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Ben’s texted question glowed up into my face like a blue flame cupped in my hands sending my shadow against all six sides of the closet I was tucked inside of.
“Ready to concede yet?” he had texted me from my own bed. Shifting on her feet impatiently like a kitten anticipating her treat, my wife Lola, 31, a quiet, efficient librarian, hooked her thumbs into the waist of her black lace panties and lowered them half way down her thighs to leave them there stretched between her legs. She was standing right in front of the closet, right in front of the gap in the doors against which my eyeball pressed from the other side.
Ben was already stripped to his shorts. “Don’t want you to be uncomfortable,” he grinned to Lola. She had already lifted off her grey loose knit sweater with the thick neck and peeled away her tight torn jeans for him. I could smell how wet she had become. It was a perspective on my wife I had never imagined. It wasn’t just the physical angle, behind and below her near nude body, that was like nothing I’d seen before. It was also her brimming sexuality, her lust unleashed. She was a consummate librarian, she was all about order and efficiency and predictability. Yet here she was becoming overtaken by deep, untamed urges.
Her and Ben went into our bedroom for the mirror there — the mirrors on the front of the closet doors behind which I was peering out at my wife where she lifted one foot before the other to pinch her fallen panties from her toes and toss them behind her where they crumpled on the floor against the doors so close to me I could touch them, I could smell them. There was a wet spot on the front.
I had been creeping in the dark hallway outside our living room before I darted into the bedroom by accident.
“The body,” Ben pontificated to her on our couch, “has certain proportions that we know internally.” He was a professional artist, he made a living from paintings. He was methodical about it, nearly scientific. “Proprioception — have you seen that word before?”
“No,” she grinned from the other side of the couch. I didn’t set that part up, that was all Ben, but giving Lola a new word was like dangling nip in front of the kitten she was. Her grin, sliding across her face crookedly, her eyes, enlarging, her reorientation of her body toward him sideways on the couch, gave me my first clues that maybe I didn’t know her quite as well as I thought I did when I made that ill-advised bet with Ben.
“Do you have a mirror?” he asked her.
She glanced in the hallway by the front door and nearly right at me, if I hadn’t darted through the bedroom door.
“Big one, floor to ceiling type of thing.”
She sucked her cheek between her teeth and grinned. “In the bedroom I guess,” she said, but she didn’t move.
“Let’s go look,” he said. She remained uncertain, even reluctant. Going into our bedroom with him without me there she knew was a flirting step too far. But she rolled her eyes and inhaled deeply and lead him to the bedroom down the hall cradling her hands together in front of her body.
I was in the bedroom because that was the only escape I had from the shadows of the hallway I’d been peering at them from. I hadn’t planned to stuff myself in the bedroom closet but that was my only choice when she flicked the light on and came inside. I barely closed the door on myself in time.
“It means how the brain seems to have a sixth sense of where exactly the body is in relation to the space it occupies, the room, say, and it intuitively almost seems to know how it moves in that space, without vision or hearing or any sense.”
“Do you make girls take their clothes off for you a lot?” my wife said to him. Ben never said anything about taking her clothes off. What was true was what Ben had told me at the bar, that girls often do spontaneously when they find out he’s an artist who paints nudes.
“They just seem to feel compelled,” he shrugged. Me and the other guys from the beer league hockey team were all held in a silent spell wondering what that would be like. We all suspected Ben lead some charmed existence where he had hot young girls falling all over him all the time. We probably weren’t far off in that judgement.
“Do you mostly do bodies?” Lola spoke so quietly to him it was on the edge of sounding intimate. She’d pulled her large sweater off and peeled her jeans down her legs. It was more than I thought could possibly happen and I’d already lost the bet, I figured.
Her bra hit the floor next and Ben said, “Hang on,” and he made as though he had to text some emergency to someone. “Just have to check something at the gallery — you made me think of something.”
My wife stood in only her panties directly in front of my nose with her fingers twisting together where they grappled behind her back an inch from the door. I steadied my breathing and blinked my eyes to keep them from drying in the stare that they fell into.
Thankfully I was present in mind enough of to turn off the sounds on my phone. It vibrated in my pocket and I gingerly reached to pull it out making sure to bump no wall with an elbow or god forbid touch the doors against which Lola began to lean.
