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I made my way through the convention center, barely paying attention to the various vendor booths. I liked to attend these small business events, where local companies set up to advertise themselves, to get ideas for my own company and to see if I could partner with others in some way. Normally it’s fun for me, but today my mind was on something else.

My wife, Iris, who works as a receptionist for my media company (we design websites and do digital and print advertising, among a handful of other things), was visibly bothered by my interview with someone for a graphic design position. We’ve been needing someone in that role since Andy, the guy who’d headed up our design department since I founded the company, left to work for a national firm in New York.

The woman who interviewed to be Andy’s replacement, Grace, was smart and talented and brought with her an impressive portfolio of work she’d done for some major clients.

She was also drop-dead gorgeous, which was the source of my wife’s discomfort.

“Well, I see she’s got the position wrapped up,” Iris said, her voice laced with ice.

“Maybe so,” I told her, standing at the reception desk after Grace left. I’d noticed the chill in Iris’s voice but hadn’t had time to think about why it was there. “She’s got quite the resume.”

“Yeah, I noticed her ‘resume’ as soon as she walked in,” my wife said, making air quotes when she said “resume.”

I looked at her, puzzled. I was quick-witted when it came to a lot of things, but was sometimes lacking in that department when it came to my wife’s moods. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Iris sighed. “I just wish your new superstar looked more like Andy than… that.”

It finally clicked, and it was my turn to sigh. “You know you have nothing to worry about,” I said. “You know I wouldn’t cheat on you. Besides, you work here; kind of hard to get up to any shenanigans with you standing watch, right?”

I’d meant it as a joke, to lighten the mood. Iris didn’t seem impressed.

“Why are you jealous of an attractive woman, anyway?” I asked her. “Have you looked in a mirror lately?”

Iris rolled her eyes at me, but my question wasn’t rhetorical. She’d always been beautiful, with striking green eyes, smallish but perfect, perky breasts, and an ass that just won’t quit. After reading some Stephen King story where the main character has a health scare and starts to worry about everything going downhill after the age of 40, Iris went on a fitness journey that continues to this day. She’s spent the last couple of years working out at the gym, jogging, and eating a strict, low-calorie diet. You’d never know she was in her 40s; in fact, her body was as fit and sexy as any 20-something.

Including Grace.

“Please,” she said, her voice warming a bit, “you have to say that. You love me.”

“That’s right,” I told her. “I do. And that’s why seeing you so insecure concerns me. You wouldn’t need to be insecure even if you didn’t look like you do. But… you do. Look like you do, I mean.”

She sighed. “Charming as ever.”

We laughed it off, and I left to come to this business event, but her insecurities bothered me more than I let on. She didn’t just downplay her attractiveness the way a lot of women do out of some fear of being judged for being egotistical. She was constantly talking down about herself, telling me I must be blind or lying when I complimented her. Denying the fact that she turned other men’s heads when she walked into the room.

I knew it all stemmed from her childhood, from the way her mother insisted on dressing her and cutting her hair. I never knew the reason behind it, but Iris’s mom seemed to want to keep her daughter as unappealing as possible, even into her teenage years. Which is when I met her.

When I saw how beautiful she really was, despite her mom’s interference.

When I fell in love with her.

Once she was freed to choose her own clothes, her own hairstyle, her own makeup, Iris blossomed into an adult who any man would be lucky to see wearing a white dress and walking down a church aisle toward him.

I was glad she was mine--proud, even. I loved to see how other men looked at her--stared at her--knowing they’d never have her. Knowing they’d never see that every inch of her was just as beautiful as the parts they could see.

I sometimes imagine what they’d do, these other men, if they had her for one night. I sometimes even jack off thinking about it, thinking of a stranger’s hands all over my wife’s supple little body, his mouth on her nipples, his cock in her ass…

I told her about it one time, my fantasies, when she was giving me what I’m convinced is the best handjob any man has ever been given in the history of handjobs. She was doing this thing where she was holding the base of my cock in a death grip while stroking the top and it was taking forever to come. I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life and I started talking, revealing my most embarrassing thoughts about her and other men in an attempt to get to where she was slowly taking me.

I’d been worried about telling her those things, thinking she might be offended or think less of me. But after she finally let me come, she made me use a vibrator on her while telling her the same stuff all over again.

Of course, it’s all fantasy. It’s not like I actually want another man to enjoy what I’ve enjoyed these last twenty-plus years. And it’s not like Iris would ever do anything like that to me.

After that fun little fantasy session was over, she’d said, “It’s not like other men would even want me the way you do.”

Yes, I married an insane woman.

But she’s my insane woman, and I love her.

