pulled her panties down the same way. Rose did not protest but stepped out of them holding her balance with her hands on Jill’s shoulders.
My eyes dried and my cock grew harder still. I had to slow my roll to avoid losing it. Jill didn’t come back up after lifting Rose’s panties off her feet. She knelt in front of Rose and then did something I almost couldn’t look at. She ran her hands around Rose’s hips and gripped the cheeks of her butt. Rose stood over her looking down, her hair mixing with Jill’s hair in a halo of shimmering, shining smooth beauty. Rose lifted her leg and draped her thigh over Jill’s shoulder. Jill moved her face into Rose’s abdomen. One look at Rose’s face, her head thrust back, her mouth dropped open, her eyes clenched shut, told me everything I needed to know about what Jill was doing to her between her legs.
Jerry was overcome too — he paused his camera a moment to look with both startled eyes at what was going on before him and Dusty. He fell back on the couch and he and Dusty looked at each other with nods and grins. I could hear through the door Rose’s pants and moans. She pushed Jill’s shoulders and Jill fell back, laughing playfully like a kitten. Had they really not done anything together like this before? It was weird. They moved like they were both exploring new territory, surprising each other with each move. But at the same time, it was as though they were so choreographed, nothing needed to be spoken.
Jerry too: he didn’t say anything the whole time, issuing no further directions after he said, simply, “Kiss her.” Rose fell down on her knees on top of Jill who reclined on the floor. But then she turned around and, at the same speed, lowered her hips over Jill’s face and lowered her own face down between Jill’s raised knees, to her abdomen.
I had to stand up to see over the back of the couch. I pulled the curtain open and let it go — getting caught didn’t seem to matter so much. I slowed my jerking; I didn’t want to cum yet. Two incredibly beautiful women, both completely naked, were on the floor doing 69 while Jerry snapped pictures and Dusty bopped his head and I bugged out behind the door. I thought I had to stop it for Jill’s sake — she didn’t think where the pictures might potentially end up. She wasn’t thinking about how she would face her friend again, after this thing went on between them. And with Dusty — he made her cheat, and now he orchestrated her further descent down the pole of depravity, sucking and licking another woman’s pussy.
I knew I was supposed to step in and end it. But I was rooted to the floor and couldn’t move. Rose’s back moved in slow, sliding waves from her hips up to her neck. They both moaned loudly from between each other’s legs. Jill rolled and Rose fell with her, and now it was Jill’s back twisting and torquing over top of Rose, her hips pushing up into Jill’s face like she couldn’t get enough of her mouth.
My wife Jill. She was vanilla all the way, strictly missionary. Husbands say they want their wives to feel safe and free and creative and expressive. If I had an ulterior motive in paying Dusty to test my wife, it was to achieve that for her, to make her feel she could flirt safely. Now she was sprawled on Rose and Jerry’s living room floor with lights and camera recording every undulation and gasp.
Jill rolled off and Rose and her kissed and shared a secret. I ducked and shut the curtain when they helped each other up. Jerry was on his knees against the curtain snapping pictures and seemingly oblivious to the fact that that was his wife 69ing with her best friend. The two girls held hands and walked in tiny steps on their toes to the couch where Dusty was all relaxed with his hands behind his head, slouched in the couch.
I looked hard at Jerry. He showed nothing. It was clearly not the first time, or the second, judging by his acceptance. I squinted and exhaled and tried to ready myself for bursting out. What they looked like they were going to do was nothing I could accept. But I was too slow, I was too paralyzed. The two girls crawled up like slinky little vixens on either side of Dusty and began to strip him of all his clothes, giggling and kissing and squealing the whole time. I realized Jerry had put his camera on video mode.
Rose knelt on her calves and brought her breasts to Dusty’s mouth. I saw her glance over her shoulder at her husband, but he did nothing but stare through his lens. Was I any better? When my wife reached between his legs and grasped his cock with her elegant, long fingers, and when she stroked him, I did nothing. When she ducked down and disappeared below the back of the couch, I didn’t move, but nor could I. My legs felt like they were filled with cement.
I moved to the extreme right side of the French doors and pulled the curtain aside. From there, I was just able to see my wife’s head bob, her hair swish, and her shoulders poke up and down. My heart sank. No Jill! I wanted to cry. How could you?
But the emotion was clouded by an evil voice in my head that was screaming “Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!” My cock raged. It wasn’t the first time I experienced that unexpected reaction in myself.
I had run into Dusty at a Starbucks where we both happened to be one day, getting a cup. We ended up chatting at a table in the hot sun. That’s where the “Wife Tester” thing came up.
“Not a real thing,” I guffawed. I had asked him what’s the worst thing about his work. He’s asked me the same thing, and I told him I was a plumber, and when I asked him back, he said “I’m a wife tester.”
“The emotional turmoil of it,” he kept on with his joke straight-faced as a mortician.
“Emotions? What are you, like a counsellor?”
“No,” he grinned, “I really am a Wife Tester.”
“Go to hell,” I grinned and drank my coffee. It would be pretty hard to bullshit me with the places I’d been.
“Swear to God,” he said. “I do some modelling and acting, but it’s the wife testing thing that brings in the real income. Steady, too.”
“What the fuck you talking about?” I’d known him from some of the poker games I go to. Being poker, and being a bunch of guys, it would be just the thing to try to pull a guy’s leg with. It would get a lot of laughs at the game next weekend.
“Men pay me to test their wives — to check if they would cheat on them. We set something up where I get them alone, usually in their own house. The guy’s there the whole time, hiding. It’s all completely safe. I put the moves on his wife who thinks her husband is not only out of the house but for sure not coming back for hours. It’s the opportunity theory of infidelity, I call it. Dusty’s Opportunity Theorem.”
“You’re shitting me,” I laughed, but only after about 3 or 4 seconds staring at him seriously. But he didn’t laugh with me --  the fucker was totally serious. I did that to give him the win, let him think that for those three seconds he had me. That’s all guys want when they’re pulling one. You do that, then tell them they’re shitting you, and that’s all it takes, they break down and laugh with you, usually saying something like, “But I fucking had you for a second there!” It’s a way to break their joke on you.