“Ready to concede,” he had written, and that’s when my wife had peeled down her panties for him.
Lola usually came to get me at the bar Sunday nights after our game — it let me have a couple beers without worrying about driving home. Sometimes she stayed for one herself. She enjoyed the loud, brash jocular boasting of all the guys. It must have been about as directly opposite the world she lived in, being in charge of the small community library branch with all the seniors and kids all day.
Last Sunday, she went up to the bar to get one for me, Ben and herself and began chatting with another wife up there. That was when Ben leaned over to me and, with both of our eyes examining her form from afar, me as an admiring husband, Ben as an artist, he said, “I bet that she really is a fucking fox in bed.”
It wasn’t like Ben to talk about anyone’s wife like that, but before Lola arrived, the general conversation around the table was about those women who are ladies in public who turn out to be the one’s who are the wildest in private. Everybody looked at me because there was no one’s wife so prim and proper in public as Lola was. I could only grin and they all knew, or at least their imaginations all ran away in the second, because the truth was, she bore out the veracity of that truism like no other. It didn’t help quell their boisterousness that Lola happened to be bona fide hot. Nor did it help things that she walked in that very moment, walked behind me, and draped her hand over my chest from behind and leaned down with her long, milk chocolate hair falling over both our faces to say in my ear, “gonna so rock you tonight,” leaving me gulping and swallowing when she tittered and snaked away to the bar to get drinks. She was wearing tight black leggings and a flouncy long blue-and-white checkered shirt that was tight around her high waist and chest. She had to have known the dead-quiet table of guys was staring at her. She clacked away in her tall heeled boots to make sure of that.
“Only one way for you to find out,” I said to Ben. It was not a pre-thought thing to say, and it was not anything I imagined saying to anyone. Ben and I are not only notorious around our hockey league for being overly competitive, but we also both border on suffering addictions to gambling. The other guys laugh — they play fantasy leagues and bet games and spreads through all the sports all the time, but Ben and I take things to a level nobody else can handle. We’ll bet who the server talks to first, we’ll bet the weather the next day, we’ll even bet the over-under on the year of release of the next song on the juke box.
“Like that would ever happen,” Ben said, sliding further into his seat still staring, like me, at Lola who smiled and waved at us in her conversation with the other wives across the bar. That sliding down in his seat — that was him thinking odds. Because I’m a gambling addict, I can’t turn off my mind once it’s on the hunt.
“I supposed there’s a chance.” That was my usual way of throwing down the betting gauntlet with Ben, and he knew it, too. He slowly rotated toward me with the stunned expression of someone told the most unbelievable thing they’d ever heard.
We just stared at each other. In the way I didn’t laugh, I didn’t turn away, I didn’t dismiss, he knew, it’s on. “Odds?”
I thought about it. We had a default bet of $20. Odds were stated between us with our own short hand to make it quick. How many times that default did the person taking the longer odds get for a win? “1” would mean it’s a straight up $20 bet — loser pays winner $20. “4” would mean shorter odds takes 20, longer odds gets 80.
I looked at Lola’s sweet ass and realized my addiction was out of control. I was about to bet Ben he couldn’t score with my wife. But the compulsion was too strong. “10” I said. It wasn’t the $200 I was thinking I could win, it was the bragging rights. I never stopped to consider the scenario where I’d be bragging to Ben after he tried to sleep with my wife. But that is what I set up.
I don’t think either of us considered it any sort of real possibility. Which is why he texted me again to check if I was willing to concede. My wife was now naked kneeling on the foot of the bed.
“I guess,” I said at the bar that night, “you could come over Saturday night to watch the game with us, dinner, that sort of thing.”
“Okay, okay,” he said, turning his face to me but keeping his eyes on Lola.
“And maybe I don’t know I get a call and my dad is going to the hospital,” I went on.
He turned to me with alarm.
“No worries,” I waved him off. “It happens all the time, nothing serious but I’m often called away to help him out.”
He nodded. “You get a call,” he said.
“I get a call, and I have to go, and then I text her and tell her I have to stay longer.”
“Leaving me alone with her for some guaranteed amount of time.”
“Leaving you alone with her.”
