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I bet my old college friend he couldn’t score with my wife. Justin and me shook on the crazy deal when Dianne went to the bathroom at our old off-campus pub where we met up. I ended up hiding all night in my home office peeking through the cracked door into our darkened living room. I was blown away by what I saw, but even more shocking to me was my own reaction to it. Rather than confront her about what she did, I only wanted to watch her do it again. What was wrong with me? Watching my wife think she was cheating on me was the biggest turn-on I’d ever had.



“Your wife is

 

tres chaud, mon ami


 
,” Justin said leering at her receding back end with his head nearly sideways on our table before she turned and went through the ladies bathroom door. He straightened back up, swigged his pint, and bulged out his eyes. “Jesus,” he said shaking his head like he needed to get the vision of her out of there.



“She is, I’ll agree with you there, she is a very good looking girl.” Dianne and me had been married just short of two years. She worked in a biology lab on the campus where I was a writing instructor. We met at a random student art show we both went to by ourselves and ended up laughing our heads off all night long.

“Got to hand it to you bud, I didn’t think you’d land someone so out of your league,” he kept on about her, clinking his glass to mine more times than necessary. “But tell me, because it’s something I’ve always wondered about.”

I gulped down a big mouthful because he could be taking this a number of places. Justin was the kind of cool, relaxed charmer that always had a new girlfriend and it was always some super-hot girl. He worked in a community theatre and was often around the acting and theatre types. The guy scored as easily as I breathed.

“What? What could I, Kent, the writing teacher, tell Justin the Lothario of the entire tri-state area?”

“Well, it’s just, a girl like that.” He looked over his shoulder at the still-closed bathroom door at the back of the pub. “I’m not saying she does anything with it, but you got to figure there are guys hitting on her wherever she goes.”

I nodded slowly and frowned. “Yes. That is true, that happens.” I turned my face slightly sideways to him with growing doubt.

“Well buddy,” he chuckled. “Some of those guys are going to be, what, how do we say it? Persuasive? Compelling?”

“Like the older charming scientist type, for example?”

“For example. Sure. Just, do you have to worry about that sort of thing when you have a wife like that? I mean, sometimes I’m taking a girlfriend to a party and I know she’s going to be the focus of a lot of guys. It’s something you have to watch out for, right?”

“Dianne is used to it.” I nodded. “She’s always had to deal with it since ever. She’s no idiot.”

“No, no, I didn’t think so. But, just hypothesizing like, right?”

“But like what, buddy?” I was getting a little suspicious of what he was trying to suggest.

“You never worry about it?”

“Dianne would never cheat on me. Full stop. End of story.”

“You don’t think a guy could get her to?”

“Pretty sure not,” I chuckled confidently. It was a ridiculous assertion. “It’s as near to impossible as anything could be.”

He shrugged one shoulder and drank his beer when both of us noticed Dianne weaving her way back. She was wearing a long t-shirt with an off-one-shoulder loose, lazy sweater full of holes over it, and tight, torn highly-faded jeans with jewel-studded low-pumps. She pulled her long, layered mocha hair over one side of her neck and straddled her chair she had spun around backward and pulled up between us. She wrapped her hand around her bottle of cider and tipped it far back into her mouth taking her sweet time with it like she knew we’d both enjoy a lingering gaze. Justin and I both stared entranced at her freshly done lemonade pink lips wrapped so firmly around the neck of the brown bottle.

“What you boys talking about all so quiet? If you’re robbing a bank, I’m in.” She slammed her bottle down and wiped her sleeve across her mouth.

“Not quite,” said Justin, leaving his eyes to linger on hers a bit longer yet. “But close.”

She looked at me before glancing back at him and his eyes. She seemed moved by something and appeared to be restraining a tiny smile with her lips pursed tight. She looked down the way she does when she’s shy. I’d seen him do that to women all the time back at college. The guy could score girls with just a lingering glance like that.

“You think you could, don’t you,” I said to him.

“Could what?” Dianne screwed her face up looking at me. Her eyes went half-lidded as she tried to decipher what was going on.

“Are you challenging me?” Justin leaned forward on his arms crossed in front of his chest. He smirked like the cocky bastard he was.

We stared at each other like two circling cats. “You don’t stand a chance, bud,” I said.

He shrugged one shoulder. “Is this a money bet?”

“What the fuck are you two talking about?” Dianne laughed. She leaned her face down and in between ours. “Somebody tell me!” she mock-yelled.

“Hundred bucks says you fail.”

“Kent!” Dianne squealed. “What the hell?”

But I realized too late what I had just done. I must have been blinded by the challenge, by the gamble. I had just invited a guy I knew to be a serial seducer to have a go at my own wife. It was too late to back out though — there’s a code, isn’t there. And he was already smirking with his hand out for the shake because he knew what the blunder I had just made.

“You guys!” Dianne looked back and forth at both of us. “Somebody tell me!”

I looked over at her. “Private thing, babe. This goes a long way back.” That part was true. I’d made a terribly ill-advised bet against Justin back at a college party that he couldn’t score the Dean’s daughter, which he promptly did, and not just one night, but for a whole weekend trip to her cottage she snuck him off to without her dad knowing a thing. That one was a hundred bucks too — but he tried to squeeze me for three hundred because it was so much more than a score. It was one of those stories that we laughed about for years. And when we challenged each other on anything now, one of us always said, “Hundred bucks?” and it would make us remember that story and laugh again. This time, however, I wasn’t laughing. And neither was Justin. He had already turned to Dianne and began asking her things about her lab and her research and what she loved about science, and anything else he could think of to start laying his trajectory of attack out.

“Motherfucker” I muttered under my breath with my pint at my lips.

“Kent!” Dianne turned to me shocked.

“Term of endearment,” Justin assured her. He turned to me. “Hey, your wife is a lot of fun to talk to. I got to go somewhere tonight, but we should get together again. I’m only here for like three nights.”

I stared at him silently because I knew what he was trying to do, the sly prick.

Dianne, though, squeezed my forearm. “I don’t think we had any plans for tomorrow night,” she said to me all innocently. “Why don’t we have dinner at our place?” She turned back to Justin. “Are you alone? Or shall we set four places at the table?”

He stared at me with that wicked devil grin of his. “Oh, I’m all alone,” he said.

“Well come over then, it’ll be fun!” she squealed.

“You sure you’re free tomorrow night?” he said still staring right at me.

“Pretty sure,” I finally answered. “Pending some emergency that calls me away.” I don’t know where that came from or why I suddenly said it. I was plotting an excuse to be out of the apartment right in front of Dianne, a scheme to leave Justin alone with her in our place. Why would I do that? It was like I was handing it to him gift-wrapped. Like I was handing him my wife.

“You seem pretty confident.”

Dianne screwed her face up again. “What’s the matter with you guys anyway?” She turned to me confused and amused all at once. “What are you confident about?”

“Confident that we’re going to be free tomorrow night, babe,” I said to her, but I kept staring at Justin.

“Then I might as well just . . . “ he shrugged and got up. He pulled out his wallet and put a hundred dollar bill down on the table.

“No no,” Dianne protested. “We got this.”

“I gave them my credit card when we got here, Justin, I already got it.”