But he didn’t do that. Instead he kept it up. “They don’t all do it of course. But a lot more than you’d think. And it’s never for revenge or because they’re lonely or  even that they aren’t loved. It’s none of that. You know what it is, the big mystery of why wives cheat?”
“No but I have a feeling you’re about to tell me,” I said, not giving him the satisfaction of my rapt attention. I gulped my coffee back.
“It’s the same reasons husbands cheat.”
I took my cup out from my mouth and settled it down on the table. I was done being the butt of his joke and done laughing. If he was serious, okay, I could be serious too.
“And what’s the reason husbands cheat?” I said to him. I never had, by the way.
“You ever hear of a guy saying he feels unloved? That he feels lonely? You ever hear of a guy starting an affair because his wife doesn’t love him?”
“I don’t know, Dusty, I don’t really have that kind of conversation with a lot of guys.”
“You don’t hear that. Those are never the reasons. It’s the Everest Effect.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?”
“Everest. Why did Hillary climb it?”
I shook my head uncomprehendingly. “I don’t know, man, because it’s there, right?”
“Because it’s there, exactly. Opportunity. It’s the leading cause of men cheating. Not loneliness, not lack of love, not security and not revenge. Just ordinary opportunity.”
“Okay,” I nodded. It made sense to me — I’d seen enough guys do stupid shit for less reason.
“Well it’s the same with wives. Nowadays, anyway.”
“What are you talking about?”
“Those wives who have a career, have their own assets, they have their own identity. Previously, if they cheated and got caught, the price could be very high indeed. Now, they get caught, it sucks, yeah, but she doesn’t lose her whole existence. Marriage breaks up maybe, that sucks, but half of them do anyway. Career, money, identity, nothing is touched, there isn’t even any shame, she’s not getting cast out of the community or anything like that. The cost isn’t high. It’s the same cost as for the husband. And guess what? Now they cheat at the same rate as husbands cheat, and they do it mostly for the same reasons, too.”
“Because they can.”
“Because they can, that’s it. Nothing personal, doesn’t mean anything, they don’t want to leave their husbands, they’re not looking to start over again, they just want a fling, a fuck on the fly, and why? Why do they want that?”
“You’re getting on my nerves man, I’m not sure I asked for all this.”
“Why would you do it, if you ever did it?”
“What, cheat? Fuck a chick?”
“Fuck a chick. Why would you fuck a chick, if you did?”
“Why wouldn’t I? If I could, okay, right?” I laughed like it was obvious.
“Same thing with your wife. She’d do it too, why wouldn’t she? If she could.”
“Dude, you talk to other guys like this? I’m surprised you’re still alive if you do.”
“You think your wife wouldn’t?
“I know my wife wouldn’t. You don’t know Jill. She isn’t built that way. Sex isn’t such a big deal to her.”
“Maybe that’s how she plays it within the marriage just to keep things steady and even.”
“No, dude, you don’t know her like I do.”
“Anyway,” he suddenly said, looking away, draining his cup, “that’s what I do. I test guys’ wives. I let them find out if their wife would go for it if they had the opportunity.”
He stared off in the distance watching the rapid rooves of cars flash by as they careened down the freeway over there. I sat quietly too. It must have been three whole minutes before I had to say something. I knew he was just fishing off the back of his boat, having wiggled his lure and now patiently waiting for the tug on his line, the cocksucker.
“What do you mean they pay you?”
“They pay me. One thousand bucks. We make a plan for how I somehow need to come over, for how they somehow need to leave, but not for so long that I would leave too, like some emergency at work or something, and then I secretly text them that it looks like a go to me, and so they text and say to their wives something happened and now they need to be gone for hours. Now I’m in the wife’s safe place, and she knows the husband is gone for sure for hours. And the husband, he’s somewhere in the house watching — that way he knows it’s all safe, and also, there’s no disputing the facts afterword.”
It was only after I hired him that I realized the watching part had an ulterior motive. Ever since I watched him seduce my wife after that strange conversation, I’d been wracked not with guilt or with shame or anger or jealousy. I was wracked with one emotion: yearning. Craving. Lusting — lusting to watch him fuck my wife again. But it wasn’t just that. It was to watch my wife become sexually craven and wet and wild again, the way she got when she thought she was alone and safe with that “sometimes actor, sometimes model” motherfucker.
I realized what his main shtick was with women. It was to play the opposite of the good guy, which wasn’t the bad guy, just like the opposite of love isn’t hate. It’s indifference, and the opposite of good guy isn’t bad guy either, it’s the indifferent guy. He’s the guy no woman is ever interested in spending time with. He’s not the bad boy to reform, and he’s not the good guy safe harbor. He’s just nobody, a guy you never think of in that way. He’s just a fuck. A mindless, commitment-free, no consequence, no drama, no phone calls, no texts, fuck.
It’s just a fuck. I had to repeat those words to myself when I was crammed in my closet in our townhome, peering out form the dark hall into the living room and the couch where Jill was “chilling” with the guy after I had to step out for a plumbing emergency at an office building.
True to the plan, Dusty texted the code and I wrote Jill from the closet. “Crap, babe, gonna be at least four hours here, this is not some simple broken pipe.”
“No problem,” she wrote back. “Dusty is just chilling with me in the den watching shows — I’ll see if he wants to hang around till you get back.”
I already knew he would — that was the plan. But she didn’t ask him that, she didn’t ask him anything. What she did was, she looked at him, she laughed nervously, and she ducked her head down and laid her cheek on her knees looking at him sideways.
“Why does it feel like I know you?” she said.
“There’s one like me in every college class.”
“Maybe,” she smirked. “But I’m pretty sure I’d remember a guy like you.”
“I’m nothing.”
“I hardly think modelling and acting are nothing.” I knew she’d be impressed with that. I didn’t think he even did it really, that was just his line. Though it has to be said, he did look it. Why do famous actors all have that kind of twinkle in the eye that none of us do? Not that Dusty was famous, but he had that confidence, that knowing about him. I think that’s what Jill meant when she said he appeared familiar.
“Tell me about posing. Do you like doing it?”
“What part?”