He turned to me with a serious expression. “Do you think wives cheat like husbands do, like for the same reasons?”
“What reason is that?” I kept staring at her. Seeing her through the eyes of another man, seeing her as someone who hadn’t been attainable and might be soon, gave me a shiver through my body.
“Opportunity, just, lust rushes up chemically, and if they can do it, they will, thinking nothing of it, just like guys do, mostly.”
I turned to him and frowned.
He smacked my shoulder. “Oh come on, you telling me that if you were off on some academic conference for a weekend at a hotel, and some hot thing was coming onto you, that if you thought you could get away with it with no consequences, you wouldn’t do it?”
I wanted to say no but I had to be honest. “Fair enough.”
“Do you think women are the same sometimes?” We both looked back at her as she began to step like a model toward us, carefully holding three glasses together in her hands with a nervous grin on her face.
I had never thought about it before. But seeing her now, holding back her laughter, knowing Ben’s eyes and the eyes of half the men, all married, were on her (Ben was the only one who wasn’t), I could see her self-awareness as a sexual being maybe for the first time, or at least as a sexual being outside the confines of our 3-year marriage.
I watched her sit down as closely as Ben watched her and she drew her gaze from my face to his and back to mine. “Okay,” she droned suspiciously. “What’s going on?”
Ben just grinned and shook his head slowly at her giving away completely that we had been talking about her.
“Nothing,” I said, and I took my glass and tilted it back to hide my face.
Ben guffawed and kicked me under the table and laughed. I couldn’t believe he was toying with her like that, but she reached under the table and from Ben’s reaction —pained howling — I knew she had squeezed his leg above his knee.
“Tell me what you guys were talking about,” she grimaced at him.
“Okay okay!” Ben squirmed. I shot big bugged out eyes at him but he grinned at her and started on about painting a portrait of her.
It was a good recovery, but it had an effect on Lola. She kept glancing at me like what he was describing was a forbidden fruit. But the truth was, we both knew the kind of art he usually produced, and it was often naked or near naked women partially obscured by sheer curtains or silky sheets or something like that. He often got on the topic of bodies and nakedness on the pretense of being an artist and forgetting that the rest of us were not and naked bodies were not part of our everyday working life experience.
“I’m just saying,” he looked at me knowing full well I was pissed at how close he was skirting things, “Lola has a classic kind of body to paint, it’s like the kind of thing an artist wants to paint.”
She slinked back in her chair and dangled one leg over the other toying with the lemon wedge stuck on the edge of her glass. “Why do you say that?” She was pretending to engage the artist in a conversation about his technique but I could tell that she was aroused talking about her body with Ben.
It had happened before. He was over for a dinner one time and after he left, she wouldn’t shut up about him. “It sounds like you’re attracted to him!” I laughed as we readied for bed together in the bathroom.
“He’s an attractive guy, I mean, he lives the life, he’s an observant man, what woman doesn’t want to be observed by an artist?”
I could think of plenty women who wouldn’t want to be looked at that closely and clinically, but apparently my wife loved the idea.
“I mean,” she hip-checked me, teasing me, “you’re not going to leave me alone with him, so what could possibly go wrong?” The way she looked at me told me she had imagined it. She drew up beside me and pressed her open pjs top against my arm. “You trust me, don’t you baby?” The way she said it, her eyes on my lips, she both stirred me up and made me suspicious. She turned and tittered to herself as she padded back to our bed, lifting herself onto it on her knees and turning to look at me and my reaction over her shoulder and through her strands of hair that fell over her face. She knew how to get things going between us.
Now she was crawling up on the same bed in the same way only without pjs on or anything else. I stared at Ben’s question on my phone and I knew the correct answer was “I concede.” I knew that a man was supposed to not let a friend take his wife. I knew that a husband was supposed to step in before things went past the point of no return. I knew that I was supposed to feel outraged. But I wrote him back with nothing like that. “Keep going,” I said.
I stared at it myself as much as he did and maybe with even more disbelief. My head vibrated on my neck and my heart raced in my chest. What did I mean, “Keep going?” I had always told myself my gambling issue is going to get me in trouble one day, that my gambling problem is out of control. But there was something about that night that wasn’t just the gambling thing. I knew I was using it as an excuse this time for something else entirely different.