“So pocket that, I don’t mind. It’s worth it,” he winked at me. The three meals with the appetizers and the several rounds of drinks probably came somewhat close to a hundred with the tip. He turned to go before I could stop him. He twisted over his shoulder and grinned at Dianne. “Let’s make it a casual-elegant night. Why not, eh? Excuse to dress up a little.”

“Oh fun!” she clapped her hands.

“Give me a break,” I shook my head.

But Dianne was on me right away. “He’s right! We don’t get to dress up enough.” She turned back toward Justin. “Casual-elegant it is,” she nodded her head once firmly to seal it.

He gave me one parting look — a private wink. Most of me was confident I’d be pocketing another hundred dollars. But a small part of me was scared. I knew Dianna and she was no cheater. But I also knew Justin and he was not into giving up bets easily.

“He’s generous, isn’t he,” Dianne said to me as I fit the hundred dollar bill into my billfold. “But you should probably give it back to him — he didn’t need to pay that.”

“I may well be giving it back to him,” I snorted.

She took my arm with hers and pressed herself against me as we meandered out of the place. “What do you mean, babe?”

“Nothing,” I said. But fuck me if he didn’t plant the seed of doubt in my head with that parting wink of his.

During the next afternoon, he texted me. “You’re going to have to make up some reason to leave,” he wrote. He and I had a long history of scheming.

“I can forget that I had to bring marking home from the office and go get it.”

“Not long enough. I need fair time.”

I thought a while. “I could get a call from my mom, she needs something, say.”

“You’d drop what you’re doing for that?”

“If it were serious enough.”

“What like, she goes to the hospital?”

“That’s no good — nothing funny about that,” I said.

“What would make you go over there for long enough without Dianne? Something to fix that you don’t have the part for?”

“No, no,” I wrote back. “Maybe she heard something, she’s scared, she needs me to check the backyard and basement out.”

“That’s a good one,” he wrote back. “And maybe you need to stay overnight to make her feel better.”

“What the fuck are you planning anyway?”

“Dude, if you’re right about her, nothing is happening. What difference does it make to you if you’re at your mom’s for two hours or all night?”

He had a point. If I protested about giving him all night, that could only mean I was worried he’d be there all night, and that would only be for one reason. “Fine,” I wrote. He was like that — he said little, but could create significant persuasion with it. “I’ll get a call and I’ll say I have to go spend the night.”

“No,” he wrote back. “You can’t expect it to be overnight or I’d have to leave when you leave too. It has to be like something you expect to be 45 minutes or so and I stay and hang out with Dianne in the meantime, then later, you decide you have to stay overnight. There’s my fair chance. That’s only sporting, dude. If she thinks you’re coming back, that’s hardly a  fair test.”

He had me there. “There’s the plan then,” I said. I was agreeing to things I should never have agreed to. On the other hand, I had zero reason, or at least less than 0.001 percent reason to have any doubts about Dianne. But like a tiny worm in a big apple, that minuscule percent gnawed away at me. What if something were to happen? What if there’s a tiny, latent part of Dianne I didn’t know about that Justin brings forth? Did I know my wife that well? Was he right that I had to keep a closer eye on her? “Of course not,” I muttered to myself, but I was entirely unconvincing.

The dinner of course was great. Justin is one of those story tellers I could never get enough of, and nor could anyone else. We had so many laughs I almost forgot the nefarious secret reason for him to come over at all. He was dressed in a tux — not exactly casual elegant. He only shrugged at our door and presented an expensive bottle of wine to Dianne. He was one of those guys who could totally get away with being over-dressed for any occasion and only make everybody else feel underdressed. He had such a disarming chuckle too — guy was smooth as glass.

Not that Dianne was out-done. I thought she was going over the top too, when she was getting ready for the night at home. I found her in our bathroom in only some new lime-green lacy cheeksters and full-cup bra doing her eyes darkly with cobalt shadow.

“Jesus, Dianne,” I said. She stunned me. She looked crazy delicious getting out of bed, but done up she was hard to pull your eyes from. This wasn’t just done up, though. This was night-club — single-girl night-club— done up. “You’re going to scorch the dinner.”

She laughed with obvious excitement. “You think so?” She said it like she was planning something nasty. I wondered for a second but I banished the thought.

“You know we’re not going anywhere, right?”

“Casual elegant can mean a lot of things to a lot of people,” she said with studiousness as she leaned close to the mirror to get her lashes just right. “And anyway,” she lowered her feet back to flat form her toes and tilted her head to examine her over all look in the mirror. “Don’t you want to show off your pretty young wife to your old unmarried friend?”

I did. I just wasn’t sure how much of her I wanted to show off. “I don’t recognize the underwear,” I said.

“I bought it when I was out this afternoon, don’t you like it?” She twirled in front of me and laughed again the way she laughed when she’s nervous and over-excited.

“How much you planning on showing off to Justin?” I said.

She tip-toed up and held my cheek in her cool palm and pressed her lips soft and full to my nose. “Turns me on seeing you jealous.”

“I’m not jealous,” I corrected her. It was impossible to tell her what Justin and I were betting on and what this evening was all about.

“Maybe you should be,” she said, turning back to the mirror.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I smiled and chuckled to keep things light, but she was putting dark clouds in my blue sky.

“Go see what I found to wear in my closet, it’s hanging on the back of the door.”

I squinted at her and half turned away and paused.

She laughed as she puckered her lips and carefully traced out lipstick on her lips — French rose pink, matte. “Think your friend will like it?”

I went over to her closet and swung the door open. Hanging there was an off one-shoulder tight-looking ivory-white slinky wrap. I held it up in front of my face. I was beginning to wonder if something else was afoot besides a bet between me and Justin. I looked at it skeptically and I shifted my gaze over to Dianna.

“I know, right!” she exclaimed. She took it from me and held it in front of her body and kicked a leg out behind it. “Does it look sexy enough?”

Was she naive or was she testing me? It was like she overheard Justin tell me how I had a wife a guy shouldn’t leave alone with the likes of him. She began to pull the thing on in front of me with so much thrill and anticipation, I was half in the mind of calling Justin and telling him it was off. But she turned her back to me and let me pull the tiny zipper up — it only went to below half way up her back. And her subtle perfume filled my nose and intoxicated me. She fluffed up her hair freshly waved and layered and dropped her arms to her side and turned slowly to let me take her all in. When her face came to mine innocent and soft and made up for a night out, I had to close my eyes she was too much to bear. That made her puff air out her nose and smile with her tongue pinched between her teeth.

“That a yes?” she murmured low and smokey in my ear. “Your old friend Justin is going to be so jealous of you by the time this night is over,” she grinned. “I’m going to show him everything you got when you got me,” she licked my lip with the tip of her tongue. “Wanna bet your old friend tries to make a move on me sometime tonight?”

She nuzzled her extremely pretty face into my neck and draped her arms over my shoulders. She can’t have known what bet there already was on for the night, but her words made my heart skip two beats.

“He wouldn’t,” I said as though I had to say something, but I immediately regretted saying that, because I didn’t think through what I might be putting money down on for a second time for that night.

“Hundred bucks says he will,” she said. She laughed with evil intent and bit her lip looking at me like it was her and I that were cooking up something devious to trick Justin with. I couldn’t exactly not take her up on her bet though — she knew me, she knew I always took bets, that I loved spicing life up with bets on everything. I never refused any bet she staked. But I already knew he was going to put the moves on her — so any bet with her was automatically lost. Still, if she didn’t succumb to him, I’d get his hundred bucks and then give it to her. I didn’t want to consider the alternative.