As I walked through the rows of vendor booths, I barely paid any attention to what they were offering. My mind was consumed with the thought of my wife’s insecurities. I’d thought for a long time that I needed to do something about them, to help her see them for what they were, to bring her out of the prison her mom had built for her decades ago.

I wanted, more than anything, for Iris to feel as beautiful as she was. To feel as sexy as she was. To feel like she could have any man she wanted, even if she was stuck with me--her slightly overweight, slightly balding, more-than-slightly obsessed with his wife husband.

I might have made it through the whole convention center without talking to any of the vendors had one of them not said my name in a voice I recognized but hadn’t heard in almost twenty years.

I turned and looked at the man standing behind a table filled with brochures and protein bar samples. He was holding out his hand for me to shake, and I shook it out of reflex. Part of me recognized him, of course, but part of me was saying there was no way it could be who I thought it was.

His eyes were the same as I remembered from my college days, but everything else about him had changed.

“Nice to see you again, David,” the man said. “It’s been… a long time.”

“It has,” I said. Tentatively, I added his name. “Grant.”

He laughed. “You don’t seem so sure.”

I winced, knowing I’d probably added a question mark to the end of his name when I’d said it. “Sorry, it’s just you look…”

“Right, right,” he said, nodding and looking down at himself, at the chest and stomach muscles that I swear were visible through his tight t-shirt. “Not the fat, nerdy kid who used to help you with Calculus, huh?”

I shook my head and raised an eyebrow. He was downplaying our friendship, as his helping me with Calculus accounted for only a fraction of the time we spent together while we were attending the same college a few hours away from here. But he was right about his assessment of his former self. Whereas my wife’s fitness needs had addressed some slight toning issues so that she looked more or less like a better version of the woman she always was, Grant here had gone through a complete transformation. If I hadn’t heard him speak I doubt I would’ve recognized him.

Even with his voice, if he’d have told me he was someone else I would’ve believed him.

“I’ve worked hard for a long time to get where I’m at,” Grant said. “And I started my own fitness company--” he waved his hands over his table-- “to help others on their own journey.”

I picked up one of his brochures. “Says here you specialize in workplace solutions?”

He nodded. “Yeah. So many people spend so much time at work, I’ve come up with ways to use part of that time toward health and wellness without sacrificing the productivity that’s so important in this country.”

He said that last part with more than a little disdain, and I couldn’t blame him. As a business owner myself, I knew I’d been guilty of eking out every little bit of productivity from my employees and sometimes felt guilty about it.

“So, what have you been up to?” Grant asked me. “I used to keep up with you on Facebook, but to be honest I haven’t even logged in there for a long time.”

No kidding. If memory served, Grant’s Facebook profile picture still showed him to be about a hundred pounds more than he currently was.

“Well, I have my own business, too,” I told him. “Media company. We do advertising and digital marketing for local businesses.”

“Cool,” he said. “I just moved here after having a little bit of success with this back home. I’m kind of starting all over here, so maybe we can chat about opportunities. Unless I’m overstepping?”

“Not at all,” I said, looking through his brochure. “We could definitely use something like this. I know my wife would be on board.”

“Iris, right?” he asked. “Your childhood sweetheart.”

I nodded. I’d told Grant all about her back in the day. Being separated while I went to college was really hard on me, and incessantly talking about her when I couldn’t talk to her on the phone was my coping mechanism. I pulled out my phone to show him some pictures of her.

“Goddamn, she’s even hotter than she was when you showed me pics of her back in college,” Grant said, then immediately looked guilty. “I’m sorry, man. I didn’t mean anything by that. I’ve just gotten so used to speaking the first thing that comes to mind.”

I laughed. “Oh, trust me, I don’t mind. I know how hot she is.”

“Good,” he said. “Then you won’t mind me telling you that you are one lucky bastard.”

“Don’t I know it,” I said. “I just wish Iris knew that.”

“Ah,” he said. “I’m not a licensed therapist, but part of my job is helping people overcome their insecurities. I had to start with myself first, of course. I looked like I do now for quite a while before I was ready to accept that I wasn’t my old self.”

“Iris might be a tough nut to crack in that regard,” I said. “She’s always been attractive and she’s never thought so.”

“I’m sure you tell her,” Grant said.

“I do,” I said. “All the time. So much so that I think it just sounds like a broken record to her. Like she thinks I’m doing it because I’m her husband.”

“Well, I hope it’s not out of line for me to tell her how attractive she is,” Grant said. “Assuming I get to meet her.”

And, just like that, the solution to the problem I’d been pondering presented itself.