It wasn’t the consummate gambler in me that was pressing Ben to keep things going with Lola as though he hadn’t won already, with her naked and walking on her knees toward him on our bed as slinky as a fox. I knew the word for it. I’d explored it online. I had a hidden part of myself to blame, something I never told Lola about or anyone else, including my old high school girlfriend. I was a cuckold — not the kind who gets cheated on, per se, but the kind who likes to see his girl with another man. The knowing, empowered, cuckold. The fetishist cuckold.
I satisfied myself that, as a kink, it paled before most others. It was pretty tame, harmless really. But I had never acted on it, not until that night. Because what I didn’t reveal to Ben was that me hiding and watching wasn’t because I didn’t trust him, it was because the whole thing, if I was going to be honest, wasn’t about betting, it was about watching. I wanted him to score with Lola, I wanted to lose the bet. To me it was a genius way of getting my kink without revealing it to anyone.
I knew about it, the way I was built like that, from a long time before. It was a party in grade 12. I was looking everywhere for my girlfriend at a massive house party at this old mansion in the woods outside town. I was trying doors in the hallway upstairs and one door was kicked back into my face before I even peeked inside. Whoever was in there was laying on the floor.
I checked that nobody was coming and slipped into the room next door that was empty. With my ear pressed to the wall, I could hear high-pitched female cries punctuated with jolts as though the girl’s whole body were being slammed. I could hear laughter and moaning and, finally, the girl cry out that she was cumming in nearly a breathless scream.
I had my cock out in my hand before I realized what I was doing. Her orgasm was too much for me to take and I shot myself all over the wall. Ashamed, I pulled my pants closed again and slipped out the door.
I got as far as the bottom of the steps where I had to hang my head in shame and think about what I’d done. I was just about to push up and continue looking for Kim when I heard her voice on the stairs above and behind me.
“Where were you, I was looking all over for you,” she said, totally pre-empting me. A moment after she appeared, Dave, a guy I knew, came around the top of the stairs, saw me talking with Kim at the bottom, and about-faced directly back into the shadows up top.
Kim said we should go. In the car, I ran my hand up her thigh under her dress and thought I felt a wet glob. When I pushed up higher, she pushed my hand down and said she didn’t feel like it. I was pushy and insistent though — I had been turned on in a way I hadn’t felt before and in my mind, I hadn’t put it together yet that nobody else was upstairs, and no one came from the noisy room after Kim and Dave appeared on the stairs.
I pushed my hand further up her skirt thinking she was just being flirty with me, and went high enough that I realized she had no panties on.
I pretended not to notice. We kissed when I got her home and I carried on to my house. It was only in bed later that my mind put it all together: the cries were hers, and the laughter, it was her and Dave I’d been listening to through the wall, and she’d lost her panties in the rush. It was my reaction that scared me. I wasn’t pissed off and I wasn’t betrayed. All I felt was extreme arousal. I jerked off imagining my girlfriend riding him, cumming on him. And when I saw her a couple of days later, it was all I could think about when I was around her.
Ben wrote me another text, and this time said he can’t write anymore, that Lola was going to get too suspicious. “I think she’s going to go all the way,” he wrote. I peeked. She was laying on him, having pulled his shorts off. They were necking on the bed. She had turned the main light off and only the dim bedside lamp was on. She was laughing, moaning, and purring against him.
“Last chance,” he wrote. “I’m putting the phone away after this.”
I listened to Kim when she fucked Dave those dozen or so years ago, but I never saw it. The same feeling I had in that dark room, and later at home when I realized it was my girlfriend I had been listening to, once again invaded my mind like a thick dark cloud. It was all I could think — that that was my wife who was crawling around on top of Ben’s naked body, that was my wife who was so full of lust and urgency, that was my wife so wild with sexuality. I didn’t answer him, I only put my phone in my pocket — and I opened my pants.
What struck me particularly hard was how bold my wife had become. She laughed with him but she also fondled his cock. She gathered her hair over one shoulder and then teased him as though she might or might not lower her open, waiting mouth over his rigid cock. She tittered at him before taking him in her mouth.