“You’re on,” I had to pretend to accept the challenge. Otherwise, I’d be saying that I expected my old best friend was going to put the moves on my wife and I was fine enough with that to still invite him over. I was stuck!

“Won’t you be surprised,” she said. “But now I have to make sure, so go away, I need to think about accessories and shoes.” She pushed me out the bedroom door.

I downed a double of whiskey. What the fuck did I bring down on myself, I thought. Now here we were two hours later laughing and telling stories and passing shots around and having a grand old time. He got up to go to the bathroom and that’s when my phone buzzed in my pocket. Dianne and I were still laughing when I looked at the text. “Puck drop.”

I blanched. My phone rang. He was calling me from the bathroom. “Hi sonny boy,” Justin said over the phone. “I heard something in the backyard, drop what you’re doing and come check it out for me?”

I looked at Dianne. She wasn’t paying any attention. She was twirling her finger in her hair holding a glass of whiskey and smiling to herself about something she was deeply thinking about. She looked like a model sunken into the couch like that. Was I really going to do this? “What was that mom?” I said.

“Need you over here now. Go time,” he said.

“I’m sure it’s nothing, mom,” I said into the phone. Dianne looked at me questioningly. I pointed at the phone and shrugged. I listened again and said in the phone, “Okay, okay, I’ll come over.”

Dianne mouthed at me, “What?”

I hung up. “I have to go over, she’s all freaked out, she heard something.”

“You’re going over now?”

“Just go, check it out, I’ll be back in like 45 or so.”

“We’ll both go,” she said, “Justin can just go back to his hotel.”

“No, no,” I said. I realized that was the last chance I had to derail this thing. And I didn’t take it. “You and him stay here, you’re having a good time, I’ll go.”

“Are you sure?” She asked as though she knew the enormity of what she was asking.

Justin came back from the bathroom. “What’s up?”

I turned to him and fixed him with a glare. But Dianne explained for me. “His crazy mother called, he has to go tell her to calm down and make sure there’s no robbers in her house.”

“What? Now?” Justin was an actor so this was second nature to him, but even I thought his act was over the top.

“Yes now,” I replied to him blandly.

“Well hurry back, buddy,” he slapped me on the back. “You don’t want to leave me alone with your beautiful young wife too long,” he laughed. She laughed too. I tried to laugh, but it came out like a sickly cough.

I chewed my cheek and squinted. “Fuck,” I said. Justin sat down on the couch where my wife was already relaxing.

“Don’t stay long,” she said.

I got shoes on and went to the front door that was out of view of the living room and opened and shut it, and stepped lightly down the hall again and slipped unseen into my office. I left the light off and closed the door almost all the way — it was just open enough to see most of the couch if I squinted through the crack.

I got comfortable and gave it about 20 minutes. Justin and Dianne chatted and laughed and he told stories about him and I at college and she told her own stories. He really was one of those guys who everybody liked and got along with instantly. They chatted like old friends themselves and I could tell Dianne was really at ease around him.  She had kicked off her shoes and pulled her feet up under her and had turned to face him on the couch, talking with animation. At one point she pushed up to get drink refills and instead came back with the whole bottle and plonked it down on the coffee table. She held out her empty glass and said, “Fill me” to him and she laughed. It was hard to say who was being more flirtations, him or her.

I phoned her. She reached for it and said to Justin, before answering, “It’s Kent, shush!” and she laughed. He laughed and she reached over and playfully pinched his top and bottom lip to quiet him. She kept her fingers there. It was far more intimate than I had expected from her. And I wasn’t even done laying the plan in place.

“Babe,” I said, “Think I’m going to have to stay here tonight, she’s really shaken up.”

“Aw,” she said. But she didn’t insist very hard that I come home. She accepted me staying over a little more easily than I thought she would. “Well okay, honey,” she said. “If you got to, you got to.”

I hung up and thought she had handled that news a little too readily. I leaned forward to look through the dark crack in my office door.

“Well,” she said, putting her phone down. “Looks like it’s just you and me,” she said to Justin.

“What do you mean?”

“He has to stay the night at his mother’s,” she said.

“I should go I suppose.”

“No you don’t have to,” she quickly replied. “I mean, whatever, right?”

“You sure you’re okay with me staying, Kent not here?”

“Don’t be silly, we’re adults.”

“You sure Kent would be alright with it?”

“I can phone him if you need me to.”

“No I believe you,” he said. “Maybe we should put a show on. What you like to watch?”

Dianna chuckled and held her finger under her nose and shot her eyes to their corners looking at him.

“What?” he chuckled too.

“You trying to Netflix and chill me?”

“I would never!” he patted his chest overly effusively in his denial. They both laughed too.

“You don’t find me enticing enough to try?” she pressed on. I leaned closer to the crack in the door. I knew what she was doing — she was as competitive as Justin and me, and she wanted him to make a move on her to win her hundred. What she didn’t know was I was watching just how flirtatious she could be. I’d never seen it and I would never have imagined it. I was curious as a cat about just how far she was going to take it. Here I thought Justin would be putting all his moves on her and she would be gently redirecting him. Instead, so far, she was the one leading the parade.

“Oh you’re enticing enough, there’s no doubt about that.”

“You seem to be the kind of man who’s been in this position an awful lot.”

“What kind of position is that?”

She dangled her leg by the knee crossed over her other leg and toyed with her necklace with her finger. She considered him through smokey squinting eyes. “All alone in a girl’s apartment.” She smiled so devilishly I was amazed and looked harder with my one eye nearly popping out through the door.

“I’ve been around, if that’s what you’re asking. I’m sure Kent’s told you a few stories.”

“He warned me about you,” she nodded and spoke in what I recognized to be a nervously-quieted voice.

“I hope he didn’t make me sound so bad.”

“Or good,” she smiled slightly but she also bit her lip. Did she mean to, did she know what that looked like, was she controlling all this?

“Hey, I’m a dedicated single, what can I say?”

She shrugged and watched the show a few moments. They never did turn the volume up, instead keeping the screen silent and still playing music on the speakers. She kept her eyes on the screen even as she said, “What would you normally do in a situation like this?”

“You’re a married woman, Dianne.”

She still played with her necklace at her neck and brought a bead to her lips to suck on it a moment. “I’m not asking you to do it, I’m asking you to tell me what you would do.” She said it so softly and low I could hardly hear her.

“Do you mean what would I do if you weren’t a married girl sitting here?”

“Okay,” she said, mystifying with me with her ambiguity. I could see Justin also a little off his game trying to figure her out. It so far wasn’t the kind of girl I’d told him she was. He didn’t anticipate things taking this kind of turn any more than I did. I certainly had never seen this side of her.

“Well,” he said, shifting himself on the couch a bit closer to her. She kept her eyes on his eyes without making room for him, but letting him come closer. “I’d probably stop talking and just let us look at each other until she either decided or not to maybe try kissing me.”

“Do women just decide to kiss you when you do that?”

“I don’t like to push things faster than they want to unfold.”

“You talk like someone who knows they’re going to unfold a certain way.”

“I don’t assume anything.”

“What would there be to assume?”