---

I settled into a booth at a diner down the street from my office and pulled out my phone. Opening up my security camera app, I found the camera that pointed to the reception desk. Iris was eating her lunch (a store-bought salad) while reading a book. The camera didn’t pick up sound, but I saw the red light on the telephone on her desk light up. She answered the phone, said something into the receiver, and then hung up, going back to her salad and book.

A few minutes of this went by before Grant appeared on screen, approaching Iris at the reception desk. He handed her his card and they began chatting.

I’d asked Grant to be more or less honest with Iris, telling her he was an old friend of mine from college inquiring about what his business could do for mine. I told him he was free to tell her how fit and attractive she was, but only if he really meant it. I was worried that, considering she doesn’t believe me when I tell her those things, she might pick up on any deception on his part. He assured me that, if she was anything like the photos I’d shown him, he’d be more than sincere in his compliments.

I’d expected their entire interaction to last only a few minutes, but they surprised me. I could tell when they’d moved on from talking about business because Iris began playing with her hair the way she sometimes does on the rare occasion she fully believes me when I compliment her. I squinted at my phone screen, trying to make out whether or not she was blushing.

Holy fuck, I thought. She is blushing. Grant must have been laying it on thick, and she was eating it up.

I blinked at my screen. Well, good for her. She deserved to feel good about herself, and I’m glad my old friend was able to do that for her.

At one point, Iris held up the book she was reading. I couldn’t make out what it was, but it seemed to be the centerpiece of their conversation for a bit. I looked at the clock in the upper right hand corner of the camera app and realized more than a half-hour had passed since Grant started talking to Iris. I was going to have to head back to the office for a meeting soon and needed them to wrap things up.

I mean… I guess I could have just gone back while he was there and acted like I was surprised to see him. But the way they were acting with each other, it would’ve felt like I was intruding.

I laughed at myself. Intruding? It’s my office and my wife. What the hell was I worried about intruding on?

On my phone screen, Iris and Grant handed each other their phones. They both tapped something on the other’s phone before switching back. Were they exchanging numbers?

I blinked at the screen, an uncomfortable hollowness forming in my stomach.

After they had their own phones back, Grant left the office. I hurriedly threw away the remains of my lunch, most of it uneaten, and rushed out of the diner to return to the office.

My phone rang before I got there.

“Hey, man,” Grant said from the other end.

“Hey,” I said. “How’d it go?”

“I think it went okay,” he said. “You were right, though. She does not take compliments at face value. Took her a few minutes before she warmed up to me.”

Didn’t really look that way to me, I thought but didn’t say.

“But she believed you?” I asked. “She’ll finally stop thinking I’m lying when I tell her how hot she is?”

“Oh, I think so,” Grant said with a chuckle. “I’m pretty sure I was convincing. And how could I not be? Your wife is hot as fuck, dude.”

My face reddened, unsure whether to say thanks or ask him to stop talking about her like that. Instead, I chose to focus on the business.

“So, did she set up a meeting for you and I to talk about your fitness thing for my company?” I asked.

“Oh, that,” Grant said. “Yeah, we didn’t really talk much about that. I gave her my card and she said she’d let you know about it.”

“Okay,” I said.

“There’s one more thing,” Grant said. “I noticed she was reading a book about Tarot. I mentioned I have a big collection of rare Tarot card decks and… she wants to see it.”

I relaxed a little as I neared my office building. So that was the subject of their intense conversation. Tarot cards. I wanted to laugh. Let her talk to him about Tarot all she wanted; I thought that stuff was nonsense.

“So, you gonna bring your Tarot cards to the office and let her see them?” I asked.

“No,” Grant said. “My collection is too big to easily move around too much. She wants to come by my house and look at them.”

“She wants to go to your house to look at your big… collection,” I said.

“Yeah,” Grant said. “She wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it, so I’m not sure what she’ll say she’s doing this evening.”

“This evening,” I repeated.

“She also, um, said that I could continue my effusive flattery while she was there,” Grant said. “I think it might be good for her, you know?”

“Uh huh,” I said. It might be good for her, but I wasn’t sure how good it’d be for me.

“I had an idea,” Grant said. “I know it might be uncomfortable for you, you know, with your wife being alone with someone who looks like me.”

Fuck, I thought. Unlike Iris, Grant apparently had no self-esteem issues left over from his youth.

When I didn’t reply, Grant went on, “So I was thinking you could be there, too. So you could make sure nothing happened.”

“Oh,” I said, relaxing again. “Yeah, that’s a great idea. I’ll talk to her about it here in a minute.”

“That’s not what I was getting at,” Grant said. “I don’t think we should let her know you’re there.”