What she did next blew me away. My wife got excited about different things in bed but usually needed to be coaxed. She was shy and embarrassed about things, especially about asking for things, let alone demanding them. There were hangups in her past about revealing herself as sexually aroused. Not that night. With Ben’s cock in her mouth, she not only moaned her approval deeply, she also maneuvered her body around and teased him again, this time with lowering and raising her pussy over his face.
Ben rubbed his hands freely all over my wife’s body, which by itself was driving me crazy. But when she lowered her hips and buried his face below her pussy, I nearly bumped my head on the closet doors and fell out. My wife was noisy in bed typically. But that night, she was loud, a completely different woman. She waved her back and twisted her hips over his face. She raised her mouth off his cock and threw her head back and groaned in deep, animalistic tones. She had no trouble showing Ben that what he was doing to her was arousing her beyond crazy. She could barely catch her breath before she seemed to recall the hard cock in her hand, and unable to withstand the arousal of it, she seemed compelled to engulf him deeply in her mouth to moan, to contort on him and to stroke him into her lips.
The scene that arrested me though was when my wife pulled up from Ben’s cock, saliva stringing from her mouth to his head, and she turned around on top of him. I didn’t think even then that she would do it all with him. But she arched hard when his fingertips stroked her stomach and she fumbled behind her ass with her fingers finding his cock and balls behind her when he twisted and pulled on her nipples.
She reached behind herself and squeezed his big long cock and lifted herself up on her knees. “No telling now,” she said to him, and she chuckled. She drew the head of his cock through the furrow of her pussy and coated him in her soaking lips. Just as I gulped about seeing something I dared not to allow myself to think about the whole week, she sank down on him. I thought she must be just rubbing on him, but then she flopped forward to kiss him and removed her hand. That was when I could clearly see: his cock was deep inside her.
She curled and uncurled her spine and I watched from only a few feet away as my wife’s pussy lips gripped up and down over the shaft of my friend’s cock.
“You like it deep?” he said to her.
“Uh-huh,” she said in reply. Then she surprised me in a night of surprises. She said back to him, “You like it fast?”
He only snickered before she sat up on him and began to buck against him with a ferocity I’d never seen in her. She cried out and arched hard, throwing her head so far back, if her eyes were open, she could have seen my own eye glaring out between the closet doors. She fucked him so hard the bed skidded on the floor.
I was feeling lightheaded and nearly falling over. My legs vibrated and my breath was short. Lola turned around and laughed over her shoulder at him below her, and then lowered her hips again to ride Ben reverse cowgirl style. I deked behind the door of the closet. Our faces were only a few feet apart. She laughed as she fucked him, every time he moaned and groaned. She loved taking him on.
Finally he had had enough of her teasing him and he threw her down under him and forced her legs wide around his arms planted at her head. I could see her fingernails dig into his shoulders, and when he entered her, I could see them dig into his ass. The sounds he made my wife sing were the same as when my girlfriend was being pilloried in the room next door at that party. He thrust himself so hard into her I thought she would stop him, that she would tell him to slow down and not fuck her so damned hard. But she didn’t do that. She only pushed her legs straighter up to the ceiling, dug her nails in deeper in his flesh, and cried out with a sexual lust beyond description as he bounced her whole body through the mattress. She erupted and came with such satisfaction, I was unable to stop myself. I shot all over the back of the closet doors and it was a good thing he was still pounding her so hard the bed banged the wall, because I fell down noisily in the closet.
When they went to the bathroom together, I slipped out of the closet, out to the hallway, and out the front door. I gave her time to tidy up before I texted her that I was on my way home. “Ben still there, or he go yet?”
“He’s still here,” she admitted.
“What you guys do?”
She took a long time to answer. “Just hung out,” she finally said. Then she added, “We should have him over more often, he’s fun.”
By the time I came up, Ben had wisely slipped away and went home. We got ready for bed together as usual. “So you like having Ben over?”
She looked at me through the mirror. “Why, you jealous?” She proceeded to floss with her eyes still on mine.
“Jealous of what?”
“Don’t you think he was here an awfully long time alone with me?” She grinned like she was trying to provoke me.
“Like you said, I trust you,” I grinned back.
“Maybe I can let you watch me with him next time,” she suddenly said before turning and leaving the bathroom. She turned out the lights to tease me. I put them back on — I wasn’t finished yet. She walked to bed in her pjs like she knew I was watching her go. I couldn’t tell though if she was just teasing like she sometimes liked to do, or if she was telling me something.