“I don’t know, that the girl would want me to kiss her, I suppose.”

“Do you let them tell you before you try?”

“I guess, that or they just go ahead and do it.”

She bounced her foot and crossed her arms over her chest and went back to the screen. After a few moments, she said, “Do you think that if you don’t say or do anything, I’m going to ask you to kiss me?”

Justin looked over his shoulder behind him to the dark hallway and my office door. He wouldn’t be able to see me watching, but he saw me sneak down the hall and into my office. He knew I was there. He knew I was listening too. This wasn’t at all what we bet on. He had no way of knowing Dianne bet me she could entice him to make a move on her. I wanted to come out and cry out that it was unfair, things weren’t right. But I couldn’t, could I.

He looked back at her and draped his arm on the back of the couch so his hand reached behind her back. “I’m beginning to think that you might do that, the way you’re talking, the way you’re looking right now.”

“How am I looking right now?” She blinked her eyes like some innocent doe.

“Pretty fucking hot.”

“Does that mean you want to kiss me?”

“Of course I do. Soon as I saw you at that pub, I was checking you out.”

“But my husband was there so you couldn’t do it there. But you wanted to, did you?”

“I did.”

“What would happen if you did it?”

“Possibly I’d be misreading things and I’d get a solid slap in the face and I’d have to explain myself to your husband.”

She threw her head back and laughed and looked at him again. “I’m not evil, my god, what do you think?” She snorted but she also reached over her far shoulder without looking and tugged his fingers there until he let his hand fall on her bare shoulder. “I’m not going to set you up for something crazy like that, you guys are best friends forever, that wouldn’t be very nice of me. Come on,” she said, pressing his hand onto her shoulder as though to cement him there. “We’re friends.” She smiled. “Aren’t we?”

“Are we?”

“Go on and kiss me, you know you want to, it’s only a kiss.”

“This isn’t what I expected.”

“You expected something, though, didn’t you? Guys like you always expect something.” She began to look at his lips instead of his eyes.

“I think you mean prepared. Guys like me, we’re always prepared for anything.”

“Were you prepared for this?” she said. She uncrossed her legs and raised her knees by pointing her toes down into the floor. She slowly gathered up the edge of her dress so show an increasing amount of her thighs. My heart pounded so hard I thought they would hear it. I opened the door another inch. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“Do you want me to kiss you?” he asked, leaning closer.

“What do you think,” she nearly whispered.

And that’s when it happened. He bent over and she did not pull away. I saw his hand press her bare shoulder and her hands hold both sides of his face. She closed her eyes and their lips met. I nearly fell down. I opened my mouth to breath I was so short of oxygen. My limbs shook from adrenalin flooding my veins. I had to blink hard to clear my eyes and clench my fists to steady myself.

I looked again and she had pulled away from him. But not far. She smiled, she opened her eyes, and she said, “You’re as good a kisser as you are a looker.” She also squeezed her tongue lightly between her teeth, she smiled as though to herself, and I saw her fingers reach around the back of his neck and clench into his hair there. She pulled him to herself, she covered his mouth with her lips, and she began to seriously make out with him on our couch.

The bet that Justin and I made was about whether he could put the moves on my wife and “score” with her. What “score” would mean was not defined. Also, he didn’t seem to put a move on her as much as she put a move on him. He would be more confused than me though because I knew she had a bet with me about whether he would make such a move on her. But again, he didn’t. He followed through, but she initiated things. I was getting too wrapped up in the intricacies of legalistic definitions for the purpose of the settlement of overlapping bets, and was overlooking the fact that my young, hot, innocent wife was presently seemingly alone on the couch with my oldest best friend and they were making out no matter who made the first move.

She pulled off him again but she held onto the back of his neck with both her hands. She had, she could argue, won her bet: he kissed her, and whether that was him making a move on her or something else, she could make her case. He also could make his case: a full-on make-out session on the couch would satisfy me with fulfilling the definition of scoring with her. It was certainly a lot more than I thought he would get from her, and I’d be willing to call it a won bet for him. In my books, both bets were settled and I lost on both counts. Fair enough, game over, he made his point, and she made hers. Surely she would now pull away knowing she won, and he would pull away too, knowing he won, and also knowing I was watching. I got ready to come out and share a good old laugh all around.

But she didn’t know I was watching. She dipped her face and looked up at him through strands of her fallen hair and bit her lips again. She tugged at his bow tie and said, “Why are you still all wrapped up in this crazy thing? Nice tux, by the way. That’s certainly a way into a girls panties, but you already knew that, didn’t you?” She undid it for him. I looked harder not quite believing what was now happening. She even chuckled lightly and began to undo the buttons of his shirt.

It was not like Justin to just sit there with a woman coming onto him like that and surely my wife was a little confused about why he was so stiff, but she didn’t know what he knew, which was that I was looking over his shoulder. He must have thought I’d come out any second and I certainly considered doing so. But a part of me wanted to see how far she was going to take things, and how far Justin was going to let her. In retrospect, me not coming out would have been interpreted by him as permission to keep letting things unfold.

She pulled his shirt off and explored his chest and stomach with her hand. Of course the dude was ripped — he always was. Then, in a night of surprises, she shocked me. “I guess fair’s fair,” and she stood up. She began to pull her dress up over her head. Justin glanced over his shoulder toward the dark crack in the office door. He shrugged at me and looked back at my wife. She stepped between his legs wearing only her underwear and she put her hands on his knees and leaned way over, bending sharply at her waist, to put her pretty face in front of his. “I wanted to show you these anyway.”

“Very nice,” he said stiffly. I’d never seen Justin so out of his league. My wife was intimidating him sexually — it was a real turning of the tables.

“I don’t think there’s any harm in letting you feel them.”

“You sure this is okay?” he said, but he said it oddly loudly given that she was right in front of him. He said it for me. He was asking me to come out, to do something, phone him maybe, if I thought this should stop now. But I was frozen. I was unable to move.

She laughed lightly and said, “I think it’s okay, we just don’t have to tell, is all. I’m sure you’re used to secrets.” She was dangling her breasts in front of him. Still, he wouldn’t touch. I was hardly able to breath. She sat down on his lap and reached behind her back. She undid her clasp and let her bra straps fall forward down her arms. She twisted around more than she needed to just to toss her bra onto a chair on the other side of the room. I saw him admire the side profile of her perfectly round breast.

She turned back knowing he was looking hard at her. She twisted her fingers into the fabric of his pants and then wiggled her chest at him. “Are they pretty?”

He was unable to stop himself. He placed both his hands on her bare breasts and I saw both her hands pinch hard at his thighs. She jutted her chest to press her breasts harder into his hands. She inhaled and looked down at his work on her. “Yeah, they’re incredible.”

“I’m glad you think so,” she said. She pushed back on his chest until her legs fell off his and she slinked down till she was kneeling on the floor between his knees. She stretched her back like a yoga pose and reached with her arms far forward into his lap. She giggled a little and then she began to undo his pants. “I suppose this is the kind of thing you expected.” She opened his pants and flattened them. She fished around inside and pulled out his cock. I squinted not believing what I was watching. She looked up at him smiling but then she stopped smiling and looked back at his cock hardening and growing in her hand.

She began to stroke him. “You think I’m going to suck you don’t you,” she said.