“Excuse me?”

“I think if she knows you had me talk to her she might question my sincerity,” Grant said. “I think she should think she’s alone with me and my effusive flattery.”

“And how would we pull that off?” I asked.

“Well, my Tarot collection is on shelves in my living room,” Grant explained. “And there’s a large closet on one wall. There’s a hole that’s big enough to see the whole living room in the door. I’ve been meaning to fix it since I moved in last month but haven’t gotten around to it.”

“You want me to hide in your closet and watch you flirt with my wife?” I asked.

“Essentially, yeah,” he said. “I’m sure you trust her, and I’m an old friend, but I know how something like this could look. Two hot people, alone together…”

“Enough about how hot you are,” I snapped. “Sorry. Yeah, you’re probably right. It would make me feel better if I was there, and it would probably be better if she didn’t know.”

“I’ll text you my address,” Grant said. “Just be there around 6:30 this evening. Iris said she’d try to make it by 7, so that’ll give us plenty of time to get you situated in the closet.”

---

“Come on in,” Grant said when I got to his house.

I walked into his living room and looked around. A large leather couch sat against one wall, facing a large, flatscreen TV mounted on the opposite wall, next to what I assumed was the closet he’d mentioned. I noticed the hole in the door he’d talked about.

Around the room were bookcases with glass doors containing Tarot card decks on display. More Tarot cards and books about the Tarot were on a coffee table in front of the leather couch.

“Wow,” I said. “This is like my wife’s dream come true.”

“I hope so,” he said. “I put a chair in the closet for you.”

He led me to the closet and opened the door. A padded metal folding chair was on the other side. It looked like there was barely enough room for me to sit there with my knees pressed against the door.

“Try it out,” he said. “Make sure you can see everything.”

I sat in the chair and he closed the door. I leaned forward a bit and pressed my face against the door where the hole was. I could see most of the living room from this vantage point, including the big couch and the coffee table.

“It’s good,” I said.

Grant opened the door. “Good. We’ve got some time before Iris gets here. You want something to drink? I’m out of booze right now, but I have soda and tea.”

“I’m good,” I said.

“You sure you’re okay?” he asked. “You seem a little nervous.”

---

I was nervous, but it wasn’t because of him. At least, not directly. When I’d returned to the office, Iris was in a great mood. She was all smiles and seemed… lighter than I’ve ever seen her.

Lighter, yeah. I think that’s the word.

But she didn’t say a thing about my friend paying her a visit. I asked her what she wanted to do after work; we usually get something to eat and go home and watch Netflix or something. She told me she was meeting some friends for dinner and drinks. She asked if she could leave work a little early so she could go home and get ready.

I was floored by her deception, but could understand her not being comfortable with telling me how much she’d like Grant’s flirting. I was less understanding about her going to a strange man’s apartment all alone without telling me, but since I knew I’d be there I let it slide. I couldn’t imagine her cheating on me with anyone, much less someone she’d just met. And even if she didn’t know I was watching, Grant sure did so even if he wasn’t a trustworthy friend he wouldn’t try anything with my wife while I was nearby.

I really had nothing to be nervous about.

Right?

Nevertheless, I nervously paced back and forth in my office, imagining all sorts of scenarios of my wife cheating on me with my old friend. My brain was a big ball of confusion; I couldn’t decipher what I was feeling about the scenarios that flooded my mind. A big part of me--maybe most of me--hated the idea, like any man would. Another part of me, one that fought it out with that bigger part (but was it the bigger part?) seemed to like the idea way too much. I was sweating, my heart was pounding, and my cock…

But the point was moot. Just when it was time for Iris to leave and I thought I couldn’t take my own thoughts anymore, she knocked on my office door. When she came inside, I noticed she was on the verge of tears.

She told me about the whole thing. About Grant flirting with her, about how much she’d liked it, about how much she’d been looking forward to seeing his Tarot collection.

About how attracted she was to him, and about how guilty she felt.

I ignored the fact that I’d been getting hard with each word out of her mouth. I breathed a sigh of relief and started laughing. She looked at me, confused, but I couldn’t help myself. I took her in my arms and kissed her forehead.

“Thank you for telling me,” I told her.

“I’m not going,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Please,” she said. “He’s a hot guy and I’d be all alone with him. I just told you how attracted I am to him.”

I shrugged. “I think it’d be good for you,” I said. “Maybe you should… see where it goes.”

She squinted her eyes. “See where it goes? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Does it feel good to be complimented by someone?” I asked. “And believe them?” I squinted my eyes in mock anger.