“I don’t know. Taking your clothes off in front of people?” He posed for art classes he told her. As if.
“It’s pretty normal, it’s not like a sexual thing, it’s just the human body, it’s anatomical study.”
“I’d be nervous.”
“Oh yeah, the first time, for sure. But then it becomes normal. Like everything. You do it once, it’s hair-raising. Second time? You’re bopping your head, you survived. Third time? You’re shaking your head at the nervous newbies. Everything is like that. Killing a soldier on the other side, divorcing a spouse, skydiving. Taking your clothes off.”
She laughed at the last one. “I hardly think it’s the same thing!”
“It is,” he nodded.
She texted me on her phone. “Dusty says he’s heading home.”
“Okay, tell him thanks anyway,” I wrote her back from the closet, but she had already put her phone down and didn’t bother to read it. He had come over for the made-up reason of going over some route we were going to plan for a big bike ride. He wasn’t going anywhere.
“Show me,” she said to Dusty.
“Show you what?”
“Show me you’re completely comfortable taking your clothes off in front of a stranger.”
She pulled her legs up under herself and turned sideways on the couch to face him. She reached for the remote behind her back and turned the lights down and the music up. “Just so you’re not too uncomfortable,” she smiled doubtfully at him.
Jill was the same age as Rose, both 30, just like me. Dusty was like 36 or so. Older, but not by a generation or anything. But he seemed to be in a totally different world from us. He whipped his shirt off, stood up and dropped his pants, folded them, then dropped his underwear with no greater an awareness than with his shirt. He pulled his socks off and stood with his hands on his hips, and turned to face Jill.
I was losing my shit in the closet. Jill should not have asked him to do that and she definitely should not be just sitting there with the guy totally naked in our home.
But she just nodded slightly with a crooked grin and stared, letting her eyes drift over his body like he was an object. “Is this just like art class for you then?”
“Sure,” he said. “They’re free to look wherever they want to look.”
“Do you turn around for them?”
He slowly turned around for her.
She clapped her hands and covered her mouth and squealed like a kid on Christmas morning. “This is crazy,” she said.
“You want crazy?” he grinned.
“Sure!” my wife said. She drank her wine and sank down in the couch and made herself comfortable. I think that “Sure” of hers was when we took leave of reality. Everything after that was from a different world.
She grinned looking at his chest and stomach. “Hang on a sec,” she said and she grabbed her phone. I thought she was going to take pictures of him, but she was texting. My phone buzzed a moment later. “Text me when you’re on your way so I don’t get surprised,” she wrote. “Going to bed.”
I shook my head in amazement. It was as much her making her own opportunity as taking advantage of one set up for her. In that, Dusty was only slightly wrong. “No problem,” I wrote back. She wasn’t looking at her phone any longer though.
“Okay,” she said to him. “Go.”
He stuck a Charles Atlas pose rocking his arms together all flexed in front of his chest, then a Schwarzenegger pose, his hands planted on the back of his head, his one leg turned out. They both laughed. He stepped up closer to her where she languished on the couch. She didn’t back away when he fondled his cock and balls right in front of her face.
“What are you doing?” she said softly with obvious discomfort.
“It’s not just drawing classes, it’s sculpture too. Artists need to feel the contours.”
“You’re kidding right?” She was nervous and gulping.
“Yeah,” he said. He grinned but he didn’t move away.
My wife seemed to phase-shift over into the another world. She put her wine down and calmly, deliberately, with her face seemingly overcome with soft focus, opened her pretty pink glossy lips (that she had redone after I left) and tickled with her long, dancing fingers, the underside of his balls. He had shaved himself completely, or even used something to remove every hint of hair down there. I noticed in fact his whole body was shiny and hairless everywhere.
She beckoned with her fingernails on his balls and leaned on her body forward. She laid her tongue out over her bottom lip and flicked it at the tip of his cock. She laughed, nervously again, but he wasn’t laughing. He began to gently and almost lovingly caress her head.
“Is this okay?” she asked him in a soft, low voice.
He didn’t answer before she pressed her closed lips to his cock at first to kiss him there, I thought, but she didn’t move away. I think she meant in her mind to just kiss him too, kiss him, pat him, tell him that was nice, put your clothes on, goodbye. But something about being that close to his cock with her mouth, being that alone in our place with him, he being such a nobody like he said, and me being gone for so long, she opened her lips and pulled him inside her mouth.
She pulled back off and very gently stroked him, looking sideways and up at him with a bitten lip smile. “It’s nice,” she said quietly.
“Fun isn’t it.”
“Yes,” she agreed with a little hiccup of a squeal, before plunging her mouth over his cock and taking him as deep in her mouth as she could fit him. I watched catatonically as she moaned with yearning and more fucked him with her mouth than simply sucked him off.
“Teach me,” she suddenly said, pulling back and standing up in front of him. But that was a play — she didn’t need him to show her how to tear her clothes off.
But he gripped her forearm anyway before she could tug her halter over her head. “Go slowly, make the bull furrow the dirt, don’t just throw your clothes off, muleta them.”
“What’s that?” she tilted her head sideways and bit her lip. She scraped at the back of his hand with her nails. My wife was thoroughly engaged, she had become sexual.
“The muleta is the cape the matador waves in front of the bull.”
“Jesus Dusty,” she was nearly collapsing. He grabbed her phone and turned up some beat-heavy droning hip hop and reclined back into the couch, splaying himself for her all naked and totally takeable.
“I don’t know if I can,” she tried to start moving to the music with her hand tapping the side of her thigh.
“Everybody can dance,” he said.
“It’s not that,” she retorted, turning around for him and lowering her jeans half over her panties. “All I want to do I think is fuck you.”
When she turned back toward him her face showed the transformation was complete. She raised her arms high over her head and began this strangely beguiling motion with them as though braiding something form her hands as them came down in front of her face. She pulled the shoulder straps of her halter down her arms and peeled her halter from her breasts so it hung around her slim waist. She continued with her braiding hands to her hips and worked her jeans the rest of the way down over her ass and then danced with her hips till they slowly fell on their own down around her feet.
“That’s good,” he smiled at her. “It’s real good.”