“I don’t think anything anymore, Dianne,” he said, flopping back into the back of the couch and pushing his hair up from his forehead. He looked over at me exasperated at how I wasn’t doing anything to stop what was going on. He looked back down between his legs. Dianne was hovering her face over his cock now fully erect in her hand. She blew lightly on it and she looked at him and laughed. She straightened up so that her chest came forward and she pressed his cock between her breasts and offered her face up to him closely again. He leaned forward and they kissed again, longer, more intimately. She came away from the kiss and moved down his chest and stomach and before I could say “Holy fuck!” under my breath, she had opened her little mouth and had wrapped her pretty pink lips around the head of his cock.

This was surely a lot more than either of us meant when we shook hands at the pub. I watched in shock as my wife’s head moved down in his lap with my friend’s cock in her mouth. She came up and went down on him so smoothly and slowly I couldn’t avoid feeling aroused watching it. I argued in my head: that is my wife sucking my friend’s cock! But, that’s a hot fucking lady sucking cock right in front of me. That my friend who could have any girl he wanted was getting his cock sucked by my wife gave me some twisted form of gratification. I wanted to be angry, I knew I was meant to stop things, I knew a man should. But I didn’t. I didn’t freeze either. I did something I could not understand at the time. I reached inside my own pants and I squeezed and stroked my cock. I was so hard I was trembling. Nothing about the night was anything expected for any of us, I was sure.

She tugged his pants down so he sat on my couch naked. She stood up in front of him and leaned on his shoulder to hold her balance as she peeled her panties down her legs, pulling up one foot at a time. “Is that what all girls do to you?”

“Not quite,” he said.

She locked her fingers together behind his neck and nestled herself into his lap. I could see them from the side in the flickering light of the show on the screen. “You can’t tell him, he’d be just as disappointed in you as he would be in me.”

“Uh huh,” was all Justin said. “Tell him what exactly though?” he asked her. His hands could not stay off her chest and his mouth could not keep away from hers. I could hear her breath from the other side of the room. And his too.

“What I’m about to do to you,” she crouched down on him and bit at his neck. I watched her reach between their bodies and when I strained upward, I could see her pet the underside of his cock where she pressed it against her abdomen. “You sure know how to make a girl wet, don’t you,” she nearly panted against him.

“I guess so,” he agreed.

“Do you always make your girls take the initiative and do everything?” She rose up on her knees and I watched as she contorted to reach behind herself and between her lifted legs to grip his cock.

“I’m a little reticent in this case,” he said to her.

“Because you’re fucking your best friend’s wife?”

“Is that what we’re doing?”

She chuckled lightly and said, “We are now,” and she moaned with a deep, low exhalation. I watched her body sink down and her hand come up and grab him by his hair. Her head fell back and her chest jutted into his face. I could see her waist push down into his hips and then lift back off him. She cried a whimper, found his mouth with hers again, and kissed him sloppily and hungrily. In the light I could see her hips and ass begin to curl and uncurl in his lap. She uttered a deep guttural groan and pressed her whole body against him and I knew: their bodies were fully engaged, his cock was deeply inside her, and she was fucking him completely.

I stepped out having finally decided that I had to stop things. But even though I crossed the floor and entered the living room, neither of them noticed me. They were making so much noise, their kissing was so frantic, and their bodies slammed each other’s so desperately, they remained unaware of me even though I was only five feet behind the back of my wife where she undulated on top of my friend. My pants had fallen and my cock was fully out in my hand — and it was so fully erect, it ached hard. My wife moaned and panted like nothing I’d heard before. She flung her head back so far she only had to open her eyes and she’d see me standing there behind her jerking off watching her fuck him. Justin was slumped so far down into the couch, he couldn’t see me behind her. I looked down between her legs and as she came up and down on his cock, I could see it shiny and slick from her effusive wetness.

I was unable to say or do anything. I was paralyzed and shaking at the same time. When he leaned forward and squeezed her tits and sucked on them, she squealed and cried out so hard and deep, I couldn’t stop myself from ejaculating and I sprayed the floor and the coffee table. Feeling delirious and nearly falling down on my rubbery legs, I was startled to hear my wife gasp the way she does when she orgasms. I looked up through my swimming eyes and saw her body flying so fast and hard on his, they were a blur. He began to groan like he was out of control and that only seemed to make her slam her body into his harder. She actually screamed on him — I’d never heard it before. I saw his cum gush around his cock where it came out of her pussy.

I was able to stagger back to my office where I fell on the floor and rolled up into a small ball.

Outside the door I could hear my wife laugh lightly and I could make out their footsteps as she went for towels to clean up. She seemed to be wiping him. “Oh my god,” I heard her say, “you hit the coffee table too!”

“I should go,” he finally said.

“No,” I heard her nearly whisper. I struggled back to my knees and slowly cracked the door open again. They were still naked. They stood against each other and kissed softly, gently touching each other’s hair. “Stay. He won’t be back till like 8 at the earliest. You can stay, can’t you?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

She kissed him though and she chuckled. She began to pull him by his outstretched arm. “We have a little rest and then . . . we’ll see. You shouldn’t drive, you’ve been drinking.”

“We should not do this.”

She didn’t respond to him. She just turned and pulled him by the finger from both her arms stretched out behind her. He resisted a bit but he also let her pull him eventually. I lost sight of them when they went into our bedroom. I slipped out of my office and examined the scene of the crime. Their clothes were everywhere, including her bra and incredible dress. I picked up her panties and held them to my face and breathed in deeply. I was interrupted by the sound of a shriek. And then another.

I crept over toward the bedroom. The door was half open. I planted myself against the wall outside the door. Dianne shrieked again and then moaned loudly. I darted a quick look like cops do in shows. Justin’s head was between her pulled up legs. Her hands were pushed into his hair and her head was rolled back into her pillow. When I realized he was eating her out, she moaned so loudly I wondered if the neighbors thought it was her and me going at it more vigorously than usual.

I was surprised that they were up for a return engagement so quickly. But I was also surprised to find my cock stirring again too. I leaned around the corner when I didn’t hear anything again. I saw her kissing him in bed, side by side. They murmured to each other and petted their bodies. Then she laughed gutturally and by her arm movements I could tell she was stroking him. I crouched down and on hands and knees, I got to the bottom of the bed. I could hear everything from there, her breath, her whimpers, her tiny cries. I slowly lifted my eyes to the level of the bed and scanned the horizon. She had rolled over and was on her elbows and knees waving her ass in the air over his face. I ducked down when he jumped up and when I heard her laugh and squeal and moan like she was stabbed, I came up again to look.

It took a moment to realize what I was looking at. Justin had his back to me where he kneeled, and Dianne’s ass was facing me in front of him with her head down on her pillows and her hands stretched to the sides, twisting and gripping in the sheets. She was crying like an animal because he was fucking her from behind, and not gently either. I could hear his thighs slap her ass and hear the slosh of his cock in her obviously soaking pussy. When the fucking got ferocious, the sheet fell off the back of the bed and landed on top of me. I peeked over the edge again and watched him fuck her till she seemed to cum again, much to my amazement. And I did too, also to my amazement. I wrapped my cock in our sheets and ejaculated, just like Justin, for the second time that night. Only I came in the sheet and all over the floor, and he came in my wife and all over her back.