“Well, yeah,” she said. “But…”

“Go home,” I said. “Get dressed and put your makeup on like you told me you were going to do to go out with your friends. Maybe text me a picture of yourself after you’re ready. Bask in Grant’s compliments, maybe do some flirting back.”

“Oh, I already did,” she admitted, her face turning red.

My cock hardened even more.

---

“I’m okay,” I finally told Grant. “I’m just worried she might find out I’m here and be upset.”

“Just sit in there and be quiet,” Grant said. “She’ll never suspect a thing.”

We both turned to the sound of knocking on the front door.

Grant raised his eyebrows and said, “She’s early. Must be eager.”

Eager for what, though? The thought came unbidden to my mind.

I rushed to get into place in the closet. Grant closed the door.

It didn’t occur to me until I was looking through the hole in the door that Iris hadn’t texted me a selfie like I’d asked her to. My heart thumped in my chest at the anticipation of seeing what my wife chose to wear for him.

I shook my head. What she “chose to wear for him.” As if it was a date or something.

My mouth dropped open when I saw her walk through the door. She’d done her makeup and hair as if she really had planned on going out drinking with her girlfriends, and her work had taken her already natural beauty up several notches. She was dressed simply enough, in her dark pink tank top and faded jeans, but even her clothes accented her looks. The tanned skin on her bare arms and the parts of her legs showing through the ripped holes in her jeans was radiant. From the way her nipples poked through the thin fabric of her tank top, I could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra--her perfect B-cups were perky enough to not need much support.

Grant sucked in a big breath of air and said, “I didn’t think you could get even more beautiful, but I see I was mistaken.”

“Oh, stop,” she said, playfully slapping him on his big chest. Grant looked over to the closet door. I’m sure he was wondering if her putting her hand on him was a step too far.

“Only if you really want me to,” he told her, stepping to the side to let her in. “And I don’t think you do.”

Iris sighed. “You’re right. I don’t.”

She immediately walked over to one of Grant’s Tarot display cases, her eyes wide. “Wow, you’ve got a nice setup here.”

“Thanks,” he said, looking at her ass as he walked over to join her.

“Do you ever do readings?” Iris asked him, moving on to look at another bookshelf.

“No,” he said. “My… my wife used to.”

“Wife?” Iris asked. I could almost hear the disappointment in her voice.

Grant nodded. “Her name was Melanie. She got me interested in the Tarot, the artwork and the design of the cards. She… she passed away almost two years ago.”

“Oh, no,” Iris said, turning toward him. “I’m so sorry.”

“Thank you,” he said. “We had ten really good years. And she loved me before I looked like this--” he waved his hands up and down his body -- “so I know it was real, you know?”

“You seem really sweet,” Iris said, stepping closer to him. “And that’s always been more important to me than looks. I’m sure it was for Melanie, too.”

They were so close they could probably feel each other’s breath on their faces, which made me realize I was holding in my own breath. My heart was still racing as I watched Iris put her arms around my old friend and pull him close.

After looking toward me in the closet again, Grant tentatively returned the hug and laughed. “What’s that for?” he asked.

“Just seemed like you could use it,” Iris said.

Grant pulled slightly away from Iris and brushed a strand of hair away from her face. “Your husband is one lucky bastard.”

“You think so?” Iris asked.

“I do,” he said. “And I told him as much earlier today.”

“I think… I think I’d rather not talk about my husband,” Iris said. “At least, not when I’m thinking about doing this…”

With that, she stood on her tiptoes and kissed him.

I blinked, convinced my heart was going to pound right out of my chest.

To my surprise, my friend didn’t pull away from her. Instead, he pulled her closer again and returned the kiss. They were locked together for what seemed like a long time before they came up for air.

“Iris…” Grant said, barely loud enough for me to hear.

“Do you really think I’m pretty?” she asked. Her voice was shaky and I thought she might cry at any moment.

“Of course I do,” he said. “And David does, too. He told me he tells you all the time.”

I tried to calm down, glad Grant was injecting me into the conversation even though she said she didn’t want to talk about me. I shifted around nervously on the chair, my cock so hard I fought the urge to get it out and stroke it.

I should have been upset by the kiss that Iris clearly initiated. I think I even was upset; my stomach churned and my hands were shaking. But another part of me wondered with a kind of gleeful curiosity if the kiss was only the beginning.

“David has to say that,” she said. “So I have trouble believing him.”

“But you believe me?”

Iris nodded. “Do you know what else David told me?”

“What’s that?”

“That he fantasizes about other men having their way with me,” she said, reaching for his left hand. She brought it up to her right breast.

Grant turned to look in my direction, a questioning look on his face. I thought he might actually ask me through the door if this was true, but he didn’t have the chance.