“I don’t know how you made me do this.”
“I think the little Jill inside always wanted to be like this.”
“It’s true,” she turned again and, when she turned back, she was without her bra. “I can’t believe I’m going to get completely naked though,” she said, as she bent over and drew her panties down her legs and off her feet. Can’t believe it, I thought, but doing it anyway.
Suddenly embarrassed, she skipped the two steps to the couch and covered her mouth and yelped and squealed. But if she was shy, it didn’t bear out in where she landed, right up against him with her face buried between the back of his shoulder and the couch cushion behind him.
“Come out come out wherever you are,” he said, tickling her twisting naked back.
But she didn’t giggle at that, she only undulated and then pulled her face up to his, gripped him by the jaw, and kissed him long and noisily.
“Just one thing, okay? We can’t fuck,” she said to him right in his ear.
“Okay,” he said, “Then let’s do the next best thing.”
She pulled back from him, even as she casually, nonchalantly even, wrapped her hand around his cock. He pulled her up and dragged her up behind him.
“Where are we going?” she squealed with delight.
“To the kitchen to eat!”
I could see only half the kitchen from where I was hidden. He picked her up and she yelped as he set her down on the edge of our counter. He used the tea towel to blindfold her. She laughed and kicked her legs. The completely naked couple were having fun on the at-home date night, weren’t they.
He pulled things out like cheeses and blueberries and strawberries. He didn’t feed in to her yearning, grasping lips the whole fruit. Instead he cut the tiniest slice even of a blueberry, and let it, paper thin, touch her wrapping and curling tongue.
It was driving her crazy. She seized his wrist in both her hands and sucked his finger into her mouth. “You know exactly what you’re doing don’t you,” she cooed to him. She lifted her knees and locked her ankles into the small of his back.
“Let me,” he said, pushing her back. It didn’t take much for her to fall on her back on our counter, her legs spread and wrapped around his waist. He dropped cold honey onto her nipple and leaned over her to lick it off.
She squirmed and moaned loudly. He dribbled white wine on her stomach and she writhed and clenched. When he tracked it with his tongue chasing the running drops, she gasped and dropped her mouth wide open. He found the vanilla ice cream in our freezer. With a spoon he dug a small pat out and dropped it onto her pussy. She squirmed and yelped and thrashed her head side to side. “Cold!” she screamed.
He bent over and put his mouth over the ice cream and her pussy. Her knees came up and squeezed against his head and her hips pushed up into his face. “Oh fuck,” she moaned loudly. “God Dusty,” she said. “You’re insane.”
But he didn’t relent. She began to breath rapidly and emitted tiny, high-pitched whimpers over and over. I leaned my head out of the closet doors to see. She was twisting and contorting all over the counter. She kept repeating, “Oh fuck!” in an increasingly fearful-sounding voice. It grew higher in pitch and then she stopped breathing altogether.
When she came, she cried out so loud I was sure the neighbors would be knocking. It sounded like someone being stabbed repeatedly, and I know they never heard it like that when I was doing it with her.
When she recovered, she reached between her legs where his cock still stood hard and strong just inches from her pussy. She tore the tea towel from her eyes and looked down between her thighs to her hand working up and down over his cock. Nothing was said. She just pulled him with each stroke until the head of his cock poked at her pussy lips and she kept pulling him little by little until he was inside her.
She seemed to cry for real when she let go. He pulled back and then fired himself into her, jolting her body across the counter. I stood in the hallway watching Dusty full-on fuck my wife. And I watched my wife’s fingernails dig crescent moon indentations into the flesh of his hips, she craved his cock so badly. That one rule didn’t last long.
When Dusty leaned over her and began to fuck her for real, she arched her back up so high I thought she was going to break. When he began to ejaculate into her, she nearly sat all the way up under just the force of her clenching stomach muscles, she shook and flexed so violently.
They kissed a long time, my wife hanging off his shoulders like an old shirt. He turned on the spot and reached behind himself with his hands under her thighs. She giggled and wiggled and ended up on him piggyback style. She kissed his neck and chirped and nipped at his skin and told him which way to the shower. They passed so closely by the doors of the closet behind which I stood with my breath held and my heart nearly stopping, I could smell her sex and his cum.
I left to the sounds of my wife playing with the man in our shower, laughing, chattering, and sometimes only softly moaning. The way she was propped up in bed reading a book when I turned around and came back in 30 minutes later, it had me seriously wonder, of all the other times I came home from a late job to find her just like that, in bed, cheery, reading and asking me disinterestedly how things went, had she been cheating?
When I pawed her, “Period,” she said, with sympathetic eyes. She was good.
Now I watched her suck on Dusty’s cock again, naked on the couch with Jerry’s wife who kissed him as passionately as my wife did that night three weeks ago. There was no doubt in my mind that Jerry fell for the Wife Tester sales pitch too. And now he had the same consequence: it didn’t stop at once, and it wasn’t a test anymore. And also, judging by how he came in for closeups with his camera both on my wife and his own, he had the same troubling response to watching his wife fuck another man: he didn’t leave, he didn’t freak out, he didn’t get angry, and he didn’t get violent. He found a way to connect. He wanted his wife to fuck Dusty again. Who knows how many times it’s been?
My wife and Rose play-fought on Dusty’s naked lap, struggling with each other and pushing and pulling. They were fighting over who was going to fuck him. My wife won, yay. She straddled his lap even as Jerry’s wife Rose reached behind her ass and wouldn’t let her land her pussy over the head of his cock. They giggled and kissed and when my wife finally captured his cock with her pussy, so wet she dripped, Rose came up in front of her and kissed her mouth. Dusty slid down and laid under both of our girls so Rose could lower her own soaking pussy over his mouth.
I stroked my cock the whole time, how could I not? There was at least the cover story of watching Jerry’s hot wife Rose with her gorgeous hair and tight body ride Dusty’s face, but there was no denying something different, something on a different level altogether watching my wife ride his cock. It was her total abandonment to sexual fulfilment that gripped me from behind the French doors. It was exhilarating.