I slinked back to my office. I had a couch in there I could sleep on. A couple of hours later, now well into the night so far the sunrise was closer, I was woken up again by loud moans. I sighed, I gasped with annoyance, and I crept over to look again. This time my wife was riding him, bouncing on him with abandon and pressing his hands into her breasts with her own. She seemed to be crying while uttering a long, pained “Fuuuuck,” that was punctuated by the pounding of her body.

There was a long goodbye at the door when the sun was finally up. I waited until I heard her get into the shower and I went to the door, I opened and shut it noisily, and called out for her.

“In here!” she called back from inside the bathroom.

I stood outside the door. The last time I was there, she was getting ready for the big dinner party, my faithful wife. Now, about 12 hours later, she was washing my friend’s multiple cum shots out of her pussy. And what was worse, she and him were both going to make me pay them $100 each.

Over coffee, I finally asked her. “So, do you owe me $100?”

She bit her lip and smiled and looked down. “Hate to break it to you, but you owe me, dude.”

I looked at her hard and narrow. She thought I was doubtful of it, but she didn’t know I was bracing myself for how much she was going to tell me. “What happened here?”

I looked around. She had straightened up the living room. “Promise not to be mad?”

“I don’t know,” I said skeptically. My heart was pounding. It was going to be a difficult talk no matter what.

“To be fair,” she said, patting my hand, “don’t be too mad at him, because I was awfully enticing, wasn’t I.”

“Yes,” I agreed, still unsure what she was going to say.

“He kissed me.”

I stared at her still sideways, still grinning. “And?”

She laughed hard and crunched my hands in hers. “And what?! That’s enough isn’t it? You owe me!”

“That’s all that happened?”

“Oh my god, Kent! What do you think??” She shook her head at me with her mouth hanging open.

“He kissed you and then what?”

“And then he kissed me again, the end.” She rolled her eyes and gaped some more. “Oh my god!” she said like I was the crazy one.

I wasn’t sure what I was going to do and getting mad not only might have been unfair given how things were set up against her, but it was also true that I didn’t feel mad watching the previous night, and I wasn’t mad now. In fact, like last night, when I became surprisingly aroused by watching and hearing my wife get her brains fucked out, I was now getting aroused again by her blatant lying to me about it. It was all too strange and I kept my powder dry.

Justin called later in the morning. Being the little shit I can be, I said to him, “Wait a sec, let me see if Dianna wants to go out for lunch, the three of us.”

She waved no and I could hear him on the phone saying no. “Justine says we should,” I said to her. Her eyes almost popped out. I held the phone to my mouth again. “Dianne says she’d love to,” I told Justine. She covered her mouth with her hands and shook her head.

“Hey,” I said to him as the three of us waited mostly silently for lunch in the restaurant of his hotel. “I need to make a private call for work,” I said. “Toss me your room key, I’ll be back down in a few.”

I didn’t give him a chance to refuse and sped off to his room. Once there, I called Dianne. “Oh shit, Dianne,” I said to her when she answered. “My mom again. I don’t know what she’s going through, but she’s losing her shit. I have to go back.”

“Oh my god, are you serious?”

“Totally! You guys have lunch, I’ll see you at home later. Might be much later. She sounds hysterical.”

“I’m so sorry, Kent,” she said.

I hid in the room closet because I knew. Sure enough, about 30 minutes later, I heard the door swing open. I expected to hear them talking about me, or wondering how long I was gone for, or maybe talking about the previous night and how things got out of hand. But I didn’t hear anything. I peeked through the edge in the door. I didn’t hear anything because they were pressed together against the back of the door, kissing, fondling, and already with half their clothes off.

As if on cue, I reached in my pants and pulled out my already stiff cock. They could hardly pull their mouths apart long enough to yank each other’s clothes off. She went down on his cock before he could even sit on the edge of the bed. He pulled her up and then pushed her around so her legs straddled his face and her mouth fell around his stiff cock. The sound of my wife’s muffled moaning with Justin’s mouth all over her pussy and his cock deep between her lips was a sound I could barely take and I jerked myself hard.

This time he lifted her ankles up over his shoulders and her pretty fingernails dug into the backs of his thighs. He jolted her body so hard her panting was broken with cries. He got off her and walked around the room naked and she got off the bed and offered him her ass bent over a chair and he took her there too. She made him sit and she crawled between his legs and sucked him again before turning around and facing me as she lowered herself backward to him onto his cock. His hands roamed the front of her stretched-out body and she reached up and behind to caress his face. She moved on my slowly and rhythmically and he teased her nipples. She lead him back to the bed and opened her legs for him. She locked her ankles in his back and he fucked her slowly and deeply, both of them cumming again while kissing.

He drove her home and I finally got out of the closet and got back to my car. He was still at our place when I came in an hour later, at the counter having coffee with her.

“Hey Kent,” she said, bounding over to me and kissing me on the mouth in front of him. She was wearing different clothes again and I suspected it might have been because they had been fucking again, probably in my bed too. “Justin says he has to come back next weekend too, isn’t that fun?”

“Oh?” I said turning to him.

“Scouts honor,” he said, looking at me sheepishly. He held up his two fingers to swear it.

“Well why don’t you just stay here when you come? We have the space,” I said, gesturing at Dianne.

He looked at me with shock. “Dude, no,” he laughed it was so absurd.

Dianne looked at me skeptically too and then glanced at Justin. “You could, I guess,” she said, and I could see her making eyes and thinking plans.

“No never, that’s not going to work,” he insisted.

“You’re staying here, that’s final,” I said. I held up my hand to end all discussion.

He pulled out his wallet. “At least let me give you a fraction of what I’d spend on the hotel, for all the bother and what not,” and he handed me a one hundred dollar bill. I took it from him with a wry grin on my face thinking he was quite a bastard.

But then Dianne reached over and slipped it out of my fingers and pushed it into her jeans pocket. “That’s mine, I do believe.” I looked at her shocked. “For having to do all the sheets and towels and what not,” she said, turning and walking away, sashaying her ass at both of us. When she twisted around and slapped her cheek, I couldn’t tell who she was doing that for, me or him.

Saturday came without either of us mentioning a word about what had happened the previous weekend. Even though there was nothing special planned like causal-elegant night or even going out anywhere, still, Dianne seemed to spend as much time getting ready before Justin came over. She spent most of the day in jeans and halter, but when she went to the closet in yet another new pair of even sexier panties — thongs, this time, very lacy, very black, with a bright red bow in the middle of the pussy, and a half-cup bra also with a bow — she came out wearing a tight white cotton dress that hugged her to the skin. She had the body for it but I thought it was lacking a certain subtlety.

When Justin came, she made me carry his bag to my office where we talked about him sleeping, and she took him by the fingers the same way I watched her the night they fucked so much. She lead him to the table and had a meal ready for him. She doted on him, fascinated by anything and everything he had to say about the theatre, about acting, about his city. She was so obvious.

Me and Justin went to the couch and plonked down with beers to play some old games on the console. Dianne came into the living room and stepped over my legs to drop herself down between us on the couch, pressing up against both of us. She slapped her hands down on both our thighs too. We both pretended to be too enthralled by the racing game to notice. Out the corner of my eye, though, I was able to peek down and saw that while her hand rested on my leg, her fingers quietly pinched and twisted in the jeans of his leg.