Iris put her hands on his waist and pulled him to her, the midsections of their bodies colliding. A gasp escaped both of their mouths at the same time.

They started kissing again, and as they did, Grant grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up. Iris’s legs wrapped around him as he began moving toward the wall next to one of his bookcases.

Once he had her pinned to the wall, he pulled his face away from hers ever so slightly and asked, “Is this a good idea?”

“Probably not,” she said, half of it a moan, before she put both of her hands through his hair and pulled his mouth back to hers.

I forgot how to breathe again as I watched them, kissing each other while she worked her crotch against his waist. And not just his waist. With the wall against her back and Grant supporting her, Iris lowered and raised herself in a way that had to be rubbing against his cock.

They may have been fully clothed, but she was fucking him as sure as anyone does while naked.

Digging her heels into the small of his back, Iris urged Grant to press into her even more. I didn’t realize until I was already doing it, but my hand was on the knob of the closet door, my ass raised slightly out of my chair. Was I really going to stop this?

Did I even want to?

Iris’s movements grew more desperate, moans and gasps escaping her lips even as she kept pressing her mouth into Grant’s. Grant began thrusting into her faster and faster, matching her movements.

Finally, Iris tore her mouth away from my old friend’s and raised her eyes to the ceiling. I watched as her entire body went tense, held against the wall by Grant but no longer moving.

“Fuck,” I heard her say, again almost on the verge of tears.

Did she just…

“Let me down,” she said, and he did. She stood there for a moment, looking lost, before saying, “I’m sorry. Can I use the restroom?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” Grant said. “It’s down the hall over there, all the way to the end.”

When she left the room, Grant looked in my direction and put his hand over his mouth. He looked terrified, as if I was going to kick his ass.

As if I could…

My phone rang in my pocket, startling me. Iris’s ringtone.  I hurriedly dug out my phone and saw Iris’s name and contact photo on my screen. What the fuck?

After silencing my phone so it wouldn’t ring again, I held it close to my face and said quietly, “Hello?”

“David, I…” Iris started. She wasn’t crying--not quite--but was close.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” I asked.

“Something happened,” she said. “I want to say I didn’t mean for it to but I think that might be a lie.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “Whatever it is.”

“Easy for you to say,” she said. “Not knowing what it is.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked.

“I keep thinking about what you said earlier,” she said. “When you said I should see where things go.”

I looked back through the peephole and saw Grant pacing back and forth.

“Yeah,” I said. “I remember.”

“And your fantasy,” she went on. “About me and…”

“Someone else,” I finished.

“Someone else,” she repeated.

After a long pause, I said, “So…”

“You were right,” Iris said. “It feels really good to be complimented by someone.”

“And believe them,” I added.

“Maybe… this will help me believe you, too,” she said.

“Then, whatever you’re so conflicted about will have been worth it,” I said, not sure how true I really thought that was.

“Okay,” Iris said. “So, you’re telling me not to be conflicted about this?”

“I don’t know what it is exactly you’re conflicted about,” I lied, “but I think if whatever it is helps you--helps us--then you should see where it goes.”

“See where it goes,” she repeated. “You know I love you, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “Unlike you, I never doubt anything my spouse tells me.”

“This is crazy,” she said.

“What is?” I asked, but she didn’t answer me before hanging up.

I was putting my phone away when I heard Grant say, “Everything okay?”

I looked through the peephole and saw Iris sitting on the couch. “Yeah,” she replied. “I think so.”

Iris patted the seat next to her and Grant sat down.

“If I got carried away earlier, I’m sorry,” Grant said, looking toward the closet again. “I’m not sure what came over me.”

“It’s okay,” Iris said, her hand rubbing Grant’s knee. “More than okay. In fact, I’d like to… return the favor.”

“Favor?” Grant asked, but my wife was already unbuckling his belt.

It might sound crazy, but I think I knew exactly what was going through Grant’s mind as my wife fished his cock out of his pants and began stroking it. Our eyes met, his staring at the closet door and mine gazing out of the tiny peephole, and in his eyes I could see a range of things. Lust, fear, hope, and regret all fought it out in those dark eyes of his. His shoulders went up ever so slightly in a shrug, as if to signal to me that if I didn’t do something he was just going to let what was happening happen.

I didn’t know, until my gorgeous wife put her gorgeous lips on the tip of my old friend’s cock, that I was going to let it happen.

And then it was too late. Iris engulfed Grant’s cock, stroking the lower half as the top half disappeared into her warm and waiting mouth. Grant, apparently no longer concerned with what I must think, laid his head on the back of the couch and let her do it.