“Watch you do what with him next time?” I returned the volley.
“Oh I don’t know,” she giggled. “I leave that to your imagination.” She lifted off her top and tossed it aside, knowing what her bare chest does to me. I came to bed and we kissed and fondled. I was this close to telling her that I saw everything, and even that I set it up and bet on her.
“When?” she said.
“When what?”
“When can we have Ben over again?” I didn’t answer, but she climbed on me, kissed me all over, and made such deep passionate love to me, I forgot the question. She reminded me when she lowered herself on me and pushed her lips into my ear.
“Maybe I want to do things with your friend,” she moaned. I still didn’t answer, it was too close. “Maybe he turns me on,” she said. I wanted to answer, I wanted to tell her what I saw, I wanted to tell her I loved it, but I was unable to speak. “Would you want to watch me fuck him?” she said so directly into my ear, it was like she was in my head. It wasn’t totally unusual for her to tease me like that. But she couldn’t have known, could she? She didn’t seem to expect an answer. She laughed and fucked me hard enough to make me cum inside her.
Afterword, she asked more directly what I thought of it. “I mean, if I told you I wanted to, you know, just for the thrill of it, not for anything else, would you be like, absolutely not?”
“About what? You asking me if you can fuck Ben?” I asked it incredulously, laughing even at the ridiculousness of it.
But she was firm. “Yeah,” she grinned. “Let’s just say, a hypothetical. I’ve been reading about couples who do that. I just don’t know, are you, are we, that kind of couple?”
She was serious. “I guess we would talk about it,” I said swallowing. Did she know?
“I think we are talking about it,” she replied.
“Are you telling me you want to fuck Ben?”
She stared a long moment before she slowly shrugged and dropped her eyes to the far corner. “I mean,” she struggled. “I’m not saying that’s a yes and I’m not saying it’s a no, but if I had said maybe, what might have been the sort of thing you’d say?”
We’d both treated sex quite recreationally. We were doing it before we were in any sense in a relationship with each other. And we’d gone spells without it with no drop-off in our relationship. For us a relationship and sex were never synonymous. You could have either one without the other. Or at least that’s how it felt to us and it felt good and reasonable and correct that way. This was certainly a test of that philosophy.
“I guess I’d want to make sure there was no relationship intent behind it — no urge to end the relationship with me, and no urge to have a relationship with him.”
She laughed and covered her mouth and laughed again. “I’m sorry, but that’s a complete no, I could never be in a relationship with him!”
“But you could imagine fucking him . . . “
“It’s different. It’s like, do I like visiting Vegas? Yes, of course, we both love going there. Do either of us ever want to live there? No, God no!”
“So Ben is like Vegas for you?”
She rolled her eyes and then rolled her whole head. “Not saying that.”
“I don’t mind. He’s fun, right?”
“He’s fun to visit.”
“He would be fun to visit.”
“Right, didn’t I say that?”
I let it pass. “And I guess what happens with Vegas stays between you and Vegas.”
She snorted. “I guess, right? Would you want it that way? I mean, if I secretly went to Vegas, would you want me to tell you after? Or say I wanted to go to Vegas, would you want me to tell you I was going to go there?”
“Does telling me you want to sneak off to Vegas kind of take away from the whole experience of going to Vegas?”
She squinted and grinned. The metaphor was becoming hard to track. “Do you mean, does you knowing I’m going to Vegas dampen the experience of going to Vegas?”
“Let me think on that,” she said, looking at me sideways. Her eyes searched the bed and the floor. “It kind of does,” she scrunched up her face. “Like talking it all out first, it’s kind of like a spoiler. But I like knowing you know I’m going to Vegas, if you know what I mean.”
“You want me to know, you just don’t want to put it all plainly on the table under the harsh light.”
“Exactly!”
“It’s like sneaking off to Vegas but leaving a note where you can be reached if something comes up.”
“That’s exactly it!” She twisted her fingers in the sheets. I could tell she was becoming overly aroused again. “And would you,” she bit the side of her mouth, “want to go see Vegas if I go to Vegas?”
I thought about that a while. “It’s nuanced,” I said.