We turned the lights down and put on a movie. “Can you rub my feet?” she asked me. “Been so sore lately!” I tried to but we were the wrong way and she said, “Sit in that chair!” I pulled it near and she reached out with her feet for me to rub. She couldn’t quite reach so she said, “Justin, sit here!” and she patted the couch under her head. He moved over and she rested her head on his lap now able to get her feet into my lap so I could rub them.

It was dark. She moaned as though my rubbing her feet was giving her sexual pleasure. She crossed her arms behind and under her head and when our eyes met she just smiled and uttered a little moan. But in the dark I could still see that her hands were not still, and they were right in his crotch. At some point I stopped rubbing because we all fell engaged in an exciting part of the movie. But Dianne didn’t get off Justin’s lap. She instead rolled to her side to face the screen and rested the side of her head on his lap. Her hand was in front of her face. I didn’t want to be obvious about looking but I was pretty sure it was resting on his crotch. It might have even been slowly, gently, squeezing him there, but I couldn’t be sure.

She got up at one point. “Going to get changed, get more comfortable.” I nodded. “Hey,” she said. “It’s a sleepover! Let’s all get comfortable! Get in your robe too, honey!” she said to me.

“A little unfair to our guest,” I said with a chuckle.

“Don’t you have an old one Justin can use?” Indeed I had. I got it out of my closet and threw it to him.

“Okay,” he said skeptically.

“Oh come on, it’ll be fun!” squealed Dianne. She pranced off and was nearly already naked before she reached our bedroom door. I shrugged at Justin and followed her to our bedroom to get changed too.

She didn’t wait for me there but came back out as I went in. “Hurry up in there!” she knocked on the office door where Justin was changing. When he came out, she took him by the hand and made him sit in the same place he was before. She pointed to the chair to be clear where it was I was to sit. And she lay back down with her head in his lap the way she had been before.

“Turn the lights off all the way I think,” she said to me. I looked over at her but she didn’t look back at me, she just made as though she were focused on the show. I did as she asked. It was so dark now, we could hardly see each other. Only where the movie showed a brief glimpse of an outdoor shot at daytime was there enough light for me to glimpse my wife and Justin on the couch. His robe seemed to be open around his legs. I might have seen her hand slowly drawing up and down the inside of his thigh. I could also have been seeing things. I tried to focus on the show.

“You must be tired,” she said to me from his lap. “All the driving back and forth to your mothers.”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“You sure you don’t want to go to bed?”

“I’m sure,” I replied.

“You probably should though,” she kept on. I looked over. She was looking at me and I could barely make out the whites of her eyes. She was reaching under her head and her hand moved rhythmically.

She rolled over onto her back and her robe seemed to fall open enough to reveal a few inches of her skin all the way from her neck to her pelvis. She wasn’t wearing anything at all underneath. I wasn’t sure but it looked like Justin’s hand was under her robe around her chest. She seemed to be gripping it by the wrist as though to hold him there.

“I really think you’re tired,” she said again. I didn’t answer this time. “I think you should go, honey,” she said. She was pulling Justin’s hand further down her body. It was barely visible but there were enough flashes of light from the screen.

My own robe fell open. I began to stroke myself watching what she was up to. “I think I’m fine right here,” I said. I didn’t mind if she could see what I was doing. I wanted her to.

“You should be sure,” she said. She rolled over and her robe completely slipped off. I could see her naked back laying across the couch and Justin’s lap. I tried to focus my eyes but it was hard to see, until I was able to understand what I was looking at. It was the back of her head rising and falling in Justin’s lap. His robe was completely open.

She lifted from his crotch and looked over at me. “Are you sure, baby?” she said one more time.

I was only able to nod. I was so hard, I was stroking so tightly.

She climbed up in his lap and kissed and hugged him. I could tell she was reaching down between their bodies. It was hard to see but it was easy to hear. She gasped and inhaled and I knew she had lowered herself onto him. She hung on to the back of his neck and her body fell back so far her hair fell down his legs. I sat frozen in my chair jerking my cock while my wife rode him right beside me.

She came off of him and she laughed and kissed him and stood up and took his hand. She leaned over to me and kissed my lips. She said, “Just going to make sure Justin has everything he needs,” and she pulled him toward my office where there was the couch and his bag. But a moment later, she came out still pulling him along behind her. She giggled and said, “Can he have your bed?”

I was too dumbfounded to answer. Justin, who had been silent the whole time, just shrugged at me. I didn’t stop anything. This time, she closed the bedroom door tightly.  I will give her this: she was somewhat quieter knowing I was home compared to the crying, shrieking, and moaning when she didn’t know I was outside the door. But she was only somewhat quieter. I jerked myself off in the hallway outside the door listening to them fuck madly.

The next morning, I sat in the kitchen waiting for them. I heard them fuck again — the bed had shifted so much it was now bumping into the wall but neither of them seemed to notice or care. They finally came out for coffee. Dianne giggled sheepishly but didn’t say anything. Justin wouldn’t even look at me. We went out for breakfast. When we finished, Justin left. “Bye!” Dianne said longingly to him, watching him leave the tiny restaurant. She turned back to me, talked about work and the busy week coming up, and said nothing about what had happened the night before. I was too amazed at her to mention anything myself.

I was interested in how long she was going to go before bringing it up. It turned out, that was going to be a long time. The whole week went by and Friday came around again. “Hey!” she said like it was a new thought. “I think Justin might be able to come back to town this weekend!”

“That so.” I hadn’t heard from him all week. He also fascinated me at how long he was prepared to go before talking about what was going on.

That’s all she said about it until around 7 on Friday. She carried sheets and a pillow and blanket to the office. She also carried my toothpaste and brush and other things to the bathroom near the office. She made sure I noticed and before she went in to place them, she said, “Do you mind?” in a tiny voice. She wasn’t asking me, she was informing me.

“We, um,” she said about an hour later, coming out of the master bathroom. She was decked out like she was going clubbing. “I was going to show him a couple of the places downtown.”

“Just you?”

She pursed her lips and started shifting toward the front door. She looked down at the floor when she twisted the knob. “We’ll try not to make too much noise when we get back.”

I just stared at her speechless.

“I know, we’ll just go straight in there,” she gestured with her head toward the bedroom door, “so we don’t disturb you too much out here.” She quickly passed out the door and slipped away before I was able to reply.

I was still up watching a show when I heard the key turn in our front door. She came in laughing and covering her mouth and bumping her body against his. She held his hand and leaned her body against him. “Hey Kent,” she said softly. “You still up?”

I just turned and stared. I could not comprehend.

“Hey bud,” said Justin.

Dianne laughed a little and mumbled something to him and pushed him in front of her through the living room and into the bedroom. A few minutes later, she came out and closed the door quickly behind her. She was in her robe. She sat down on the couch and looked at the screen. “What are you watching?” she said.

She behaved like it was a typical night, like she had come back from somewhere and was watching a bit of a show with me before going to bed. She appeared genuinely interested in what was on. Then she turned to me thoughtfully. “You sure you going to be okay in there then?” she said, nodding toward the office. She said it like she truly meant to be checking on me with the most innocent face.

“I guess so,” was all I could think to say.