I couldn’t blame him. I know from experience how good Iris’s head game is. I felt jealous, not just because she was sucking him off but because I wanted her to suck me off right then, too. My cock was leaking so much precum I could feel the wetness in my underwear.

And sure, I felt some of the typical emotions any man would feel at witnessing their wife going down on another man: disbelief, pain, and even anger. But those feelings were secondary to the ones of awe and admiration I felt as I watched them on that couch.

Grant groaned, raising his hips up as Iris bobbed up and down on his shaft, copious amounts of her saliva spilling out of her mouth and sliding down the length of him. She stroked him faster and faster, as if she couldn’t wait for him to shoot his cum down her throat. He put his fingers through her hair and began gently moving her head up and down, urging her to let him help her fuck her mouth.

Grant reached over with his free hand and gripped the arm of the couch. “You look so hot with my cock in your mouth,” he muttered. “And I’m so close…”

Somehow my own cock was in my hand, but I couldn’t remember even unzipping my pants. I was stroking myself, waiting for my old friend to fill my wife’s mouth up with his seed.

But then, Iris stopped. She pulled her mouth off of him and slowed down her stroking for a moment before pulling her hand away, too. Grant raised his hips even higher as if he was trying to chase her mouth with his cock.

“I’m sorry,” Iris said. “I need a minute.”

“Sure,” Grant said as Iris got up from the couch and headed to the bathroom again. I could tell he was trying--and failing--not to sound frustrated. I knew how he felt. Despite the bizarre situation in which I’d found myself, I was feeling pretty damn frustrated right now, too.

Grant sat there, his pants still down around his ankles and his cock still erect and pointing toward the ceiling. He didn’t look in my direction, probably weirded out to be sitting there with his dick out in front of his old college buddy but not so weirded out that he wanted to put it away in case Iris came back for more. I had only a moment to consider my college buddy’s cock, which was a fair amount longer and thicker than the one I still had in my hand, when my phone buzzed.

Iris.

“Hello?” I said.

“You need to tell me to stop,” she said.

“Stop what?” I asked.

“I’ve… crossed some lines,” she said. “But not the one that really matters and…”

I swallowed hard. She wanted me to tell her it was okay to fuck him.

“Which one would that be?” I asked. I swear I think my heartbeat was louder than my voice, but I wanted to hear her tell me what she wanted.

“I think you know,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“So?”

I froze, unable to respond.

“If you don’t say anything in the next ten seconds, I’m going to take that as your permission.”

Permission to… what? I tried to ask, but no sound came out of my mouth. My lips were moving but I wasn’t saying a goddamn thing.

“Five seconds.”

Was she actually timing this?

“Okay,” she said after what must have been exactly ten seconds. “I love you, baby.”

“I love you, too,” I managed to get out before she hung up.

It took her a couple of minutes to reenter the living room. By the time she did, Grant’s erection was losing steam, his cock slowly deflating. Iris would take care of that little issue, though, because when she walked back into the room she was completely naked.

“Fuck,” Grant whispered, his cock stiffening again. “You’re perfect.”

“So I’ve been told,” Iris said. “And I’m starting to believe it.”

“Good,” Grant said, kicking off his pants and ditching his t-shirt. “Do you want to go to the bedroom?”

I panicked, worried she’d say yes. A bed would certainly be more comfortable for them, but then I wouldn’t be able to see it.

To see them.

To see her.

“No,” she said. “Stay right where you are.”

She walked over to him and stood in front of him for a moment, treating me to a view of her slender back and shapely ass. She bent forward, her hands on the back of the couch on either side of Grant’s head, and kissed him. She wiggled her ass and I could see her juices glistening off of her pussy lips. That she was so wet and ready for him made me have second thoughts and again I found one hand on the doorknob even as the other continued to stroke my cock. I slowly pulled my hand off of the knob and I smiled, watching her ass shake. It was like she was putting on a show for me even though she didn’t know I was watching.

And then she climbed onto his lap.

She was still for a moment, her pussy hovering over his cock, which twitched madly beneath her. Slowly, painfully so, she lowered herself until her dripping lower lips were on him, shoving his cock down so that its tip was visible to me through her thighs. She began moving back and forth, stroking his cock with her thighs, with her pussy, causing both of them to moan.

“Do you want to fuck me, Grant?” Iris asked teasingly.

Grant laughed. “What do you think?” he asked. “Can’t you tell?”

“Tell me,” she said. “Tell me how much you want to fuck me.”

“I want to fuck you more than I want to breathe,” he said, quietly.

“Louder,” she said.