There was something ancient about the way I could connect to my wife and feel the sexual power and energy she was flaming with. I felt like my feet were leaving the floor and my breath was somehow the breath of the Earth and of her lungs. She rode him in waves, moving on him, coddling his face, the look of bliss on her own, taking his cock as deep as she could. My mind entered that state of dreaming with eyes open and filled with the images of my wife in the throes of some kind of low-level, never-ending orgasm, and my ears filled with the sounds of both women crying in tiny whimpers. It sent me into a weightless orbit. All I could think was, I was experiencing feminine sexuality, somehow, like something from India or with aliens. I rolled my head back, my eyes fluttered shut, and I pulled so slow on my absolutely steel-rigid cock, I had achieved, I think, tantra, my whole body quaking on a knife edge between rising up and falling over.
The French door suddenly flung open and bashed me from my forehead to my knees. It bashed me a second time and I stumbled back and lost my footing with my pants around my ankles.
“What the fuck!” cried Jerry’s voice in a horrified whisper.
“Are you okay honey?” Rose called to him in a high, breathy voice from the couch where she moved over Dusty’s face and up against her best friend Jill, necking with her, groaning with her, and rubbing her tits against hers.
Jerry shut the door behind him, shouting back, “All good. Be a moment.”
I struggled up to my elbows and looked from the floor up at Jerry staring down at me. “What the fuck yourself,” was all I could think to say to him.




Cucked in Vegas

“I’m pretty sure I don’t think so, Mike.” My wife Trish turned her back to my best friend. But he was as persistent as a dog and tried to hook his finger under the exposed black bra strap on her shoulder. It was dark and quiet except for the show they were watching. She shrugged her shoulder to escape his tentacle-like grasping fingers. He tried to wrap his hand around her waist and when she gently pushed it off her without looking behind her, he only made it land on her leg. She was wearing jeans. She pulled her leg up on the couch and tucked it under herself. He walked his fingers up her back. She sighed and leaned forward. He played in her blonde ponytail, twisting his fingers in it lightly, and she shifted herself further down the couch.
“Callum won’t be back for two hours,” Mike said.
“That’s hardly the point, Callum,” Trish said not taking her gaze off the screen. But she talked in low, soft and secret-keeping tones.
“I can’t help it, Trish,” he said, letting his fingertips graze the back of her exposed neck.
She shivered a moment but was able to quickly stop herself frozen. She spun around and captured his fingers in her soft, elegant hand. “What is going on, Mike?” She made as if to throw his hand aside but she didn’t let go. He tiny little fist wrapped tightly around one of his fingers.
“I’ve always been crazy about you, Trish. I jerk off imagining you.” He said it the way another person might compliment her cooking.
“Since when,” she said. She spoke as if it was an illness he suffered.
“High school, to be honest.” He managed to squirm his hand back to the edge of her leg and scratched at the denim of her jeans on the outside of her thigh.
She looked down and watched his one escaped and straining finger. “This is crazy, Mike. I’m married to your best friend.” She still didn’t let go of his finger. Nor did she push his hand away from her leg where he kept scratching at her in a tight little circle.
“Let me at least kiss you, I’ve dreamed of it forever.” He put on his best lost puppy dog expression.
“Are you going to behave yourself?”
“Promise. I won’t do anything you don’t want me to.”
“I don’t want you to do anything at all, starting with kissing you!”
“Just a kiss — it’s hardly wrong.”
“It is wrong, Mike. It’s a kiss.”
“Depends on how long.”
Trish shook her head and pursed her lips and sighed again. “It starts with just one tiny kiss,” she shook her head. She also closed her eyes lightly and raised her chin. She protruded her lips and said, “So come on then,” in nearly a whisper.
Mike pressed forward and took her face in both of his hands and took so long to bring his lips to hers, she opened her eyes to check and shut them again when she saw his eyes were closed. He brought his lips to hers and began to kiss her. It was more than she expected and she recoiled from him, but not before spending a fraction of a second or two with her shoulders falling forward and her neck falling back. She pressed her hands into his shoulder gently and lifted her face away from his.
“That’s all you’re going to get,” she whispered. She curled her lips, at once savouring the unexpected deliciousness of Mike’s kiss, and attempting to hide any reaction to it at all.
“It’s not going to help keep it down,” Mike said also in nearly a whisper.
“Keep what down?” On her face broke an expression of having asked something she shouldn’t have. She closed her eyes and clenched her teeth as though to brace herself.
But Mike said nothing. Instead, he gently pressed his hand on the back of hers, and then gently nudged it into his lap. She snorted and shook her head, but Mike placed her hand on his crotch. It fell there as though naturally cupping what she found, warm and hardening.
She didn’t pull it back right away. “I can’t possibly do what you want,” she whispered again so quietly Mike almost couldn’t hear her.
“How do you know what I want?”
Trish finally removed her hand and looked down and back up at his face and tilted her head with a scolding look. But it was mixed with a bit of smile, too.
Mike held his jeans with one hand with the other unzipped his fly. He undid the button and parted his jeans. Before Trish could say or do anything but gasp and cover her face and most of her eyes with both hands, Mike had produced his semi-erect cock.
“Mike!” she cried in whispered horror.  But her eyes looked once, twice, and a third time — before staying down, when he wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked it out. “I don’t do this, Mike!” she pleaded with him, her eyes bulging.
“Just touch it once,” he said, ignoring her revulsion.
“You’re out of your mind,” she replied.
“What’s the harm in touching it just once?”
“The harm is, I’m a married woman, Mike!”
He responded to her also in whispers, as though I was anywhere nearby to hear. “So it’s not like it’s your first time, then.”
“Almost,” she said, snorting.
“What do you mean?”
Trish curled her bottom lip in and bit it. Her hands fell from her face and landed on the couch cushion half way to Mike’s exposed lap. “I only ever touched Callum’s before.”
“You’re kidding me,” Mike said.
“Not kidding,” she replied. She kept her eyes on his cock as he slowly, lightly, stroked up and down on it.
“Girl who looks as hot as you, and you never did before Callum?”
“People always think girls like me must be doing it all the time. But I saved myself.”
Mike looked at his cock. “Is it bigger than Callum’s?” he asked her.