“Should probably close the door,” she shrugged like there was some unknown reason why that might be a good idea. A few minutes later she sighed. “Welp,” she slapped her knees. “Guess I’m going to turn in myself.” She made it all seem as though there wasn’t a guy named Justin in our bed already. She strolled off as though unhurried and closed the door to our bedroom behind her.

After about 30 minutes I went and pressed my ear to the door. I heard not shrieking, not squealing, or even whimpering or crying. I heard instead deep plaintive moaning and soft, high-pitched murmuring. And in the midst of it I heard heavy breathing, sharp high intakes of surprised breath, and then several shocked whispered “oh my god!”s.  And I could hear the tell-tale rhythmic creak of bed springs.

The next day, Justin, Dianne and I went for lunch at the campus pub again. Dianne went to the bathroom. I looked at Justin. “So when we going to talk about what’s going on?” I said to him bluntly.

He looked at her ass end going through the bathroom door then back at me. “I guess I owe you a few thousand by now eh?” He slapped my shoulder.

“What’s going on?” I repeated to him without expression.

“Thing is,” he began. “I don’t know where to start.”

“Well start with how you’re fucking my wife practically in front of me.”

“Dude, you paid me a hundred to do it to her right in front of you, that was the deal.”

“I didn’t pay you to fuck her! It was a bet that she wouldn’t let you.”

“And she did. You watched too. I gave you the chance to stop it.”

“I didn’t know how.”

“You probably should have.”

“Why you say that now?”

He looked out the windows of the cafe like he needed to find the words. “Things have developed, let’s say.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“Calm the fuck down,” he hushed me.

I said low and slow, “What the fuck does that mean?”

He shrugged and still hemmed and hawed not finding the right words. “I told her about the bet.”

“You what?” I shouted. I repeated it in my quieter voice before he made me. “You what?”

“I had to tell her,” he said. “She told me about the bet you and her had, about her being able to entice me. Dude, you bet your wife she couldn’t seduce me? What were you thinking? That’s so fucked!”

“It wasn’t like that!”

“No? Tell me how that is not asking your wife to fuck another man!”

Now I hushed him. “She put me in a position I had to go along with it.”

“So you got me trying to fuck her and her trying to fuck me, both of us for a hundred dollars. And now you want to sit there and accuse me of fucking your wife!”

“We said ‘score,’ not fuck.”

“Do we need to actually check the urban dictionary definition of ‘score’?” He had me there. “So,” he went on with that cleared up, “I’m supposed to tell you that her and I want to go to Mexico for a week. Just her and me.”

“What the fuck? No!”

“She said you’d be like this.”

“Of course I’m like this! That’s my wife!”

“We don’t possess them, do we?” He shrugged. “Kind of outdated mode of thinking there buddy.”

“She say that?”

“I’m saying that. Dianne is her own person. She wants what she wants. You either accept it or you don’t, and you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, either.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“She’s free, you’re free, I’m free.” He opened his hands like some preacher.

Dianne sashayed back and instead of sitting on her earlier chair, she pulled out the chair beside Justin. She pulled up close to the table and looked sideways at him with a nervous grin, their faces too close for me. She glanced at me like I was an afterthought. Then she quickly leaned close to him and kissed him on his lips before looking back at me. She reached up and cradled his chin in her palm and she pressed her cheek against his and they both faced me. She knew he asked me and she waited with him for my answer.

“Is it okay then?” she said, her nails lightly scratching at his neck before her hand dragged down his chest and stomach and disappeared under the edge of the table into his lap. I caught a flinch in his eyes.

I looked at him and back to her and back to him. I wanted to say “Fuck no!” I wanted to stand up and send the table flying. I wanted to punch things or faces. Or at least I thought that I would have wanted to do those things. I looked down though and searched the table top like someone in a rescue helicopter searching the surface of the roiling sea below. I didn’t feel any of those things search as I tried. All I could do was look back up at her and say, “Do you really want to?”

She blushed and bit her lip and flashed her eyes down and back up. “Yes,” she barely squeezed out. “Of course,” she whispered.

I leaned over the table to Justin. “Help me out here, Justin.” He let go of her and met me in the middle of the table. Dianne sat back and watched. “Why does it feel okay? This is so fucked, but I don’t feel anything.”

“Me too, buddy,” he said quietly. “If it makes you feel any better, I’m just as confused as you.”

“I’m supposed to fucking kill you right now.” We spoke so quietly I didn’t think she could hear us.

“How do you think I feel? I’m taking my best friend’s wife to Cancun for a week of fucking!”

“And that just turns my crank so much, too. What the fuck is wrong with me?”

“It’s her, mate,” he said quieter.

“But I still love her. I’m trying to hate her, but I just can’t.”

“Tell me this,” he said. And then Dianne leaned in close so all our faces were the same distance apart. He looked back at me. “Tell me this. Has anything changed between you two? Besides that?”

I looked at her and she looked at me. I shook my head. “You?” I said to her.

“No. Not really.”

Justin spoke again. “Look at me, Kent. Has anything changed between me and you?”

“I always wanted to kill you,” I said. We all chuckled.

“Going to ask a personal question, but these are personal times,” Justin said. “Between you two, has your sex gone up, gone down, or stayed about the same?”

We looked at each other. “About the same,” we both said at the same time. “I’d say it’s gotten more fun,” she said.

“For you, yeah!”

She squeezed my hand. “For you too!”

I sighed. “Ignoring the fact that I know what you two are doing every weekend, yeah, it’s more fun.” I thought a second. “Actually, okay, since we’re putting everything on the table, knowing what you two are doing, it makes it hotter.”

“A lot more fucking hotter,” she nodded.

“I’m not looking to steal her, mate. I don’t want a wife. We don’t get along like that.”

Dianne squeezed my hand in hers again. “And I can assure you I don’t want to live with him.” She turned to him. “No offence, but you’d drive me crazy. Nobody could live with you.”

Justin clasped my fist inside his hand. I saw them reach over the table and entwine their fingers together. And Dianne squeezed my hand harder. “I was going to say,” I began, “that, okay, we can to do this but not in front of me, but . . . “

“You fucking love watching her fuck me,” Justin sneered at me. “Admit it.”

“I know you watched us fuck together that first time. Kind of hot knowing you were watching.” Dianne smiled at me with mischief.

“No way this is a three-way, though,” I said.

“No fucking way, I don’t want to touch you,” Justin said.

“So, what is this then,” I said. “You come over and you two fuck like crazy and I watch and jerk off?”

They both thought about it and shrugged. “What if it was like I really loved playing guitar,” she began, “and Justin was my guitar teacher and he was coming over and you could watch and enjoy me play guitar with him. Isn’t it sort of like that? It doesn’t mean I don’t like your music.”

Justin nodded with his bottom lip protruding. “It is like that, sort of, isn’t it.”

“And I still get to play guitar with you,” I said.

“Only I’m more fun to play with because I have a teacher.”

“I don’t think Justin is a sex teacher,” I scoffed.

But Justin shrugged and Dianne said, “Well . . . “

We all laughed hard and couldn’t stop laughing all the way out of the cafe and most of the way home. When the door to our apartment closed, I leaned against it and Justin and Dianne walked together up ahead kissing and touching all the way to the living room couch. And I began to take my clothes off, too. When they were finished, Dianne ordered some food and Justin and I played a round of GTA.
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