“Fuck, Iris,” he said, raising his voice. “You’re killing me.”

Iris giggled. “Would you fuck me even if my husband were watching?”

“What?” Grant asked.

“Tell me you’d fuck me even if David were here,” she said. “Tell me you want me so bad you’d fuck me no matter what.”

“I’d fuck you no matter what,” he answered immediately. “Even if your husband were here. Even if he was watching.”

I swallowed hard, my face flushed. I didn’t know if I was more surprised by the specificity of her question, considering she didn’t know I was actually watching, or Grant’s readiness to answer that question, knowing that I was.

Iris raised up off of Grant’s cock and said, “So fuck me, Grant. Fuck me like I’m the only thing that matters.”

Grant reached for his cock and raised it so the head disappeared into my wife’s slick folds. “You are the only thing that matters right now.”

“Oh, God,” Iris said as she lowered herself again, this time impaling herself on Grant’s long, hard shaft.

Grant grabbed my wife’s hips and pulled her down even further onto him, eliciting a joyful sigh from her. They remained like that for a moment, presumably to let her get used to the fullness of his big cock inside her. Then, she leaned forward, her hands on his shoulders, and she began moving.

I was still stroking myself, but only absent-mindedly, my attention completely on the spectacle as seen through the tiny hole in Grant’s closet door. Iris moved slowly at first, but it didn’t take her long to pick up speed. After a few moments, she’d gotten into a good rhythm and the sound of their skin slapping together filled the room, alongside my wife’s little squeaks of pleasure.

“I’m going to come,” Grant warned Iris.

“Please,” she moaned, “just a minute more… I’m so…”

She couldn’t finish her sentence, her words devolving into cries of pleasure as she slammed down onto Grant, burying his cock inside her as far as it would go. Her entire body shook violently.

And then Grant’s legs twitched, and I saw him raise his hips up, lifting Iris up in the process, and I knew my old friend had just exploded inside my wife’s pussy.

Iris collapsed onto Grant, both of them breathing heavily and laughing at the same time. His deflating cock slowly slid out of her, causing her to groan at the sudden emptiness. A moment later, I watched his cum start to slowly seep out of her.

Iris moved off of Grant’s lap and sat back on the couch next to him. Then, looking right in my direction, she smiled and opened her legs, massaging her inner thighs with both of her hands. More of Grant’s cum leaked out of her red and swollen pussy, dribbling onto the couch.

My heart was pounding as I stared at my wife, who seemed to be staring right at me. With a grin, she finally turned toward Grant and said, “Thank you. For everything.”

“Oh, it was my pleasure, trust me,” he said, smiling back.

Iris leaned toward Grant and whispered something into his ear. His eyes got wide and he nodded.

“I’m gonna go take a shower,” he said, standing up and leaving the room.

I had only a moment to wonder why he didn’t offer to let Iris go get cleaned up first. She stood up and walked toward the closet where I was hiding. I saw her hand reach for the doorknob and I panicked, thinking impossibly about how to escape.

But there was no escape, of course. The door swung open and there she stood, my beautiful wife, looking no less beautiful because she had another man’s cum draining down the insides of each of her legs. In fact, I think she was more beautiful because of what happened. Like a lot of people, Iris always has an after-sex glow, but this time?

She was like the fucking sun.

“I’d hoped you enjoyed the show,” she said, looking down at my cock, which was still in my hand. “And I see that you did.”

I knew my face must have been redder than her well-used pussy. “How did you know?”

She smiled. “A few ways. I saw your car parked down the block. I noticed Grant looking toward the closet door several times. I heard my ringtone from the bathroom when I called you the first time. And… I could see an eyeball through the hole in the door.”

“Whoops.”

She laughed. “Yeah. Didn’t really strain my detective skills. Also… you didn’t mention that you’d talked to Grant earlier today, but from what he said before I kissed him, you obviously had. I figured the two of you set all this up.”

“We, uh… totally didn’t.”

“Oh,” she said, biting her lip. “Well, anyway, I knew it was risky, and I was worried about hurting you. But… I’m well aware of your fantasy and between you obviously watching us and my phone calls, I figured you had ample opportunity to stop me if you wanted.”

“I almost did,” I said.

“Really?” she asked.

“I’m glad I didn’t,” I said.

“Me too,” she said.

“So, you gonna believe me from now on?” I asked. “When I tell you you’re hot and that any man would be lucky to have you.”

She rubbed her chin in mock consideration. She looked toward the hallway, where we could hear Grant taking his shower. “I don’t know… I might need a few more reminders.”

With that, she closed the closet door in my face and headed off to join my old friend in the shower.

---
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