“Mike!” Trish pleaded again. But she did so with a wide grin. She laughed and turned away, pretending to be interested in the show again. But her hand clenched into a fist as though resisting something.
“Well is it?” Mike pressed her.
She looked back and her hand crept like a crab up to the edge of his leg. One finger poked out and its pink painted nail scratched at the denim up and down very subtly.
Mike picked her hand up in his and brought it to his mouth and kissed it two, three times. She watched him bring his lips to the back of her hand and she exhaled. “That’s nice,” she whispered. He separated her first finger from the others with his tongue and he curled around it, snake like, drawing it between his lips, and he sucked it into his mouth. He bobbed his head down and engulfed it, rubbing his tongue lightly on the underside of her finger, stretched out and rigid in his mouth.
Trish watched with suspicion as her finger disappeared between his lips, but she did not retract her hand. Instead, her lips parted slightly and her eyes widened. She inhaled sharply before Mike finally and gently pulled her finger out from between his lips. She exhaled deeply and clamped her eyes a moment.
“You’re afraid of it, aren’t you,” Mike said.
“I’m not afraid of it,” she corrected him. “I’m just not doing this. Because it’s wrong. And because I love Callum.” But she watched his mouth and she stretched her finger out again, touching his lips, and pushing her finger back into his mouth. She sank it in all the way and her breathing became so deep and laboured, her chest rose and sank.
Mike took her wrist in his hand gently but firmly, and he pushed it down against only token resistance to his lap. He wrapped her hand around his cock under his own hand. “Don’t be afraid of it,” he said.
She watched her hand take his cock. “I’m not, I said. I’m just not going to do this.”
“I haven’t had anyone touch me like this in a bit of a while,” Mike said. He pulled his hand away from hers slowly, letting it decide for itself to stay.
Trish looked up at him through strands of hair that had fallen over her face. She pursed her lips and shook her head because she was doing what she said she wouldn’t, couldn’t. But as though by instinct, her arm lifted and dropped, and her hand, wrapped around Mike’s cock, rose and fell. “This is so wrong and you know it,” she seethed at him. “I told you this wasn’t going to happen.” Her hand continued to pump slowly. She looked down between his legs and watched her hand work on his cock. Her tongue involuntarily protruded a moment to wet her lips.
“Let me try something,” he said, and he took her hand off his cock and back up to his mouth. He opened it — she let him, mystified by what he had up his sleeve — and he flat-tongue licked her entire palm right up to her fingertips.
“Ew!” Trish protested out loud, but Mike brought her hand back to his lap and wrapped it more tightly around his cock. He raised his hips so his cock pumped inside her grip, and when he let her go, she kept her hand in place, tight and wet. Her lips twisted around themselves and her head drooped. When Mike stopped pumping his hips, she pumped his cock for him. Her breathing became laboured and her wetted her lips again.
“This is wrong,” she said as though to herself. “We should not be doing this.” She drew closer, dropping her head down between her beautiful shoulders, her eyes wide, her lips parting.
Mike closed his eyes and leaned his head back. A moan of pleasure escaped his throat.
“No Mike,” she whispered to quiet for him to hear. “I can’t.” She watched her hand draw up and push down over his cock. Her thumb covered the head of of his cock and she rubbed his pre-come around it.
“It feels dry again,” Mike said.
“Do you want to lick my hand again,” Trish asked him softly in a low, naughty tone.
“You should just lick your own hand,” Mike said without opening his eyes.
Trish did so, wetting it all the way up to her fingertips like he had showed her, but when she gripped his cock again, he sighed. “It’s still too dry,” he moaned. “Maybe just lick it,” he suggested.
Trish didn’t protest this time. She didn’t recoil and she didn’t sneer. She just stroked his cock slowly and lightly, staring at her hand wrapped around it. She had become thoughtful. Mike put his hand on her neck and drew it out, pushing the loose fitting shoulder of her oversized sweater off one side. Trish pulled her legs up and adjusted herself and got on her elbows and knees between Mike’s legs. She spit on his cock where she held it in her hand and she drooled more onto it when she held it firmly and still. But then she tucked her hair to one side, ducked down, and brought her tongue out to lick the side of his cock, all the way from the base to the head. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked again. Mike just stared as one would a wild animal curious about a trap.
She sat up and crossed her arms over her front and in one motion lifted her sweater off her head. “Knowing you, you’re going to spurt all over this and I won’t be able to explain the stain. He just bought me this for my birthday,” she shook her head at Mike and fixed him with squinted, angry eyes. But she also ducked down, not waiting for his reply, and pressed her lips and tongue to the side of his cock, holding it against her mouth with the palm of her hand. When she kissed it lovingly all the way to the top, she circled the head with her lips — shiny, pink, and moist — and keeping them pursed in an “O” shape, she pressed down, still tucking her hair to the side, until his cock entered inside her mouth.
She sank down half way and swirled her tongue around the underside. Mike pushed his hands into her hair. She lifted off, came up half way to say, “That’s all you’re going to get,” before Mike pushed her head down with both hands and shoved her back onto his cock, this time all the way till her lips, glistening and full, pressed his pubic bone.
She came back up violently coughing but Mike only let her catch her breath and shoved her face into his crotch again, causing her to gag and heave. But Mike pressed his hips up and held her head tightly in his hands. He began to pump himself through her tight lips and into her mouth.
Trish came off him again gagging and breathing hard through flem and coughing spit. But she also took a look at his hard cock and pushed her own face down back onto him. She reached under him and grabbed his ass in both her hands and pumped him into her mouth. Mike held her head but he didn’t have to anymore. She took him as deep as he could go and moaned on him, and whimpered with Mike’s cock stuffing her to the throat.
Trish began a steady rhythm, swirling her head and gripping his cock, sucking on it like her life depended on it. Mike reached around her shoulders and tried to press his thumbs into the waist of her jeans. She slapped and scratched at his hand, but she didn’t disengage her high-pitched moaning mouth from his cock.
“At least let me enjoy the view,” Mike said.