“See? Same thing,” she slapped my arm.
“I want to, but I wouldn’t want to arrange it all and sort of have it all known and figured out.”
“Exactly!”
“I want to sneak off to see Vegas, but I’d want you to know but not know, if that makes any sense.”
“It does!” She kissed me.
“So Vegas, but we don’t really talk about it.”
“I think that’s what we kind of just said, isn’t it.”
We both laughed. Neither of us really knew what we’d just said. But a week later, Ben texted me. “Garret,“ he wrote. “Lola wants to come to my gallery to see my paintings.”
“And?” I wrote back.
“You know what happened last time.”
“Right,” I wrote him. I chewed the corner of my phone. My phone rang while I was bouncing it off my forehead. It was Lola.
“Thinking of going out Saturday night. You okay with that?”
Without thinking or suspecting anything, I said back to her, “Where?”
“Um,” she paused and I could tell she said it through a nervous smile. “I’m thinking maybe of going to Vegas. Get back like midnight, say?”
I closed my eyes and exhaled. This was it. I didn’t see it coming until the cloud of steam was roiling through my station. “Saturday night in Vegas, hey?”
There was a long pause before she answered. “Yeah,” she said in a tiny and guilty voice.
I searched my mind for anger or betrayal, I opened it up for examination for jealousy or fear. None of that was there. Instead, I felt excitement for my wife that she was going to get a good fuck the way you do with a best friend who was setting up a hot date. And I got excited for myself too. The concept of watching my wife fuck another man was still something I was very interested in exploring more. It was clearly something that had been lingering in my mind for a long time.
“Uh yeah, I guess I’m fine with that.”
She squealed and then she calmed herself. “Is this too weird?”
“It’s weird,” I agreed. “But promise me one thing.”
“What’s that?”
“You’ll talk to me if it gets weird-weird, like if it becomes something a little more than a trip to Vegas?”
“I promise you.”
“One more thing.”
“Mm-hmm?” I could tell she was jittery with excitement.
“It’s not because you’re bored or neglected of something like that, is it?”
“No! No!” she was instantaneous  on the phone. “It’s just . . . “ she paused.
“A fantasy?”
“Yeah! Yes! Thank you. That’s what it is exactly. It’s just a fantasy.”
I texted Ben back. “I’m fine with it,” I said. “One condition.”
“What’s that?”
I hesitated. It’s one thing to admit a kink to your significant other, but to a friend? I bit the bullet. “I get to watch secretly.”
He wrote back after some serious thinking. “I don’t think that’s fair to Lola,” he said.
I nodded. He was a decent guy, that Ben. “She wants to pretend I’m not there, but she knows I will be.”
“You and her already talked about it?”
“Just now.”
“Fuck, this is weird though,” he said.
“So weird you want to cancel?”
“Fuck no. She’s too much fun, isn’t she.”
I don’t think he meant to discuss my wife’s sexual tastes so openly, but I forgave him that slip. She was a pretty exciting girl to have a date with. “Yeah, she is,” I agreed with him.
Saturday night, I helped Lola get ready. I drove her downtown too. In fact, when we got to Ben’s studio and gallery, we both decided it was silly to try to fool each other. We knocked on his darkened front glass door together — it was after hours.
He opened the door and motioned us inside. “Uh,” he grinned nervously.
“I’m still going to hide,” I said. “You two carry on — you’ll soon both forget I’m there.”
“Okay?” he said uncertainly to Lola.
She was relaxed though. She took his hand in hers and steered him to the back where his studio was and where he had his bedroom. “Put on some music,” and she kissed him on the mouth. “Everyone has a kink, you know that we all do,” she said to him, moving his hand over the top of her chest. “Mine is being watched,” she said to him before looking over her shoulder to me. “And Garret’s is to watch me in secret.”
She kept her eyes on mine. “This is my present for him,” she said, turning back to Ben. She slowly, seductively, crawled her fingers at her thighs making her tight short black dress come up her legs and reveal her hot pink low-rise hipster panties beneath. “Pour me some wine,” she said to him, and I slipped into the shadows amidst the hundreds of canvases and paints and bottles of brushes. He turned the music up and my wife dropped her arms over his shoulders and danced hard against him.
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