Trish suddenly leapt off Mike and stood up. With grave disapproval, she undid her button and squared to peel her tight jeans off her ass, finally kicking it off both her feet. Now in only bra and panties, she just as quickly leapt back onto the couch. But as she settled back into position, Mike struggled against her until she was forced, already with his cock buried again between her lips, into a position opposite to him, kneeling on the couch beside his face.
Mike grabbed her ass hard in both his hands. “I can’t tell you how often I just stared at this ass of yours,” he said.
She raised her face from his cock and continued pumping it in her fist, but just long enough to say, “You think I didn’t notice?” before she engulfed it again, a whimper escaping where her lips were not altogether sealed around his shaft.
Mike pulled at the waist of her panties and slipped his fingertips underneath. She again slapped at his hand. She came up off his cock and said, “That’s not yours,” before she hungrily went back down to lick and kiss his shaft, and feed it again into her mouth, to swirl it with her tongue and suck on it hard enough to cause nasty sounds.
Mike kept pushing though, he kept pulling and poking, getting his fingers and then his hand inside her panties. She shook and she tugged and she wiggled, but she couldn’t stop him, not with her mouth stuffed with his cock, moaning and whimpering in his lap. Mike clamped his two hands around her toned thigh and eased it carefully but insistently over his head and gently placed it so her knees were spread to either side of his face. She only ground down on him with greater vigor, gripping his cock in her tight little fist, and squeezing her lips around his shaft. Tears emerged from her eyes.
Mike pressed gently on the dimple in her lower back just above her panty line. She wanted to say no, but his cock filled her mouth. He pressed and she tried to press back. When he tapped, she lowered her hips. He tapped again and she relented — she brought her hips down to his face. He nuzzled the damp front of her panties with his mouth, his chin, and his face, and she began to moan loudly in higher reaching pitches, and she pulled on his cock with her mouth, wanting him in her deeper. She ground her pussy down into his face.
I could not believe what I was seeing. It wa difficult to remain still and quiet in the hall closet, peeping through the crack in the door Mike and I left just a little open. At first I was trying hard not to laugh. But the more things progressed, the more my heart pounded.
Trish was working late at the hospital. Mike was over watching the game with me. We’d been pouring a few back when he began going on about Trish’s ass, her tits, her face, her eyes. She was all those things, but she was also extremely conservative to the point of being uptight about anything sexual besides the missionary. Mike kept saying he couldn’t believe she would be like that, “No way with a body like hers!”
There being a football game on and several drinks into things, the matter of a bet wasn’t long to coming around. “I bet I could get her to blow me!” Mike laughed.
I laughed too. “Buddy, she barely blows me — and only when I beg. Swear to god. She doesn’t like that kind of thing much.”
“She likes it — she just doesn’t get a chance to say it.”
“Dude,” I warned him, “You going to have to back down.”
“Let’s make it interesting,” he kept on.
He knows I don’t easily back away from a bet, especially straight odds. “You can’t win this one.”
“Put up, brother,” he said, proffering his hand.
I shook my head and tried to look away from his hand. But I failed — I knew I’d win, I had to win. “Hundred bucks says she won’t.”
“The way you’re so certain, you should go for a thousand.”
“How we going to do this? You get like two hours to try?”
“Two hours seems fair,” he nodded. “Ought to do.”
“Let’s see, that’s $50 an hour for me — not bad for passive income.”
“Imagine me though, bruh. $100 bucks and a blow job from the cutest sweetheart this side of the Alamo.”
“Dream on, buddy,” I said.
“Now, you can’t be here,” he pointed out, and he was right.
I scanned around the room and spied the hall closet. I nodded my head in that direction. “I’ll be in there,” I said.
“You gonna watch this, then,” he grinned.
“Won’t be anything to watch besides you getting turned down pretty flatly, bud.”
“Okay,” he nodded. “We’ll see.”
“I’ll pretend I got an emergency call at work,” I said.
“No, you should already be gone before she gets here — I don’t trust your shitty ass lying. She’ll know somethings up.”
“Okay. I’ll text her before she gets home that I had to go.”
And that’s how the night was set.
Mike massaged her round ass and she moaned loudly, coming off his cock just long enough to cry out, catch some breath, and dive back down on him with extra energy. He pushed her panties aside and revealed her glistening, nearly dripping, pussy.
He didn’t get a chance to touch or kiss before she leapt off him again. But she only hooked her thumbs in the waist and whipped them off, leaving them in a tiny twisted and wet heap on the floor. “I don’t want these all stained by you either,” she hissed. She crooked her arms behind her and unclasped her bra, shoving her arms straight out in front of her for it to slip off and to the floor.
“In case I stain that too?” Mike said. She only laughed with evil intent and climbed back on the couch. This time, she carefully spread her legs and watched as she aimed her now bare pussy down onto his face. Satisfied she had herself back grinding on him, she gobbled up his cock with even more abandon.
Trish spiralled her mouth over his strong, thick cock in the opposite direction to her hand, also twisting up and down on him. Her ass rose and fell over his face as she humped his mouth. She cried out with his cock shoved deep inside. Her hips began to curl and uncurl on his face. His hands grabbed her ass and she pushed harder down onto him.
I pressed my eyeball to the crack in the door. I could not believe that that was Trish sixty-nining with Mike. She had always been constrained. She controlled herself, she never let go, she hardly even orgasmed, always stopping herself out of fear it was something strange, or just the urge to pee. My Trish — she was too inexperienced, too naive, to be doing what I was plainly seeing her do. Her body looked divine rising and falling, writhing on Mike like that on the couch. Mike had won the bet and then some. He won as far as I was concerned when she took his cock in her hand. I was willing to pay him double when she kissed his cock and licked it.
But this? She was squirming in ecstasy, grabbing his cock and stuffing it in her mouth — and what was more, she undressed and shoved her pussy all over his face. I had no idea. I was entranced by this new woman. I was ready to end it if there was a safe way. I hadn’t thought things through to that point. I figured that with any break in the action, I could slip out the door and pretend to be just coming back in, giving a big knock and taking my time so they could get decent again. I certainly didn’t want to be found out knowing what was going on.
With my eyeball pressing through the crack in the door, I waited impatiently for Mike to find a way to end things. All he had to do was go to the bathroom, she would surely follow suit afterword, giving me my break. He knew I was in the closet, he knew I was having to endure watching what he was doing with my wife. Things had gone way over the line. But I guess I never set rules, I never drew a line. I just didn’t think things would ever get to the point where a line could possibly be crossed. I mean, this was Trish we were talking about, for fuck sakes.
Mike began to push her ass down from his face. She clamped on like she didn’t want to stop sucking on him. I had to admit that Mike was getting one hell of a blow job. But he pushed her harder and even though she moaned in protest, he began to pull himself from her mouth, squirming up from under her against the arm of the couch. “Yes,” I thought, “it was high time to end this bet.”
Trish pulled off his cock with saliva strings hanging from her pummelled mouth as she looked over her shoulder looking both pretty and slutty at the same time.
But Mike seemed to have other plans. He kept pushing up until he curved around to land on his knees behind Trish who he held in place with his firm grip, so that she was still on her knees and elbows in front of him. He took her hips in his hands and wriggled up behind her on his knees.
She began to struggle free of his grip on her hips. “No, Mike,” she cried. “You can’t.”
But he didn’t say anything. Instead he hauled her hips up higher to match his height. She let him — despite her protests. She wriggled and she waved her ass, but she also went down till her chest pressed into the couch and her back arched nearly in a semi-circle. Her ass wiggled high up in the air in front of Mike, and he wiped his hand on her sopping, dripping pussy.
“No Mike, no,” she whimpered, but she also added, “Be gentle.” I could see her face land sideways on the cushion and her hand twist in its fabric even before he took her. She was readying herself for him. She looked over her shoulder up and behind her ass and one more time she said, “You can’t.” But she also pressed her ass toward his hips and arched her back down even further. She reached behind herself and gripped his wrist where he held her waist. She didn’t take his hands off her body — she pulled him.
When Trish and I first met, it was several months before she let my anywhere near her pussy. I teased and I cajoled every tiny step out of her. She was nervous but with just enough excitement to let me take her, slowly, carefully, to next levels. She kissed my cock. I kissed her pussy. I bought a tiny vibrator for us to experiment with, but after the first time, when she was ashamed thinking she had peed, it sat unused, though sometimes talked about.
She had recently found that she enjoyed getting on top of me and bounding on my dick. She got shy and embarrassed when I reached up and played with her tits, or pulled her down to me so I could suck on them. She couldn’t deny the pleasure of that sensation, and asking me to suck on them was the first thing she had ever demanded of me by way of selfish sexual pleasure.
To say she was a neophyte in bed would be an understatement. She more than made up for it, in my mind, with her looks, her makeup, and her clothes, however. Even if I only usually got to fuck her missionary, she loved spreading her luxurious hair out over the pillows to frame her face for me, and she loved getting ready for our “date night at home,” putting on makeup for me after showering, doing her hair, and perfuming her breasts and pussy for me. She was stunning normally.
But to get ready for “bed-bed” as she called it, she went further than the hottest chicks getting ready for the clubs. We didn’t do much when we got there, but her attention to detail kept me perfectly satisfied. It was a great night when she was inspired to roll us over and go on top of me. It took an injury to my back to give her the idea the first time. I was able to count on one hand the number of times a similar inspiration filled her since.
Mike handled his cock behind her ass and I could see her pussy was glistening and open, even throbbing. Her whole body gyrated and trembled in front of him. He gripped her waist in both of his hands and she whimpered with her neck twisted around, her hand on his wrist. “No,” she said, “Don’t.” But she backed her own hips up. His cock pointed, but she moved onto him. She sank back and slowly, relentlessly, engulfed his thick, hard cock with her sucking pussy lips all the way till her ass bumped his stomach.
Mike let go of her waist and put his hands on his hips. He didn’t move at all. My wife pushed and pulled and began to slam and ram against him. Her fists twisted in the fabric and her eyes clenched. She pushed herself hard back against him faster and harder, so hard the unmistakable flapping sound filled the room, and my ears.
Mike slapped her ass hard and she yelped but only began to fuck him in reverse all the harder. She cried out loud and began to swear: “Fuck me,” she gutted out between clenched teeth. “Oh fuck!” she cried. When Mike once again grabbed her hips and thrust for the first time back against her, she truly began to lose it. She pushed her ass up higher and began to suck gasps so high pitched she sounded like she was terrified. I thought I saw her — had helped her — orgasm before with the vibrator. But this was nothing like that. She stopped breathing and clenched every muscle in her body. She went rigid and her face took on the expression of a silent scream. When she did release, she groaned so loud I worried about the neighborhood.
She came down whimpering with surprised sounds but not for long before Mike began heaving himself into her harder again and she rose up a second time, surprising herself all over again, before losing her breath and nearly shredding the couch cushion. She stayed in that state longer the second time, and Mike threw himself into her so hard I worried he was going to break her. Then I heard him lose his breath and I saw his body go rigid. I watched as Mike ejaculated into my wife’s pussy, hard, long, and deep.
It was too much for me. I didn’t even know I had reached inside my pants and had been clenching and releasing my cock the whole time. When my wife orgasmed, I had to stop for fear of erupting in my pants. When she came a second time, I could not stop myself. I came powerfully and expended myself all over inside. I moaned too, but nobody out there would have heard me — they were both too far gone themselves. I nearly fainted I came so hard watching my wife get fucked for once so good.
Mike pulled out of her and I saw his ejaculate gush from my wife’s worn out and red pussy. It ran down her thighs and onto the couch. They didn’t seem to care anymore. Trish rolled over and flipped herself so she was lying right side up beside an exhausted Mike. She kissed him tenderly around his mouth and lightly stroked his arm. She pushed herself up and darted like a fairy on her tip toes away, but returned with towels to wipe Mike up.
I texted her on my phone from the closet. “On my way, babe,” I said.
She got the text and rushed Mike back into his clothes, and darted to the shower. I finally crept out of the closet.
“Bro,” Mike said, deep and regretfully.
“We’re not talking about it,” I cut him off. I sent hm home before Trish came back down.
But the following weekend, guess who got another emergency call to go into work?
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